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Introduction:
Walter Willis

It is a great handicap for a writer or speaker to be given an excessively fulsome
introduction. Too often there is nowhere for him to go from there but down. So, if
only for the sake of your enjoyment of the pieces which follow, let us agree that they
are mere trifles, hastily scribbled on the back of plans for bits of aeroplanes for an
obscure amateur magazine of doubtful legibility and minuscule circulation.

So that's enough about Bob Shaw; let's talk about me, and in particular how I
contracted this obscure mental illness I have, which causes me to believe that
everything Bob Shaw writes is funny or profound, or both.

Obviously it is a rare disease, because if it were common, Bob Shaw would
be much richer than he is. He would be able at least to have a separate pair of
braces (US — suspenders) for each of his pairs of trousers, which he once confided
to me was how he would know when he had become really well off.

I can pin-point the exact moment when I contracted my affliction. It was when
I was stencilling one of Bob's early columns and I came on a phrase about someone
being kind to Ya poor but olean old man!. With the ice-pick of that deadly little word
""clean', Bob demolished the whole unstable edifice of my middle-class, patronising
Left Book Club socialism. I was never quite the same again.

On another occasion I rashly exposed another facade by quoting Oscar Wilde's
line, "Each man kills the thing he loves", unconsciously convinced that any state-
ment so often quoted must be valid. Bob on the other hand considered it as if it had
just been published in the letter section of the Belfast Telegraph. "That, " he said,
"is not true.'" I looked again; of course it was not true. It was romantic rubbish, like
God knows how much other similar clap-trap I had believed just because it was fancy.
and famous. .

Perhaps "'profound" is not quite the right word for this quality in Bob's writ-
ing: it implies a portentousness which is foreign to him. So let's call in aid another
remembered conversation. We were discussing the nature of humour, as we often
used to do, and he mentioned with scorn the theory, often associated with the name
of Chaplin, that there is an element of pathos in all great comedy. It was, I agreed,
nonsense. Where was the pathos in W.C. Fields or the Marx Brothers? The pathos
in Chaplin is a cop-out, like the sentimental song with which the old-style comic
used to get himself off the stage.

But later I got to thinking there was a germ of truth in there somewhere. To
be funny, humour must skate over the thin ice of pain, and this requires a mordant
observation of the human condition: whether it is the discomfiture of a fat man slip-
ping on a banana skin or that of the innocent reader tripping over a pun.
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It is this element of realism which I detect in Bob Shaw's writing and which I
am tempted to identify as the missing element which industrial Belfast has to add to
the rather airy-fairy Celtic tradition of literature. The main characteristics of Irish
writers of the tradition which culminated in James Joyce and Flann O'Brien, were
fantasy and word-play, both well represented in Bob. But I also detect in his work
the gritty reality of the industrial working class, always epitomised for me in the
Belfast saying, "'A borrowed saw cuts anything.'

I see that by appearing to cast Bob in the role of a one-man Irish literary re-
naissance I am in danger of betraying the intentions of this introduction, but I must
mention one notable remark of his. '""When you've read a book and then forgotten it,
you're left with a different kind of ignorance."

I have been thinking over this remark for some 25 years now and my conclus-
ion is that it says more about the nature of education than any single sentence ever
written; and that is what I meant about Bob being profound. Just think: you go to sch-
ool, secondary school, maybe university and then you get a job. A year after that,
what is left of all that expensive education? What facts can you actually muster about
the Austrian Succession or the exports of Tasmania or whatever ? What is left, and
what is really important, is a matrix, a framework, into which you can put the facts
when you have occasion to require them again. So it is the matrix which counts and
therefore no disconnected fact or subject should ever be taught, It follows that all
education should start with cosmology and work inwards to the individual, or start
with the individual and work outwards to cosmology.

Writing of course is a sort of education, and the same rules apply to it. And
humour, of course, since it is concerned with the individual, must work from the
individual outwards. You will find this in Bob Shaw's writings. They are all part of
the matrix of his own life and experience, without extraneous falsity or pretension,
and when you have read them you remember them. They have integrity.

But I seelam again in danger of overselling these inconsequential fragments.

Ladies and Gentlemen, in the unavoidable absence of the speaker we first
invited, may I introduce Mr ...cses. €r ...... Bob Shaw, whose talk I am sure
will be of interest to .... ah ..... those who are interested in his work, and who
needs no introduction,

/ i

\_ Ty 3.2
Pyrotechnics

This column, written more than 20 years ago, remains the one which gives me the
most pleasure to re-read. It is the most evocative and nostalgic, perhaps because of
the ambience of Fireworks Night. Certainly, the occasion provided a perfect opportun-
ity to bring all of the characters of Irish Fandom together on the stage and show them
in action. It is sad to reflect that, because of the Northern Ireland situation, the auth-
orities had to ban fireworks and therefore Halloween can no longer be celebrated in the
way I described here, in the winter of 1954...

* * *
ON SATURDAY, October 30, the city of Belfast held its Halloween celebrations. ¢Note:
this is the Irish equivalent of Guy Fawkes day.) There was the usual number of explos-
ive sounds and bright flashes of light extending into the small hours of Sunday morning.
By Sunday night the last newly neurotic cat had descended from the trees and all but the
most cautious of old ladies had removed the plugs from the ears of their pet canaries.
By Monday the city had relapsed into its normal, quietly humdrum existence. ..

Heh! Heh! Heh!

We held our display on Tuesday night.

At a quarter to eight George Charters arrived and I let him in. He was wearing
a bulky tweed coat and a bulky tweed cap, an outfit which makes him look rather like a
hairy mammoth with herring-bone skin. "Ah, there you are,' he shouted. "I'm going
to let you and the rest have it. I'm in form for bloodshed. Just let me get at yiz — I'm
dangerous tonight. "

""Wait a minute, George,'" I said, ''we won't be playing ghoodminton for a while
yet — we're having a fireworks display first."

"That's a pity, ' he replied, "I was looking forward to a friendly game." We
went out to the back where the others were gathered watching Walter let off a few Fairy
Sparklers for the benefit of his small daughter and two of her playmates. We arrived
just in time to hear the last of an argument between him and James. James had tied
two threepenny rockets together and fixed a sparkler onto the bottom of the sticks.
Walt had said that this contraption would rise no higher than a single rocket, which re-
mark had caused James to fall back on his BIS jargon in indignant denial. He spouted
a lot of highly technical data and knelt to ignite his masterpiece. He lit the sparkler
and the two fuses and leapt back, glancing resentfully at the layer of slightly leaky
cloud a mere two thousand feet up. He resigned himself to losing sight of the rocket
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before it really got going.

We all stood there in the damp darkness — waiting. The sparkler burned merr-
ily inside the milk bottle for about three minutes and then went out. "Stand back, "
warned James as we closed in a bit. "It will go thundering skywards any second now, "
About a minute later the slightly touched paper was all consumed and the rockets began
to blast. They thundered skywards for about ten feet, faltered, keeled over and wobb-
led drunkenly along the ground for a short distance. They barely cleared a fence and
expired fitfully in somebody's back garden.

We could see that James was shaken, that his faith in rocketry was shattered,
so nobody spoke. We just laughed.

"Let's get on with the other stuff, ' said Walter. '"What else have we ?"

