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NsoLithic 1s a simonthly mag for psopls who send articliss,
write letterofcomments, trade, or subscribs. Subscribers get
a number ofter the name on the address; ths number is ths number
of the last - issue the sub is to bring. Feople vho treds (and a
few fortunates who are stuck on the mailing-list) get Naol almost

indefinitely. writers should write vnce every two issues. Lost
issue without response , 1T checkad, means you wure a writer
from whom I have not heard for five cor =1i. =months. Subhsciibers

who write get subscriptions sxtended accoirdingly {und « rither
long cord, too; quite long enough to hang oneszlf), and the
subs are two 1lssues for <5¢ or ten issues for $i. YNsoL comes
from the basement of Kuth Berman at 5520 IDdgewater Boulevard,
iMinneapolilis 17, Minnesota.

Editroolings..vev ... o A 7 e

OMEgasSesvsverteseresiienssnoesanssd
by Elganor arnason

Say Heys, =EafEl, s g e e e o e P W
by Bruce Pelz

Clay Tablets............ T 8
by Divers Persons

#ith the pictorial aid of Ron Whyte (pags 4)

And hereafter I think I shall use this space fcr the name-address-
Frinted-matter-only bit instead of sc¢uezzing that in on the
last page.

No Expressive Glances this issue bacausc (a) no time, and (b)

I don't think I like working in the form of & review column.

It may appear next issue. Either way, Felice holfz has kindly
and trufannishly offered to review New Worlds and Science Fantasy,
and her first set of reviews should aprear hzre next time.
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EDITROOLINGS

Rick Sneary's letter reminded me of a topic dear to the
fannish heart: spelling reform. It is, of course, also a topic
dear to non-fannish hearts, such as the heart of George Bernanrd
Shaw, or even, perhaps, the cockles of the heart of GBS. Ever
since I first read Pygmalion, I have come across articles on
spelling reform, here and there. Naturally, this has forced me
into considering my own thoughts on the matter.

Indeed (so saith the lecturer at Lecture I, freshman English,
here), when Noah Webster compiled his dictionary, he tried to
introduce spelling reform. His method of reforming spelling may
still be seen in many dictionaries today, as the pronunciation
of the words. debster had hoped that the spelling which showed
how to pronounce each word would take the public fancy and be-
come the spelling of the word. I believe that linguists now-
adays say that his method was horrible, much too ambiguous. It
seems rather a pity. Good or bad, his spelling reform did not
catch public fancy, but in khe "Blue-back Spellers,'" he did manage
to get away with a little reform by taking the"u" out of "honour"
and similar words. and so on down through the years: Max Beerbohm
satirzed it in an offhand manner in "Enoch Soames," GBS set forth
his forty letter alphatet (can you imagine a keyboard for a forty
letter alphabet), in our own microcosm there was 4e ackerman.

and yet, I think that I am against spelling reform, despite
the number of great mem who have cried out for 1it. I am even
a little sorry that Noah dWebster was able to get Americans to
write "honor," and ThatdTheodopvecBedsevelt was able to shorten
our spelling of "programme." Certainly we have a wacky spelling,
and probably we all stop at least once during the time of stencil
typing to murmur "I before e, except after ¢," and then to run to
the dictionary to check that the given word is not an._exception
to the rule. But that is the purnose (among others) of dietion-
aries. Our wacky spetling is nearly impossible to learn, but it
is easy to learn to use a dictionary to check.

There are two virtues in our present ridiculous spelling,
one positive, one negative. The positive virtue is that the
spelling gives a hint to the meaning and etymology of the word.
The negative virtue is that, since languages do change, in a few
hundred years the reform might well be quite out of date and have
to he done all over again.

And, anyway, if spelling reform had to come at all, I should
prefer it to come in Kick Sneary's way, which really goes back tu
a fine old English precedent,(much used by Shakesveare): spelling
isn't really particularly important; if the reader can read at all,

he 'Ll know what's meant, so spell as you please and let the
pedants hang. anyone care to send me a gallows?



—

R

Some year I shall remember the vow made the year before never,
ever to work on a play again. This, however, is not the year, and
so it is that every night for the past week and the next + .0
weeks to come, I am hefting lamp-posts, holding up walls, running
about with chairs, stubbing my toes on the balcony...in short, 1
am on the shifting crew for the University Thedteripnoduction of
The Visit by Friedrich Durrenmatt, translated by Maurice Valency.
Of course, it is possible that all this will be in the past tense

when you read it, what with homework, correspondance, and the play.

