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Ladeez and Gentlemen 4 Presenting: (fanfare of permy whistles
and ocarinas) - 0Z-2, vhich, providing Pweston's duplicator
doesn't have another fit, is scheduled for inclusion in the
4ith OMPA lMailing dated June 1965 Produced, ante- and post-
Bruincon, by BERYL HENLEY, at 59, The Fearnings, Crabbs Cross,
Redditch, Torcestershire, England. E&OE. Copyright Beryl
Henley 1955.
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At the time of writing, it looks very much as if I shall be able to
attend the Jorldcon in London aftor alle But dinma werrit - you've
got till July 28th to cancol your bookings ee.

I guess Terry Carr won't be able to get out of it, though, so I'll
put the wind up him far a starts Terry: I hear that the Russians plan

to sond a cow into space. Che'll be knovm as the first Cowsmoonaut.

If that's doused the beam of the LIGATHOUSE, you can borrow my
bacover candles for emorgency lighting.

(Laugh ? I thought they'd ncver start eee)

liay 17th, 1965 ++ Boryl Honley.



C-0Z=iENTS *,
seee mailing comments on OiPA-L3. iarch 20th 1965

OFF-TRAILS (Ethel). How very well your farewell AE-letter demonstrates the truth of

the old saying: "If you want something done, give it to a busy
person to do." I sincerely hope you'll soon be better, and please - don't you leave
OMPA just as I've joined % // Please, OMPAns - it's ndimy fault that Ken's resigned
- though I guess it must look like a case of "In comes Beryl and out goes Ken." %

JJBLE=-21. (Archie)s I was halfway to disliking lir. Gs Higginbottom (is he based on
anybody real, by the way ?), when it occurred to me that in many
cases, the oppressor or tyrant is smaller than the "underdog," e.g. Napoleon and
Hitler. One wonders if they, and others like them, might not have been more docile
and peaceable had they been hefty six-footers. Small people are often aggressive, and,
I think, not always because they need to be, or because they feel "put on" by taller
folk. // Oh Archie, don't you think I display enough h'iggorance off me own bat
without you dredging up my year-old defiance about Fearn ? Since then, of course,
I've sampled a few Fearn-leaves =~ I rcad a "Golden amazon" booke IEr «s. yos, well ...
no comnent ..o (Phil Harbottle might be listening %).

THE MEADOVWS OF FANTASY, (aAM again)e Ha & I'll bet Pweston wishes he'd kept his trap
shut % (Hey, Pete - 4il's writton something %).
I like this very much - it makes for easy, effortless reading, and one foeels "at home"
with the pecople. Especially in Chap. 5 (and I've never even been to & Con. Yet.)
The main criticism I would make is that, apart from Theo and Barker, not a single
character is describod physically. iiine Smith (gorgeous name = are we ever going to
be told the truc story of its origin ?) = is described as having "a mass of long hair,"
but apart from that - nothing. Now, this may be deliberate on yowr vart; you may
prefor to lecave it to your readers to conjure up their own visualisation of what your
fictitious fen look like. Personally, I like to have at least a fow details to go on.
(You haven't even said how many hcads cach entity has e.s)e // Another point (again
personal): I'm frastrated by boing unablo to comprchend the significance of Ian
Omlet's remark: "Bird livese." Is this pertinent to an eerlier fandom or something ? //
I note that you'rc off on yowr "age-does-make-a-difforence" kick again ¢ Poor Mino -
just because sho's a fow years older than thc male Thisburgers, they "don't count" &
ilell, I hope she chucks Theo - if they are That /ay about cach othor - and marriecs
Ian or somecbody, so therc §// Small quibbles, these - and I'm cortainly looking
forward to Part II.

BIMARY 1000 (i.os 8) (what is going on ??)e Joe P» I'm still trying to discovor how
to road SKYRACK with my oyes
closod eee // I romember secing Ingrid Bergman in the film of "For 7hom the Bell Tolls."
I recall very little of it except a residual impression of tearing-emotions and
savege cruelty. // Woll, I'm glad somebody elso was as baffled by "Voices of Time" as
I wase Over at Ken's last Sunday, I had several carnest Brummios pationtly trying
to explain it to mce. And of cowrse, cach interprectation was utterly different from
every other % I was bcginning to think it was me-being-dim ageine // The matter of
capital punishmont and its abolition is, as you say, highly charged with cmotionalism.
But, Joe - is thoro such a thing as a sanc murdoror ? Could any man or woman who was
ontirely sane take thc life of another human being, for any roason whatsocver ? TYou
may quote tho instance of solf-proscrvation, of shooting an onemy when it's a ocase
of "him or mee." But what kind of sanity puts woapons into men's hands and sonds them
out to kill each othor ? // You'ro right, of cowrse - it is a matter of a "sick
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socictys " // Tilliem Temple's articlc is very interesting. Encouraging, too, for
those of us who constantly voice the plaint, "Someone's always donc it first L
Therc is nothing new under the sun, of course - but, rcading the cxamples of other
writors® plagierisms - deliberate or subconscious - perhaps it's just as wgll that
I've never found time to read halif the books I wanted to % //

