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‘h{ It scems to re that I'm maybe

' flogging these American humour books
to death, but I've still quite a lot
of them to wadc through, and I'm sure
that each one will bring to ny mind

a mass of questions. On another page
I've given ny.corments on RALLY ROUND
THE FLAG,BOYS, but since I've
stencilled those particular pages I1've
rcad THE INSOLENT CHARICTS, by John
Keats.

This brings forth, from my side
of the Atlantic, 2 totally now and
frightening aspect of the American
character. Like, * the Amcricans
I met whilst over in the States last
year led me to classify nost
Armericans as being shrewd and business-
like. This THE INSOLENT CHARIOTS has

: e radically shaken this impression.
Keats book deals with the Amerlcan notor industry, which is collectively
classified as 'Detroit'. The book has the assertion on the front cover that
it is !'funny enough to crack a ribdb', and yet, although there is 2 slight
touch of huwrour in the writing, it scems to nme that the author is down in
the depths of frustration, and the rare jolts of pure hurour are inserted
to try and keep his peace of nind!’

You were all kind enough to go into detail about my Indian problers, and
I'd very much like you to carry on and give me the facts sbout the purchase of
motor cars in Amecrica. Because this is what Keats asgsserts :-

He says that Americen cars, throughout the years, have been designed with
one important factor in nind. To keep up the cost of second hard cars. It is
pointed out that in this way, the vestly important motor industy, end it's
consequent employment connections, can carry on without any 111 effect. If the
price of the mass of sccond hand cars was cheap, these would be purchased,
and the factories would heve to deplete their labour force. It is said that
every Arerican considers a car a necessity, and fanily men are aquite prepared
to let their families go short of essentials as long as they possess a car.
Another strange thing is that the design of cars is planned so that each
guccessive year the cost 1is much higher, the milecege i1s rmuch lower, the
bare comfort of the car is made even rore austere, end the very slightest
alteration is made to fin or bumper to give the excuse of it being a new
nodel.

Well, this is business, I suppose, and the corments on this sre perchance
not so irport it a8 the next relelation :—

Mr.Keats draws & morbid picture of the adrinistration of the major car
rmanufacturers. It is explained 1n great detail that whoever loses noney, the
ranufacturers ensure that it isn't there When their accountants work out the
wholesale prices of their products, they include in the price the tax they
estimate they will have to pay to the Tax man ! This arount is passed on to
the purchaser.

The rost armazing thing is that the car dealers sre puppets. They have to
adhere to every whinm of the manufacturors represcntatives. Keats claims that
dealers are almost forcod ( by subtle blackmail) to falsify their accounts so
that they have to pay more tax than they rightfully shoulde..this means of zov-
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that the manufacturers pay less, although they have already ensured that
the maximunm tax they are likely to pay has already been secured =t no cost
to themsclves.

Car builders orgenise big shows, at which the district car dealers have
to attend. The car dealers have to give 'voluntary! donations for these
shows, and pay thelr own expences. The dealers are also sent rioro high prico
cars than they can posgiblv secll. They rmust take these cars from the bulilders,
otherwise they will not get a supply of the oncs they can sell. Tho dealers
therefore sell thesc high-priced cars at a loss, and put the amount theoy have
lost on to the price of the ordinarv cars.The dealers, not being suckors,
also put the cost of their donations to the car shows and their attendant
expenecs on the price of tho cars.

In other words, the poor individuel who purchases a car pays not only
the cost of the car, but also the manufacturers tax, the dealors losses on
other deals, hire purchase charges and 'packing'...a tern used to describe
pushing up tho price of the car in relation to the financial status of the
poor critter who 1is buying it.

Tell me, fellow SAPSites, is this a true picture of the Americon car
induatry. Most of vyou have got cars. I'nm not trying to pry into your
financial affairs, but I would really appreciate a fow details of similar
experi nces you might have heard about or actually corie into contact with.

Huh ?

A word about this issuc of POT POURRI. lLast year, 1f you recall, I was
111 during tho period whon I should heve been bashing away at my first
annish, o I've pone out of ry way to ninke this sccond annish sonething
extra speeianl. A foto sheet, n photograph, and some off-beat material, in
faet, hero nre tho complete contents :-
Front Cover by ATOM.ssesseand it's a dilly, isn't it ?
Moanderingscsscriscesstsesseosssasasssnsses. bage 1
Giont's CoUgoWaY. vcsesssscsenrssssnsssesssPaze 3
Aviztion Odditles 2.eeeveveccnns svsesvuesasPago 6
Tho Mind Stealors (Chaptor 6 )eecesecsesssssPage 8
Tho Sucker { A G.DeAs Story )esssessssessesPago 13
Foto Shoot DatfesecesesarssessssssnnsnsnssePOZ0 16
Foto ShoGteesessericsssssnrcenssssnsncsnce.Pageo 17
Up The Pole (Book review)..................Page 18
The Pasychology of Canastie.eesssesssesnssecePage 20
YOU TOOe¢eorvenans ......................--..Page 25
Kleus Harnony..............................Page 25
The Scalpel (MeC'8)evivtaeenss Ve seneansn ovBoge 31

PILLAR POLL REPORT. This should really be in the Meiling Korrent section,

I suppose, but I rmust confess I've never been too happy about such polls in
a linited circle of friends, and I d rather rake mv point hore so that you'll
21l road it. The thing is, folks, I feel so darm sorry for the people who
corme et the botton of the polls. Like, we're all in it for the enjoyrment, not
to heve our pleasures tabulated every year. I've obviously no personal gripe

ageinst the poll, indecdy, I thrilled ot the egoboo, but we don't 21l enter oux

fanac 2t the sane level. T mean, I'n at writing ond publishing all the time,

every night for six years or rore. Other fans only write maybe a few pages a

year, and rost of that in nmeiling corments. That's the way I feel, and that's

why I Aidn't vote. I rust uay I thought ”ﬂlly Weber did n good job with the

Rl CIE SRR R L. e L .sce you in Octember L1LLLLLY
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I In Northern Irelend we pofssess 2
: & *3 unique geological feature. Nowhere clse
Bt in the whole world has enything so grand

or majestic beon seon of this types I

refor to the Giant's Causeway. You may
poosibly have heard of it. Therc is
almost certain to be a reference to it in
' TN Q any large goological work.
//\,/~“\» I visited it last Wednesday, the 20th

of April 1960, and as soon as I saw the

NORTHERN utter magnificence of it, I knew you of
A SAPS would like to hear all about it.
b I was lucky to have a professional
C\f photographer with me at tho time, and the

resultant picture bolow shows but one of
the nsnalleast aspects of this natural mervel.
Moro about that lator.

The heading on tho left there cunningly
includes a map of Northern Ireland, and
you'll note that tho Giant'n Ceounewny in

at the ¥orthern tip of County Antrim.

IRELAND

On this Wednoadey, ny party ( throo other policemon ) parked our ear and

paid the statutory sixpence foo for this privilogo. "o passed through a
gate, and were confrontod with a large bay. Our path led to the right, a
couple of hundred foet abova the roaring broakers of tho Atlantioc bolow.
Aftor a walk of about four hundred yards wo turnod at the hoadland and

found oursolvos confrontod with another bay. But tho sun was shining, and the
soa air orinkled our nostrils, and we walked another fow hundred yards.

Then we saw our first oigns of thls natural mnrvel. Twenty yards in front of
us wo could see this strange structure....a little jutting fingor of rook,
composed cntirely of hoxagonal sections, something likc a crazy mixed up
honey comb.

One thing spoilod our rush forward to this superb sight. A large iron ~
wrought fonce barred our way, and tho only way past was to part with the
filthy lucro. I stood discreetly in the background whilst someonc olse paid,
end during the quarter hour whilst the othcrs made up their mind who was
going to pay for me, I pondorcd on the excellent paychologicel situation

of that kiosk. You were only confrontcd with a domand for entrance moncy
aftor you'd walked so far, and tho naturcl indignation at this abrupt and
unexpected financial sctback was tempercd with the realisation that you'd
come so far, the goodns just lay round the corner, and, after all, it waso
only onc shilling and sixponce.

We edged our way through the turnstile, and glanced round us. Yot anothor
bay..s.2 large onec. Wo continucd on our way castwards. The scawards view wag
just wonderful. The Atlantic was blue, and below us the white wnrve~tops
gontly edged their way to the rock-strown sand.

Halfway round this bay is the Giant's Organ. On the photograph hercabouts I
heve my hand on High C ) The Giant's Organ in officially described as being
' about 120 foet long, consisting of 60 colurmns, of which thosc et the contre
are forty feet high, but thosc on the oides arc the lowor.' In other words,
theoe large vertical hexagonal columns rather resemble & mundane church
organ when looked at from the front. The Giant'c Organ is a good name for it,
but I must confess I expected to see a phallic symbol.
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Aftor the photography sossion, we atagzered along, and,after 2 short
pause to watch +the anties of an uninhibitoed male and feomalc on a grassy
bank below, who thought they werec unobservable, we roached the ond of the
bay, turned a corner, and golly gee, yet another bay, and this ono even
wider...it must have been a mile to the .other extremity of it.

Wo decided not to go any further, Therc was no nced. For wo could
soe tho strange boauty of the Causewsy from our vantage point facing the
contre of tho bay. It was composed of thousands of stone colurms. The
somewhat obscure official phrascology of this phenomena tells us that it
ios composcd of 'colurmar Basalt Lava-flows and Tuffs, the higher flows
beautifully Colurmar in their lower portiono.’

In botweon these massive colurmns were layors of red stono which could
be broken off in scctions, rzther like hardencd corflu ' Imagine tho scenc
23 we otood on the cnd of the vast bay, looking at it from loft to right.

At the bottom, the sea crached againast a rocky shorc. Tho sea was azure blue,
the formntions of waves approaching the shoro all white-crootod. From tho
shoro tho oolumns rosc vortically, indisporcd with layors of rod stone and,
groonery cluttored sbout overywhore. The sky above was tho purcst blue, ond
tho whole suporb panorana of nature at its ultimate was rudoly spoiled by
tho whitc condensation trail of & jet—planc in the stratosphere |

For tho puriats, zllow mo to quoto a paragraph from the official
rocord t-

'The surmit is covored with a thin grassy cod, undor which lies a
natural basaltlc rock having gonerally a hard surfaco somewhat cracked and
shiverod. At tho depth of ten or twelve foct frorm tho swumit this rock begins
to asounic 2 colurmar tcendency ond forro o range of meny pillars of broalt,
which otand perpendicular to the horizon, presonting in tho sharp face of
the prorontory tho appearance of o nagnificont gallery or colonnado upwards
of sixty foot in height. This colonnade is oupportcd on & solid basis of
coarse, black, irrcguler rock, nearly sixty feot thick. Under this great
bed of otonc stands o socond ronge of pillars betwoon 40 and 50 foct high,
leso gross, moro sharply definod than those of the uppor storey. '

This lower rango is borne on a layer of red ochro stone, which serves as 2
rolief to show it to greater advantagoe.'

We just snt therc and lapped up this technicolour droam and sroked.

It nmade us realisc how puny man is whon comparcd with nature, and yot the con
trails above 3cemed somwhow to disprove thio.

On the roturn march wo stopppd once more to check on the couple on
the grassy bank. If I know that man o namc heo would get nmy norination for
Sportonan of thc Year, without gucstion.

The great cucstion is, how did this phenomenz omcrge ? "hat causcd it?
The strange thing is that, on the Scottish coastline at Mull, Staffa and Skyc
there arc shilar otructure, but they are small and insignificant when compared
with the north Antrim coastline. And, as the crow flico, they arc almost
oppositc the Northern Irish const. My research in geologicnl litcrature
revoals that o thousand squarc riles botween Antrim and Scotland was a chelk
basin which was fillecd with lava from volcano outpourings. However, thoro is
no tracc of nny voleano in the area for some consideorable distance. This
proves nothing, as, cons ago, voleanc's camec and went ( for want of bettor
phrescology.) It happoncd somchows....many saum ¥c miles of hoxagonal columns,
botweon 15 and 28 inches in diamoter. Let me quotc 2gain from official
sourcecg

! Tho Causcway comprisos of over 74,000 distinct =nd perfect
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colurms, beoides rmnny that arc broken ond scattcred about in its viecinity.
The coluns consist of prisms of cqual dimensions through their whole height,
which ranges from 15 to 36 foot, with diameter of from 15 to 28 inches., and
varying in their sides from throc to nine, although the greator numbor are
pentagons 'nd hexagons. Each of thoe pillars is perfoctly distinct, and zlmost
invariably differs in size, numbor of sidos, and points of articulation
from the adjacent coluwms, to which, howevor, it is so close that in somo cnses
not oven water cen pnss botwoon them. Almost ocvery colum is cormposed of
sovernl pleces, tho joints of which aro articulatod with the grontest
cxactness ond in strictly horizontal diroction. Gonorally the uppor part
of tho scction is concave snd tho lower convox, but this arrangomont is
often reversed. In n fow of tho colurms no joints aro visible; in othors,
three, four or,worec can be tr-cod.’