However, I have high hopes (from delirium, not drunkeness) of
getting Neol out new. " '

The Visit is a morbid ntragi-comedy" in which a billionaress
returns to ner native town after an absence of many years. The
town has become very poor, and she offers to give the people a
billion marks if they will right the injustica she suffered when.-
she lived in the town. The injustice was +rat she had an illegi-
temate child by her lover, Anton Schill, ¢:2 3c¢hill weasled out
of marrying her, leaving her reputation imn such poor condition that
she had to leave town. The "righting" of this injustice 1s to
ve the murder of Schill. {#hen the townspeople have murdered
3chill, they will get their hillion (half to the town, halfl to be
divided por capita among the citizens).

The billionairess, Claire Zachanassion, is a very interesting
person, a combination of Misgs Havisham and Salome. Throughout
the play she has a tender, affectionate manner towards Schill,.
but it becomes clear that this is partly a love for the past that
might have been and partly a necrophiliac passion for Schill, (she
speaks rapturously of the beautiful tomb she will ouild him oy
the shores of the blue Maditerranean). However,® s.e is not the
centerlof the story. The main interest 1is in the degradation of
the townsfolk from the emphatic "Never!" to "Let's'spread a mantle
of silence over the whole matter™ to "That was pretty mean, iie
way he treated Madame Zachanassion," to the town-+mzeting wners
they vote unanimously to accepl/the ofrzr J

For a long tims, it seemed to me that tne degradation of the
townsfolk was not quite convincing, .The arguments thcey used were
all right. I carn believe that .they would ratiorialize the murder
to each other with such arguments.as "If:he goes arotnd saytng she
tnied %p-have him kidiéd;:which anyway she nsver meant, we'll
have to do something-——and not for the Money:! ihat bothercd me
was the things they didn't say to each other. They didn't say
"Shdime piled on 2Bame: it settles nothing"; they didn't say "Pity
is the highest justice."

In fact, thoce words were spoken, bﬁt they were spekKen by
onz of the townsfolk, the teacher, to Madame Claire. I think I
see, now, what brought about the downfall of the town: they

L
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appealed always to outside help. They did not want to kill Schill.
So instead of saying to each other "This 1is wrong," (a) the Pastor
Begged Schill to get out of town, (b) the doctor and the teacher
tried to convince the lady that she was doing wrong, (c) the
teacher thrsatened to tell the newspapers what was goirg on.

All through the play, they teieddto’getssome outside force to

stop them from killing Schill; not once did one of them try to
stop himself. '

This inner wcakness of the townsfolk is nicely forcshadowed
in the first act, when they are discussing why they are so poor,
and what should bs done to get them going again. Nhy are they
poor? They don't know; they have factories—the factories are
idle. What should they do? Get Madame Claire to re-open the
factories and set them going, the foundry, the wagon-works, "and
trha Gold en Eagle Pencil Factory. Once that starts rolling, esvery-
thing will move, ¥says oneThey are convincad that they can 4o
nothing by themselves.

The Visit has its bad points. If one thing symbolizes a
second, then a statemznt about th:z thing should be superficially
as well us sympolically true. In this raspect, as when the
waacher apologizcs for the death of the lady's pet panther ("The
parther was savage, & beast; to him our human laws could not
apply." That is a fine rationalization for Schill's murder, but
l@ s silly as an excuse for killing a wild beast) the play often
misscs. Still, now I ai convinced that it 1is & good, perhaps
great play...and I'm never going to get .any studying dons between
shifts if I insist on standing in the wings, .gasing awe-struck
at the marveiocus acting.

Holmecs disguised as

.Reginald‘Bunthorn?
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OMEGnsS
by Eleanor Arnason

Omega I:

What a lovely eon it is this time, all dark and sweet. I
like that kind best. -

I listeried to the suns for a while. The white ones sing
about joy and strength, the yellow ones about beauty and wisdom,
but I like the red ones the best, they sing about life and death
and love. Their voices are slow and guist and all gentle. '

Omega II: 'f : i A ﬁ?@;i?'

I didn't like the universe this ecn sO T tore it down and
built a new one. It's got Dblue suns ernd wink dragons. :

I sometimes wonder why only ore uUuivirss end only one me.
I'm kind of lonely this way. 1I1've tried to muke friends with tne
planet things, but they don't understand. They think I - something
that I'm not. Something like them.