COGMNATE~7. Roscmery Hickey. Every winter the cry goes up about this country's
unpragparedness for bad weather. It's as if loczl
authorities tell thomselves comfortably every summer, "{ell, it won't snow this
vinter," and of course it alwmys does. Public and private transport is reduced to
a chaotic state, plumbers got lots of overtimec moncy and littlc sleop, pecople die
in snowdrifts, and somoctimes whole villages are cut off for days at a time. I must
say I vas surprised to learn that it's the same or worse over theree The imerican
nationel image is, after all, onc of high~powered efficicncy and slick "get-up-'n'-
goe" Do you mean that your s:.do-roads never get defrosted ? Even in this small
town, though the main roads arc troated first (usually with gritty sand, or a mixture
of sand and salt), in time 2ll roads aro so treated, cven obscure llttlc cul-de-sacs
and suchlikce // I had = tittor ovor: "Those with fireplaces in their homes returned
to 'pionger weys' es.. huddling round the flI‘Oplc,.CO for heate" etce Heh b Rosaomary,
lass, we do that overy winter % // But we've never been without clectricity for more
than a few hours - I bogglo at tho idea of cooking for four on an open fire for
FIVE MAYS % // I'm drafting these commonts on liarch 21st, which is the first official
day of springs 4lso, we put 2ll the clocks forward an hour lest night, thus starting
British Summer Time. I said it would snow todzy & It did' It's still doing it ' //
Bob Hope once said, "I love ] Englands It's the only place I know wherse you can really
enjoy all four soasonse All in onc day sss" // There's only onc piece of valid advice
to offer a now mother and that is: trust your own instificts - and thc baby's . Best
of luck, anyway, to all throe of you. Hope you'll still find timo to tell us about
your new field of activity. // I romembor once going on a train with my mother to a
place called Vator Orton, only we didn't - wo found ourselves in Walsalls We nevor
did find out why. // How right you arc about "colloguialisms can vary cnough to
confuse the listcner." This subject cropped up at Ken's last Sunday. As far as I
know, overyonc piesent was a Brummie (mtive of Birmingham) or next-door to boing onc.
But when I mado soumec rcmark about, I couldn't see much sense in getting as drunk as
a bobowler, most of thosc present said, "ihat's a bobowler ?" The phrase I had used
is a fevowrito of my father’s, and he's as Brummio as all-get—out. Tcon wo began
comparing iiidlands-typc "cotchephrases" with thosc originating in othar parts of the
country. Like, I say, "I don't know if I'm coming or going," when I'm in a bit of a
tiz. Iy mother-in-law, who has lived all her lifc in tho south of Englend, says,
"I don't know if I'm on foot or on horscbacke" But the lady with whom I work, who is
also a Brummie, says: "I don't lmow if I'm in tho Co-op or the Iizypoles." (sort-of
national chain storos). It corteinly isn't only acconts thet differ § // ithat ? Oh,
& bobowler - well, it's ono of those big, furry, blundeoring moths that are suicidally
attracted to one's light-bulbs in summer, and then, scorched, fall into one's lap
or hair. Can't anybody toll me where this fascinating word originated ?

HAGGIS=3. Ian Poterse at first I thought it was vory odd that you should be the

only moinber, British or american, to commnent on the death of
Sir Winston Churchille Thon I asked uyself why I hadn't thus commented - because
meny of my ovmn momorics of the war arc resonant with that unforgettable voicee 4And I
think that the omission is bacause, as you said, "wec have becn expecting it for
yoarse" Ho died poacofully and quictly, 2t a great agee There was much more
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comment on Prasident Konnedy's death because it was (a) unexpected, and therefore
shocking; (b) violont, and (c) occurred at a comparatively oarly ago. Thoro's &
quotation niggling at the back of my mind - somothing about, "tho hour produces the
mens " Of Churchill, it may be said that "the finest hour produced tho fincst mane "
That booming voico, with its slight impediment making it unmistokable, mcant (to us
who remember the wer) - defionce, firmness of purpose, and the will to endure through
the "blood, toil, tears and swoat" of which hc warned us. To the soroly-tried pcoples
of occupied Europe, it must have reproscnted sustaining hope gnd bright promise of
eventual liberation. // - Yowr home-town is Dumbarton ? Iiy first exporicnce of Naval
life ococurred at Balloch, in the same county. The officors were billeted in
Tullichewan Castle, which was domolished about seven years aftor the war, I know not
vhy. (Do you ?). I don't know whether I took the high road or the low road, but
whichever it was, I foudd uyself dabbling bare feet one day in Loch Loomond's
southernmost tip. // As a matter of fact my entire 2—year Naval career consisted

of my being shuttled from north to south and then back north again. 4fter a fort-
night at Balloch, I was sent to take my six-month training course in Staffordshire.
Then I went north again, to Fasthaven (between Dundee and Arbroath). After 11 months
there, I was yo-yo'd south to '"inchester for another course, lasting a monthe Then
back to Scotland, Paisley this time. Two months there, and whoops b back to Staffs.
again = different station, though - from whence I was finally demobbed at the end of
1945« I was surprised they (their Lordships at the iind House) didn't see fit to send
me back to Scotland for that little ceremony - t'would have been entirely fitting { //
Is Ernest Dichter -(who was, yow reported, trying to put sex into soup) - the Dr.
Dichter who instigated motivapional research in the States ? The one Packard writes
about in "The Hidden Persuaders" ?

INTERLUDE - Bobbie Graye Congratulations on momging to save up all your nervous

tension, irritebility and exhaustion until the exams were
2ll over b4 (Thenks, too, for youwr letter - glad to know you got yowr diploma after
2ll that effort). // Re your remerks to John Roles anent Crowley - if he's still
interested, there's a fairly detailed description of these events in Demmis
7heatley's "To the Devil - a Daughter." (Which I'm sure you must have read, Bobbie).
// A1l tuose names at the end of your ticking-off-of-Terry - have you read arthur
Koestler's "The Sleepwalkers" ? If not, I wish you would. 'ell, I wishbsomebody
would = I've beecn dying to discuss it for years, but most folk take one lodk et the
size of the damm thing and make for the nearcst cxit 4 OCome to think of it - if
somebody does institute a discussion - I'll have to rcad it agnin myself to refresh
me memory - HELP %