I think the photograph this can all bo soon quite clearly, and I ruot

stross oncc ngain the the photo dopicts probebly tho rost insignificont
section of the basalt.

If any of you ever come to Northern Troland, bec sure to put this
location on your itinory. Lot ro know if you'ro going, I'1l join you.
It's suporb, honest Li}




—_— In this a2ge of sleshing speed and
discovery, today's news is tomorrows
i vawn. Today, in point of fact, is Thursdey
/ the Tth of April 1960, ~nd the dnte is

- memorable to the merophile ( or will be )
because Britain once again has led the
world with an aeronautical achisvment. It is
even more interesting because the aircraft

concerned, the Short S.C.1, wns designed
'fiB and built about one mile from where I live.
[1,/ Short Brothers and Harland ( George
Charters, the Sage of Irish Fandom,works
there ) commenced construction of the S.C.1
in 1957. The $8S.C. stonds for 'Strange
Contraption.

"hat happened today ? Yell, for the
first time in the world, a jet-plane
switched from forward flight, hovered,
returned to forward flight, and l-nded
conventionally. In other words, we have
now proved that it is possible to build
an orthodox-tvpe jet-plane which can

operate from little more than a footbell
S field. It can take off vertically, switch
to forward flight, hover where necessary, nnd return to forward flight at
will. Certainly it has been done for meny years by helicopter, but not by
8 jet-plane without rotors.

The Short S.C.1 h2s five engines, four of which are used to
lift the aeroplane verticnlly off the ground. Of course, mony test flights
with the craft tethered were mnde in Belfast before the S.C. 1 was token
to the Royal Aircraft Establishment in Bedford, Englond.

Of course, meny countries have experimented with such craft,
including of course the United States. But most of these experimentel craft
have been merely devices to rise vertically from the ground. This has been
the main objective. T recall an aircraft called the' Flying Bedstead!, or,
as 1t wos officially termed, the Thrust Measuring Rige. This was in effect
2 Rolls Royce Nene jet engine mounted, facing downwards, on o metal frame,
with the pilot sitting on top. It was a British eroft, and the Short S.C.1
has been built with the data obtained from the Flying Bedstead.

It is unfortunate that the British aircraft industry does not hove
sufficient money to furnish such ideas. Take the Short S.C.1l. It was huilt
ot the recuest of the Ministry of Supply. It was all done on o shoe-string
budget. It is miraculous that the craft works at all. American nircroft Pirms
get vost sums of money for researchs British firms do note. Some of them hove
to make o gigantic gamble. They produce militory designs ond even build them
in the pious hope that the government will take an interest. Maony of Britain's
most frmous warplanes were started as private ventures.

In theory, the Short $.C.1 gives Great Britnin o great advantage
for military ~nd civil purposcs. We lead the world at the moment. Now is the
time for the British Government to step in, tell the British aircraft industry
that money is no object, If that was so, in a verv fow years Britain could
produce o hundred-seat jet-plane capable of taking off from the centre of a
city. It could produce a supersonic jet troop transport which could land o
hundred troops in the middle of 2 jungle.
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But I'1l tell you what will heppene The seed is in tonights
newspaper, together with the blurb about the Short S.C.1. The nespaper
says 'The Western German Government is particularly interested in the
developments.'On the television tonight it stated that 'Britain might
produce a military version in co-operation with NATO' .

We on this side of the Atlantic have produced the firet working
prototype. The goverment should step in now and ask for speedy designs to
their specifications.

There's no chance, I'm very much afraid. America might offor
several million dollars to assist further experimental worke. I have no doubt
whatsoever that America will produce the first operational vertical take-off
oirliner, and Russia won't be far behind. We in Great Britein always get
the bright idece, 2nd whilst the powers-that-be worry about a couple of
million pounds, other countries snap up the patents.

I heve no doubt whatsoever that Shorts ond Harland and other
aireraft compenies in Britain have designs already, walting for a kind word
from the government. Thore is the faintest ray of hope that somewhere,
amidst the morass of red tope, thore is a far-sighted man with sufficient
power at his elbow to give the go-chead for the construction of 2 verticel
toke-off jet =irliner in Britain. A slight chance.

Do you know that way back in 1947 Britain had an actual airecraft
built to experiment with supersonic flight? Flights were planned for over
1,000 mepeh.s.eand sormo blasted idiotic moron asserted that it wasn't
cricket to risk pilots lives. The whole idea wae scrapped. Instoad, fifteen
nillion pounds was spent on an abhortive sceme to grow ground nuts in Africa.

You seo, I've spent over twenty years studying eircraft, and I know
whot Britain has suffered from dolts and blockheads. Way back in tho sarly
1930's some genius suggested oxperimental work should be undertaken to
construct rockets. An imbecile the government chose as an adviser duly
advised that such missiles could not be used in modern warfarc. The goverment
instructed the de Havilland aircraft company that their private venture
twin-engined day bomber and reconaissance nireraft would be uselese as it was
constructed almost entirely of wood. de Havilland went on and built a proto-
type as n private venture...the resul%, the World War II Mosquito, which, when
1t first appeared, was faster than the fastest German fighter, and it wes a
bomber.

The stoge is set once mores A superb British achievement. An aeroplane
which possesscs the long sought after ability of taking off vertically, flying
forward or hovering at will.
Britain can lead the world
now. For nany years we
could hold a monopoly
of vertical take—off
c¢ivilian airliners. The
world would queue up to
buy them. If, from a
British point of view I seen
pessimistic, believe me, I
have a right to be.

Time will tell, but I
haven t much reason to
cheer. I've been through
it all before.

John Berry. 1960




Here, 2s I promised, is chapter six of my mighty science fiction novel

THE MIND STEALERS, written way back when I wns 2 dewy-eyed neo fan.I've
played feir with you. I hoven't altered one word, although, on re=-reading,
there 1s much I would alter. I don't want to bore you with a resume of the
plot so far, I just wont to give you this chapter to bring you back to
morbid renlity. These things have a habit of smouldering. Word would get
round that 'Berry hos written a superb science fictlon story'. I want to
nip this in the bud. Hrve the salts handy, 2nd don't read this after a
heavy meal :-

The publishers nddress on the magozine was 414 A, Charleton
Street, Manchester.

Tyson ~nd Wainright arrived at the main Manchester heliport
juet after mid-day. They hired a turbo-taxi, and were driven to Charleton
Street. It was o smnll dusty street in a grimy neighbourhood.

Tyson paid the driver, ond sniffed disteetefully before stepping
over the threshold of number 414 A, Theyentered the office, and an anaemic
looking girl of cbout thirty, with long stragegling hair, was sitting biting
her ncils in front of an old fashioned typewriter. The girl looked et them
with watery oyes.

Tyson decided against showing her his N.S. badge, in cose the
shock was too much. Instead, he gave her a gentle smile.

"Do you still print STRANGE ADVENTURE STORIES, dear ?" he =sked,
pushing his hat back.

The girl opened her mouth, revealing yellow teeth.

"No," she said. "Our present publications are called TRUE
STORIES OF PASSION.'

Tyson was tempted to 2sk 1f she wrote the stories, but instead
he winked at Wainright, who was screwing up his nose at = strange smell
which persisted in the dank atmosphere.

"well, the fact is," said Tyson potiently," we are the British
representntives of an American firm which spocialise in buying old pulp
magazines. They particularly went number 26, volume two, dated 26th March
1977. We presume that your firm would keep copies of their old publications.

I might add thnt I am permitted to pay quite o substantial amount if an intact
copy can be found."

She looked rather blankly from one to the other.

"You'd best see Mr.Rogers,” she said slowly."'He's working ot
the bock of the building. Maybe he can help you.'

Tyson pecled off W§5, and pushed them over to the girl, who
blushed slightly but nevertheless gathered up the scarlet notes with alacrity.

The two operatives opened 2 paint-starved door, and found them-
selves in 2 printing room. The scene which met their eyes wnsn't exactly one
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of dynamic commercialism. Two youths and an old man were slowly stacking
fanzines in 2 corner, =2nd another grime-covered youth was emersed in the
interior mechanism of 2 primitive printing press.

Hurredly, Tyson =nd his friend vecated the depressing scene =and
continued their quest for Mr. Rogers. Thev found themselves in a long room
smelling of moth balls. The room was lined with megezines of =211 shapes and
sizea, and in all imaginabls conditions.

An o0ld men, with flowing white heir, and wearing dark glesses,
was sitting at a desk constructed of wooden boxes. He looked et them and geve
a toothless grin.

"Yes, sirs," he croaked.

Now that they were getting so close to the importent clue, they
both began to breathe slightly faster. Wainright stood to one side and
pretended to examine some magazines, whilst Tyson did the talking.

"Are you the owner of this du- cr-this placo ?" asked Tyson.

The 0l1d m2n nodded, his scrawny neck end hollow cheeks making him
lcok like an old goat.

Tyson explained hls quest.

"Oh yes,yes, I do have 2 copy," the old man replied slyly," but
I am afreid I couldn't sell it. It would spoil my collection. In this room
I have a copy of every magazins my father and I have published. I have been
in thie business for forty years, you know."

Tyson sighed. He recognised the technique. He pulled out his
wallet. For a second, he wes tempted to flash his N.S. bradge, but again he
declined; he roenlised that there were cortain shocks which senility could not
stend.Instead, he thumbed through a stack of W4, letting the old man see the
denominations. Tho old mans hands fluttered in front of him like mating
butterflies. Slowly, Tyson counted out ten W310 notes. A thin hand stretched
out, thumb rumning over fingers. Tyson dropped the notes in the twitehing pelm.

The old man got to his feet and hobbled across the room. He searched
amongst the bookshelves, occaslonnlly blowing clouds of dust from the covers.
Eventually, he pulled out 2 pulp magazine, caressed it lovingly, then hobbled
beck and thrust it into Tyson's hands.

"That has spoiled my collection," the o0ld man meened.

But Tyson wesn't listening. With thumping heart, he turned over
the pages. He felt Wainrichts hot brenth on his neck. A great deal depended
on what the next few seconds would reveal. The important page was intact.
They both read the port which was missing from the previous copy.

"Jeeze," cried Tyson in Amazement.

"My God," snid Wainright.

Tyson fumbled for cigarettes. They both inhaled. Wainrights
honds were sheking.

"This i3 i%t," breathed Tyson.

They read and re-read the bottom half of the page.
It was an advertisement.

It seid :~

Profesgor Malcolm Pettigrew, late of Yale Telepathy
College, U.S5.A, is nt present in London for the World Telepathy
Conference. He has instructed us to 2sk for your help in & new series
of experiments he is conducting. Briefly, if you or any of your blood
relations hnve ever experienced anyoutstanding exomple of telepathy,
E.S.P, second sight, etc, plesse write to the address given below,
giving all relevant details. Professor Pettigrew assures us that he
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will personelly =answer all letters, and will later forward a
copy of his conclusions. All correspondence will be treated in
the strictest confidence. The Professor stresses that the
succesaful result of the experiments will depond entirely
upon everyone co-operating to their fullest. Please write to
Box 2163, The Evening Observer, Fleet Street, London.

Tyson looked at the doctor. They were both white.

"This is fantastic, Hal," said Tyson.

"I know," onswered Wainright. " The implications =nre
enormouss I am certain that providing this =dvert was inserted for the
purpose we think, we arc dealing with something dark, something vast in
scope and organisation, something which I honestly think to be boyond the
limits of every country....er...no, Mark, my imagination is not running
away with me. But I want time to work things out. That old wvultures ears
are flapping like elephants. Close your mouth nnd lets get out of hore."

Tyson closed his mouth.

"I say, Hal," he said in awe," if you're thinking what I'm
thinkinge..I need a long drink. But I haven't finished with this old
faggot yet. Hey, Dad."

