






















































































(Continued from page 24)

of the SST, contrails rarely if ever form.
The conditions of humidity and tem-
perature are just not right for contrails.
His remark that the SST engines will
be worse polluters is also unfounded;
the truth is they will be “cleaner” than
other jet engines. One SST, at cruise
altitude carrying 300 people at 1,800
miles an hour will emit no more pol-
lutants than three automobiles going
60 mph and carrying perhaps 12
people.

The one heartening remark in the
story turns out to be the quote that 1
American in 25 will fly in an SST
sometime in the future. An impressive
number of people, when you think
about it, but other indicators point to
even greater percentages. It doesn’t
take much to see why: at the same fare,
a plane that will get you there twice
as fast is bound to be more popular.

An important aspect of the U.S. SST
program was completely overlooked by
Bloomfield. Boeing is presently building
two prototype aircraft, the first of which
is to fly in late 1972. From extensive
flight tests, operational data and pilot’s
reports of these planes will come
enough information to give us an idea
of just what the SST will and will not
do. Without the prototypes we could
not make a rational decision on going
ahead with a full production program.

The $290 million fiscal 1971 funding
for this key program is less than 3 per
cent of the Department of Transporta-
tion budget for the fiscal year 1971 and
about a tenth of one percent of the
national budget. It will mean the U. S.
can stay on schedule to meet the serious

challenges posed by the Russian Tu-144
supersonic (which is supposed to go
into service in 1971) and the French/
British Concorde, both of which are
subsidized outright by their govern-
ments.

Mr. Bloomfield's use of quotes against
the program by government officials is
interesting. He extracts a quote from a
letter written in March, 1969 to James
Beggs, Under Secretary of the Depart-
ment of Transportation, by Arnold
Weber, Assistant Secretary of Man-
power, which says “the employment in-
crease from SST production would be
negligible and would occur in profes-
sional and technical categories where
shortages already exist.” There happens
to be another letter dated July, 1970,
written to the President of the United
States by Mr. J. D. Hodgson, Secretary
of Labor (and Mr. Weber’s superior)
which says, “Clearly our leadership
position will be forfeited if Federal
Government support for the SST is not
forthcoming . . . the basic manpower
talent neesed for production of this
product is now available in abundance
and can be expected to so continue. For
the first time in two decades, engineers,
skilled technicians and capable aircraft
mechanics are not in restricted supply.
In fact, some of the Nation’s softest
labor markets may today be found in
aircraft producing centers.”

Mr. Bloomfield also mentions a Mr.
Wilbur Ferry writing for SATURDAY
REVIEW magazine who said the SST
is a “horrendous invasion of privacy.”
If SATURDAY REVIEW is the source
selected by Mr. Bloomfield for SST
information, I suggest he read the
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cover story by Horace Sutton in the
August 15, 1970 issue. In fact, he
might talk to Mr. William Patterson,
Executive Vice President and Publisher
of SATURDAY REVIEW, who has
strongly supported the program.

Many national organizations and gov-
ernment agencies support the SST pro-
gram. These include the International
Association of Machinists, the American
Legion, the AFL-CIO, the National
Association of Manufacturers, the air-
lines, the U. S. Congress, the President’s
cabinet and the past three administra-
tions. Their concern for the national
welfare in the years ahead probably is
more sincere than the anti-SST views
expressed by the various groups of in-
stant experts cited by Mr. Bloomfield,
who went looking for a crusade and
stumbled onto the SST. |

M. Bloomfield to Mr. Coffey:

You may include me with the “in-
stant experts” who went looking for a
crusade and stumbled onto the SST.
Perhaps I did stumble onto the SST,
almost a decade ago, but any small
crusading spirit was kindled far earlier.
I am old enough to be appalled by the
deterioration of our environment and
quality of life. In the mid-fifties I went
to Frank Rasky, editor of Liberty, with
an outline for an article on “smog”—a
new word to us—and raised a laugh.
Now quite several are talking and writ-
ing about it.