IETT~01PR=Le Colin Freeman. Thanks for your most welcomse letter = I must say that

you'ro one O}PAn I've bocn dying to "got ate" (That's
not meant to be menacing, however it may sound %). I've hcard a lot about you, and
read & fow earlior =~0's ~ wns most disappointed not to find one in my first mailing.
(I\'o.l+2) // “his fixation on cami-kmickers = vhaot are you doing, hankering for the
Good 0ld Days ? Mo modern-minded female would be seen dead in the things nowadays,
and no self-respocting fashion shop would stock 'em. They're old-hat, passé, OUT % //
Saludos to Temple jr. % ‘The hunt scene completely ruined "Tom Jones" for me. If the
£ilm hadn't been so highly recomnended to me by so many peoplo, 1'd have loft the
cinema at that pointe and at the end of thce film, I vished I hade I thought it was
grossly over-rated, and a shocking wasto of good acting-talent like that of Albert
Finney and Joan CGreemwood. // Does the admirelty offor marine esylum, then ? Bectuso,
to British sailors, it is, alweys heas been, and probably always will be - Tho ifad
Housee.
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IORPH~37. John Roles. I hate to think what you're going to make of my initials %

So you think reincarnation is a "nice cosy idea." Ho-hume
Graham Hall (a Tewkesbury-based fan) once described it, in an loc to BEYOND, as:
".eo the last refuge of a frightened human striving against the fear of that
ultimate truth, Death." But, if reincarnation is a fact - and I can't prove that it
is, any more than you can prove it isn't 1 - then we must face death (of the body)
not once, but over and over again. \hat's "nice and cosy" about that ?? 'That kind
of a "last refuge"is it, h'mwm ?

NEXUS=3. DPetee I got a flawless cover, thankse I could - er - make some personal
remarks about doing Christmas shopping for bashful males, but you
embarrass easy, dontcha 2?2 // Re your idea for an SF story .. I hate to tell you,
but it's been done before ¢ (It was ever thus ). Remeuber that story in the
Budrys collection ("Furious Future") - "The Skirmisher" ? ‘hat's the one I couldn't
understend, and you had to explain it to me Y But the basic theme is much the same
as your idea - though for different rcasons. Try Kingston's ".janipulation" in the
latest Carnell “New ‘Tritings," too. (Great story). // Ask Joe, how doss ome get
hold of a subjective fact ? 4ind tell him, it's not necessarily virgins who evoke -
or provoke = poltergoists, it's adolescents = usually female. VWhich, now I'vo
written it, sounds a somavhat cynical remaerk, but wasn't meant to be b // I'll also
lend him some of my D&S books if he wants 'em - though I don't have the original
"Dianetics" book, nor "Science of Survivale" I've got "Fundomentals of Thought,"
though, plus soveral others. // Seth is right - if a thing nceds (in your opinion)
to be re-writton - SEND IT BaCX. But don't just say, "I don't want this" - tell him
why. Very few pro-eds do this, which amnoys me. I know they are vory busy psople,
but surely they could depute - or hire specially - a staff mamber to add a couple
of explanntory lines to the standard, uninforuntive rejection slip. A little
constructive criticism would bc of the groatest help to all but the most pig-hoadod.
(Any offers for my colloction of lousyrottemrejectionslips ??). // 1 think I'll
leavo the Tom oine argument to Doroon and Fd ... if they sct it to music, it
might mako a good operz ... // Can anybody tcll me who said something to the effact
thet "Democracy is a lousy system of government, but it's the best thore is so far."
? // Could I, pleesc, correct a smll arror on your last page ? I didnt porsonally
roceive any of the "Spider's" propaganda, if it can be callod suche Probably
becausc he, whocver he is, knows that Charles Platt is a friend of minme. (and, I
may add, will remein so unless/until ho himself decides to change that situation.
I am - regrovfully - awarce that Charles has alienated a number of peoplo, but his
manners and behaviour in my house have always bacn beyond reproache. Furtheriorae,
he has never boen rude to me, cither to my faco or in his writings). archiec did
rocaeive copics of the "documents,” and passad them on to me with tho query, did I
know the sendor's identity, I didn'te I thought that ono of thcm had boen typed
on Rog Peyton's mrchine, with its rather distinctive typeface, but I'd have staked
my life on Rog not being the perpetrator. Ho's too honest for this kind of under-
handedness, and would, as you said, have signed his name to it, oven if he had
issued ite ILatar, Rog said that it wesn't 2 product of his me.chine, and I guess he
should know. Possibly you'll have more tc¢ say on this matter, and possibly not,
since the BSEA Comnittoec elcctions will be over by the timc OlPa-4k. appears. In
eithor case, I'nm staying out of it because I think it's dowiright msty. And
somebody should tell this crcep that spiders have eight legs, not twolvee Whet is
he - a muteted arachnid ?

PHEMOTYPE - dunnc vhat number - the onc with thce Japancse pop-~song on the covors
Diock: I, too, was temptod to take a crack at some of your queries about
London in your previous issue, but thougni better of it, since I'm not a Londonor.
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However, I'd like to pass on a silly story about tho first timoc I visited London
alone (1944). I arrived at onc mein station (Fuston), and had to get across to
another (Tatorloo), I decided to use tho Undorground. This I found surprisingly
vasy, and didn't havo to ask once for direciions or assistance. There were different
colowred lamps everywhere - "Follow tho graoon light for Jaterloo," otc. fThen T
spotted onc that said, "Follow thc red light for Piccadilly." I got some very

Funny Looks, I can toll you's Though I guess it musi have secmod 0dd to passers-by
- a girl in NMaval unifom, just stonding thero and laughing her fool head off e.. //
Geotge Scithers' report was most interestinge as I remarked in a rccent letter to
Tony Valsh - I do think the word "convention" is just about the most inapt
description possiblc for occasicns like this 4 // A rocont TV programmc over hore
dealt with the R.C. attitude towvards contraception. Ono woman doctor gave a very
pithy reply to the claim that "the lord will provide." "all that the Lord provides,”
she said tartly, "is more childron 4' // Orc thing bothors mo, though. ut one end ¢ .-
of the sealae, we have parents, govermments, scientists, and - for all I know - the
W.Ho 0o = desporately trying to slow down the birth rate. But at the other end, wa
heve the goriatrists secking ways to prolong humen 1life, and to proiote better
hcalth in the ageds Vory praisoworthy - and, please note, I numbor quite a few
olderly people anong my persoml friends. Howgver, considoring this matter with
complete detachment, and in thc light of thae mresent population throat - wouldn't
you agroe that humanity has far greater need of new life, and its inherent potential
for progress, than of oxtonded longevity ? // I can't help recelling a story (sorry,
I have 2 shocking memory for titles and authors' names) about o world in which

young couples werc not allowed to have babies until elderly relatives had died, and
this lod to a shackingly sudden pogrom of 2ld poople esee