The o0ld man looked at him.

"Any more business, gents ?" he croaked.

"I suppose you have a good filing system, you keep 211 your
0old correspondence.”

"I dO-"

"Well, suppose you trot off and see if you can find enything
dealing with this advert," demanded Tyson. He needed that drink.

Probably spurred on by the thought of more W4, the old man
trotted off =2s directed. This time he took rother longer., but in less than
fifteen minutes he was back with a crumpled square of paper. He handed 1t to
Tyson and weited expectantly.

"Half a sec, Pop, let's see what it's worth," smiled Tyson.

He examined it. It was a letter from the Evening Observer
merely stating that a cheque for 4en pounds, fifteon shillings -nd sixpence
was enclosed os payment due for the insertion of the advert in Strange
Adventure Stories Number 26. Tyson put the letter cnrefully in his pocket.
Looking at the gnarled fingers being rubbed together, Tyson hnlf regretted
his earlier extravagence. But after 211, it would go down on the expense
account.... He peeled off five more crisp WAl0. Leaving the o0ld man counting
his loot, they left the building. They both breathed deeply, filling their
lungs with fresh nir. They telephoned a turbo-taxi, had a good meal and a
few drinks at the recently opened COMMUNAL FE™DING CENTRE in Monchester,
caught the 3430 pm helicopter, nnd were in Tyson's office in London before
six o'clock.

After a couple of drinks from Tyson's office bottle, the
doctor announced his intention of returning his spartment to find a theory
to fit the facts. Tyson was glad of this ,because he hnd o few jobs to do
which he did not want Woinri-ht to know about. He had been thinking about
the doctor a great deal, and had arrived ot a certain conclusion. But he
decided to let their relationship continue whilst it wae 2 benofit.

Tyson cnlled  Jaonet in.

She stood in front of him.

"Come ~nd sit here, dear," ho grinned. "I've been neglecting
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She blushed, but came and sat in the cheir beside him.

"Mr. Patterson called today, 2nd asked you to let him know if
you hed discovered -nything," she reported.

Tyson smiled, and patted her knee experimentally.

"Telephone him tomorrow, dear, and tell him that Mr.Tyson has
got a certain lead, and will let him have a written report within forty
eight hours. Now, anything else ?"

"Oh yes, Mr.Tyson ="

"Call me Mark."

"Oh yes, Mark. The owners of this building say that the rent is
six months in arrears."

Tyson grinned, aond pinched her cheek softly. Sho sighed. Tyson
edged his chair nearer to hers.

He wrote out 2 cheque for the amount due, and handed it %o her.

"Anything else 7"

The girl shook her head. Tyson reached across and held her hands,
and pulled her to his knees. She didn't protest. Tyson gave her a hungry
kiss.

"You' ve been drinking, Mark," she reproved about five minutes
later.

Tyson loosened his tie. This girl had something. It was a great
pity that this case was taking up so much of his time; he thought he could
really get somewhere. She showed no signs of wanting to be released., but
as much as her nearness affected him, there was work to be done. For all
he knew, the fate of nations might depend upon him- or so Weinright had
intimated, but he thought that Wainright, amongst other things, was a bit
of & romantic. That edvert; it was queer, all the BAMEecsss

"What are you thinking about, Mark ?" she asked. There was the
suggestion of a pout a2bout her lips. Her lips were about °n inch from his.

Tyson and the girl clinched for another ten minutes. Perhaps the
work could wait until tomorrow. He could take her to a little hotel he
knew, where the food was very good, where the tables were dimly 1lluminated,
where Amazoninn wine was served iced, and thot wine certainly did the trick.
Janet was a very attractive girl, and his experience told him thet— but
dammit, this Patterson case was interesting. To think thot all these years,
2ll over the world, it was possible that on organisation h~d been working to
one end, to put girls into contact with men who werc telepathic to a degree,
or whose blood relations were. Whet was the idea behing it, thought Tyson
sescowhere did the women and children venish %o ?

"Oh Mark, you aren't thinking about me at all," said Janet. This
timo she really did pout. ;

"T wes, honestly dear, exclaimed Tysone. "I wes thinking thot
perhaps— oh know, you wouldn't understond. I forgot you are engoged.”

"No, no, tell mo what you were thinking," she breathed, her lips
red and moist - oh blast.

"One of these nights I'm going to give you a good time," he
promised," but tonight I have a lot of work to doe But you can go home now.
To show what I think of you, here is W450. Go and buy yoursoelf one of those
shimmering dresses that are so popular. Don't wear it in this office, though.
I might not be able to control myself."

She threw her arms round his neck, kiss=d him with enthuslasm,
and ran from the office.

Some girl, thought Tysoneseseeas
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He sigred = few letters that she hnd left in his IN tray. Then
he wrote out n message which he sent to the radio operator ot N.S.H.Q. for
transmission to America. Although ho didn't want Floming to lmow his
progress, the messnges he had sent would not convey much to him, if he
rend the drafts.

His noxt job was to type out 2 roport to tho Brigadior. He wrote
as little as he could about his progress so for , but he set it all out oo
excellontly that he covered scveral sheets of popor, using the old tochnique
of writing = lot 2bout 2 1little, an essential ability to the successful
private investigotor.

Finally, he finished the bottle of whiskey, locked the outer
office door, nnd olopt on the diven in his office. Ho thought it would be
rather o good iden to get Jonet to work late one nightes..but tho Pettorson
job had +to be conoluded first. Ho was soon asleep.

A copntinual buzzing noise ceme from the outer office door. Ho
yawmed, zot up, ond opened it. & black uniformed N.S. servicemcn was standing
there, ond said,

"First Captain Tyson ?"

Tyvson gnve & sleepy nod, and the N.S. man saluted, nnd handed
over o saaled envelope.

"Thanks ," yawned Tyson, cnd closed the door. He went back to
his desk nnd ripped open the envelopc.

The cnblegram stated :— REF.YALE TELEPATHY COLLEGE - REGRET
NO SUCH INSTITUTION. DETAILED ENOUIRIES FAIL TO TRACE ANY PTRSON KNOWN AS
PROFESSOR MALCOLM PETTIGREY.ABI.OFF 194 to NS.LONDON

Tyson roturned to the divan, but he didn't slcep.

Ho begon to get 2 fow new ideas about tho business, end he

didn't like them one little bit....

END OF CHAPTER SIX.

MEMO
Read a good science fiction story the other day by John Wyndham, called
THE MIDWICH OUCKOOS. You've probrbly read it yenrs =go, so I don't want to
use up valunble sprce by reviewing it. However, just in case you don't
recall one cleosic paragraph, I'd likc to reprint it. Through one of his
characters he gives his opinions of American science fictlon ploto :-
e "Naturally, in Amcrica it is 211 rather bigger =nd bottor.
Seomothing deacends, and something comes out of it.Within ten
rminutes, owing no doubt to the excellont corrmmications in that
country, therc is a2 const~to-coast ponic, ~nd £ll highways out
of the citics ore crammed, in a2ll the lanes, by the flecelng
populnce - cxcept in Washington. Therc, by contrast, enormous
crowds strotching ns for 2s the eye can reach, stand grave ond
silent, white-faced but trusting, with their cycs upon the
White House, while somevhore in the Catekills o hitherto
ignored professor ond his doughter, with their rugged young
nesistarnt strive like demented midwives to assist in the birth
of the dea ex labortoria which will save the world ot the last
moment minug one.’

END OF QUOTE.
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I hove corefully refreined from writing e Goonstory in POT POURRI, hecnuse
besides having desecrated quite - number of mundone fanzines, the Goon hes
2 fanzine 2ll of his own, the sixteenth issue of which is pending. RET-
RIBUTION, of course. But I'm sure SAPS readers would like to hear of the
strange goings~on when the Goon met Squink Blog in Seattle.

I was bloated up with potato crisps ( the Americans called
them something different...chips, or something, but the Americans have that
perchant for mixing things up. Do you know they even hove their electric
light switches up-side~down.?) and sltting quite happily on a2 Busby sofa,
trying to stop a hound from tearing the sole off my shoe, when o strange
character walked in without knocking.

The Busby's seemod 4o be in awe of this unique apparition
( his shirt was made out of an old Bowery curtnin, and his trousers hnd
presumebly been purchased third hand from a garage attendant who had some
sort of phobea regarding detergents L), whom they introduced as Squink
Blog.,

Yhilst I stuffed more crisps in my mouth, Blog regnled
us with stories of his expleoits, and it soon developed into a bonsting
match, because, knowing that my RET circulntion wne under o hundred, I
thought mebbe Blog hadn't heard of some of my capers.

As the evening wore on, I begnn to get more and more
disgruntled with Bloge "hilst I have always maintained thaot a high I.Q.
number is not essential for the investigator ( I mean, I've frankly
admitted that mine isn't, end you' ve only got to look at my record to sec
I am successful ) Blog's thesis was that the higher the I.0 ratege, the more
psychological the approach to a given problem, 2nd therefore the moro
intellectual deductions, instead of blind luck, which he intimnted was the
nain reason for some of my more memorcble coups .

I hnd my plonkerautomatic half drawn when Buz nervously
raised & hend and suggested we should find out whose technique was the best
by both participating in = problem which he would lay hofore us.

I said this was 2 good idea, and 4ried to catch Buz's oye
to make sure he'd back me up instead of being impartial, but he secemed to sort
of avoid my gaze.

"e!'1l zo down town to a meeting of the Nemeless Ones
tonight, nnd I'1l arrange an investigation for you thore," said Buz, aftor
a great deal of thought.

That night, = group of bewildered Nomeless Ones huddled
in front of Buz downsteirs in the kitchen where sugarless coffee was 2lways
brewed after Nameless meetinzs, so I was led 4o beliove. Amongst those
present were Wally Gonser, Jim Webbert, Hubbard Greon, Walt Webber, Blotto
Otto, Buz and Elinor Busby and nyself. Blog was there too.
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"Fellow N-mcless onos and the Goon," said Buz rather importently,"to-
night you arc to witness o titanic_battle of wits between the Goon and
Squink Blog. For your information & must toll you that both of theso two
individuzls are rother mystorious characters, ond both prido themsclves on
their ability as operators. It scems, from o conversation which took place
botweon thom today,'that both rcgard their own particular mothods ns boing
tho most useful in tho art of investigotion. Blog favours psychology, ond
o percoption of human naturc and its psychiatric frailtics, and tho Goon
sooms to work on 2 combination of the Law of Avorages and a computatlon of
Marilyn Monrocs vital statistics divided by 22 over 7."

There worc o serics of sharp intakes of breath at this announcomont as
Buz continucd.

"And so I have proparcd o problem for thom. This is what I am going to
do. I have a number of onvelopes in my pocket. Inside one cnvelope is a
pepoer with a cross on it. I know which onvelope it is ine Now in the centro
of this table I shall placo this small plester statue of o left handod gnomo
with its head missinge. Tho Goon and Blog cen oxemino this room in privacy
for ton soconds. This will stop theom from using nny subtorfugo for tho
succossful donoumont. Then I shall hond the onvolopes round. I shell then
switch tho lights off for two minutos, during which time the person whogo
papor had a cross on it will rcmove tho docopitotod gnome from tho tablo and
hido it, or throw it oway or kocp it as a souvenicrs The two operativos will
then carry out an on tho spot investigetion, and then inforrm re who tho
porson wes who romoved the gnomo. For the purposcs of intorrogetion which
night onsuo 28 = recault of these two gontlomon's investigations , tho porson
who took the gome cen lic, but tho rost of us must toll the truth. Aftor one
hour, I shell inform Blog and tho Goon that they must writc down the nane
of the guilty perty, and to savo tho possibility of either of them taking a
wild guess, thoy must oxplain to me, egain in privecy, what led then to their
conclusion. To corrmcmoratc this fantastic battle of wits, I am prosonting o
small solid silver ogg cup to the investigator who gives tho corroet solution
with o resumc of the clucs which lod %o tho conclusion.Any quostions ?"

I wiped a heod of swoat off my brow, and sucked theo cnd of my
fountain pon, which I always do when confronted by & problen of such
nagnitude.