As I told him about my deadly arsenal of Atomic Crashers and Little Demons,

‘and John Berry babbled enthusiastically about the blast areas and flame throwing abil-

ities of his stuff, it seemed to me that Walter's face paled slightly. '"I've been think-
ing, " he announced after a few moments. "There isn't much space here — let's all go
round to my father's house." This seemed a good idea so we set off. As I passed
James he was staring at the point where his rocket had disappeared and muttering,
"The fools! The poor fools! They'll never reach the Moon. "

With rustling raincoats and squelching shoes we trooped along through the fine
drizzle to a house several quiet streets away. Walter opened the front gate and usher-
ed us all in; for some reason he seemed happier now, and placed us at the side of the
house with a severe injunction to keep quiet. We huddled against the gable while Walter
brought Carol and the other two little girls to the front door and rang the bell., We list-
ened with bated breath as he explained how, out of the goodness of his kindly heart, he
wanted to treat the children to a few fireworks. He reappeared and we trudged round
to the back.

I saw the rain blurred faces of Walter's father and mother peering out of a side
window as Walter went by with his silent retinue of small children. The faces began to
withdraw, then reappeared hurriedly as Madeleine Willis and my wife Sadie passed
into their ken. They remained there in silent bewilderment as James and his fiancee
Peggy went by, closely followed by John, then me. They drew back instinctively as
George lumbered past in the rear in his bulky tweed overcoat and bulky tweed cap. I
felt sorry for those faces.

To begin the display we shot off a few rockets in their natural state. These
flew quite well but they all seemed to fly in the one direction — towards a dimly seen
house in the row whose back gardens abutted on the one we were in, separated from us
by a tennis court. After we had tired of this we began the second part of the show —
the aerodynamic section. I had brought some of the flying squibs known as "Flying
Imps'* and glued wings onto them making them look like tiny V2s. I felt proud of these
little spaceships for they flew perfectly although the weight of the wings always brought
them down again. Funnily enough, these too all landed on or around the same house.

I became distinctly aware of slight stirrings of life from the direction of this ill-fated
building, but it didn't seem worth mentioning.

The next item was the ascent of John's Viking. He had sawn the stick off a
shilling rocket and glued on balsa wood wings and painted it in big black and white
checks. It was lovely looking. We lit it and stood back. At that moment we heard an
aeroplane passing over very high and somebody suggested trying to bring it down,
somebody else began to hum '"Dragnet" and I heard Walter muttering something about
lighting the blue paper and retiring from fandom. At that moment the Viking took off.
It was magnificent the way it climbed on a pillar of blinding incandescence just the way
they do in the books. Everybody agreed afterwards that it was the best thing in the

10

show. There was only one thing wrong. John must have made one of the wings heavier
than the others because pretty high up the rocket leaned to one side and turned over,
still blasting away. I looked round for a shovel with the vague idea of digging a slit
trench, but I need not have worried — it nosedived the same house as before.

Next I let off some of my high explosive ones but only a couple of them banged
and Walter's father came out to see what was happening. He looked at his garden which
we had reduced to a pretty fair imitation of Flanders. I heard him say, '"This is a good
place to let them off, "' and he wasn't even slightly sarcastic. Honest.

Sadie and Madeleine were beginning to get bored with the poor performance of
the bangers so they called for something new. James must have been still carrying
the mental scars of his earlier brush with the force of gravity, for he suggested tying
two rockets together so that they face in opposite directions... ''Let them lie there
and strain.' This sadistic idea was quashed by John who suggested tying four rockets
together and holding them with pliers until they were all firing. James countered this
by pointing out that we had no parachute to wear "just in case",

We finally decided to tie an Atomic Crasher onto a rocket. Now, I have a the-
ory about these particular squibs. I bought them in one bundle and I think that, by
some mistake in the factory, the first six I lit had had no explosive in them. Also I
think that all the powder that should have gone into them went into number seven. As
luck would have it that was the one we put on the rocket. While we were sellotaping it
on James, who was beginning to recover his faith, worked out the chances of a good
flight. "A 3d rocket and a 1d banger... hmmm! That's a pretty good lift — a three to
one ratio.'" Getting even more hopeful, he said we might even break the sound barrier.
I never heard of anything sillier — for supersonic flight you need a sixpenny rocket at
least.

Anyway I lit the Atomic Crasher, waited a few seconds, and then lit the rocket.
It went up at a terrific velocity. It had achieved quite a fair height when the weight of

“the banger pulled it over to one side. It turned and zoomed downwards, its trail of

sparks now reinforced by those from the squib. It disappeared from view behind a
hedge, but we could see that it had landed... yes, that's right... fair and square in
the backyard of the same house. Exactly at the moment of impact the Atomic Crasher
exploded. I saw the intervening hedge limned with crimson flame and the ground shook
below our feet. Everybody burst out laughing except me — I had belatedly remembered
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that there had been somebody moving out there. Somebody in our group said in a
stricken voice, "My Ghod! The Russkis have got in first.' James said, '""The lights
are going out all over town.'" When our ears stopped ringing we realised that every
dog for miles around was appealing in a loud voice to its canine Ghu to come and save
it. Suddenly through the sounds in my head and the, I suspect, slightly hysterical
laughter and the yammering of the dogs I heard what I had been dreading to hear...

From the direction of that last appalling detonation, borne on the rain-laden
night air, there came faint piteous cries.

1 don't know what the poor devil was trying to say but he certainly sounded as if
he was in a bad way. My sleep is still haunted by his faint bleats of bewilderment min-
gled with pure fear and helpless, impotent anger. James, who was by this time once
‘more his old devil-may-care self, gleefully whispered, "That gap in that row of hous-
es wasn't there before."

The more prudent of us decided that we had better move on before the police
cars arrived, so we gathered our gear and set off back to Walter's. As we were walk-
ing back I found a Flying Imp in my pocket so I let it off in the street. I can't remem-
ber much about the ensuing few seconds but John has covered it for me...

* * *
¢JOHN BERRY writing: I noticed that Bob was absent. I looked round, and saw him
bending down by a front gate. I hurried on, presuming he was trying to complete the
night's destruction by blowing up the gate with his last Atomic Crasher. Seconds later
1 heard a hissing noise, followed by a cry of frustration. I looked round, startled.
There was Bob, eyes protruding, cheeks puffled out, his feet a sheer blur of slashing
movement. He flashed past, coat tails akimbo, hotly pursued by a Flying Imp with a
long comet-like tail. The nose of the Imp was about 23' from Bob's nether regions. I
yelled to the crowd, and they parted respectfully to make way for the strange process-
ion. There was a final devastating explosion, then silence and utter darkness. We
pulled Bob from the hedge, carefully removing the Imp. Sadie retrieved his collar and
tie from a nearby lamp-post. We eventually managed to calm him down, none the
worse for his impulsive flight. )

* * *
¢BOB SHAW Ctd. ) Thank you, John. Personally I refuse to believe that I could ever
behave in such an undignified manner, but let the readers judge for themselves. See
the way when anybody makes a crack at me I just laugh?

Back at Walter's I planted my remaining banger in the damp earth and lit it.
To tell the truth I was still thinking about that unknown soul whose evening reverie had
been so rudely shattered... that's how I failed to notice that the blue paper had broken
off this one. I absent-mindedly touched the match to it and found to my horror that I
was squatting (off balance too) in a shower of sparks from a prematurely exploding
Atomic Crasher. Gibbering horribly with undiluted fear I took off down the path, trav-
elling about six inches above the ground. I crashed through the world record for the
twenty yards, the sound barrier and several ranks of grinning fans and femmes. I was
proud of that dash — it made me fell like one of the Unkillables in "Final Blackout'.
Gretting my teeth to keep my heart from bouncing out onto the ground I turned to wit-
ness the explosion of the Hell-Bomb.