QUARTERING, Vol.2, lio.1e Don Fitch. Sorry - I'm bome idle. (They Tell Mo ees)

‘/hich means that, although I enjoy looking
at flowers (growing ones, mind - I don't like cut f lowers in vases and things -
they ain't nacheral %), and sniffing the perfumed varieties, amd evon writing
occasional nature-poems - I don't have groon fingers. I don't even have groen
thumbse 'The only type of gardcning work I rather enjoy is pushing a (non-motorised)
lown-mower around the small patch of grass that calls itself our front lawn. Evon
this activity is only enjoyed under certain conditions; the sun has to be roally
hot, and I prefer to be barec-footeds (sce, if the sun is hot, and the ground is
dry, thorc's little likelihood of my treading on worms and things 5 I

THE SCuRRe 1'0e 7e Goorge Charterse. I thought it was only garrulous womon who
talked about their operations ... However,
I got as far as the.word "dentist," and hastily turned the page. The wry ward sets
every nerve in my mouth cringing ¢ Please George - don't do that ¢ Or I shall
retaliato with dotails of my two Caesarcans % // It was finally docided that holes
can not only be secn - they can also be solds By wholesalers. // . coffin with a
3 hepe onging ? Funny sorte Love-craft eee // Porhaps Cordwainer Smith saw that
bit about the horse plodding to the sun - and wrote "One thc Gem Planst" as a
result ? // Is Mack Roynolds the guy who has willed his ranch to his sons, on
condition that thoy remame it "Tha Focus." ? So that when they inharit, it will
be ¥ said that, "'The Focus' is vhere tho sons raise meats" (Wit h acknowlodge-
ments to .xrchic, who inflicted that on me many moons ago = I'm still groaning L).//
Oh - so it was John Berry who originnted thoss particular Pamous last 'ords, was
it 2 "Don't worry - it's One Of Ours eee" The spalpeon s I'll bet it was omc of
Berry's Boaufightors that chuckcd 16 bombs at me, one memorable night in Brume
(Don't worry, folks - they all MISSED %). // »1l the above ‘orriblc puns are offecred
as proof of my Irish ancestry. Bedad, 1loiko eee
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POMCH.TS~L. Tom Schliicke Your Diplgezine sounds somsthing like the Consumer

advisory Council over herc. This puts out a mage called
"ithich ?" Theoro is also a TV programimc called "Choice," but whethor this is
sponsored by the GuC, I don't know. It cortainly sceeins to keep manufacturors and
reteil traders on their toes, though. . customer who buys an itom, finds it to
be dofectivae, and fails to get satisfaction, coen, I believe, take his or her
complaint to the CuC, and they will then act on his bchalf. // "Kind Hearts and
Coronets" was shown on TV herc only a fow months agoe I first saw it in Brightén in
1949. 'ho primary gimmick of the film, of cowrse, is that all eight of the victims
-~ one of whom is an elderly lady - are played by alce Yuinness. .nd I think that
your indicotion of this fact - ie.e., ".lec Guinmess 8" = will probably be regerded
by some people as a typo ¢

VIPER-8. Bill Donzho. Thankse I can't commont, not knowing any of the poeople
involved (a fow by nane, such as Carol Carry but
nothing rore) - but I do love reading about larger-than-lifc individualistse

Hi1SIT=10s Kone Oh, ¥en = must you ? 7Tell ... vhion you gotta go, you gotta go,
I supposc. ..las, poor Olef - I hoar his knoll b ..nd I'll ncwer

know what you thought of 0Z-1. Tell you what: I'11l swop you this pile of Brooke

Bond tea-packets for an loc, how's that ? :

The nows of Don fford's death caimo bofore I had drafted my comonts on
PO0OK.-15% I didn't, of course, know Don, but he was a part of OiPi-within-fandom,
and was, thercforc, a potential friends I regret that this potontial will not now
be recalisods

ROST- i ITLINGS,

1% DIR-4e Charlic. Davae Jood ought to get together with the guy who is being
currently stalked by "Garth" in tho "Daily ifirror" & //"The
iforld of selh" = _rchic knows verywecll that the children couldn't possibly eat
_returians, since the latter are viruses ... (gorrouta that, ilercer L)e // ¥ell ?
Did Toskey writc a thesis on The Gobbins ? // Terry's advico should be carofully
rcad and committed to mecmory. The new H.P. agreemonts era dead sneakys. If you
sign one on the retailer's promiscs, .ll Is Lost, far you camnot return your
purchaso later and ask for your deposit back. // Thoy're still talking about
Redditch Now Town. «nd political control of the local Council has just changod
hands, so goodness knows what will happon now. // Charlie,. whorever did you find
that gorgeous word, “ilocatoncheircs" ? In my book they were called Centimani.

I also recoived o sheaf of BROBDINGM.Gs. Sorry, Dick - I'm completoly
baffled.