Buz told us 21l to leeve themwom, thon, outside in the corridor ho
lot Blog in alone for ton scconds, 2nd then I nipped ine Ten scconds was
just long cnough.
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I rust say that Blog was unnecessarily flamboyant as he pursucd his
quarry. With the swooct scent of success in his twitching nostrils he
reminded me so vory rmch of a bloodhound torn between the desire to follow tho
scont of o bitch or the strong odour of a shambling convit two ficlds away.
Hoe questionod ovryone. Somctimes he cajocled...sometirco he plcadodeses
soretires ho sobbod, but withall he gave the improssion of making his act
1ast for the allottcd hour. Quitc frankly, I didn't get o chencc to question
anyonc at £11 until Buz spotted ny frustretion, and told Blog to lay off
whilst I rmadec a2 fow verbal investigations.

The Nomeloss Oncs sat looking at me, with bored cxpressions, but I soon
radec 'om sit up.

"Right," I said. "When I osnap my fingers I want you all to show ne by
practical demonstration, tho way a spiral stoircese spirnls.”
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Soveral pairs of cycs oscileted wildly, »nd jerking honds tricd
to show what I had roquested.

"Thenk you," I said. "Two roro questionss The first...I wont you 2ll
to put your thumbs in your oars, waggle your fingers ostentatiously, and
scroan 2% the tops of your voices..'WHO 7 Mg 2"

Elinor Busby was carricd away, sobbing quietly, but it wasn't her,
so it didn't matter.

"Finally," I hissed," I want you all to chant...'BLOG IS AN IDIOT."

Several of the Namosless Ones did so with ruch onthusiasn,

Then Buz asked us to write down the nere of the fan who had taken the
gnorie. I wrotc down Wally Gonscr. I couldn't sco what Blog wroto, but
thore wasn't any hesitation on his part.

Buz slunk to 2 corner and opened the notos. Ho looked at both of them,
then staggered backwards to tho soourity of 2 chair with its back to tho wall.

Ho called me over first, and asked re how I'4d known. I wns correct,
he sald, but how tho heck had I done it 7

"Like this, Buz," I zrinned. "It's rny own privoto invontion to aid
tho detection of crire, be it fannish or rumdenc. Here 1s nmy fountain pen.
At the top of it, in 2 secrot compertment which cen bo opened by pressure
herg~——go——— is a snnll quantity of Malacite Green. This is on cxtremely
powerful dye which, when depositod on nn object, remains for ovor twenty
four hours on the fingors of the person who picks up tho objects It will not
wash offe In this caseo, whon I asked for tho spiral stoirecase biz, all I hed
to do was watch for groen fingers. The other two questions or roquests woro
to bluff Rlog as rogards riy apperant techniques I hopo Elinor soon rocovers,
by the waya"

Busby tricd to control tho twitch at tho corncr of his mouth, and he
opened his hands, and I could sce that tho palms wore sweaty. He tricd to
talk, and finally managed a feoblo croaks

"Th-thenks, Goons Over here, Blog."
Blog swaggored over, spoke five words slowly to Buz, and thon
bent down as Buz droppcd in a dend faint et his feoet.
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I was stopping with the Busby's at the tine, and he finally
rancged to build up sufficiont strength to drive back to 2852 14th Avenue
Weste Both ho and Elinor werec silent. I attributed this fact %o ry sheer
geniuse I mean, I hadn't lot therm downe No one but a geniuws could have
worked out such a crafty ploy.

Buz pourcd out citra gencrous sharcs of home brow, which he lashed
with the ontirc contonts of =2 hip flask.

Later, T wne tircds I could sec thot they didn't want to oxtol
ry intellecctuel prowess in front of ny, thert being kind ~nd rodest, so I
made nmy excusec to retirc,

I nmado 2 grect show of undressing by banging suiterses ~nd suchlike,
and then I switched off +the light, and loapt on the bed hard so that it would
creake Then I tiptocd to the door to overhenr 1y egoboos 'He's a gonius, that
Goon * was how they would start, I kncWeseseceso I 1istoned.

"He's 2 geniug, that Blog," T heard Bug 82y to Elinor. " The Goon
wod o powder called Mnlacite Groen, which loft =~ dye on the Pingors of
Gonscr. Zlog said he know it was Gonser, that's what he wroto on his notos I
sec it all now, quito plainly. From what Blog told ne, just five woris, I
deduce the Goon rucked his fountoin pen whilst I wne telling them the Eriefglies
You see, 2ll Bliog 8nid t0 me wosS...!'The Goon had groon lips.' Yes, thot Blog,

hcl a i ,-...'...'...‘uf
7 8 genlue !53 John Berry 1960
-




TOP LE"T OPPOSTTE.

If you've read KLATS TARMONY
in this issue, you'1ll have
noted that Klaus Eylmann, of
Hamburg, steyed at rmy house
for a week in August 1959.
Bob Shaw called during this
period, and this photogrzph,
taken by Colin Berry shows,
frorm left to right, Klaus
Eylmann, Bob Shaw and John
Berry.

BOTTOM LEFT OPPOSITE.

One of the classic pictures
I took during ry tour of America in
1959

One interesting feature of it is
the fact that I took it during a
dust storm in North Dakota, near

a place called Blonchnrd, esctually,
but I'm sure you've never heard of it!
On the left is Professor B.R.

Toskey, Ph.D; his head inclincd i
against the red hot blast. In the i~
middle Wrai Ballard, on his home ° ¢
ground, quite unconcerned 2bout it

all. In between Wrail and the fan on
the right is a2 dog. The fan on the
right is Wally Weber, 2lso
inelining his head modcstly.

TOP RIGHT OPPCSITE.

I hrve to confless thet I cannot

recall where I took it, save that

it was during the first couple

of days of my weeks driving tour

of Eastern America with Dick

Eney. (August 1959.) -
Dick has in his right arm Butch

Young, srall son of Jean Young,

who had just popped away for a -
rnoment when I snapped the shutter.

On Dick's left is fen Larry

Stark, a very nice chap, as you'll

know if you've rend THE GOON

GOES WEST.

BOTTOM RIGHT OPPOSITE.

I've mentioned ny children

quite 2 lot in many of my stories,
go I've included here = picture
of them both taken in the shadow
of the Mountains of Mourne in
County Down, in June 1959.
Kathlecn is on the left. She is
six years and two rmonths today,
the 20th of May 1960.

Colin is on the right. He will be
ten years old next July.







BOOK REVIEW. In trying to compile o small library of books devoted to
hunmour, I've purchnsed several British paper-back reprints of so-called
American classics. I've discovered the hard way that the more blatant the
blurbs on the back cover, the less humourous the story really is. This, I
guppose, is bosic psychology. For
instance, YOU'RE STEPPING ON MY
CLOAX AND DAGGER, which I reviewed
in a previous issue, was stuck in
o2 quiet corner of my favourite
bookshop, 2nd only by one of those
happy shafts of fate did I discover
it. (I 1like to think it discovered
me')

The other dcy I spotted a book
plastered with blurbs. I'll quote
Bomes+ss'a bubbling, bawdy- and
frighteningly believable account'

oo oo 'mirth=quaking'...'Wwildly
ridiculous'...'scandalously funny'
e.+s'The Funniest Book of the Year'
eeoo'The rib-splitting best-seller
that rocket two continents.' I've
just quoted those verbatim, so I'm
being factuel and not relying on my
memory.
The book is RALLY ROUND THE FLAG,BOYS, by Max Shulmen. When I recd YOU'RE
STEPPING ON MY CLOAK AND DAGGER, I literally wept with laughter. I grinned,
smiled, chortled, laffed out loud and nearly had hysterics. With Shulman's
book the most it evinced was a slow rise of the side of the mouth. Sure,
the humour ies mebbe more subtle., but hows cbout 'rib-splitting' and
'scandnlously funny'?

I am by no means a literay critic, I am only putting forward ny
point of view. You all know that I am a pure amateur, but I have dabbled
in humour to a grect degree, and having written so much I feel I have some
sort of feeling about humoure I've found I can make people laugh with what
I writes I don't know how or where I got the 'gift' ( and I use that word
with reservation ) but I have it, and throwing all modesty overboard, I
reckon I can put humour into some sort of grades. Mr. Shulman's work doesn't
rate all thet high.

One or two episodes are classics of their kind. For instance, one
of the main cheracters, Second Lieutenant Guido di Maggio, tokes a course
lesting thirteen weeks, on the firing of the Nike. Mr.Shulman describes
quite nicely the terrible mental torment di Maggio undergoes during the
course, and then, 2s 2 sort of passing out test, di Maggio puts this thirteen
weeks concentrated work into practise. He fires a missile, and 211 he does
is press o button. This is the time I gave o wry grin.

Sex plays an important part in the narrative. It is tastefully
putes.insofar 2s you con mention masturbation and be tasteful ! One of the
charceters is a2 man with three children who thinks his wife puts civic
duties before him, and he spends dirty weekends with another mans wifeees..

"Angela, I want to go to bed with you", he said holding her.

"So do I, darling," she answered. "Oh, so do I."

She kissed him fiercely, her mouth wild, her nails digginges...and
8o it goes on for half 2 page until we come to the tolling line..' "Don't be
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frightened," said Angela, working on hic buttons."Don't worry about a
thing."

This probably explains why the book rocked two continents.

The book skilfully works to the climax. The Nike outfit is built
in o town (Putnam's Landing ) against the wishes of the local inhabitants.
The Colonel assures 2 group of civic lecders that the Nike canpot be fired
by accident. Meonwhile, lots of little cogs ~re slipping into place. A
firework display is held nearby, aond the climox comes when a Nike is fired.

Now comes the let-down. Mr Shulman has spent, let me see, 181
peges, mucking about with peoples private lives. Some of his characters
are superbly sketched, you really get to know them ( Oscar Hoffa, for
example, a TV executive..." Important writers ! Remember when NRC tried
to beef up their Sunday plays with important writers? Plays by Robert
Sherwood-Thornton Wilder-Ferenc Molnar. Important enough for you?...So
whot heppened ? I'll tell you what: forty million people nearly broke
off their dials turning back to Ed Sullivan to watch a dog fart The Star
Spangled Banner L") but for all that, after the climax, the accidental
firing of the Nike, on poge 181, MrShulman gives us an EPILOGUE which
purports to right 2ll the wrongs, to fix everyone up quite happily. Well,
this tasks takes six pages, but if you're easily satisfied its adeouate.

I got the impression, and I'm sure I'm wrong, because two continets
couldn't be, that Mr Shulman spent 181 pages in cleverly constructing his
climax,irrespective of what sort of confusion had %o be cleared up in the
EPILOGUE.

Of course, sex is always a good salesman.

Mr Shulman gives us the works. He gives us 2n insight into the
worries of o father concerning his teenage daughter who has suddenly
become aware of boys. We get o glimpse of this girls thoughts, and her
ability to defend herself against 'groping'. We z2re given the information
that '87 per cent of arthritis patients first suffer the symptoms in the
hand they used to masturbote with.' Lashinges of adultery are slipped in for
good mensure, as also are the intimate detoils regardings o wifes
response to her husbonds demands. I consider that true humour can get
along without any such incentive to theroadership. I purchasod the book
simply to read humour. If I'd wanted to read about sex, I would have chogen
any of the countless paperbacks on display which catered for that zespect
of literature.

Even sox c¢on be written about in good taste and in such a skilled
manner so as to leave the reader with a picture which is relisnt on his or
her interpretationof n given situation. I have a book BED MANNERS by Hopton
ond Bclloil which really is hilariously fumny, and a choir boy could read
it without blushings. But back to RALLY ROUND TEFE FLAG,BOYS !

The story is, of course, eminently readable, 2nd I supposc my
criticisms are bitty. I hote to think that the story rocked two continents
( it doesn't specify which two ) because of the rather labourcd sexual
bins. A British newspoper, the Daily Mirror, writes 'Smooth, polished
mickey-taking. Every word is pointed and sinks home'. I don't guite agree.
Mickey~taking is there 0.X, But every word is pointed and sinks home ?

I can't cgrees I wis seduced into buying the paperback because of the front
cover blurb 'rib-splitting'. I did not even snigger, and I consider I have 2
hair-trigger response to hurour.

I think Mr Shulmon would mcke 2 good job of the biography of Doctor
Kinsey 41
lg; John Berry. 1960,
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My lecture in the last issue on
Canzasta brought me some consid-
erable correspondance, contain-
ing many suggestions, but I have °
decided to ignore them and cont-
inve with the series, 2s I orig-
inally promiscd !