I like tae pink dragons. I think I'11l keep them for a couple
of eons. '

Cmega III1:

It's a bad eon now. All white. I hate that kind. If it
doesn't change I'll have to tear the universe down agsin. hite,
white, everywhere, how I hate white. My pink dra_ons ure dying.
I forgot to give them insides. I wish I'd never made ther.

Omega 1IV:
I watched the planet things. There are all kinds, some are

ere
sort of smart. They kill each other woo. I denit understond
that. If I had others like ne, I'd 1lc them.

v
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They die too, for no reason at 2ll, they just die.

All the pink dragons are dead and my favorite sun iz dying.
Omega V:

I got tired of blue suns ard since the nink dragcns are
dead I built a new universe. after I was finishea, I made some
planet things and played with them, put ‘I got bored and left them.

I made a sun blow up Jjust a 1ittle time ago. It was so pretty

very red, and it sang a war-song. I think some of the planet
things were killed, but I can't be sure pecause L didn't notice.
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I've got some green suns now. They sing about peade and
quiet and togethernsss. They made me sad so I'm going to destroy
them, - A i

Omega VI:

I sppeared to a planet thing this eon. But he couldn't really
see me, because he had only a finite mind. So he got me mixed up
with some god of his peonle. He called me some strange name , ;
Anywey, I had fun pretending I was his god and I did a few thlngs
to help him. But at last he died and I left.

Omega VII: HE

I'm so lonely. BEverything has soueone else, but I'm just me. -
I can do almost anything so I'm going to try to make mate. It's
a nice blue eon. &ll full of suns and fire birds. This uriverse
is nice. I like 1it.

Omega VIII:

It's awful! The thing I made is so evil, so black, I must
destroy it. It thinks killing, and the part of uriverse where 1t
is is covered by death. Oh my poor, poor universe.

Cmega IX!

I killed it. Half the suns are dead, and I'm weak. &xfter it
was created, the thing bled the suns for energy. It was strong,
almost too strong. 3ut I used the mental powers of the planet
things. I told them that unless thay uhOUﬂntvhate at. the ev1;
they'd be killed. ‘ :

I'11 have to rebuild the universe. It's so ill, the suns all
sing death songs. All the planet things are dying, and the fire
birds are shriveling uwn. :

Omega X:

I've fixed the universe up. 4All the suns are singing. 1
think tie nlanet things are nicer now, they don't kill each other
much. I made new pink dragons, this time with insides.

This is the best of all possible universes. and this eon is
all dark and sweet, so soft, all is love.

I can't make a mate like myself, but I have my planet thin:s
and my dragons and all the singing suns to love. I guess they're
just as good. I think the planet things may at last become like
me, but it will take time, but I can wait.



SAY HEY, EAa !

#hat can one say of the genus, Fan,

That draws its recruits from the ranks of man,
Then refers to H. Sap. as "Nundanian Boor'

and says they should all be deported to Ploor?.

Jhat can one say of the publishing Jiant,

Who comes on like Gangbusters, angry, defiant,
Determined to prove he's most fannish and rugged,
and branding his critics as 'Neo! or 'Fugghead!'?

What can one say of the feuding-type APin—

The SAP who down-grades every ‘typical FaPan,!

Or the one who lets fly at thie slightest =2:cuse
and for years will refuse to consider a truce?

What can one say of the hypocrits t/oes

who will tear down a fan to his innevuicst pipes

fthen the victim is absent, and then iturn around

a4nd greet the same victiim as Long-Lost Friend iound?

iWille, one can still say, as a general rule,

That though tempers heat quick, even quicker tizy ccol,
For a fan can forget, at the drop of a pur,

That he used to be made—and the.feud Ag 1s done.

And then one can say fans are usually fur.—

#hich is why, in the first place, was Fo.ndom begun—

For-they like what you like, and enjoyment is syuared
When there's others about you with whom it is shared.

One can say, in good socoth, therct!s much vclue in fans.
They have intellect (whether or not tney be slans),

They have much sense of humcr, appreciative viewpointe,
And great love for fantasy, to Jjust nane a few poinis.