The latest arrival is "o Finky Issuc of PHENOTYEE," which (It Says Here)
was included in OMEL XLII. Ire Zncy, sir: I havo cnough trouble protccting an
ordinary Qucen from being abducted by one of my sons (and to think that I helped
‘orn to loarn chess in the first place ... ) without equipping her with wings &
8till: one of thesc days, when tho rain is roaring on tho roof, and if I can find
the chess~boerd, and the box with the chossuen in, - who knows ? It might stop
'em fighting for half an hour. In which case, I shall cablo.you a hearty votc of

thanks %



EARLY BIRDS

iMeet the EFarly Bird. He leaps eagerly from his bed at exactly the right
time, scorning the umnecessary (for him) stridency of an alarm—clocks The sunlight
of summer dawn and the umvelcoming morning dark of winter .x are alike to him.
He sniffs the air of his new day, be it balmy or icy, and trips into the bathroom,
whistling blithely. There, he strips to the waist, and ignoring any consequent
gooseflesh, performs his ablutions with gusto. If he is a really spartan type, he
will wallow unconcernedly in a cold or tepid bath, telling himself smugly what a
tough fellow he ises He flings on his clothes and emerges, hungrily anticipating
a three-course breakfast augmented by imnumerable cups of tea or coffeee

He switches on the radio, turns up the volume to an ear-splitting blast,
and adds his own (usually cacophonous) accompaniment to its issue of morning cheer.
He Jjeers at the cup of tca or coffee which comprises the breakfast taken by a
bleary-eyed spouse. He flings open doors and windows, and noisily fills his lungs
with whatever sort of air happens to be arounde He regales other, less lively
meinbers of his household with snippats from his newspaper. At last, with a roar
of "Look at the time " and "Mustn't be late V" he takes his cyclonic leave, sped
on his way by sighs of heartfelt relief from his demoralised faiailys

Bright=-eyed, his brein ticking over on all cylinders, he breezes forth to
his daily labourse On bus or train, he is living anathema %o other passengers who
do not wish to discuss the weather, last night's play on the telly, or Villa's
chances in the Cup.

But observe owr hero on the wvay home. Ie has wilted like a lettuce in a
heat-waves In response to solicitous family enguiries of "Had a good day, dear 2"
he utters a scries of uninformative grunts. His evening meal is regularly
conducive to a stato of gentle somnolence; he sinks gratefully into the best
armchair with his newspaper on his lap. During the evening hc may rouse
sufficiently to open one eyo, the better to observe the doings of Dick van Dyke or
Amos Burkee Or both oyss, if it's a football match, or a limc of energetically-
kicking chorus girlse

Usually, howver, one may expect the evening to be punctuated by occasional
snores and yawns. At about ten p.m., our Farly Bird announces that he "can't keep
his cyes open," (having had them shut almost contimially since sgven), and is
recady to go to rooste 170 need for him to woo liorpheus; one of his regular boasts
is: "I always fall asleop as soon as my head touches the pillows" (He maintains
that this happy knack is duc to his clear conscience, but msglects to add that
tho clarity of his conscience is singularly ineffective in overcoming the insomnia
ceused by an incipient bilious attack, or an aching tooth),

Diwrnal pest though he is, he will be oxtromoly efficient as a postman,
milkman, newsagent, or on the six-till=-two shift in a factory.
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iect the INight Owls The alarm-clock yells, at least half an hour before
its swamons is required. An arm gropes from beneath the bedclothes, a hand waving
on the end of it, to silence the row by pressing a button, or by dropping the
offending timepiece into a convenient drawer. - muffled groan of despair is
heard, and tnen silcnce as the sufferer sinks back into his interrupted slumber.

Usually, he must depend on the efforts of others to persuade him from his
bede The birds arce welcoming a sumiser dawn ? - he curses them tiredly. The winter
stars arc still ice-bright ? - his misery is even decper.

He .uffles into the bathroom, limbs shivering, teceth chattering, whatever
the season. No hot vater ? - he will hasten back to bed until a kettle boilse
Wash in cold water ? - porish the thought ¢ His circulatory system is still
asleap; his awakening must be a slow process, with no shocks.

Having washod hastily, hei roturns to the bedroom and takes, onc by one,
his garments from beneath the eiderdown, donning sach quickly so that it shall not
lose its warmthe No morning shave for him - too dangecrous, his eyes still blurred
with slcop, and his hand movements not yet properly co—-ordinated.

"Porridgoe, dear ?" Ugh % "Bacon and egg, then ?" Eccchhh 4 Perhaps a
few carnflekcs, soggy in warm milk, (for he will have nothing to do with cold
substancos at this unearthly hour), an uninspiring slice of buttered toast, and a
cup of tea or coffece Aftor his first cigarette of the day, he begins to feol
vaguely human. tThis feeling, however, is crushed into its former oblivion by the
chatty nit on the bus, who will persist in making fatuous remerks about the
woather, last night's play on the tclly, or Villa's chances in thc Cupe.

Our Night Owl's rosponses consist of a series of uninformative grunts,
as he tries to hido bchind his newspapere I[e isn't rcading it, of coursc; not
yete Onc glance at the headlines is sufficient to warn him of the depressing
nature of the contents, and hc is depressed enough as it is by the simple effart
involved in facing a new day.

Somchow ho struggles through his morning, a perfect example of living
automation, and after lunch he wishes forvently that he was a native of some
unmapped South American village, so that hce could decently indulge in a siestas
But, at about four p.me , a subtle metamorphosis bogins to take placce His pace
quickens, his wit livens, and his brain moves smoothly into top goar. ‘Tarm
onorgy floods his limbs, and by the timc he rcaches home, he¢ is 2 new being,
roaring, "That's for tea ? I could cat a Boy Scout on toast V" and fairly
bursting with bonhomie and Jjoioc de vivre.

After doing justice to a gargantuen meal, he's raring to go. The telly}
He can't sit still for that, and anyway ho's bored stiff with ite In swmmer he
dashes off, vhistling blithely, to play cricket or tennis, or he may attack tho
gerdon with heppy forocity. In winter, unmindful of climatic malignancy, he is
the guiding spirit of clubs, amteur sports orgenisations, dramatic or debating
societios, or avening classes. He swoops along othor, morec lothargic members
in the torrent of his irreprcssiblec onergy.