I hove c2lled this lecture THE
PSYCHOLOGY OF CANASTA, ond I nmust
warn you hore ond now that it is
written for the advanced Canesta
player, although 1t will be o
orumb of ocomfort to know that if
you assimilerted all the inform-
ation I inoluded in the last
lecture, there is the slightest
chance that you will be able to
undorstond the complieated rituanls
and ployz I om about to discuss.
You sco, I have studled Cancsta for a number of years, more cspecially
tho subtle nspoot of it in all its many forms, and slthough I have lost o
lot of ny hair and have boen throatenod with divorce, I have learncd ny
leggons tho hord way, and fooling in a somewhat philosophical mood I have
madc up ny nind to lot you profit by my hardships in the pursuanceof this
fnaoinating way of life.

It has bocomc apparant to mo that if you play Conasta, you have got to be
propared to take o chrneeo, and, accordingly, you must bo propared to losc the
pertioular play. You ses, playing Partncr Canmsta, you somotimos have
partners who, whilst not oxactly certifiablec , do somo darn funny things.

Ono of my own portnors made this tolling obscorvation the other day . Honest,
you cennot ronlisc how humliliating 1t 1s tohavo your partner, at the start

of o game, put down about ton of his or her cards to mako 2n initial nold

of fifty. This puts you in a spot. Admittedly vou have oponed, and the ono
coursa for you to take 1s to try end let your partner pick up tho bundle

to ro~-stack her hand ( ladics usually mrke this faux pas ). Tho point is

that unless your partner plcked up tho pllc before making such an ostentat~
lous display of rolding, ho or sho will only have o couple of cards in her
hand. Whilst dealing with this problem you' vo got to take into account what
tho opposition will do. Theoro is quitec = good chance that they will scal tho
pack with a joker or 2 wild two. I would cortainly do this if tho oituntion
wero reversed. But the damage is done. Your partner, whilst having mcldod,

has left hersclf destitute of cards. And =2s I snid, problon, got soro back

to hoer.

I still bear the scar on nmy right wrist where an opposing player trod on my
arr whilst I was passing soric under the tablo, so, rogretfully, I nust osk
you not to do this vilo unsporting thing, unless you monoge to attract your
opposing players on to somc fictitious incident ( 1like a slipping shoulder
strap )in order to do the dirty doed. But cven then you rust be carcful. One
night, T rccall, I was slipping cnrds to my partner undecr the tablz all night,
and it wasn!'t until the geric was over that I discovered I'd boen pnssing

'eni to an opposing player. The game is hard cnough without naking such a
frightful handicap.

I rwust presurc, however, that the rcadership to which thio is aimed is too
high-minded to stoop to such crafty ploys, and bearing this in nind, Imean
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to detail a proper counter ploy or series of counter ploys to cnsure that,
if the wind 1s in the right direction, your partner may pick up the pack.

Let me give you the siftuation once more. Your pertner hes melded in a
flemboyont ond unnecessery renner, leaving hereelf with two cards. You and
your other two opposing players still hold the originel thirteen cards ( In
my circle we deal thirteen cards...most groups decl cleven...we're different
you see.)

The Law of Averages should ensure that you heve at lenst one black three
in your hands Students who digested my last lecture will renlise that = black
three is 2 stop cord, and the pack cannot be picked up. The opposing player
on your left will grunt ~nd pick up a card. He will not meld, because if he
did, he knows that, because the pack is sealed, when your turn comes you
will perforce put on the pack one of the cards with which he hos ne’ded,
bocause the chance of him having two more of 2 kind in his or hor hend is
remotes I've picked up the pack often when I've had four of 2 kind in my hand,
and I've put down two and a wild card to meld, holding the other two in tho
hope that the opposing ployer will assume that I am nekkid of what I melded
with.

Your pertner, white of face because of your scowl, nervously picks up =
card from the dock, looks at it, turns whiter still, closes her oyes,
shuffles the threc cards she has end puts one down without looking at it.
Meking a mental noto to make certain she plays for the opposition next time,
you watch for the loer on the festures of the playor on her left. He will
quite possibly pick up tho pack, but remember, as his side has not melded,
he rmust put down the original fifty meld plus two cards ( not wild ones )
of what wes just previously put down. This moy not be irmediately possible.
So, he cannot pick upe But ho smirks as he puts down o black thres. This is
just what you want. You pick up. There is =a slight chance it is a black threo,
but you connot alwayes be thet lucky, so you smirk oven if you have no resson
to and you put down = wild card. The ployer on your loft picks up. Ho wants
tho pack but you sit back and by your demeanour you deronstrate ( as I said,
even it it's not the case ) that he hes no chrnce whatover of picking up the
pack from you. He puts down a black threc. Your partner, shaking visibly,
picks up from the deck. She gocs bescrk. She puts down an ace. The player
next in line flushos with frustration. He has only one aco, so he takes his
cerd. Now he is up the creek. He hes no black threes loft, he knows that
you hove t™irteen cards, some of which will be pairsa. He either has to seal
the pack or take o chance. Hell, it's only o gare, he seals the pack. You
bluff. You h~ve only 2 joker left. The next tire round the nail-biting starts.
You pick up from the pack, 2nother aco, oand with 2 wry grin ond a shy smilo,
g8 if you wish to apologize, you slap down the joker. The player noxt to you
winces. Ho picks up, 2nd he starts to worry. Therec is a slight chance that
your partner has =2 pair, but tho chance that she has two of what is on tho
teble is remote ( cspecizlly the shocking way she is playing,)so he puts face
up on the reject pile something with which she molded with. Your partner
picks upe. She trembles and looks at you. Hor lips try to phrasc somcthing.
You don t know what the hell she's dribbling about, and it isn't good card
manners to make signs, so you sniff and look awnv, at the samo time letting your
left eye twitch. This is rmost important. By your mannor vou' ve shown that
you don't approve of your partners desire for help, 2nd you don't overly care,
becausce you' ve got the game over control. In foet, you have. You've four pairs,
no wild cards, =nd the opposing player on your right cannot efford to keop
wasting wild cards, especially as, by your actions, you've shown you can
seal the pack all night. You definitely can t but he thinks you can, or why
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did you flip do'm the joker ? Ho throws down a five, of which you have

a pair. You pick up the bundle. That is the ploye. Bocousc now you have

all the black threc thet are going, 2nd the wild cards too, which means for
the next half dozen turns the player on your left cannot pick up. The
opposition will now mcld, they have to, becausc there is no point in trying
to wait until the reject pack builds up agein. This time, you seal the

pack, and they worry. And 2ll this time your portner has been picking up
cards, and she's hound to have garnered a pair. There is o fifty fifty chance
that the player on her left will pick up, but a8 each hand goos by thore is
more of & chanco thet wvour partner will pieck up, and evon morec chance that
vou will. If this is so, onco again you freozo the ran next to you with
black threes and what he has on tho table, and you seal the pock with
abandone Eventually your partner will be able to pick up and oxpand her hard.
This happens all the time. Not with my partner it doesn't, but it does to
sveryone clee in a similar predicament.

I've developed = ronlly spiffing ployv which amnzes my partner and the
opposition too.

Take the initial situation. Your portner is cordless, ond the pack
is sealeds I'vo let the pack build up roclly high and then I've deliberatoly
given the pack to the opposition.

With shouts of triumph thoy pick it up and build up perhape sceveral
canasta'a, but when that gomo has finesihed you have a score of perhaps 400,
and they have possibly over %,000. This moans that when the cords are dealt
agailn, you s8till have 50 meld, and they heve 120. If you seal the pack again,
thoy neod 140 mold to pick up tho pilc.

Then, of course, there's nlways SNAP,

John Berry
1960.
( Morc rovenling admissions of the high lights of nmy coreor as a Conasta
player next issue.)
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VWAWVVVVMNI may not know morc than the average
men about the mochinations of intor-

national politics, but, as I've said
quilte often before, I claim more than
just a passing acquaintance with
aviation ratters. I feel that with ny
sepecialized knowledge it is my duty to
point out a fow little knmown ratters
relating to tho Lockheed U-2, which has
been the dircet cause of the failurc of
the Surmit Moeting on 18th May 1960, which

L&MN AR K BOYY VIXE VIWE. is today ii}
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It is not nmy intention to corment on the
cthics or wisencas of thc Amcrican Seerct
Service undertaking such missions. I'4 like, ratheor, to exanine the situation
from the aerophiles point of view.
Ever since the beginning of 1958 I've kopt o file on the Lockhecd U~2. Fron
those days it has always beon kmown in avietion circles as a 'mystery!
aireraft. And in 1958 ( if not before ) the Russians knew of tho purpose of
the U-2. They knew without doubt that it was = special high-cltitude design
specificeuly planned for reconnaisance over their torritory
The Russian aviation publication SOVETSKAYA AVIATSIVA stoted in nid-1958
'(( the U-2)) lacks oll identification markings indicating its
rissions'...ande..' hes beon acceptod by the United States
Strotegic Air Corrand and hes made repeated flights from tho
Anorican base at Wiesbaden, West Germany.'
A contenporary British publication, also cormenting on the official Amoricon
designation of the acroplanc as being for 'weather obscrvation' contontod
itself with the acid romark that ' we'rc having very high woather for the
tinc of year.!
The U-2 was shot down over Sverdlovsk on Sunday ist of May 1960, although
the Russians did not start the cat and mousec garc until the following
Thursday. Now Sverdlovek is ~ holl of a way from the Turkish frontier
where the Amorican State Department amnounced that ' 2 weather reconnaisance
plene was missing on 2 flight from Adana, Turkey'. An Arorican !spokosnan'
offered the thoory that 'the pilot mey have blecked out through lack of
oxygen and accidently flown over Russian Territory.'
Russia must hove sniggored up its slceve ot this ocxplanation, and with vory
clover paychology they then gave the(alleged) dotoils of the flight, which, it
said, actunlly began from an 2ir bose in Pakistan. Photographs of poisoncd
pins, silened revolvers, gold coins, rinzs, watches, photographs of Ruasian
bases supposed to have been taken by the pilot, Francls Garry Powers, otc,
flooded the worlds pross.
The official Arcricon ronction was to rinke a statorent including the follow-—
ing obscrv-tions:-
Y'insofar oz the 2uthoritics in Waghington are concernocd thore
wng no authorization for the flight. Nevertheless it appoars
that a flight over Soviet Torritory took placo by an umarrod
civilian acroplance!
Although this announccrient had the effcct of making President Eisenhower
seert to hove no control over affairs, it rust 2lso be rerombored that the
policy wns the orthodox one tnkon by a governrient when one of its nationals
becane involved in spying. The trouble wns, it should not have becn so
orthodoxs That played into the Ruscians hends. If the staterent had beon to the
effect that ' in accordonce with the 2ccepted principals of S.A.C. and the
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Arorican Secrct Service, 2 reconnalsance plane is nissing fron a flight

over Russia, where it was photographimgnilitary targots! This would have

boon the truth, ~nd it would not have made tho fotel ristake of asserting by

the ambiguous phrascolozy that Eisenhower was not in contreol. This was

obvious fodder for the Russians. 'So. The President has no control over

secrot scrvico flights over Russiae..thereforess.shc has no control over tho

H-boribe.shis generals have instead.’

Therc should have been no hedging, after boing caught frir and squaroc. Every

country with any solf respect triecs to find out all it can about a potential

cnory. Just bofore the 1939-45 wor, a new British acropleno flow 211 over

Gorrany, giving dcomonstration flights to Gerren officinls, ~nd all the tino

socret £1lrms worc boing taken of German aerodrores. The Russion Flcot paid

2 visit to 2 British port o fow years ago, and tho British Socrot Sorvico

ongeged o farous frogman, Buster Crabbo, to swin undor tho Rugoian vossols

to apy on design, ctc. Crabbes body was fishod up ~ yoar later. Look ot the

Russien spy ringe which hevo boon uncovered in Anerica.

Personally, I think tho Armericens wore corroct in thoir activitics, but

nevortholoss the stratogic plonmning was bad. Thoro arc certain aspocts of tho

shooting down of tho U~2 which baffle me. For exanmple, why was no arrangonont

rade to dostroy the neroplanc in the event of it bolng shotdown.I.os, an

cjoction seat arrangorent whieh would have outomatiecally onsured the destruction

of tho plone and the damning ovidence. But if tho ojoection sont wag not usod,

it 15 rost difficult to undorstand a pilot parachuting down 12 miles and

boing elive. It ie elorontary to suggest thot thero must have boen a fool-

proof dovico to cnsurc tho destruction of the U-2, why did 1t not funetion? If

thore wes no such dovice, tho whole question of flights so far inside Rugsila

take on an absolutc idiotic stato of affairs L

My knowledgo londs rc to assurnic thet tho U-2 was .shot down by o nissilo

horning on the hoat from it's ongines. To firo such a nissilo you' ve got to

havo corroct rodr bearings. Now the British V borbers carry clectronic

dovices which heve tho offcet of clouding tho cnomics rader scroons so that

roedings arec impossible. Although it was initizlly 2 British invention, the

Arerieons have supcrb rodar, why no comparable dovicc on tho U-21?