They have both good and bad poinus;there™s':o need 10 spiké<bhen
S0 what can one say? Say what I do: "I like them:i"

—=Bruce Pelz
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from RICK SNEARY, February 14, 1961
2942 3Sarta Ana Street, South Gate, California

Enjoyed the Hibbit's view of the Pittcon, and the Hibbit Out
West. I spent 8 months in Los Vegas, back in 1954, which is j
about as long as the average .persdH Colld 3 tan S P PRk B S
is an interesting pldcé,;and;muéhLMDféhﬁ&,it*&hgﬁjﬁhéﬁﬁﬁﬁ¥§ﬂ
seées. It would actually-be a cheep place to spend aivact iom-=1if:
you could keep yourself from gambling, and didn't: drink toé;m@éh;:,.,r >
I can—because I can't afford to. D3But if you like: to watch glittef#F i :
and people and excitement, it is a great place. .You becoume starved
for good music, intelagent conversation, and green grass (the .
grass freezes in winter, and is burnt dry .y the Sun in summer).

But as places maka money from gambling and drink, room and board
are not as hizh as many places. And the yuiet Perser can Wander
in and out of ths best hotels and clubs at will. I remember one
night I desided to have some fun. I took my nellet pistol (with
an 8 inch barrel) and sliped it into a hip pocket, and then wan-
dersd around one of ths big clubs. My coat coverad ity bat Miiwas
interested to think on what might have happencd.

£ed

You may tcll eaa that her picturs of what a national puropse
looks like is very closs to my own. Not that I had given much
thousht to what a national purp.se luoked ‘like bsfore this. after
all, the other sid: wes in the saddle, and riding rough-shod over
Us to get to the brink and back. It began to secem that the na-
tionul purpose Was to get control of the white Houses. In fact
1t had gotten so cloudy that I thought the only way to see what
our national purpose was like was to go to- Marineland and watch
it lsap through hoops. It is good to think that our national

purposc 1s rather fierce and found of red meet.

T T T N Y S R S A T S

: A S AN S R ; .

Ther: seemed #omething sbecial about-“TfieI@%:ﬁJﬁly’iﬁ 3 e Yol oW
It must mean somesthing. I remember.d s poecm Qof Foti “LhHat youkrégd'
sldeways or something. So I trisd svery first word "My it for my
and to my it." Then, words in desz2nting order: "My burns better
in greeting, to hops & truer," which s:emed to come closc to
saylng something, but not cuite. Then I thought, may e it was
first letters. Tiis came out "Kifmatmi," wvhich might be a4 swing-
ing name for some cat. ilaybe the old desending sequencs herc,
i.e. "kitroihra." Or, maybe "Mr. Roihra," which sounds great, 1if
you can speck Japanicess. [You make me fcel much lsss Itks"a%¢clod;
I hid to ask ecau the siinificancs of tho date when I first read it.
Stevanson lost the nomination on July 13, 1960-~R3]

from REDD 30GGS, 21 Feoruary 1961
2209 Highland Placz 1. a., Minneapolis 21, iinnesota

The liorleyan bibliomaniacal musings were fun, though I seldom
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enjoy cating while reading—partly, as you say, bsccuse of the
danger of soiling the book, but mostly because any book worth
reading dascrves undivided wttention. A person who would divide

his attention between a book and a bun would muke love with one cyo
on the BEd Sullivan show.[But I don't like Ed Sullivan—IB] Onc

may also color the illustrations in a prozine; I've run onto second-
hand copics wdth the pix.colored with crayon once or twics, but I
naver dared to desecrate magazinces that way.

"Unless you class Tennyson..." as a minor Victorian poet?
Yes, definitely! There weren't any major Victorian poets except
perhaps Hopkins. I mean in England. In dmerica, of course, we
had #hitman, LCickinson, Emerson, and Jumcs wWhitcomo . 1ley. If
Betty Kujawa doesn't get NeoL, you can safely omit th: last name
there. In fact, I'd advise it. Wy comparison of th:s caa poems

with #illiam Morris et al w s not meant as & put-down; I'm culte
fond of the minor Victorians like Horris, vobscn, and Dowsion. Aalso

Hanlzy, whom you ¢uasi-quote in tbhs amusing account of your pre-
zndom fannishness Just abovi.

I haven't secn the Foul snd:rson oook, Twilight wWorlcd, but
from what you say I'¢ vertur: to guess that it's a book basad on
at least two of his carlicst stories in astounding: "Tomorrow's
Children" and “"Logic," both from circa 1947. I'm groggiesd that
you liked "Occasion for Disaster"; I didn't. On paperback prices:
a Cunticle for Leibowitz costs 504 , not 354; ond you wuited too
long to buy the paperback edition of Fanciecs end Goodnigits. I
bought mine in april 1953, the Bantam Giaut clition; it cost 354
—which was steep in them days, when most paperbacks cost 25¢ .

Now it costs 75472 I'm croggled green.