It went...... "phhht'.

A dimly seen object that I had taken to be a huge pile of dustbins painted in zig-
zag camouflage turned out to be George Charters in his bulky tweed coat and cap. It
said, in a patient voice, '"Now will you go up and play Ghoodminton?"

So we all went in for friendly, safe, predictable Ghoodminton.
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This column appeared in '-" in June of 1955. I wrote this introductory paragraph al-
most exactly twenty years later in a newly-completed office-cum-study which I had
built in my garden, and — this is Ghu's truth — I had to stop for a minute in the mid-
dle of it because a small dark spider came running in from outside and went for me!
It was moving so quickly that I had a few panicky moments before I managed to kick it
to death. I have a sneaky feeling they'll get me yet...

* * *
THE OTHER DAY I was sitting as is my wont (I always sit this way. I can't help it.
Sometimes as I lie taking stock of my life in the long introspective hours of the silent
night I say to myself, '"BoSh, old chap, you'll just have to stop this sitting as is your
wont — give it up while there is still time. Before it gets to be a habit. ' But it is no
use. My wont shakes its head, gives me a smog glance and I have to follow soot. Any-
thing my wont won't want I won't want.) honing the edge of my ghoodminton bat and
thinking to myself that if John Berry could attempt to train a budgie to talk I should be
able to train one to hone my bat. Come to think of it, I was just muttering, have I not
heard of pigeons that do that? Suddenly Walter spoke to me.

""Do you realise, ' he said, absentmindedly straightening the barbed wire on
the ghoodminton bat, "that The Glass Bushel is Hyphen's oldest department? The only
one in since the beginning!"

I was amazed. Here in Belfast among my circle of inmates I have a reputation
for the transient nature of my projects, which usually fade out after a few short days
of uncertain existence. Could I have done this glorious thing? After the initial shock
had worn off I began to think about my column and all the things that had happened to
me since I first began it.

One of the things that immediately springs to mind is the way in which after
every GB in which I devoted all my space to a semi-pro type story, we received an
anguished protest from Gregg Calkins who apparently hates that sort of thing. Write
about fans! He has said this so often that I am going to do just that to please him.
Now. The only fans that I know enough about to enable me to produce an article on
them are those here in Ireland and since the arrival of John Berry, sometimes known
here as The Chronicleer, this is not possible. He writes up everything. I did have the
idea of shouting "Copyright'" in a loud firm voice immediately anything of interest took
place. This worked all right — once. That was the fireworks article a few months
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back. But John, sensing that his supply of material was being imperilled, only shook
his head doggedly, causing a shower — almost Fortean in nature — of old toothbrushes
and long lost combs to fly out of his moustache, and retired into the corner to devise
his countermove. When he produced his answer to my ploy it was devastatingly sim-
ple, as only his sort of brain could produce, and unbeatable.

John now writes up everything before it happens. This accounts for the large
fantastic element that creeps into his articles and it also means that I have to retract
my scope even further. There is only one field of material left.

Me.

From now on every GB will contain some fresh outpourings, more wordy flows
from yet another and another faucet of my character. Now read on...

There is a dark shadow over my life far more ominous than the one cast by
Them in the film of that name, because after all it only took a few army divisions
equipped with flamethrowers and bazookas to rout that menace. Nothing to it. But
when ordinary, everyday, common or garden insects pick on you, you've had it.
There is nothing you can do, you see. When fifteen-foot ants wander about knocking
down houses and frightening policemen the general public is solidly behind you when
you start shooting thermite about; but, just try anything like that on an ordinary insect
and you'll soon find yourself a social outcast.

Why is it necessary to use such drastic measures on poor little creepers, you
might say. Well, it all began with the time I brutally murdered two spiders. The first
one fell victim to my airgun under very extenuating circumstances which were descr-
ibed in Ving Clarke's late and very lamented SFN, so I will not go into that here. The
second one I hit with a pickaxe.

I remember the day well. I came out of the drawing office in a hurry to get
home to my tea and ran down to the workshop where I had left my bicycle. I was just
about to jump on when I noticed a spider, a large stupid-looking spider, dangling
around the chain wheel. If I rode away it would get smeared all over everything and I
didn't like the idea of that, so I tried to shake it off. It refused to come.

I spent long impatient minutes trying to dislodge the brute and when I finally
succeeded I was gibbering with rage. The spider scampered away up the brick wall
and it seemed to me that I could detect derision in the way it wobbled its legs. I looked

around for something to hit the thing with and my gaze alighted on a huge pickaxe that
a workman had left lying about. I hefted it and swung it at the wall grinning ferocious-
ly and when I looked to see the result I found an inch deep hole in the wall with spid-
er's legs sticking out all round the perimeter. They were waving gently like palm
trees on the edge of a small lake.

I was immediately sorry for what I had done so I apologised to the tiny crater,
looked all about to make sure that I hadn't been seen and rode off home. Another spid-
er must have seen its mate encountering the insect equivalent of the atom bomb
though, for, ever since that day, all varieties of tiny winged and many -legged things
have been attacking me.

Have you ever been savaged by a moth? I can tell you it is a fearsome sight to
see a berserk moth flying at you without a hope of doing you real damage or getting
away, like a Jap suicide pilot bent on his own destruction. The night that happened to
me I was lying in bed reading when I realised that this moth had entered through the
open window.

I decided to treat it with contemptuous disregard and contined to read. Sudden-
ly I felt a stinging blow on the ear and then another on the face as I looked up to see
what was happening. At last I realised the horrible truth. I was being attacked by a
defenceless moth! Wasps I can handle with ease because I don't mind hitting them and
they don't move as fast as a shuttlecock, but this was too much. Mewing with fright I
drew back into the corner and made blind swipes at the moth which was keeping up its
insane onslaught. I felt the way Goliath must surely have felt as he noted the fearless-
ness of David's advance.

Suddenly I landed an uppercut on the moth and then as it was flopping about in
the air I sent in a right hook that knocked it into a big box in which I kept books and
junk. I went over to have a closer look at the dead hero. I leaned over the box. Boink!
It came shooting out again at tremendous speed and hit me on the face.

It was psychological stuff. By this time I was in a dead funk and it was all I
could do to start throwing punches again, but after a series of panicky swipes I hit the
ferocious moth and as luck would have it, it landed back in the box. This time I took
no chances. I dashed over, almost hysterical now, and lifted the box and shook it up
and down churning all the stuff inside about like stones in a concrete mixer. After min-
utes of this I set the box down and went back to bed without looking inside.

About half an hour later when I put out the light to go to sleep I was lying in the
darkness when I heard something. It was the moth fluttering about inside the box
among all the books, old poster colour pots, telescope parts and throwing knives. I
closed my eyes tight and lay there without moving and, after a long long time, the
noise went away.

* * *

The above account is quite true and it shows the horrible way in which the in-
sects work — they can't win but they fight anyway. Like the story about the aliens
whose way to fight was to dash up to their enemies and cut their own throats. Another
night I came up to go to bed, threw back the sheets and was just about to hop in when I
realised I had seen something black disappearing in below the blanket. Cautiously I
pulled the bed clothes back a little further and discovered a beetle clinging to the sheet.

