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Sir John Guielgud, whose name I cannot spell, was wasted on the
ghost, where the “Electrovision® process distorted his voice beyond
recognition. The biggest weekness of the production, in my oppinion
was the prefunctory manner in which the king and queen were played.
It was as if, to crib an old joke told of Fritz Leiber, Sr., someone
had already played the Ace. Someday I'm going to see a Hamlet that
brings the play alive for me the way the Halmark Tempest came alive,
in spite of the heavy cutting. Burton was in this, too, and did a
fine job. I guess the man is too human to play a tragic hero. All
of which just goes to show how little it takes to set me off on
something that interests me.

Time, the evil fiction magazine, reviewed Catch 22, and
completely missed the point. It was painfully obvious that the
reviewer had read the penultimate chapter, and then either skipped
or ignored the conclusion. How else could their review call it a
pesamistic and disorganized collection of pointless cyrlsodes. They
did admit that it was funny, but they did not understand that it
was also coptimistic. Time'’s policy calls for the distruction of
anything that they do not understand.

Chapter Six
Murphy Alone

Murphy watched the random atomic motion of the pedestrians,

given direction by a laxwell’s Demon with blue coat and whistle.

He walked down 32ed St. eying the dirty magazines with small joy.

At least, I think it was 32ed St. Though it does not really matter,
New Yorkers seem to hold the fundamentalist belief that information
about their particular city is of at least equil sipgnifigance with
knowledge of the roundness of the earth, and everyman®s perpetual
awareness that the sun dares not sit upon the British Empire..

On an impulse ilurphy entered an unfamiliar shop, not so wide
as a broad nor deep as a womb. A thin old man sat perched on a
high chair just inside the door.

“I have come a long way," Hurphy began.

“Second door to your left,  the man replied. lMurphy was
surprised. He had expected the mans first words to be something
on the order of “"Cne side will nmake you grow shorter and the other
side will make you grow taller.®

Murphy's reply was to the unspoken comment. “'One side of what?
The other side of what?® thought Alice to herself,¥ he quoted uner
his breath.

“Of the mushroom. Of course.” The old man's eyes lit up for
an instant. Then, like a machine with zutomatic safeguards against
such things, he turned himself off.

Iurphy went to the back of the shop. The slick magazines were
cool, even in the hot air. There were soon two doors to his left.
“Curiouser and curiouser,” he rumbled. He entered the second door.
He will not tell me what happened then.

Chapter Seven
Tdentification

Why should I, who am not really interested in sports at all,
feal so strongly about the close basketball game now being played?
If I had attended the other school, as I well might have, I would
wish just as strongly for the other team to win, so it is not a
question of right and wrong. If I knew one of the players it might
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