I have a good cnough imagination-—good unough to be able to
recd Doc Smith without getting lost in the second galaxy-—but
:omchow I find myself unable to pictur: a domure young student ai
Swarthmore ecagerly scenning buck issucs of Imagination und get-
ting the horrible urge to Fublish 4 Fanzine. Somcthing tells ms
that the administration would be inter:sted in this cvidence of
delinquency on the part of one of their demure young ladies.

Thzn of course-~—speaking of literury nuths in children's
hrooks—there was Ruth Fislding, heroire of 30 or 40 books for
girls which, let us dsfoutly hon:, hove long since been allowed to
go out of print. And come to think of it, the inamoratea of Jack
Rover in the second Kover Boys seriss was Luth Stevenson. I Jjust
read, or rather reread, The hkovsr Boys on Snowshoe Island, copy-
right 1918, and to show you that this came out of another world I
will quote & pussage from it: "tJust the same![says Jack] we can
put it up to the folks ot home and let them know &ll cbout what a
nice place Clearwater Hall is—and what awfull, nice eirls there
are here.' A:x .t this latter remark Ruti -nd M.y Slasizzu .

e sia b adal b oad
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YUJGSU Lhz scuz [suys Joek) v ocan mut it un to tae folks at
home ena’'let wn:m KXnow wll codut wnzt o nice nlace Swarthnmors
Colizge ise~=and what wawfully nice irls there arc herso.' Ard at

Tials 1:013r ronark 268...7722"

from Biil DBohahgt', February 28, 1961 '
1441 8t Street, Berkeley 10, California

Unless my pwers have deserted me &sw.Iuapproach middle age, I
would have sneered out of contenance "That hideous female at the

Library" that Kon White writes about. I majored in English and
american Literature, and while I didn't quite get my MA, 1 do know
all the tricks. The things I have done with eyebrows and a few

well chosen words—well mayose not a few—to various fuggheadec
Yibrarians who put down the 0Z books...but I digress. I would
disagree with Ron sligntly in his estimate of Burroughs. Bur-
roughs' great gifts as fat as I am concerned are a marvelously
fertile imagnation-—ghaa in one novel The Land that Time Forgot

he throws away enough plots to supply most writers with 20 novels——
and an unrivaled ability of giving exactly the right names to
things. Unfortunately though his writing style is just this side
of unreadable, And I think his work is usually &ll of a piece

and that not too much can be done by editing and cutting. &4ll that
can be done is to pick out the better novels. But I find them

all worthy for keeping and rereading evary five years or so.

Ah so you are about to tackle Elinor [sic. thecEasbands for
Edith-~RB] Nesbit and arthur Fansome? But what do you mean by .
"W, lesbit's minro books"? Did she write major ones? If so I
never heard of them. [Yes, in the field of children's books. The
Five Children and It series and the Bastable books are her "major"
books-—RB] Upon urgent recommendation from Dave Lason I read I.
Nesbit some three years ago. To my delight I recognizsd one.as a
childhood favorite whose name I had forgotten. Unfortunately,
however, the magic had departec and I was barely able to finish
all three of the books. Two or thrse months ago on Elinor Busby's
recommendation I picked up one of arthur Rensoms's books, but found
it unreadable. If you do read him, perhaps you can recommsnd
some specific titles that mwy appeal to my jaded taste.

from BaRBaR4 BERMAN, March 1, 1961
3926 wWoodruff avenue, Oakland 2, California

Speaking of treading while doing"—a&an addition for married
femmes: I always reud while sticking a bottle . in the baby's face.
Said infant does not like this arrangement. She feels I should
gaze soulfully at her as she fills her tuumy, but since she's not
agile enough as yst to grab the reading matter and. shred it (much
as she'd like to), she puts un with the situation. '

I was not impressed by lilke Deckinger's story. FPerhaps I do
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not dig the current idiom and style in writing, but ths story
seamed pointless to me.

from DON FITCH, 12 March 1961
3908 Frijo, Covina, California

It wasn't your fault; the post officzs wus probaply to blqmo,
since Dearr got his the weeks bafore, but this copy.dldn't arrive
until a couple of days after Purim, so I danced twice that week.