Now this was a tricky problem. I wasn't going to actually touch the thing and
yet I had to get it off onto the floor so that it could be disposed of. I dragged the sheet
in question to one side of the bed so that the part to which the beetle was clinging was
hanging over the side and flapped it about with all my strength. When I had finished the
beetle was still hanging there unperturbed. Feeling the old dread coming back I looked
around wildly for something to use and I noticed one of those things like mops that are
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used for polishing linoleum. It was out on the landing. I brought it in, closed the door
and played several golfing shots at the beetle. It was no use. In the end I had to put the
sheet right down on the floor and sweep the thing off, making a mess of the sheet as I
did so. Once on the floor the beetle just sat there probably picking the torn shreds of
linen out of his powerful claws or whatever it is they walk about on. Feverishly I looked
about for my shoes; then I remembered I had come upstairs in my socks, so it was the
mop again. I put it over the beetle with the handle sticking vertically upwards and
leaned on it with all my might, turning it round and round for good measure. When I
looked under the mop there was no sign of any intruder so I concluded I had crushed it
right into the floor and I set the mop against the wall, changed into my slumber suit
and got into bed.

A minute later I saw the beetle come walking out from under the mop. At two
in the morning when your confidence in yourself has been badly shaken this is not fun-
ny. I leaped out of bed, grabbed the mop and pounded it vertically downwards onto the
beetle. In the other bedrooms people began to stir and mutter in their sleep but I was
past caring. I looked down and the thing was still there. I began a regular pounding
heedless of the startled grunts from the room next door, and after about twelve blows
there was no sign of the beetle on the floor.

This time I was not to be fooled. I turned the mop upside down and there it was
clinging onto the strands. Giggling faintly I dashed out onto the landing and ran down-
stairs to the kitchen determined to burn the beetle to death. The fire had not been lit
that day. I set the mop down and the beetle, sensing that I was really out for blood,
scuttled out moving at roughly the speed of sound. It went round the room several tim-
es looking for a dark place to hide and as our kitchen is small and compact and fairly
modern it didn't find one.

When I had overcome the instinctive fear that this unexpected ability to travel
like a speeding racer had inspired in me I lifted one of the heavy chairs so that the
front legs were about half-an-inch clear of the floor. It was very dark and safe-look-
ing in below them. The beetle swerved sharply and skidded to a halt under one of the
legs.

Feeling ashamed of myself for the underhand trick I had played, I let the chair
fall and went up to my bed.

* * *

The above are only two examples taken from my casebook — there are many
others. Readers of Paul Enever's Orion might remember the description of how a
daddy-longlegs drowned itself in my tea, which is another method of attack. However,
now that I have got this down on paper I feel better about it all because, if I am ever
found dead in an empty room with my eyes glazed over with fear and a water pistol
half full of insecticide in my hand, perhaps somebody will remember this and call out
a few army divisions equipped with flamethrowers and bazookas and thermite bombs
and tanks and rockets to hunt down and destroy the dirty rotten flea or beetle that did it.

* * *

How many fans know that there exists another worldwide organisation which
has advantages and interests to offer even greater than those we derive from fandom ?
The name of this mysterious organisation ? It is none other than the Boy Scouts!

Yes, I too have always regarded the familiar Scouts with their proverbial knob-
bly knees and arrays of badges as being people wasting good energy that could have
been used for the production of fanzines. I used to sneer at them and shout ""Come on
the BB, " from the window of the bus when I passed one of their troops, but that is all
over now.

The reason for this change of heart? Well, the other night I happened to glance

16

through a copy of "Scouting for Boys' by Lord Baden-Powell, which is the basic liter-
ature of the organisation. It is a series of informal lectures, called ""Camp Fire
Yarns', on the various topics of interest to Scouts. It is the Scout equivalent of The
Enchanted Duplicator.

In CFY No. 7 which is entitled "Signals & Commands", I came across this int-
eresting little problem. See how you get on with it: it beat me, so I'll give it exactly as
in the book to keep everything fair.

In the American Civil War, Captain Clowry, a scout officer,
wanted to give warning to a large force of his own army that the enemy
were going to attack it unexpectedly during the night; but he could not
get to his friends because there was a flooded river between them which
he could not cross, and a storm of rain was going on.

What would you have done if you had been he ?

Well, I sat and thought about this for some time ana the best I could think of
was to get into the river, swim down to the sea, take a boat fo India and settle down to
planting tea or cotton or something, and find out what happened in the papers. Some-
how I was pretty sure this wasn't the right answer so I read on to see what an experi -
enced scout would have done. Here it is exactly as printed on p. 56: —

A good idea struck him. He got hold of an old railway engine
that was standing near him. He lit the fire and got up steam in her, and
then started to blow the whistle with long and short blasts — what is
called the Morse Code alphabet. Soon his friends heard..........

You can just imagine all the Scouts who had been working on this problem slap-
ping their knobbly knees in self disgust and saying, "Of course! Why did I not think of
that? It's the obvious thing to do...." But to me, a member of the uninitiated, this
casual employment of old railway engines that just happened to be standing about
smacked of magic, another and alien way of thinking.

Puzzled and curious I read on through the book in the hope of finding something



that would throw light on the problem, then at last I discovered one pregnant sentence
that solved the whole thing. When you knew the real facts there was actually nothing
queer about the idea of a railway engine and the wherewithal to get up steam in her
standing on the bank of a flooded river during a civil war.

Here is the sentence: —

..«..but it takes a good deal of practice before a tenderfoot can get into
the habit of really noting everything and letting nothing escape his eyes.

There was a lot more in the same vein saying that a trained person can see things that
are there all the time but which the layman cannot perceive through not knowing how.
After thinking this over it dawned on me that there was no mystery or coincidence at
all involved in the episode mentioned. You see, although we are blind to them and
don't know they are there, the whole world is covered with old railway engines and
heaps of coal! They are everywhere. .

When next you go out to work look again at the trolley bus that passes you in
the street. Strip away all preconceived notions and attitudes of mind. Now do you not
see that it is really a large locomotive? Look at your neighbour's rock garden; is it
not really a heap of nutty slack? Those prefabs across the way: is that not something
suspiciously like wheels peeping out from below the window box ?

Probably most of you, steeped in your habits of thought, will never be able to
see through to the real nature of the world around you, and perhaps it is just as well.
Just think of the tremendous impact on human affairs if this knowledge became gener-
ally accepted! Just considering one aspect of this, the field of literature would be
thrown into a state of chaos.

For instance, all those stories of the good girl whose boy friend drops her on a
lonely country road in the middle of the night because she refuses to cooperate with
him in his nature studies would look pretty silly if you read something like this: —

""What was I to do? I had no idea that Jack would turn out to be the sort
of person he was, and as he sat there holding the door of the car open
invitingly I was tempted to get back in beside him, for it had begun to
rain and I was scared.
My resolution began to waver.
Suddenly I had a good idea. I climbed into an old railway engine
that was standing nearby, got up steam in her and drove back to the town...."