I hove ny own thoory, ond I haven't heerd anvone clsc broach ite This is ite..

the Russions hnve boon awarc for years of tho U-2 flights over Iron Curtein

torritory, and although they could have shot dowm U~-2's bofore, with great

forooights thoy doliberatcly chose to shoot onc down just boforo the Sumit

Mooting. And the rosult ( when you roed this ) will be history.

You rey not kmow that sirilar flights arc being carried out over Red China

by the Martin RB-57D. This acroplenc is 2 variant of the British English

Elcetra Canberra, built undor licence in Armcrica by Martine The RB-57D hos

extra long wings, as has thc U-2.

The U=2 cpisode, 2nd the resultant nis-handling of it by tho Amcrican

authoritics, hns done considerablec harm to Amcrican prestige, and it has to bec

admitted that the Russicns hondling of the situntion was rasterly ! Tho Russians

worc able to clainm that tho Armcricans directly causcd the downfall of the Surmit

Mectings., although of coursc Amorica could never have held up hor heoad again

intornctionally if Eisenhower had apologizods To sur up, in ny view, the

Armericans did the corroct thing but did it inefficiontly, and when they were

called to task, bungled the cxplonation very badly. It would have beon

botter to say nothing, instocd of reking stupid statermonts about ' the

pilot blacked out through lack of oxygen,!

I wondor what tho situation will be when you read this towards the ond of July???
John Berry.1960.

A

ks



:WW“Y\ 'VW)WW\\ AAL \W\"’WW\( i The postcard had merely told me
2 l

to be at York Road Railway Station,
Belfast, at 9.20 pm on Friday li4th
August 1959. The writing woen't 2ll
that clear, but ombroidered round
the edges of the postcard were pert
messagoes scrawled by Don Allen and
Jim Cawthorne which entreated me to

! feed Klaus well' and announced the
fact that 'he's a GOOD man.'

Klaus Eylmann, the Hamburg fan, had
written to me o fow months earlier
and mentloned tho possibility of his
doing a fan tour of England. He had
writton thaot he might visit Bolfast
if time ond money poermittod, and this
nissive was his introduction ocard.

Tho card had only crrived that
morning, and my wife had telephonod
to ry officos One minor complication
wag that my wifes brothor, Torry,
aged 20, was staying 2t our houso,
and a bit of nifty bod~swapping wes
indicoteds Yhon I arrived home ot

i 5¢304pm, Dinno, my wifo, also said
sho'd invited Torry 8 girl friond, Norma, to stay tho weeokend, too. Weo had
a discussion and concluded that we‘d have the wholo lot at tho houso, it
wog too late to dofer Norma's visit.

I tolophonod to Leslio MeConnoll, my brothor in law, and arranged for him
to pick mo up, =2nd wo'd go to tho railway stetion and moot the train, which
had como from tho port of Larno, whoro the passonger bont from Scotland had
borthed.

A chalkod rossage on o board ct tho station snnouncod that duc to hoavy
galos, the boat trein would bo one hour latc. Well, what's one hour moro
or loss at a ¢old and loncly windswept station ? It passod quickly, took
about an hour, I should say.

The train puffod in just about on schodule, ond o mass of travellers
got off ond rushed for the turnstilo. I nudged McConncll, and wo approachod
a well drossed young man standing nearby.

"Excuso me," I said," are you Klaus 7"

He looked at me and fluttered his cycbrows.

"NWo," he sirmpercd," I'm Thethil."

Weo hurrodly rroved onwarde, and there — yos- THERE WAS KLAUS EYLMANN.

In onc of my previous publications I'wve mentioned the mystic force
which guides us fans togethere. I nean, how did I know it was Klaus ?

Admittedly he was blond headed - and the Germen race is faned for that
fine physical attribute, isn't it ?

And, too, I nmust admit he was tall, ncar about six foot threoe inches.

He wore pointed shoos, a short white raincoat, & bewildored exprossion on
his face, and borc a copy of NOVA in his right hand. Yot, quite rodestly,
I must adnit thot, beside those subtlo hints, I KNEW IT WAS KLAUS.

We shook hands, and Klaus's opening remark was := "I eoxpected your

noustache to be rmuuch bigger 1"
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We took him to the car, ~nd drove to rny houss.

Whilst my wife prepared 2 meal for Klaus ("I'm so hungry") he struck
up an animoted conversation with Terry obout jazz — oll facets of it -
Dixieland, traditional, mainstream, off beat, etc. I sat brooding in 2 cornmer,
because I knew nothing about jazz, save that it was o hell of o noise. This was
to be reredied.

After the meal, Terry turned on the wireless and tuned to AJF.N,(The
Amorican Forces Network in Europe.) ond other continental stations, and bursts
of jazz burst forth. In an endeavour to show who had the most detailed
knowledge, Klaus and Terry tested each other with shrewd questions - ldent-
ifying orchestras and vocalists, ~nd seeing who could do so the quickest. At
3,30s2m I honestly becrme bored with the whole thing. It transpires that
several Germon stations broadcast jazz in the early hours of the morning, and
they seer to work to o schedule - one station closes down every half hour. So,
every half hour, the German National Anthen burst forth. It seemed to me that,
in deference to our guest,it wos the Thing to leap upwnrds and stand rigidly
to attention. The first time the stirring tune 'Doutschland Uber Alles' was
heard, we all cest surrepticious glances st each other, but Klaus lay
gtretched out on the rug, telling Terry about the time he saw Harry Jomes.

I don't know what time we went to bed, but down was breaking, ond I
hod to go to my office for three hours on Saturday morning.

I spent 2 miserablc morning at the office. FPingerprints, which
normally absorb all my interests during working hours, looked like evil
faces which came in =nd out of focus as I tried to keep my eyes open.

I arrived home at one pri, and the first thing I saw was Klaus, with
shirt taeils flapping, dribbling 2 football zoross the lawn. Terry's eyes were
bulging like goose eggs, nnd Colin, aged nine, an avid footbhall fan, looked as
though he wos hypnotized.

Terry ponted ovor to me.

"This Klaus, he's a2 natural," he said in awe. I rathor fancy my
prowess ag a footballer, so I flung off my coot, opened ry shirt, and trotted on
to the pitchesssswoeceelll, when I saw picth, I mean o few square yards of brown
grass constituting the back gorden.

Right enough, Klaous could handle a ball. His long legs geve him an
adventage, and he could pass a ball with uncanny accuracy. During the week he
was at my house 'MON DEBRIS', he becarmc a great favourite with the young boys
in the loecality, and it became = ritual every night...en hour long football
match, with Klaus as tho star.

But back to the scquence of events.....

On Seturdey aftornoon, I took Klaus to Stormont, the Northern Ircland
Houses of Parliament.

The building is very imposing, ~nd is set in an cstate of lewm, flower
gardens ond woods. A tree-~lined drive, throec quarters of a mile long leads to
Stormont, and Klaus wns very impressed with the architecture and its setting, =nd
took numerous photographs.

After tea, we watched TV. I had alrocady told Klaus about Jim Hardie,
the Wells Fargo Special Agent, and he watched this with, I thought, 2 rather
gardonic humour. His big noment was DRUMBEAT. A half hour TV programmoc for rock
and roll enthusiasts. Klaus become absorbed with the antics of rock and roll
singers Vinve Eager and Adam Faith ( Klaus called hirm Adem Face) and roored
with laughter at the Faith Gimmick, a grim expression and the right hand
permanently raiscd like 2 submerine pefescope. It was 2t this juncture that
Klaus used the word 'ostentatious' - he'd copied it from me - and it rapidly
became the Eylmann password. Everything was ostentatious 1
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Klaus also laughed quite 2 lot 2t the Tormy Trinder show, which
normelly I find quite nauseating, although, possibly because Klaus liked
it, I found nmyseclf grinning too.

When TV closed down, we introduced Klaus to the subtlo aris of

Canasta. My particulargroup of friends play it all the timee. I explained the
rules to Klaug, and the rules are initially complicated, but he caught on
very quickly, and we played for some hours, to thec accompanyment of jazz
on steam radio.

Once again we retired to bed after % ameei.s.

Sundoy was 2 lovely day, hot sunshinez and very little cloud. I'd
already told Klaus about the superbd scenery of County Down, and the magnif-
icent beaches, just made for swimming and sunbathing, so we 2all decided to
go to Helen's Bay, on the Irish Sea comst, about six miles from Belfast. I
explained to Klaus quite frankly that I recognised it was my fannich duty
ag & host to take him to all the nico resorts in Northern Ireland, but that
I was due to go to America in a few days, and, consequently, I could only
gpend a small amount of money entertaining him. Obviously, he understood
this ( 'Of course, it is quite clear. So') which was really gentleranly of
him, because somne visitors might heove been peeved at such a frank statement
of policy.

Just before we were due to leave for Helen's Bay, I heard the
phut-phut of 2 motor cycle outside, and who should appear but Bob Shaw. Wo
rushed outside and Golin took o photograph of Bob, Klaus and riysclfs Wo had
to rush away, but not before Bob promised to come up and soe us the following
Wedneadey, with Sadics...

Helen's Bay is the only beach in Northern Ircland where payment
has to be made for admissions Never was roney spent on such nisoreble faro.
Since it beocame nationalized, tho place has gonc 4o the dogs !

We reached a grassy bank overlooking the sea, 2nd my wife spent half
an hour plcking up lumps of glass from broken bottles before we could form
a base camp. The beach was about fiftcon feet in width, and betwoen it and
the soa was a barrier of slinmy green rocks. I sent rmy son Colin on an
expedition to find 2 way through the barrier to the sea, a2nd on hour latcr
he returned with the unheppy news that we could only get to the sca via a
helicoptor! Klaus muttered something about ' ostentatious'. Then he stood up,
stripped down to his bathing costume, and, amidst 2 hush from tho othoer
suffering visitors, he walked down to the boach. Honestly, he wos quistly
nagnificent. Other people had spoent hours trying to find a way through the
rock barrier, but with his typieal Germenic thoroughness, Xlaus had
analysized the problem and carie up with the only solution, which was
staggering in its implications. Ho simply hoppod from rock to rock. One or
two people clapped 28 he graduslly negotisted the hazard, 2nd I stuck ny
chest out and swaggered about, letting cveryone know he was with ne.

When he was 2 speck in the distanco, Klaus roached the sea. He
strode further and further out, ~nd cventually launched himself into the
brinoc.

Soon everyonc was hopping seawards over the rocks, including Colin
and Diono.

Klaus wns the first one to return, and hec was hobbling. Tyis I took
to be pure physical exertion and exhaustion nfter so many sleepless nights,
but Klaus held up his feet and I saw that the soles had been gashed by tho
sharp rockss Inside half an hour the beach resembled a miniaturc Lourdes!
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Everyone wee staggering sbout, limping, cursing wildly, =nd looking at the
Berry Group. Cries of 'Elastoplast', 'Dettol','bandages' and in one ease
'$ournequet! rent the air, and Klaus admitted 1t wos 'ostentatious'. Colin
was o sufferer. I thought what was left of his blg toe was never going to
stop bleeding. Before the nob became violent, I suggested we return home
in cose it should start tc rain.

Back in 'MON DEBRIS' we had tea, ond turned on TV. I spoke in glowing
termg of Jimmy Edwards, ond whet 2 superb comedicn he wes. The prograrme
'Music for Jin' nenrly killed Klaus. Admittedly Jimmy Edwards struck o new
penk of genius, but there is no doubt thnt Xlaus was favournbly impressed.
As for me, I was prostrate on the floor, trying to catch my breath, and I
rote the show the funniest thing I've aver scen on TV, even better than
Vietor Borgo.

We switched off TV, and tuned to Luxemburg for the Top Twenty, and
after that came jazz ond more jazz. Terry ond Klaus bullied my little redio
into producing the riost horrible noises. I staggored to my feet and bont
towards the door, rmttering 'bed, bed, for Ghod's sake, beeecsd', but thoy
berred my way with such telling voenl sugrestions as, "hey, hero comes Short
Stop" or " wait until you hear Dizzy."