By ton peme , he is rcally "with it," roady to tacklc a moonlight hikc or
an old-time dancing session. '"an cerly night" is just so much westod time for
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him « his brain and body arc so active that hc couldn't possibly sleep before
midnighte

Nocturnal pest though he is, he, too, may prove himself almost indispens-
ables Anyons seeking a leader for soma evening activity, to produce or star in an
emtour play, to organise a youth club, or to act as honorary secretary for any
amateur, evening-meeting society, should seck a person who is a sub~hwmn,
sparling creature in the mornings ( °© "I'1l be all right if only people will leave
me alons L"), His nipht-awakened persomelity will bring sparkle and gaioty to
any groupe

GesvoneRERD

But suppesing owr Early Bird matcs himself - or herself - to a Night
Owl ? In the lattoer instance, things may work out quite woll. An early-rising
wifa can be worth her woight in alarm-clocks to N.O. husband and childrens They .
will never be late far work or school while sho is around, dispensing hor ruthless
morning efficiencys And all such wives bacome resigned to "Don't wait up for me,
dear, I may be late."

Heving triod, inoffectually, to keop up with the late-night energies of
her N.0O. spouse, she will soon own horself beatens She retires to a lonely bed,
but her feeling of being the put-upon, herd-done-by family martyr is soon swemped
by ghoulish anticipation of revenge next morning,

hen a femele NoOs wods a male E.B., this my present a more awkvard
situations If the fomale's circle of male acquaintances is restricted to E.B. 's,
sha would bec wise to choose her mate with rather more care than usuale She should
also put into cffect stringent training moasurcs as soon as the strains of
"Lohongrin" have diocd away. Those tactics should bc based upon the fact that E.B.'s
are usually tolerant and good-humoured at tho crack o' dawn, and may, thereforc,
be persuaded without much effort to let sleoping NeOe's lies The male E.B. who
is disposed to spoil his wife a little will even cosset her to the oxtent of
providing an carly morning cup of tea, laced with good spirits = his owne (This
will be as much as she can face at that howur).

She, in turn, must flattor his male ego by telling him how clever he is
to bo ablo to get his own breakfast during the werking woeks She should try to
subduo her morning splecn on Sundays and during holideyse Sheo must resist sternly
the tcmptation to bash him with the frying-pan whon he comes dancing into the
kitchen, cyrwolling "Oh, vhat a beautiful morning %" to vistas of groy skies and
pouring rair. Shuc saould not sarcem obscenitics whon he fotches her a playful
swipc aaross that pertion of her anantomy best fitted to receive such attontions.
He cen't help it; and she should fortify herself with tho reminder that she will
probably be Just as infuriating to him at the other end of tho daye

There are certain rulos applicablc to unions between E¢B.'s and NeO. 's,
tho obsorvance of which will help to smooth the merital pathes To the E.B. :
do try to restradn yourself in the morning, especially if youwr N.O., matc has
maenaged to rise at tho same time as youe Don't sing, except when you are safoly
locked in the bathroom, and thon only sotto voces Don't indulge in sparkling
conversation; the sparkle will blind his /her slcep-dulled eyese Don't jeer at
his/her frugal or non-existent broakfast; don't pour scorn on the carnflekes
whilc the N.O. is pouring boiling wetor into the tcapote You might cause a
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n2sty accident, and it is much more likely to happen to you than to your sorcly-
tricd metaoe

E.B. wives should never try to persuade N.O., husbands to shave
in tho mornings, espocially if said wives are apt to faint at the sight of blood.
E.B. husbands should reserve complaints about burnt porridge, lcecathery eggs and
dry-fried bacon until the oveninges If they are rash enough to complain about tho
rashers at 7.30.2.ms, they will probably be caustieally invited to do it themselves
in future.

abcvs 271, E.B.'s must not refer to NeO.'s, in tho morming, as "bone-idle,
lazy good=for-nothings" (oven jokingly); and M.0.'s must not address E.B.'s, in the
evening, as "dull, dreary, stick-in-the-mud clods,."

.urders have been comnitted on less provocations

+ 4+ + 4+ o+

0Z WELCOLES DON STUDEBAKER

‘lhen Ken Cheslin first mentioned that he was thinking of leaving OiPA,
his main concern was in finding a new "home" for Don Studebaker. I told Ken that
I was quite willing io carry Don's material if Don himself had no objections.

He hadn't. On the contrary: he wrote to me, "The idea of appearing
in 0Z has certain fascinations for mee Oz, at least, is as real to me as most
of the places I've been on my recent jowneys. But I warn you, I sometimes
practice strange magicks eess"”

Tell ... if my ovm modest incantations prove ineffective against Don's
powers, I guess I'll just have to enlist the help of Bobbie Gray &

However, 0Z and I are happy to have the Naked Artichoke gambolling among
our pages. I only hope that the rigours of British winters won't prove too much
for his state-cT—nature eee

Sos let go forrard, let go aft, right hand down - we're off to the est
Indiess

Glad to have you aboard, Dons

+ 4+ 4+ 4+ o+
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Jerdmie, Haiti
1961

Well. Here I am sitting at my typewriter (faithful old thing) and I am sort
of at a loss for words. For the first time in, ch, two weeks at least. !therae the
deuce should I begin, I seem to be saying to myselfe I could start at the beginning,
but that's already begun (last time around) so I'd just be repeating myself. So,
start vhere I left off. Yes, that's a good idea. So the usual, before the madness
of the city comes upon you, and you begin to recite in sitrange earthy rhymes.

I vas aboard the Sturmflieger Drei, a ship chartered by one Herr Schmidt
and his wife, llaria, supposedly for a vacation in the Caribbean, supposedly
terminating in Miami. Supposedly.

I suspect it was Fraw Schmidt who did the charteringe She didn't push her
husband around, from what I saw of thoem, but she was certainly the most dominating
woman I've ever seens She ate little, and cared less for her husband's complaints
about tho foode But there was little he could do, considering that he had hired me
to cooke T bagan to worry, in this respect, when the pro-packaged icoecream mix ran
outs One cannot make Bakod alaskan without ice-cream.