And furthermore there is no longer any justification for early pioneers in the
West making a circle of their waggons and shooting out a losing battle with Indians.
The Apaches or Sioux would probably be completely demoralised to see a fleet of old
railway engines charging at them from behind a screen of covered waggons. It requires
only a little imagination to realise that nearly every great book in the world would be
spoiled. Even the titles wouldn't look the same. Who could enjoy a book or a film with
such names as:

UNCLE TOM'S DRIVING CABIN THE ASCENT OF COALHEAP EVEREST

PANDORA & THE FLYING SCOTSMAN DESIRE UNDER THE L. M.S,
With this disquieting thought planted firmly in your minds I will now conclude this app-
earance of the Glass Bushel, Hyphen's longest lasting department. If any of you think
of any further effects or consequences I would be glad to hear of them so that I can in-
corporate them into the next GB, thus giving you lots of egoboo and saving me lots of
work. In the meantime, I am going to pop over to the loco for a pint.
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In 1956 the Shaws emigrated to Canada for almost three years, and the follov.ving col-
umn describes our first encounters with Dave Rhodes, one of the most entertaini ng
characters I ever met. I still treasure the conversation I overheard between him and
his miserly landlady when I called to give him a ride to work one morning:-
Landlady: I've given you a marvellous treat for your lunch today.
David: What is it?
Landlady: Sardine sandwiches with garlic.
David: You'll have to make me something else — I hate garlic.
Landlady: I didn't put much garlic in.
David: Doesn't matter. I can't bear the taste of garlic.
Landlady: I put hardly any in.
David: I don't care.
Landlady: In fact, I put in so little garlic you can't even taste it.
David (sniffs): Some bloody treat!

* * * * * *
This is the first GB to be written in Canada, and as I have done a lot of rambling of
late this article will do the same. Anybody that has moved his abode and effects over
a long distance will know what I mean when I say that things get a bit disorganised,
so for once the GB will not have that precision of structure, that beautiful balance
and intricacy of relationship between its separate parts for which all my previous
columns have been noted. I daresay it will turn out to be a sort of trickle of con-
sciousness effort. '

The journey over here was more or less uneventful.

Sadie and I wandered around Liverpool for a few hours and then went aboard
the Empress of Scotland after passing through the customs. The only thing of note
there was that I found myself sitting opposite a small man with a weatherbeaten face
not unlike that of a moronic gorilla. I conceived an instant hatred for him and prayed
that I wouldn't see him on the voyage. We had lunch on board at one thirty and the
ship sailed at four.

When the ship was wriggling out of Liverpool I went to the Chief Steward to
make dining-room reservations. I joined the line and found that I was standing right
behind gorilla-face. I watched his moronic face and listened to his moronic convers-
ation with an almost equally moronic companion. It turned out he originally came
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from Scotland but had lived in Canada for thirty years. He liked his friends to call
him Scotty. He pronounced it Scaddy.

I was relieved when a thick-set young man who looked like an intelligent Ray -
mond Burr tapped me on the shoulder and introduced himself as David Rhodes. He
was another draughtsman going to the same firm as I was. Cook's had made us mut-
ually aware of each other some weeks previous and Sadie had sent him up from the
cabin where he had called to see me. We talked for a few minutes, but the proximity
of gorilla-face was too much for David and he arranged to meet me later. I booked
our places at a table and got David a seat with us. As it happened, there was another
structural draughtsman, from Wales, (David is from Glasgow) at the same table.
We had a sort of convention.

Nothing much happened that day as Sadie and I were tired out through not
being able to sleep on the crossing from Belfast on the previous night.

I rose early next morning and went up on deck. The sea was rough and the
ship was rolling quite a bit. I saw'the mountainous coast of Ireland quite near and
remembered that the passenger list had shown the route to pass close to Donegal. I
immediately began to look for Port na Blach where the Willis and Shaw families had
spent the previous summer holidays. I soon found it and a host of other familiar
landmarks and was just about to dash down and arouse Sadie when I noticed some-
thing wrong.

Ireland was on the right side of the ship instead of the left. I got a bit worried
over this and decided that something was wrong with the ship, and they were putting
back to Liverpool without saying anything for fear of panic. Just then Glynn, the
Welsh draughtsman, showed up and I explained my fears to him. He laughed uproar-
iously for a minute at my folly and then informed me that we were passing south of
Scotland. He pointed out distant mountains beyond the first range on the coast and
reeled off a string of place names in the Hebrides. I was impressed.

Just then David appeared with the news that the ship had changed from the
planned course to miss bad weather and that we were passing south of Ireland. Glynn
muttered something about distances being deceptive over water, and went below. I
took my first look at the extreme South of Ireland and marvelled at its resemblance
to the North of Ireland. That was the first day out and the ship covered 316 miles in
rough sea. I noticed that the dining-room crowd had been reduced to about half by
the motion of the ship.

Considering that the ship weighed 26, 300 tons I had expected the motion to be
very slight, but the ship really rolled about. The wind was force 5, i.e., a fresh
breeze. The next day the wind was 6 to 12 and we covered 415 miles. Next day the
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wind was 10 to 12 (12 being hurricane) and we only did 178 miles, I'm telling you all
this because on the menu for the last dinner it's all set out for you and it's a pity to
waste it.

Eating was an experience under those conditions. The famous Shaw gut adju-
sted to the antics of the ship immediately and I never felt better in my life. I used
to go up onto a perilous-looking bridge projecting over the extreme end of the ship
and watch the sea fighting into the sky for hours. The spray-laden air gave me quite
an appetite, and I used to go into the dining-room anxious to do justice to the fine
food we got. By this time the tables which had started off with about ten people
apiece were only seating one or two. It was fascinating to watch the reactions of
ordinary people to the pitching and rolling of the floor. Most of them leaned against
the roll of the ship in an effort to keep vertical. This was in accordance with the ad-
vice of the Chief Steward who walked around most of the time with that superior look
that experienced seamen get in bad weather. He was an adept at this technique of
staying vertical.

It only failed him once. The ship heeled over even further than usual, and the
Steward was leaning forward with his nose almost touching the floor, smirking to
himself. Just when the slope was greatest the ship gave a little kick which lifted the
Steward's rubber soles clear of the floor and, obeying the law of gravity he shot
down the slope like a torpedo. Accompanied by a shower of cutlery, bread rolls,
baked potatoes and apples he sped through a crowd of waiters who were clinging to
stanchions, and ended up below the the cutlery sideboard. He was still calling out in
a muffled voice, 'Lean against the roll of the ship! Stay vertical!'

There was another school of thought which deemed it better to go with the
ship and remain in a plane normal to the floor. Unfortunately this group diminished
sadly when its leading exponent, a thin, pale woman, went head over heels back-
wards out of her chained-down chair and banged her head on a table about twenty
feet away. She went around for the rest of the voyage with a bewildered expression
on her face and a swathe of bandages around her head.

My own idea was to go willingly with the ship, but to keep a firm grip on
something immovable. I gripped the leg of the table with my knees and am happy to
say that I didn't lose a bread roll during the whole trip. The rolls were great fun.
We got them with every meal, and there was always a couple of dozen of them scut-
tling up and down the floor. Plates and saucers would often float quite leisurely off
the tables, poise in the air for a tantalising instant and then dash themselves onto
the floor. People would aim carefully at a piece of bread and then with great deliber-
ation smear butter along their forearms. One waiter tore by us on one leg with his
tray completely out of control and smashed into the wall. He must have had a sense
of humour, for he looked the elderly lady he was serving straight in the eye, delic-
ately lifted her upended soup-bowl and held it out to her, dripping and upside down.
""Your soup, Madam, " he grinned, and staggered away roaring with laughter.

On the fifth and sixth days the weather was comparatively smooth and we
put into Halifax on a foggy evening. We went through the Canadian customs and boar—
ded our train, and found that gorilla-face, who had been everywhere I went on the
ship, was in the same compartment. He was within a few feet of me for the next two
days, and he didn't drop dead, which shows there is nothing in thought transference.
The only satisfaction I got was when they found out that David was a Scot and sent
for him to have a drink. David went down, drank all their whiskey, and came back.