Dr. William A. Shurcliff, author of
the Handbook and Director of the Citi-
zens League Against the Sonic Boom,
is a PhD in physics from Harvard as
well as an alumnus of the Harvard
Graduate School of Business Adminis-
tration, is Senior Research Associate at
the Cambridge Electron Accelerator,
formerly was assistant to Dr. Vannevar
Bush of the Office of Scientific Research
and Development in World War II, and
co-editor of the Smyth Report on the
atomic bomb project.

I shall, then, not hesitate to acknowl-
edge when applicable. The first news-
stand edition (Ballantine, Feb. 1970)
reached me while I was working on
this article and page references will be
to the First Printing. I knew that this
revision would be up-to-date as 1 had
been invited back to Cambridge to
collaborate—an offer 1 declined, and I
found it a handy reference.

Another source will be B.K.O. Lund-
berg, Aviation Consultant and former
Director General of the Aeronautical Re-
search Institute of Sweden. References
will be to his Report No. 132, which 1
have on hand, and which he mainly
based on his Report No. 128 which was
presented at the Organization of Eco-
nomic Cooperation and Development

(Continued on page 45)






















































Rebuttal
(Continued from page 46)

“ .. it is understandable that the SST
proponents should raise the hope of new
jobs. Before pinning his hopes. on the
SST, an unemployed craftsman should

~ look at the timetable. No production
personnel whatsoever would be needed
for five or six years—and that is a very
long time to wait for a job.” Karl M.
Ruppenthal, op cit.

Privacy/Saturday Review: (Also un-
der (2) ‘Flight Limitations’, above)
Privacy should be inalienable as any
other human right. If it is a question
of “Who is to be boomed?” the right
to privacy is shattered.

About a month back an area of this
Lower Mainland, about 10x30 miles in
extent, was so severely boomed in the
middle of the night as to jolt tens of
thousands of people out of their sleep.
There is no argument here as to psf or
type or nationality of the craft as
neither, if known, was ever revealed.
This sort of thing makes people wonder
if we know where we are going and
what kind of a world we are creating.

Yes, T read Horace Sutton’s story,
August 15, 1970, on arrival and found
It most informative. It postdated the
closing of my research by five months
so had not been available to me. I am
faintly surprised, however, that you
should make it recommended reading
for I find this intriguing quote: “
I\_’[agruder did turn up a Boeing scien-
tist who had been working in a labora-
tory environment employing a computer
synthesis model. Using a hypothetical
fleet of 500 SSTs, he fed equations into
the computer to determine the effects
on the upper air. In the experiment the
answer came out showing the moisture
could cause a temperature change of
ten defrees. When the report was ex-
amined, it was found that computer
Programming was off by an order of
magll]utude. What should have been a

tenth of a degree was shown as ten de-
grees, and the direction was wrong.”

It’s that sort of thing which makes
the layman wonder: “Who knows
what?”

Proponents/Opponents You have
listed some of yours; I, some of mine.
Respectfully, I submit that there is no
unanimity among Congressmen nor, for
that matter, airline executives. And I, for
one, have no inclination to impugn any-
one’s sincerity.

We have both bypassed other factors
—take-off and sideline noise come to
mind—but there is no call to prolong
this further.

I do not expect you to agree with
much that I have said but I trust it may
modify, to some small extent, your

opinion of this article. .
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Ireland
(Continued from page 44)

more pubs per capita than any other
single piece of real estate in all of Ire-
land, Dublin’s fight song is “Bottom’s
Up!” No one sang it with greater gusto
than Brendan Behan, author, bon vivant
and one time explosives carrier for the
Irish Republican Army.

Tippling with the ghost of Behan is
the wettest tour offered on the Emerald
Isle. By rights it should begin at Guin-
ness’ brewery. For one thing Guinness’
is Ireland’s No. 1 employer as well as
the world’s biggest exporting brewery.
It was also a favorite haunt of the
boisterous Behan. Some two centuries
before Behan appeared on the scene the
first barrels of Guinness slid down the
slipway. Today Guinness covers 59
acres, employing more than 4,000 han-
dlers of the hops. With an output of
6 million pints a day, it is Ireland’s fore-
most thirst quencher.