LA AR NN ENERENERREN]

Since we are on the topic of food, maybe now is the time to tell you about
Jim O'lNeales He remained my sccret all the time I was aboard, at least when it came
to catings

Jim is an olderly seaman, about sixty-five I thinke Heo has the saltiest
vocebulary I've cncountered in a long time. He has knocked around the world for
most of those years, and used his brain as a sponge most of them
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Ho looks likc any old seaman will look after sixty-five ycarse Ho doesn't
talk much, but when he does, it's worth hearing. From conversations with Jim I have
filled to brimming many of thc empty warchouses of my mind. Yot Jim contimes to
nmove slowly but surely through the world, intent on one thing only. 4 peculiar
obsession he has.

WWhen he was a young man, just going to sea and all, he made the acquaintance
of an e¢lderly follow sallor who had retired to San Francisco and opened a rastaurant
and ship's reste This old mon was probably the world's groatest cook, if Jim's
description is acc.ra®s. For fifteeon yoars, after Jim made his acquaintance, he
ran a tourist atireciicn, tho attraction of which was that he could cook anything.
People ceme from o7l ¢wor Zalifornia, and sailors from all over the world, to test
the man's culinory wnlodgee Ho was said to have mever failed in preparing an
oxotic and raro dish, provided with tho ingrediants.

tthen ho died, and all his cquipment and possessions were auctioned away, it
loft Jim, and I presume a lot of other people, with an ompty feeling in one corner
of their stomachis. Jim thore and then docidaod to takc the old man's placc when he
rotired, and provide Jjust as mny people with a lovely placo to oate

So he started collecting rccipess He has been collecting them evor since,
every possible one he could lay his hands ons

But, you ask mo, with such a fine cook, why hire me ? Simplo. Jim has
nover touched a skillet, never boiled an ogg, except in dire oemergoncy. Ho has ncver
tested a singlec one of his many rccipese. He just collects one after anothor, adding
tons of flouwr end corn syrup to his maontal pantry and waiting for the dey when he
retires. Ho actually bolicves he will bo able to cook the first timo he trics.

4t any rate he has a2 vast storchousee His mind is like a computers. All
ho lacks is experienceces

He will soon got that, howavere. This was his last voyage. He loft ship
at the Canary Islards to take a passags through the Canal and thence to San
Francisco. .8 somo of the ship's company warned me of poculiarities in the mails
leaving the Canaries, I entrusted Jim with the manuscript for my last OMPA columne
Thon I last talked vie phono with the States, I was told that OMPA was having mail
troubles, so I though?t it might be safer to trust Jim than a homing canarys

So I said goodbyo to Jim, and we headed for lovely Miami; or so I thought.

I think I mentioned last timec that Herr Schmidt and jiaria were practicing
Spanish a lot ? ilell, it filtcered down from the muchly displeased Captain of our
stalwert littlo vessel that we worc heading for Havanas That is in Cubae ‘hich is
a little Red Island, run by a man with whom the only thing I have in common is a
bearde I have aAmerican papers, an american passport, an Amorican vaccination
mark(s) in appropriate places, which places would be in dirc danger if that Other
Beard over got his hands on me. Americans are not liked in Cuba any morce I did
not want to go to Cubas So I went to the Captains

The Captain threw up his hands in disgust and sent me to see Herr and Frau
Schmidte 4nd see T dids



= -

ileria Schmidt was taking a showore ‘/hon she heard that the cook wanted
Out, she simply steppod out and procecded to conduct the interviews She is, if one
gots the point, built like a brick commissarye.

‘The trouble with these peoplo of high broeding and good upbringing, is that
thoy think it is perfectly proper to do anything at all in front of persons of poor
moralse snd thoir definition of poor morals is that you weren't born with a silver
spoon in your toothe She fumeds Sho ranteds She ravede She dried off with a large
yellow torry cloth towol.

From tho way sho scrocamed, you would have thought I had asked her to tattoo

a picture of Barry Goldwater on hor left nipples She was magnificent, the way a
hurricanc or a plaguc is magnificents. I suspoct that she is also deadly, in much
the same ways I pity her husband, on the onc hand, for having been hitched to here
On the other, I must admire him, for this Pury incarmate phased him not one whit.

Ho interrupted her halfway through a dissertation on gasoline costs and told her
that it would be very easy to swing across the forty-milc Tindwerd Passago in some
nice cove of the Dominican Republic, or Haiti.

Drop me thoy did, in the middle of the night, rowed ashore by two mon in a
dinghy, and loft on tho lovely shores of San Domingue with o boy scout pack of clothos,
a portable typewriter, and my pay in a brown paper onvolopes ey I here say a fond
farewell to the Schmidts, whatevor or whoever thcy may boe.

S5 8P SRR RBNNEY BN

It wouldn't be a bad place for 2 vacation, if I could speak Fronch. It
wouldn't be too good, either, as tho psoople speak a Creole patoise I1%'s beautiful,
and T'm told nmuch easier to learn if you spoeak English than if you spoak French.

But for me to lcarn another language, howovaer, simple, takes yvars, I thinke Yat, I
shouldn't complains I could have been landeod in alaskn. Or, with a little offort,
the Schmidts could have sailed further west and landod mo in a descrt rogion. &as it
was, I managed to walk to Cap Heitian, living on mangoes and Champaigne Kola, the
local equivalent of Popsie.

In Cap Haitien thore arc some English~-speeking pcoples, who suggested that
I go to Sans Souci, or the Citadello, and wait for a tourist going souths. For theo
non-initiates in the audicnco, thore are two things in Haiti that ono mmust seo,
aside from Vaudau. Thoy are, raospectively, Sans Souci, and the Citadelloce

Henry Christophe had himself arownod King lerry I, then he started to build.
His efforts served to show the hite Torld of the early cighteon hundrods that tho
Mogro too could croate monuments of style and boauty. In the carly, benevolont part
of his reign, Christophe constructod Sans Soucie On a smaller scalo, it must have
cqualled Vorsaillos. ‘Though it is now a ruin (and onc of the most boautiful ruins
in tho world), its grandour reomains.