David is like that. Nothing daunts or hurts him, The first morning we went
to work he pounded up to the front door, which is one of those modern glass efforts,
and twisted the handle. It didn't open the door, so he gave an impatient push with
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his shoulder. I said that he was like Raymond Burr — built like a grizzly bear. The
door was not meant for treatment like that. It split from top to bottom, and the glase
slowly disengaged itself from the frame and dropped into the porch. A number of the
firm's employees were about, and while I was trying to shrink into the ground for
having even been near him David surveyed them coldly and disgustedly, then crun-
ched through the broken glass into the building. Those whom he had looked at seem-
ed to quail slightly. He made them feel guilty about being in a firm that put up such
shoddy doors.

David disrupted the Drawing Office when we finally got settled into it. It was
the quietest, most industrious place I ever worked in, and I felt compelled to sit
down and shut up. We worked for a time during which the only sound was that of
racing pencils. Suddenly, at the top of his voice, David burst into a solemn ballad
called The Virgin Sturgeon, which dealt mainly with the aphrodisiacal effect of cav-
iar upon various of the singer's relatives. Several of the draughtsmen around him
went rigid with shock, then sat around with sickly smiles until he had finished. Off-
ice doors in other parts of the building opened and enquiries were made. David
didn't notice.

He sang at intervals through the morning, each time with the same effect,
until he felt it was time for tea. When he was told there were no tea-breaks he was
astounded, The men that had broken the news to him were from Holland, and David
informed them that if they had not been from such a backward, uncivilised part of
the world they would never have let themselves be tricked into slave labour for a
gang of profiteers. The chief draughtsman developed a pained expression during this
loud speech. It grew more pronounced during the day as David, still disgruntled,
held up to voluble ridicule everything about the firm that differed from the way he
liked it. I think everyone was glad to see him go home that evening.

Next day he had recovered his good humour, and in an excess of good spirits
jerked the lever too hard in the toilet and flooded the place out. By this time the
men were beginning to get used to his singing, so things were not too bad. A couple
of days later he showed up with some tremendous calculation which involved the rate
of currency exchange, average wages throughout the world, the difference between
lunar and calendar months, and numerous other factors. The end result of this cal-
culation, he announced in a loud voice which carried through the whole building, was
that we were all being paid the equivalent of £5-6-8 a week back home. Men that
were standing near him scurried away. More doors opened. David didn't notice.

The Glass Bushel will be written in Canada for the next two years or so, but
if I have to go home before that — you will know the reason why.
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Rush Report re Porfrush

This particular article is, to me, proof positive that everybody should keep a diary.
I go around thinking I can remember all of my life in detail, but in fact I can't — and
this becomes apparent when a very old piece of writing turns up to act as a memory-
jogger. I read the following article after a lapse of more than twenty years, and it
might have been written by a stranger. Some of the names mentioned in it were
meaningless to me at first, until certain brain cells were reactivated and it all came,
as they say, flooding back. I'm glad it did, because it made me realise how much my
lot has improved since I was a member of the Boys' Brigade.

* * * * ] *
John Berry's adventure in the last Hyphen set me thinking of the first time I saw that
little holiday resort. It was during that period of my life when I was a reluctant
member of the Boys' Brigade, and the Company went there for summer camp one
year.

A series of minor disasters with tents and equipment had inspired in the
Company officers a deeply rooted distaste for the great outdoors, and, by the time
I joined, the word "camping' had come to denote taking over a cheap boarding-house
for a week. The adventurous souls who had decided to make the trip in this particular
year mustered in the railway station one grey, drizzly Saturday morning. The rain
was coming down in leisurely, vertical lines and looked as if it could stay that way
indefinitely.

Things began to go wrong almost at once.

One of the lieutenants hated me. His name was Johnny and he was a large,
beefy young man with a round, red face and humourless eyes. He hated me because
at that particular time I had a particular gasping sort of laugh which I was totally
unable to control, and which sometimes reduced me to the point where I had to lie
down to recover my power of breathing. I think he felt that this was bad for discipline.

I saw Johnny working his way down the line (we were queued at the barrier)
collecting our money so that we wouldn't lose it. My parents had warned me that I
was getting only a certain amount of holiday money and that I had better conserve it
if I wanted to have enough for the camp. I had ignored the warning and they had re-
mained firm — with the result that I had slightly less than a pound with me. Some of
the others had ten times that.

When Johnny asked me for my cash I said, ""No." I didn't want to let him
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know my weak financial position. The part of his neck that bulged over his collar
turned a deeper red. He lifted his gaze to the sooty trusses and rain-washed sky-
lights of the station and stood like that for a moment. After a time he said, '""Why ?"

I didn't know what to say. I glanced wildly around me for succour and saw
only my friend McCreedy moving away from us towards the barrier. McCreedy was
a thin pale youth who had only been drawn to me by the fact that I was more persec-
uted in the Company than he. By a strange coincidence he too was having a difficult
period as far as laughing was concerned, He was in a sort of "silent heave'" stage
and his efforts to control this made his face twitch in an alarming manner.

I could see from the convulsions of McCreedy's body and the spasmodic move-
ment of his ears that he had seen me being put on the spot and the sight had brought
on one of his attacks. To my horror, I felt my own lungs give a sympathetic squeeze
and a preliminary sob escaped my lips.

Johnny recognised the danger signs. "Shaw, " he gritted murderously, 'T hope
you're not going to start."

"Hhawnngghhh! Hhawngghh! ' I said weakly, trying to ignore McCreedy who
was now a purplish colour and twitching from head to foot like a veteran of chorea.
The situation was saved by Johnny noticing that the Company had moved through the
barrier and was boarding the train. He gave me a threatening-pleading-reproachful
look, grabbed his bags and ran away. I could see that he was worried about how his
holiday was going to turn out.

At Portrush we emerged from the body-warmed, clammy interior of the car-
riage (all the Privates had managed to squeeze into one section thus making it im-
possible for an N.C. O. to travel with us) into the same kind of light, persistent rain.
We made a rough formation and marched off to the digs lugging our cases. I still re-
member that cheerful march vividly — jogging along through the grey, spotless,
rain-scoured streets, smelling linseed oil from cricket bats, seeing muddy football
boots dangling from rucksacks, being slapped with wet inner-tubes which some of us
had brought to use as water-wings.

We reached the boarding house, settled in, made gleeful discoveries about
who was in the same room with whom, and had our first meal. When the meal was
over we went out and found that the rain had stopped.

I was lounging around the entrance when a fellow called Wishart approached
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me. "'Let's go down to the fun fair, ' he sald. I was quite flattered, because Wishart
was one of the leading members of the Company, but I was chary about starting to
squander my little stock of cash so soon.

"I don't know if I can," I hedged. '"My money....."

'"Never worry about money. I've got plenty here,' he said. ''Let's go."

This was great! I went with him to Barry's where we rode on dodgems, shot
rifles, raced in little racing cars, ate ice cream, fed the slot machines, and, in
general, had a good time. When we got back to the digs at about eleven I went to my
room where I played Monopoly with McCreedy and another unfortunate called Knox.

I even did well at Monopoly which was unusual for me as I had a fatal weakness for
buying cheap property with low returns.,

The game had been in progress for about half an hour when there was a knock
at the door and Wishart came in.

""Welcome, kind and noble Wishart, " I blabbered loudly. "Wilt thou sit with
us and share our humble repast?" McCreedy and Knox looked at me admiringly — I
was Wishart's friend. I was a success.

Wishart produced a piece of paper, handed it to me and said, '"There's a list
of all the things we did down at Barry's. You owe me eight bob. "

This was about half my stock. I mustered a trembling smile and gave him his
money then went back to Monopoly, I got put out of the game and went to bed. I felt
sick.