God rest his soul, Brendan Behan
was Guinness’ most ardent fan. Before
his fame as an author, Behan had be-
come a familiar figure at the Guinness
plant. Joining visitor tours, he would
suffer the familiar lecture for what
fowed forth at the end: a pint of Guin-
ness to every visitor. “Brendan was a
great friend of Guinness,” said a com-
pany executive. Some men never die
really, Behan being among them. Vvhai
they leave behind—the legacy of their
living—remains to haunt or to inspire
those who follow. Dublin, of course
was Behan’s watering ground and his,
Waterloo. He lived without regard to
flesh and was dead at 41. Stricken with
jaundice and diabetes, he sank into a
coma on St. Patrick’s Day, 1964. Eulo-
gies were offered up in saloons through-
out Dublin—saddened comrades-in-cups
describing Behan as the “wild man of

the pubs” and “the world’s drinkingest
playwright.” At graveside in Glasnezin
Cemetery a comrade from the IRA
quoted the writer’s own words: “Wrap
up my green jacket in a brown paper
parcel. T'll not need it anymore now.”

Still, the memory of Behan remains
alive as pub-crawling tourists visit the
author’s favorite watering holes. His
drinking tankard is englassed at The
Bailey (2 & 3 Duke St.) with a card
telling how it holds a quart measure.
O’Donoghue’s on Merrion Row near
the Shelbourne Hotel was another pub
patronized by the playwright. Behan
stormed through his short life with a
roar heard throughout Dublin. “Some
people never fully appreciated Bren-
dan,” said Paddy O’'Donoghue mopping
his bartop. “Sometimes he got a bit
boisterous. We had to refuse him.”
Paddy’s pub at 15 Merrion Row is 90
years old. As darkness envelops Dublin
it rings with the voice of the balladeer.
Spontaneous entertainment, Paddy says.
They come with their guitars and their
banjos and their whistles, offering up

sad Irish melodies to the ghost of

Brendan Behan. Besides The Bailey and
O’Donoghue’s and hundreds of others,
there is the Abbey—a gem of a tavern
which looks off to where the River Lif-
fey joins the Irish Sea. A ]f)eat fire burns
and there is the smell of age. This is
Ireland more than 500 years ago.

The Abbey—it does business near the
ruins of Howth Abbey—is a warm and
friendly pub with barrels of Guinness
and freshly caught seafood. They sing
here of a night, too. Those simple songs
of old Ireland—songs that Behan sang
in an exhaustive attempt to live each
minute to the fullest. That he suc-
ceeded in reaching only his 41st year
inspires no brooding among his cronies.
He lost no time, they say. Tankards
held high overhead they repeat their
toasts: “To Brendan Behan, the best
friend Guinness ever had.” u

| Elks Master
Christmastime Art of Giving
(Continued from page 27)

Mich.; Van Nuys, Calif.; or Scranton,

Pa. Just watching the round- -
der of the kiddigs as they li?]):idu‘l‘;o?o
climb into Santa’s lap made all those
ho%lif of hardhwork worth it.

is was the best part of
Elks and their ladies:pwatchi?xlé 5102]:;?5’};
eyes sParkle as he clutched a new to
or seeing tears of joy spring into the
eyes of a mother when she finds the
turkey or clothes for the children in hey
gift basket from the local lodge. Bend
Ore.. Lodge members even ordered
special boxes to hold the food, clothes,

THE ELKS MAGAZINE DECEMBER 1970

and toys which they distributed.

Making Christmas a little merrier for
the thousands in hospitals, orphanages,
and homes in poor areas plays a big
part in the holiday season projects of
the Elks. Whether the lodge works
alone or with other local organizations,
like the V.F.W. or American Legion,
everything is done with the main
thought of bringing joy to others—the
true spirit of Christmas. With this evi-
dence from throughout the country it
can be said that Elks truly have mas-
tered the art of giving.





