Your "On the art of Reading w#while Doing Somsthing Zlse"
descives to go into Holbrpok Juckson's anatomy of Bibliomania
(are you fimiliar with it? Like Saki, Lamb, The Imprfcnc: of Liv-
ing, and the Holmesian Canon, it is onz of thos: works whic. can
be read almost anyihms, not requiring, like wilton, "a sol:mn
service of music before taking it np," but beiure! it may hold
you for hours). Somewhere in part XII, though it doesn't quite fit
elthar in section 1 (tha proper time for r:ading), section 2 (of
reading places), section 3 {the associaticn of book and place),
or section 4 (various readers and their rzading places) (did you
knoW that, at the Bagni ¢éi Zucca, Sheiley used to "...sit oi. the
rocks, reeding Herodotus, until th: persperation hed subsided, and
“hen to lean from the edgs of the rock into this fountain—a
proctice in the hot weather excessivsly refreshing.”? Or that
there was a learned German who wes "supnnscu to have a Homer
brinted on indiarubber, to read duiing his buth'?) But there is
a Whors ~hapter on rea 'ing at me=1times, and enother on reading ir
92d; a practics in which I rerely dare irdalge, s.rcz it some-
timss reSulsesin my passing the entire night withouwt & wink of
slzep.

Dsckinger has, apparently, bean pulling a lom wolfe on us—
s51tting down and writing and writirg and writing—though Jolfe had
th: good sensc to le.ve most of his outpourings in trunks aud
boxes, while iilke must kecep very little of his in those filing
draw:rs of his. It isn't really revision that this little piece
n:eds; it should have & rather long short story writien ar and it,
although, as it stands, it kas on unusnel svocative power,

Chalk up another "But I was sure it was Borogrove™".

Oh! the Ransome books——those I devoured and sven re-resd
several times, something rarely done at that age. Was lorlcy ir-.
fluenced by them in writing Pandora Lifts the Lid? Or vice
versa? Must re-read the whole batch sometime, and Dr. Doolittle,
too; these are two series I did hit at the right age. were I the
sort of person who regretted things, I'd rzgret most not having
discovered Grahame, or Milna, or Carroll until highschool. It
wasn't too late then, but it was different. Do you remcmber
Dr. Dogbody's Leg? The pegleg which opens at the touch of &
hidden spring to display carved ivory figures moving to the tun
"Rule Brittania" played by a music box.
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from FRED GsLVIN, 4»nril 1, 1961 -
840 Algoncuin avenus, St. Fzul 19, Minnesota

I would like to get & copy of NsoLithic #10. I am willing to
pay 25¢ cash, or will trade amazing Stories (Dsc. 1360) or
F&SF (Fail, 1949, VIN1). I have other things to trede, but those
ar: the two that I cun think of off-hand. Not that I think
NeolLithic #10 is thuat uood but I have a1l thes other issues, and

we completists wbiior gins. _“ueadlng IN the tub is too tricky---some .

The dllatlon quotient of ths infitestmal 2l1lipsz 1s ur 1formlj >
bounde

- puolisher shoula ecms out with snecicl Wuternruof books for this .,

purpcse. I don't know wbout reading while cating, byp.drinking.
while reading is fine: that's what I'm doi g now. Pages .5 and 6
were & waste of paper. High standard forsootn! :

from RON ZLLIK, 13 uarch, 1961 :
127 Bennett avenue, Long 3euch &, California

I have tried reading while doing several things. dhen I was

& mera child—oh, eight or so-—1 rececived a half-dosen Oz books and
'sa® down and bolted through theam. From time to time I reczived

more, and I raecell reading long evenings with « rudic going. 1n

.

thosz days it was all we had you know, tlis was before they invenied

ths cyclopus familiarus. But I also rzscall that when, in 1349 or
1050, we bought & tslevid, I had perforcs to lecve the front room
and taka up re:ding in bed or in the kitched or something like
thet. Fortunatesly we had- had @ large housec.

buring my later years I used to try rzading whilce virtually
stnaing on my head. You've seen cartoons of teesnugers on the
phone, sprawled into and ovsr and through an-arachelir? st the
time, I considercd 1t part of the rites of passage,-however, ond
could not be convinced ‘that reading in o sturdard sitting pesition
wes comforteble.

I am certiin that Wally waver, someona naied Frad, and I,
are &ll insultced by w. Cheslin's reamar< that changing your nuame to
onz of ours would be harmless. Rest sssured that while waily
Wweber, som:one ncaed Fred, and I, may displey to fonaom ang the
world at large the most innocent of micns, we are in reality
vicious, vitriolic, burely-checxed riupaging beusts, zspecially
wally Weber and I. This Fred: I shall huve to ask him to write
to you with a bried stitement ofpoligy, w«s I scarcély know hiu.
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