Next day things were fairly quiet. I kept out of Johnny's way and managed to
reach bedtime without losing any more cash. On Monday morning the stamp-collect-
ing fiend descended on me. "I've discovered a great shop, ' he told me. '"Come on
down and see the stamps.' I went and looked them over, said they were very nice
and that I was sorry I couldn't buy any as it would leave me broke.

The friend told me reproachfully that he was going to spend all his money on
them, and that a real collector was prepared to give his all to the cause. I felt
ashamed. Here was I trying to conserve a few miserable shillings when the fiend and
I could be sharing our hobby, talking, going for long walks during which we could
monkey about with our stamps and in general act like a couple of Gibbons.

I spent all my remaining cash with the exception of two shillings which I felt
might see me through any emergency which might crop up. It cropped up about ten
minutes later. When we left the shop the fiend said, "I think I'll go and buy some

presents and stuff to take home, then I'll have a feed."

""But you spent all your money on stamps, ' I reminded him.

"That was all my stamp money. I still have my holiday money." He set off
briskly in the direction of Woolworths.

I tottered after him, tugging his sleeve. '"Wait a minute, " I pleaded. ""Are we
not going to go long walks talking about stamps an' albums an' postmarks an' tri-
ang...."

""Are you mad?'" he said, shaking my grip off. 'I can talk stamps any time.
Right now I'm on holiday. ' He quickened his pace and left me standing in the street
wondering who it was up there didn't like me. I went back to the digs and sat on the
front step trying to budget for the next six days with 24 pennies. Finally I got an idea
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I went and found Knox. '"Knoxy,' I said, '"How about going up the town and
buying a fishing line and hooks? Then we can have fun all week and it won't cost any-
thing, "

Knoxy's long gloomy face reflected the mental turmoil my proposal had en-
gendered inside his untidy head. He didn't like fishing, but he liked it better than
spending money — and, after all, fishing would not be too bad with company.

We bought the lines, took them back to the boarding house and met the bunch
on the way to the beach for a pre-lunch swim. This was another good way to enjoy
one's self — and free too. Knoxy and I grabbed our swim trunks and went along, We
stayed in the water longer than anybody else — it didn't cost anything.

When it came near lunch-time, Knoxy and I staggered out of the breakers on-
to the bright sand and went for our clothes. All the stuff had been piled in a promisc-

"uous heap and it seemed reasonable to assume that when all the others removed their

stuff ours would be left.

That was not exactly the way things worked out. Knoxy got dressed all right
but when I looked for my new shoes there was only a pair of cracked gaping things
which looked as if they had kicked stones all the way round Ireland ten or twenty
years before,

"Knoxy, ' I said, ''somebody has stolen my good shoes. "

Knoxy was enraged at the treatment which some unknown had meted out to his
new friend. '"The rat, " he gritted. '"Let's teach him a lesson. Let's destroy his
shoes, That'll teach him.'" Before I could begin a refutation of his logic he seized the
shoes, methodically broke the laces into tiny pieces, threw the shoes into a puddle,
tramped them into the wetness, stuffed them with sand and pebbles and then buried
them.

"Yow!' Knoxy said. ""That'll teach him!"

It was while he was brushing the sand out of his trouser cuffs that I noticed
something familiar about his footwear.

"Knoxy, ' I said. '"Give me my shoes, "

The events of the next minute are not suitable for detailed description —
Knoxy's realisation of the situation, his frantic scrabbling in the sand for his shoes,
his reluctance to return mine, his angry accusations...

I spent most of that week fishing in Portrush harbour — alone.

When Friday rolled around I was beginning to believe that I was going to es-
cape without any more trouble. I was recovering pretty well from a sun-roasted back
and I had hardly seen Johnny at all, In fact I had hardly seen anybody.

Friday afternoon they decided to have a cricket match — officers versus boys,
I was forced to play because the boys only outnumbered the officers two to one and it
was felt that this was not enough to compensate for the age difference. The pitch was
a fairly level spot behind the sand dunes. It had been made treacherous by trampling
down the long grass into a slippery flatness.

On this pitch the officers bowled out the boys for a total score of nine runs.
The boys then dismissed six of the officers for seven runs, which meant that Johnny
was left to save the day for them. All through the game Johnny had been prowling
about disgustedly, sometimes lying on his back pretending to sleep, sometimes
whistling at passing girls to show us that he was a worldly man encumbered by his
duties to us children, sometimes taking the ball and bowling an over at blinding
speed by which means he so much terrified four of the more timid boys that they fell
backwards into their wickets.

When the Captain, whose name was Sammy, informed him that he was '"in"
and that three runs were needed, he surveyed the field reluctantly then saw that I was

26

holding the ball. He seized his bat and shouted, "Okay, Shaw — bowl!"

The other members of my team gave an immediate cheer, sensing something
good was coming up. "Go ahead, Bob, ' they shouted. '"Bowl him out.' From the tone
of their voices they obviously considered this an impossibility.

So did I.

Johnny made a great show of obtaining centre, marking his crease, examining
the fielding layout, squaring his bat. At every exaggerated movement the boys laugh-
ed uproariously — it would be worth losing the match to see me getting pasted.

I ran down to bowl amid a sudden, pregnant silence. The ball, going at a
good speed, landed three-quarter way down the pitch, sped up from the slippery
grass and hit Johnny, who had been attempting a cut to leg, squarely on the chest.

It made a peculiar booming sound and dropped at his feet.

Johnny clutched his chest and glared up the pitch at me with naked hatred in
his eyes. '"Shaw, ' he snarled, ''get a grip on yourself."

I retrieved the ball, ran down to deliver it and was just about to let go whenI
saw McCreedy. The sight of Johnny being thumped on the chest had brought on an-
other of his attacks. He was staggering about at mid-on, limbs twitching, eyes roll-
ing, mouth working, face contused. The breath whooshed out of me in one gasp and I
shambled to a halt, absolutely incapable of delivering the ball,

Johnny pointed one meaty finger at me and shouted, ''Shaw! Stop laughing."

This reduced me to the point where I began seriously to feel that I might die
of strangulation. I tried to stop. McCreedy was doing the same. I could see the panic
stricken look in his eyes as he felt himself go more and more out of control.

Johnny ran down the pitch and seized my shoulder. "This is your last chance,
Shaw, " he gritted. "Stop it." I dangled on him, sobbing from deep down in my chest.
McCreedy was down on his hands and knees, dribbling.

"All right, Shaw, ' Johnny said, '"you've had your chance.'" He strode away
from me and the game broke up in utter confusion.

I saw Johnny once more that day. I was walking through the dunes alone after
supper when I heard a sound on the other side of one of the hillocks of sand. Hoping
that it might be somebody I knew, I went up the hill and peered down the other side.

I found myself looking straight into Johnny's face!

He was lying in the grass with a dark-haired girl of about nineteen. Johnny
and I gazed at each other in petrified silence, both of us unable to take in what we
were seeing. After a few seconds my legs regained strength and I sprinted away
through the gathering twilight, bleating with panic. The look of incredulous rage on
Johnny's face haunted me until I went to sleep.

That night some of the lighter sleepers in the Company were aware of a mild
disturbance in the small hours of the morning.

When daylight came most of the boys found themselves liberally daubed with
shoe polish. Enquiries revealed that the Captain and a couple of senior officers had
got up during the night to play a prank on the juniors by decorating them with Cherry
Blossom boot polish.