The slaughter was mereiless. I began to ponder. What was there about
jazz which meant so much to these young men.

Was I mlssing somothing 777

Another unfortunnte outcome of my potentinl American Trip wase tho
frot that I didn't heve any leave to spares. Conscquently I had to go to my
office on Monday, Tueaday ~nd Wednesday, nlthough I did manage to wenglo onec
days leave for Thursdey.

I loft for the office on Monday morning before Klaus got up, but I
left pilos of prozines for hin 4o read, and gave hin tho frecdom of ny
piles of fanzines, including tho latest SAPS malling.

When I arrived home that night, Xlaus was playing football in the back
garden with nll the youths of tho street. At tea, he asked me 2 question
which is ofton asked, and which makes o full-blooded Irish male swoell with
pride. I, of course, -n English, but nevertheless, I folt a surge of
elation shoot through ne.

Klaus said t= "What was the funny thing Guinness? I saw 2 plcture of a

an holding 2 v~le on his little finger U

Klaus was of course. referring 4o the Guinnoss advertisoments which
abound ( and rightly so ) in Northern Irelend. Guinness is black volvetee..
a superb drink, rich ond black and frothy 2nd so nourishing. It is cvon
possible to get it on the National Health, although, personclly, so far, I
haven't been successful. By 'vale' Klaus of course meant 'whale', but I
could seo he was obgsorbed with the ostentation of tho advertisement, so I
nipped out on ny bike and purchosed several bottlese I was awey for about
twonty minutes, and when I roturned, I could ensc o tenseness in the atmos-
phere between Klaus and my wife, Diane. Dinne told me lator, when Klaus had
gone to bed, that he had tuned into Radio Luxemburg for some jazz, but
instead he got o prograrme which was anti-German in nature. Dicnce sald she was
ironing in the kitchen, and wasn't really listening, until Klaus came in and
told hor zhout the prograrmeo. Fortumately, Klaus rotcined his sensc of prop-
ortion, and sconingly disnisscd the incident fron his rmind.

Back to Guinnesss I poured Xlaus a drink and his oyes glistened as the
jet black brew frothed in the glass, and the uvnusual arora titilated his
nostrils., He liftcd the gloss with a prayer in his eyes, and smiled woakly
ag he savoured o mouthful. He said he liked it, but it took him about half an
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to drain the glass.

Meanwhilo, Michacl, 2~ university student who lives next door,
steggered in with his record player and o stack of records, which, to ny
horror, I discovered werec 90 per cont jazz.

Klaus was thrilled. He expressed his keoncss ot Chris Barber and
Hunphrey Lyttleton, and, as the records followed cach other with monot-
onous regularity, he displayed an encyclopaedic knowledgo of British jazz
bands« He explained, for oxample, that Lonnio Donnogan once played in Chris
Barber!s band. I cropt to the pile of records and tricd to abstract onc of
the fow classical ones. I successfully rotrieved a Wagner Lohengrin ond the
overture Donna Dians, but I didn't get a chance to play theme Torry camo in
at 1lepm, cnd Klaus told Terry of the joys in store, nnd, Sufforing Cetfish,
they played the wholo lot over again, just for Torry's bcnofit. I folt at
this juncture that I was on the verge of o necrvous breakdowns. Then, in the
nick of tire, Dinne came in with ton. They took their eyes off tho record
player for an instant, and with = yell of triumph I skilfully dropped ny
classienl redord on the spindle, and those superdb Wagnarian chords grad-
ually restorecd me to some smeblonce of sanity. Honestly, if I ever hoar tho
nemes Bunk Johnston, Oscar Peterson, Dizzy Gillespie, Spiko Jones, Chris
Barber, Humph, 2nd all the rest, I shall do o doubloc flip with dihedrnl,
regardless of where I am or who I am with !

On Tuesday, my father-in-law came up, presunably to give Klaus tho once~
overe. Now, in Northorn Ircland, Dicne's father is 2 sort of important man.

- He is an Aldormen of Bolfast, o Justice of tho Peace, 2nd, most inportant

of 7l1l, o Member of Parliocment in Northern Ircland.

After the proliminary introductions wore over, I saw that Klaus was
talking earnestly to my father~in-law, and gesticulating wildly. A fow
nonments later Mr.Oliver nodded vigorously, and saild :-

"If tho Helen's Bay beach ie as bad as all that, I shall cortainly ask
a question in Parliament."

He meant it, too, and I am certain that when tho new session of Parlia-
nont starts, the auostion will be duly tabled.

Who knows what bonefit Klaus has done to the future tourist trade in
Northern Ircland ? It is rost probable thot for gencrations to come, visltors
to Helen's Bay will boek in the superb surroundings, unaware that they owe
it 2ll to 2 young Gorman fan whosc lofty nind saw the greeter significance
of the supposedly rundanec.

Tuesday night gove me an opportunity to talk to Klaus about fannce He told

¢ 211 about NOVA, and about scoveral originel ideas he had forrulated, novel
fannish ideas, which, of course, I cannot divulge. Ho told me all about
Gernman Fandor, ~nd how it had originated, nnd what course he thought it would
teke in the future. He bemocned the faet that Gerran Fandom has so far
produced no mmourists, or really fasanish fan—-fiction writors. I don't think
he should unduly worry. For Klaus himself has the essential fannish spirit,
his sense of humour, ranging from the subline to the witty, is tho eaqual of
sorne fnns I know who are notecd humourists, and rercrber pleasc that all
Klaus's ropartee was delivered in, to him, a foricgn longuage.

For instance, he made nany brilliant quivs, and herc is onc good exanple.
We were playing Canasta, and Terry, trying to build up o psychological blo~"-
persisted in turning over his reject card vecerrryvy slowly. Klous said
eventually :-

"Terry, moke it snappye.”

You card players will get the inner signifieconce of that cunning remark.
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Bob and Sadie Shaw nade thelr appearance on cuc on Wednesday night.
From the start I could sce Klauvs was awe-struck at the chubby visage of this %
Great Humouris+t, this Paragon Of Budgerigar Enthusiasts, this Fantastic
Typewriter Salesman. For Bob and Sadie, in great fannish form, gave with
the scintillating patter. I am sure that Klauvs could understand vory little -
of the repartee ( even thought his grasp of the English language is romarkable)
because, with parry and thrust, Bob and Sadie got me going, and I near blew
my diaphram ingide out with helpless laughter. I cannot recall any of the
witticisrs, because such superb conversation is only made for a solo perform-
ance , but I think, through it all, Xlaus saw a vital spark of the fannlsh
traditions forrulated by Irish Fandom - the intellectual skill of word play,
delivered with the speed of lightening, and designed to prepere the breading
ground for puns of the most complicated order....
I nanaged to obtain one days leave on Thursday, the day Klaus had to
depart on his long journey hores We got up at about ll.arm, and after break-
fast settled down to wateh the Cricket Test Match on TV, England-v-India. .
Klaus had never ssen a coricket match, and I tried rny best to explain 'silly
rnid on' and 'maiden over' and all the other sorewhat peculiar jargon
aggoclated with the gare. Klaus was impressed with the speed of pace of farous
fast bowler Freddy Trueran. Anxlous to boost this ericketer, I explained that
Trueman often bowled 'bumpers', and frequently injured batsmen by dislocating
fingers, or actually knocking them unconsoious.
Klaus was highly indignant. He winced as the ball whizzed past an
Indian's ear.
"He'd be disnualifisd in Germany for doing that," hissed Klaus.
In the afternoon, we had a miniature cricket match in the back
garden = Klaus, nyself, Colin, and a couple of neighbouring boys. We had
to bring in a special 'out in gardens' rule to try and control Xlaus's
sirmulated six hita. He played the game so enthusiastically, with gleaming
eyes ( even though he didn't understand the rules) thet we omitted to order
him out when he stepped on his wickets, or was plurb 1lbw, or was sturped.
Indeed, he soon caught on to the elementary fact that if the ball shattered s
his wicket, he couldn't bat anyrore. Therefore he applied his keen brain %o
formulating scheries to avoid this disaster. He stood in front of his wickets
so that the bowler ocouldn't see them. I bowled spin to counteract this ploy.
Klaus then took the unprecedented step of actually sitting on his wickets.
But time - the dreaded enemy of good fun and happiness- the rmysterious
fourth dimension - clicked inexorably onwards. The tire carme for Klaus to leave
MON DEBRIS ~ he said cheerio to my farily, and I took hir to the railway
station, there to catch the boat-train to Stranraer.
T waited until the train steamed out of the statlon. I stood for a
rnerent looking after it -« then I found nyself back in the nmundane existance
that seers to wrap itself like a blanket round a fan when a fellow fannish
spirit departs. I'nm sure that Klaus will go far in fandom. He has the right
ideas and the energy and snthusiasm to carry then out. He told rie he was keen
to join SAPS, 2nd I see he is currently tenth on the waiting list. B
One thing is certain, Klaus will be long remerbered in riy household.
Every tire I see Adarn . Faith on TV...or play football with boye in the
garden...or pass Helen's Bay....or hear a blasted jazz record...I can see -
him in my room, up to his eyeballs in fanzines, reading then, and learning
sorrething extra about the art of fan pubbing at the turn of each page.
Then, of course, there is that word 'ostentatious'.....