My own experience of the affair differed from that of everybody else. I was
fast asleep when something big and strong descended on me like an enraged incubus
and showered me with vicious blows. This went on for about a minute before my terr
ified moans wakened the others in my room and the intruder fled.

I never found out for sure who had done it, but next morning I saw Johnny
smirking contentedly at me during breakfast. As soon as possible after the holiday I
resigned from the Company as a sort of dramatic protest against the senior ranks.

I don't think anybody even noticed that I had gone.
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Dave Rhodes was also a central figure in this Bushel. Reading back over the column
I realise I forgot (or was too ashamed) to include the incident in which I tried the
Great White Hunter bit. I spotted quite a large blackish bird perched high in a tree,
thought it might be a turkey and was carried away by the notion that I might be the
only member of the party to bag something edible. Getting down on my tummy, with
the .22 rifle across my arms, I crept closer and closer to the bird, then — reckon-
ing I had earned the right to dispose of the bird by outwitting it in its own environ-
ment — I fired a shot. The bird swung through 180° until it was upside down, hung on
the twig for a few seconds, then fell down dead. It looked pretty pathetic but I con-
soled myself with thoughts that life in the wilds is a deadly game, and the penalty for
getting careless is swift and cruel. David came galloping through the undergrowth at
the sound of the shot, looked at the dead bird, and loudly identified it as a Fool Hen,
a species which is rapidly becoming extinct because it has no fear of man. Later, he
was able to show me a picture of a Fool Hen in one of his ornithology books, and he
never tired of telling our workmates of how I had crept up to this bird, which was

watching my movements with friendship and trust, and had brutally murdered it. ..
* * * * * *

As a film critic in a small way it came as quite a shock to me to learn that I had been
under-estimating Hollywood in a rather important point — the blurbs that accompany
trailers. The commentators who yammer at top speed during the trailer always
seemed to me to have a strange system of logic and ethics which was peculiar to
themselves alone. For example, any book which has been lying around for twenty odd
years without being screened is automatically styled ''the story that nobody would
dare to film before.' Another axiom from the chopped up world of Trailerland is that
the proximity of some uncouth geographical feature will inspire like emotions in even
the most turgid human breast; burning sands — burning desire: high seas — high
courage: naked mountains — naked greed, hatred and so on. Strange as it may seem,
this is quite true, and in defence of this statement I now present the grim saga of a
fan and three nonfans cut off from the world in the cruel, primitive splendour of The
Rockies where nerves are raw, endurance taxed to the limit and where the sound of
wheeling vultures is drowned out by the noise of clashing teeth, gears and personal-
itles...... dahhh dittadittittitt did ah DAHHHH......

Four men set out on that first overnight expedition of the Pronghorn Hunting
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Club; Ken Walker (transport); Derek Houghton (artillery), Bob Shaw (beer) and Dave
Rhodes (commander). Dave, who has been mentioned in two previous Canadian
Chronicles, refuses to go to anything unless he is formally named Commander, a
title which he interprets literally and loudly.

The way David saw it was this; we would rendezvous at Ken ""The Skel'' Walk-
er's house before dawn, he would supervise and coordinate the rest of us loading the
Skel's Austin, then he would call out low, terse instructions to the driver and guide
the car through the grey, empty streets. The whole business was to be run with the
silent grim efficiency of a Commando raid. I don't think we were to be allowed to
talk.

The first thing that went wrong was Derek's wife would not let him rendezvous
before dawn because he had to help her with the weekend shopping first. This meant
that we met at noon under the stares of dozens of curious neighbours who came out in
full force to see how we were proposing to carry in one small car, four large men,
four piles of blankets, a big tent, four boxes of food, a carboy of water, five rifles,
two axes and some miscellaneous effects such as beer, spare clothes, cameras,
boots and a voluminous quilt which I had brought along for extra warmth at night.
This last item was capable of filling the Austin by itself,

By compressing and rearranging we got everything in all right, except for the
people. Dave, who was attired in Army surplus stuff as befitted his rank and was
fuming at the lateness of the start and the excited chatter of several Central Europ-
ean types who had stopped to laugh at us, jumped into the front seat and hid behind a
Texaco map. Finally Derek and I were tamped into the back seat where we had to sit
on so much equipment that our heads and shoulders were pressed against the roof.
The Skel got into the driving seat, started the motor, donned his sunglasses, wedged
the forefinger of his left hand behind his upper front teeth and we roared off at about
five miles an hour. From my lofty position up at the roof I could not see much outside
the car which was probably why the Skel's peculiar driving position worried me so
much.

He had learned to drive only about two weeks before and from whatI could see
he had not picked it up too well. The engine stalled numerous times in the first mile,
we nudged the kerb at corners and narrowly missed several cars and pedestrians.

- During this whole performance the Skel kept his finger tucked in behind his front teeth

and drove with one hand. We guessed later that he was afraid of appearing inexpert in
the company of three relatively experienced drivers and that constantly poking an im-




aginary piece of filet mignon out of his teeth was merely the Skel's way of looking
nonchalant. It may have made him feel better but the rest of us were terrified. Dave
Rhodes had slumped down in the front seat and was not even issuing any commands —
a sure sign that he was worried. The little atmosphere that had managed to seep into
the car grew tense and the only sound was the wrenching of the gear lever, which the
Skel seemed to be trying to remove, and the Skel's violent North of England swearing
which was directed against all other road users in the vicinity.

By the time we reached Cochrane, a small place about twenty miles west of
Calgary, the swerving and bouncing of the car had sifted Derek and I down into the
equipment somewhat and we could see out. I spotted a hotel and said that we should
all go in for a beer. Derek and Dave, both of whom dislike beer, immediately shout-
ed, "Good idea! Let's have a few beers.' Grateful to be safely out of the car we stag-
gered into the hotel and began absorbing draught beer — all except The Skel. He didn't
want to impair his driving. He sat around impatiently while we had our drinks and
explained all the mistakes all the other drivers he had seen that day were making.
When he got tired of that he went out and bought some chocolate for the other memb-
ers, then there was a row between Dave and Derek about the change they should have
received. Convinced that he had been cunningly robbed of five cents Dave stumped out
to the car, the rest followed and we were off on the open road again.

Hours went by bouncing and swerving, cameras kept falling off the back wind-
ow and hitting me on the nape of the neck, boxes banged against my legs and the huge
quilt kept swelling up and up in horrible pink billows which threatened to smother all
the occupants of the car. Gradually I was bludgeoned into a sort of beery torpor which
was disturbed only by exceptionally vile oaths from the Skel or extra loud moans of
panic from David in the front seat.

My fitful repose was finally terminated by the realisation that the Commander
had begun commanding rapidly, jumping around in his seat and rattling his sheaf of
oil company maps. I peered out and saw that we were rattling along a rutted gravel
road in the mountains. We had travelled a little over a hundred miles since noon but
the sun was nearing the peaks and greyness was beginning to gather under the trees
and in deep clefts in the rock faces. I began to look for a place to camp and set up our
base. After ten minutes I saw a little lake away down through the trees and proposed
going there.

'""No use, " barked the Commander, ''not enough open ground. Drive on.'' Later
on I suggested another place and received a similar comment except that this time it
was something about the terrain not being suitable for moose. Considering that we
were armed with nothing but .22 rifles, except for my Lee Enfield, and had come out
with the express purpose of shooting coyotes to have rugs made out of them and that
we had no game licences and that it was not the moose hunting season I felt that the
Commander's objection was of a bair splitting nature. But I kept on spotting nice
little places 