‘:53<:> John Berry 1959,



‘T”VV“W]lfVV‘Vb’V‘Wq”"WW‘"vvv‘VVNLVV“NVSorry for my lapee last mailing...but
g ' N T'm here again with a bottle of corflu
gl K on my left and a vast pile of SAPSzines
on my right, rarin' to go :-
WARHOON. Neat, Richard, but neat.
I am irpressed with your
ability to bring in references to various
fanzines in the course of your dialogue.
By that, I mean that I am in envy of
your ability to add a touch of
documentation which has the effect of
making this reader at least respect
your technique of not only reading a
wide variety of fanzines but being able
to quote fanzine, number and writer,
seeniingly at will. It seems to me that
you have a considerable number of
fannish quotes on tap in some subtle
group of grey cells, and the pertinent
o | one clicks into place when you come
across a situation which possaibly
éﬁ,l 1N C)??WTYLQNﬁi?ES' requires an authoritative comment by
’) g gormeons who knows to sway the discussion.
You are ny nomination for FANCY IIT !
SPACEWARP. Glad you liked the fighter pilot joke, Arte. I've teld it so
often now that I tell it with such superb oral skill that I
had a men faint with laughter last week. Probably becauvse I fell flat on ny
face when I zgave a visual impression of him landing on the Japanese aircraft
carrier after his coup ' I read the F.Towner Laney article about fanzine
publishing with sorie considerable intorest, because I've just written a
comparable piece which should be published by the time you read this in
Lynn Hickman's 10th Anniversary JD. Of course, mine hasn't the status of this
classic, but one point irritates me somewhate. Actually, Robert Silverberg
gaid the same thing about 18 months ago. What Laney and Silverberg suggest
is that 'if a serious story is worth a damn it will be published sorewhore
professionally.! I find this attitude quite mercenary. It asscrts that anvihing
of quality is to be sold immediately. I recall that when I was 11l in bed in
May 1959 I tore asunder, by pure logic, a story by Silverberg. I wrote a
several page condermation of what purported *to be professional science
fiction writing by Silverberg, and sent it to Walt Cole, for THE COLE FAX. It
wasn't published. You will also recall in an early POT POURRI that I disected
a Silverberg story, and I recall you all echoed ny criticism. As most of you
know, science fiction of cruddish quality is invariably present in the
nonthlies«sswhich disproves Laney's point without further corment.
SPY RAY OF SAPS. Thenk you, Dick, for all the trouble vou went to in
spending two whole stencils giving me = veritable pot
pourri of Indian Lore ' I was ruchly interested.
SPECIFICALLY. Shorts Oircuit was all too true, boy. Did you cver read ny
companion picce HOUNDED in OBLIQUE wayv back ? Re your corrents
on listening to King John, a BBC recording, you know of course that we never
have breaks for blurbs, adverts, station breaks, just the goodies all the
tirme. When I was in America I only heard the radio a couple of times, and I was
appalled at the frequent intorruptions, as I an also peeved at ITV, which
struck our innocent cars at the ond of last year. The good ol' BBC, both on
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radio and TV, just gives uninterruptod pleasure on a rather high cultural
scelcs The Westorns on BBC TV are Laramie, Jin Hardie and Bronce Lanee. On
ITV ( betwecen the detergent advorts ) we get Rawhide, Cheyenne, Gun Law and
Mavericks. For the children, BBC show Tho Lonc Ranger, Rango Rider and
Charmpion. ITV do not show any cowboy films to children. I don't know what
the heck startcd me on this train of confusion, but I'm right, aren't I 777
Laramie is more cultural than Gun Lew. (Throe jeers for Chester.)
WHO KTLLED SCIENCE FICTION ? Maybe once or twice 2 decade thore appears o
fannish publicotion which really can only bo
enlled sensationnl. This literary work of art by the Kemps, fror every point
of view, 18 probably the greatcst thing ever to have been in ~n 2pa. That is
n studied stotemont. Komp gives Bob Leman the egoboo for the iden, which is
the height of sportsmenship, because frorm that one short notion, Earl and
Naney Kemp have produced 2 collectors iter: which will be kecenly sought after
for mnny yoors to core. I'm just sitting here, ry finpers trembling over the
typer keys, trying to sny something which is sufficiently doseriptive enough
to oxpress nmy cdmiration for a roally sterling work of art. Yep, art too.e.tho
EMSH cover exactly capturos the whole tompo of the publicetion. I'd like to
shoke you both by the hand. Lynn Hickmon wrote and told re shout 2ll the work
you'd put into it et one glorious sossion. I'd like to give you my congrats in
neon lights« The pub is superb, clever, eminently rendable and interosting,
the pinnncle of noatness, ragnificently reproduced and bears that rore
fannish stamp of utter CLASS. No one is getting ry copyy no natter what
inducornent is offered.
FLABBERGASTING This FOG and EGO INDEX biz wog rnde for re. I'm a sucker
for this kind of thing, Tosk. I gultc often come across
personal quizes in nogeazines ( usually worian's mngezines....Iread 'on, surely,
Tosk, nnd all thosc cutc bra adverts) which tell you if you're suffering
fror: an inferiority coriplex, or if you're considerate, or oversexed ( that wos
a dillyessnfter discovering my cotegory, I went on 2 bronmide course) and I
alweys do ther. Actuclly, I also invented o new type of EGOBOO CHART, which
is compnrable to vour FOG and EGO affairs. Heck, I don't know whethoresecrss,
0K, since you coerce me, 1'11 give you thc rouzh lowdown of its functions.
What I tried to do was to invent e syster whereby the material in a fanzine
by Willis or Bloch or Tucker, etc, could be compared for egoboo purposes
with material by » neofan, or onc of that ilke. I was fed up, you soee, Tosk,
by reading fanzine reviewers who always said 'Bloch was superbh' ( as he
undoubtedly was ) and 'Smithson was torrible.'! What thoy did was compare
Smithson with Bloche The Boerry Egoboo Chart was designed so that the two
literary works by the master, Bloch, and by the apprentice, Smithson ( that
latter name is ficticious, by the way ) could be rated to & corrmon scale,
end therefore the neofon stood quite a good chance of getting as high a
rating 28 Bloch if the article, considering his lack of experience, was
worthy of the rating. Look, the rest of you, this is just zoing to toke pages,
and T lmow Toskey'1ll read it, because he'll never forgive hirseclf if he
doesn't, but you don't hove to, not unless you've got a spite against yoursclf.
Now then, Toske To work. I just haven't the space ond the stencils to spare
to drew the full Berry Ezoboo Chart ( henceforth called the BEC for short)
beocause it's big. What I wont you to corment on is the principle of it.
Close your eyes and imegine o darm big chert. Now open ther again so that
you' 11 know what to do when you have imegined the chart. Across the top of the
chart, from left to write, is printed ten categories of fan. The first colurmn
on the left is NEOFAN. The second colurm, o NEOFAN IN FANDOM OVER SIX MONTHS...
thirdly NEOFAN IN FANDOM OVER TWELVE MONTHS..fourthly FAN, fifthly EXPERIENCED
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FAN, sixth, NEO BNF, seventh BNF, cighth BNF IN FANDOM MORE THAN SEVEN

YEARS, ninth TOP CLASS BNF, =2nd tenth, VILE PRO. Right, Tosk. Now down the
left hend side of the chart cre tabulated nany =2spects of writing ability, as
nany as you like, such s ORIGINALITY OF SURJECT MATTER, STRENGTH OF PLOT,
MAINTAINANCE ‘OF INTEREST,AUTHENTICY OF CHARACTERIZATION, EFFECTIVE CLIMAX,
NARRATIVE, DESCRIPTIVE POWERS, HUMOUR CONTENT, BALANCE, PROSE, CONVERSATIONS,
OVERALL GENERAL ASSESSMENT, etc. Now then, here cores the mrthrmatical

part. As you progress up the fannish scale of exporience, you have 2 handicap
of one or rore points. The first colurm,NEOFAN, hrs no handicap, thec sccond
group is handicapped one point, the third two, until the vile pro is handicapped
nine points. Sorie of the categories, for instonce, NARRATIVE, AUTHENTICY OF
CHARACTERIZATION, etc, which arc the products of oxperience and skill are

the cause of a rore severe handicap to the higher rates of BNFdors Now this

is how thc BEC works. You first of 21l read the article or story, you read

it clearly, so as to be in a position to evalunte it. When you have finished
it, you seloct eight or nore of the pertinent literary categories ( I roean,

if it was sercon you wouldn't includs the HUMOUR -category, etc ) and jot down
the seperatc percentages you would give the work. Then you select the group

to which the author belongs, ond subtract the handicap from each total..add

up the resultant figurcs and divide by eisht. Your answer should be the
percentago value of the storv or article basod on o FANNISH STANDARD SCALE.

In active service conditions, if the BEC was used, 2 fanzine reviewer would
first of 21l give 2 percentage figure which would conform to the FANNISH
STANDARD SCALE, and then ( and this is the part I drean about with sheer
delight, as it is the clinax of the BEC) give another percentage figure

which conforrs to the total it is possible for the fan in his particular

group to get. In othor words, instead of 'Bloch is superb' and'Snmithson is
cruddy' the BEC systen gives e percentage figure which is to a2 standard
covering cveryone in frndor, fror neo to Bob Tucker, -nd ot the same tire

the second BEC percentage shows the fan, no matter which category he is in,
what stendard he is in in his own experience group. Trouble is, Tosk, the
sariec =8 with FOG end EZ0 INDICES. You' vo got to start counting and calcul-
ating ond using slide rules and crasers and asprins, and why do 211 that

when you can just as casily say 'superb' or ‘cruddy's Whhhoooosssshhhhhhhhhhh.
Hoy Hooog....I'm afrnid these mailing corments will have to be cut drastically
shortes.sthere's two reasons. First of 211, Dinne has dccided that our living
roorm will have to do re-decorated. She has = point, it hasn't beon done for
vears. Now, it is pavday on Yednesday next, when she'll get the wallpaper

and stuff, and the walls and ceilings need plastering...s00000+..wc have to
get tho roor ready for thc plasterers on Monday. Tonitc is Saturdaye..soocooo
eesetororrow I have to strip the old wallpaper off, and before that cren all
the furniture in the spare roon, where all ry famnish equiprent is, including
the dUpPCresess800000.storiorrow norning will be the last time I can duper for
as long a8 it tokes me to docorstcess500000e..it usually takes re 2 helluva
tine, and by the tirc I have finished the second rcason will assert itsclf,
which is this :—~ +tho decdline will have passcd, by which tire I have to

get the bundle of PP's en route viz surface rail to Dick Eney, our new OE.

I hnd plamned to take up cnough pages to make this PP a fifty pager, and whilst
I can schore and plan to counter ordinary things, when Dicne decides to
docorate, fannish things have to be temporarily set to onc side. Therefore,
much againat ry will, I hove, let ne sce, two lines beclow and one page roro

to conclude this PP. Remarks will therefore he short but neverthcless studied.
Well, this is tho 1nst line, so I'1ll bash ~w2y on the next page..turn over 777
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PORQUE Attractive, the red illo's are just nioce.....QUTSIDERS "ell up to
standard,acree with you that Wally Weber doesn't give us cnough of his

own particular brand of humour...KRAML welcoris to the club, Jim. T elweys
thought KRAML was 2 sort of toffeo ( a candy ?)...SPELEOBEM Don't bc so hard
on my pal Tosk, Bruce. Um, thonks for oxplaining to Enoy re ny punch line

re Epsont in 2 recent PP. You know, 2 lot of aspects of ny stories are

rnissed over, I'n surc of it. I put in lote of corments and allusions I'm
positive folks trip over 'om. An exerple was in TFIS GOON FOR HIRE, where

there is a refence to nurbers on the wall in Georgze Charters roorn. The nurbers

roferred to the nurber of tires his neme appoared in a fanzine, and the
figure chenged fron 447 ( or sumpid sinilar ) to 451. I craftily brought in
a suggestion that it night have sorothing to do with woren, ond T put in

tho line 'He surc knows sore hot murbers.' I've met no one so far who
realised that I was working on 451, the title of Ray Bradbury's book FAREN=
HEIT 451.¢¢....BRONGC clever cover, dezh...IGNATZ uh hu...FENDENIZEN, Elinor,
I do so wish I hed the gpece to give you a lecture on the rierits of the BBC
and ITYV. Briefly, we pay four pounds ( $11 ) liconce fee per year, and this
covers hoth chamnells. ITV caters for limited intellizonce ( mayher, rape,
erson, rurdor, grand lerceny, etc) and the BBC gives with orchestral
concerts, opera, tennis, horse shows, art, history, travel, and dancing
girls and humoure I spend too ruch timo watching TV.. RAGNAROK I'M
certainly not mad at Terry. Years ago I avowed publicly he was a great
writer, I have great admiration for him, so there goes onc norc myth...

BOG It's the spirit what counts, bhoy, vou got in the mailing, that!z the
rnain thing. Hope you and Pat will be verrry heppys..& Give us sorio of your
own ininitable illo's, Karen...OFFSHOOT morec congrats....HERE THERE BE

SAPS I'm behind you with this BEST OF SAPS dcal.Like you said, ONMPA 1is

doing it, why not us ??7...RETRO Buz, I'n 211 mixed up about MC's, still.
Soretimes I think thev are the lest word, other timcs I rebel because I

like to just read the SAP3zines, and not have to start butchering thor: with
ticks. Like, I'm unscttled. I was all sct for about ten pages of 'er:, until
I got ry ORDERS...YESTERDAY THE FUTURE Superb front cover illo...MEMATODE
The British Governnent has just decided that lend-based rockets 2re no use...
thev! vo even ~nnounced that the THOR bascs on the cast coast of Englend arc
no use, the only answer is the POLARIS systor, ie, rockots fired fron
submarines, as opposed to static firings. Ye're trying to buy the POLARIS...
WHEN THE GHODS WOULD SUP Becausc of you, I'n steyins up until about 3 an
ench rorning swottine up info sbout acroplanes fror riy vest library. I'n

all thrilled, likc..«¥WR, "ally, you kcccol 10...PSILO vececes...POOR DICK'S
ALMANAK Rerd ~»nd digested, son. Interesting...VOMSET Shcer concentretod
£rXes s MAINEYAX Ui, Ed...TOSKEY COMPENDIUM Bruce Pelz thinks I was sarcastic
when I egobooized you othor nighty COMPENDIUM, but I was not indeed. Man, I
like thesc stories. The Loslic cover, though prinitive, has irpact...THE
BALLARD CHRONIGLES..like, CRIKEY...SAPLING Chapter Six of The Mind Stcalers
ic pubbed horewith rainly for you...MHO*DJEE No,, I didn't attend thce LONCON
and thoroforec didn't got to meet Wallv until I came to Anerica...GIM TREE
Delightful, breezy, makes the nailing..ses.elook, folks, I'n really as sorry
as heck that I've mot to finish here. It secrs vio churlish to give you only 2

couple of words oach, and I started off it great form. But wh=t has to bo, eto.

Just to lct the rystified know that this is POT POURRI 12, fresh fror the
ink-stained fingers of John Berry, 31, Campbell Park Avecnue, Belnont, Belfost
L, Northern Ireland.Goodbye to all of you, it's just great to be a SAP. isn't
it 777Give 2 elicc of carrot to Nobby and Lisa from mo, then I shall be

DO PPy s et eeenverstsstssanssnsstsnsanassasessensssssssscasnsssessssesMAY 1960,
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