Sans Souci is z want “~ fouwr storios =~ high and covers about twenty acros.
Built of brick, overlaid with stucco (which is now falling awey) it slopos boauti=-
fully from the two sentry boxes to the royel stables, whore the King kept his £700
carriago. Therc is now a tourist stand undor the gient star apple troe whora
Christophe dispensed his judgemonts. To describe the whole thing would tako a
hundroed pagese.
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Over one arch is a corvon sun of black wood bearing the inscription:
"Je Vois Tout et Tout Voit Par lioi Dans L'Univers"

anyonc out there who can give a docont {ranslation ? I think I can guess
the meaning, but I'm not surc.

Sans Souci, I am told, had everything when it was now. #Floors of marble
and mosaic, walls of polishod mehogany, picturcs, tapestries and drapcs, imported
from Europes Under the floors, conduits carried a cold mountein stream (which later
emorged in e fountain), thus providiag tho King with air conditioning. ‘“here wero
also a good many bathroons, a fanitastic luxury for tho timcse

From Le Cap you can see tha Citedslle, but thon not again until it is upon
yous It's on & sort of mountain, beyond Sans Souci.

In his later ycars, Christophe became a tyrant:e [He spont e fortune in
money, and more in human life, to construct a grest fortress. Onc can photograph
the thing ho built, but a little picture is imadequate. One camnot describs its
aura of pain and power.

Three thousand feet above soa level, wherc the air is thin and sharp, it
thrusts its massive stons prow forward in a vain attempt to dominate the Universo.
Porhaps that is a key word concerning the Citadellec. Vaine Its walls are a hundred
and forty feot high. They are covered with a lichen which is locally callad
"Christophe's Bloode" They are 20 to 30 feot thicke They wore built to house what
amounts to a modern Division, fifteon thousand men Y Thero are four gun corridors,
270 feet long and 30 foet wide, vith ports for firinge I think wost of the original
365 giant cemnon arc still there. How, save under a tyrant, could human beings bo
induced to cerry such monstrous weapons over so inadequate a trail at heights whoro
cach breath is a lwxury ? Somec of the cannon havo Roman mames, such as Scipio,
Romulo end Remoe I sew another one with Liberté, Egnlité, Fratornité inscribed, and
yot another with 'Honi Soit Qui Mal Y Pensc,' which I seem to recall is the motto
of the Knights of tho Garter. Thore are hundreds of smaller guns littering the
battlements.

Christopho had a section of forty rooms constructed for himsclf and his
family. This included a billiard room with two sentry boxes and an open fireplaco b

There wore immonse store-rooms for amrunition, and a factory for the
menufacture of gunpowders Hospitols, dungeons, treasurc chambers, cgverything, buried
in the dark foundations of this great pile of stone. Eight hugo wator cisterns, four
of thom covered (for drinking water), built into the walls. Plus catch basins and
roservoirs for rain weter.

It took sixteen years, the agony of countless tons of thousands, to build
the Citedelle La Forriere; and all as a safoty procaution ageinst an attack that
never camee The infamy of tho Citadelle, the cost in human lifo, was too much.

at the Cathedral at Limonade, Christophe suffered a stroke. His palaco
guards revolted opunly. The King locked himself in his chambeors, and, taking out a
silver bullet, (forged : - - years bofore with some morbid procognition), he shot
himself,
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Tho sueen and one faithful courticr dragged the King's body from Sans
Souci, up tho long treil to the Citadelle. f%horc, high on the ramparts of the
fortress that proved the symbol of his doom, thoy dumped Christophe's body in a pit
of quicklimee On that spot, above thu pit, is Christophc's momment. It is typical
of Haitian comctorics, made of heavy stone, like a small building. Heavy stonc, to
prevont the dead from walkinge. Perhaps & silver bullet also, to prevent a bocor
from making zowbi of the King.

In death, even as in life, Christophe rose higher than other mone IHigh to
tho stark walls of the Citadelles Hore, I am fairly sure, Napoleon will never assail
hims The inscription reads:

CI-GIT IE ROI HENRY CHRISTOPHE
NE IE 6 OCTOBRE, 1767, MORT IE
20 OCTOBRE, 1820, DONT Li DEVISE
EST: JE RENAIS DE MES CEMDRES

I was standing on the parapet, I should imagine somewherc near the spot that
Christorhe was vhen ho marched a platoon of his Royal Dahomets off the odge to demon-—
strate their loyalty (for a visiting foreign dignitery), when I mot Delzniffce

"You're an .morican, arcn't you ?" ho said.

"Yos," I blurted out, not thinking that it could bo the wrong answors

"I thought you were the one," ho continmucde "Come one I%a giving you a
ride to Port au Prince."” ;

SassapnermanEEel

Deliniffo is like looking in a rose~colorod mirrore He looks like ma, only
nora soe He has the same sort of cavelier, heroic look that in drunken momonts I
fancy I might haves I was thundor-struck by this resemblance, though he hardly
scomaed to notices o made our woy back to Sans Souci, whore he proudly showed me his
orange Volkswagone. I sometimos think the world is complectoly in the grasp of thosc
prognant German roller-skatess I wonder if tho U.S. has obJjocted to their salo in
Cuba yot ? Or if thoy arc sold in Cuba ? Suroly they must be 4 But I digress.
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Deiiziffo told me that he was the sole proprictor of the Port au Prince
Young lMen's Taoist Association, Turkish Bath, and Electric Fencing Clube This mado
him a2 porson dear to my heert, having developed a _passion for fencing in Berlin.
4 real live foncing mester was Jjust what I ventods Mot {o mention that I had never
seen Electric Iencing. Deliaiffe secmed to me, from the start, a True Fane

Unfortunately, he continued, the Club would soon be closed, and ho would
bo moving souths This was to be his last scheduled frip to Le Cap bofore he cleared
out his possessions. There had been some 'pressure' ever since he opened the place,
which was, aftor all, a place for persons of Liberal philosophical viewpoint, to
gathor and drink thomscelves under the table; or, as happened onc night, under a
gigantic canvas which stands against tho wall.

The Heitians boar no bitter hatrod for smericans. This onc thing onnobles
thom, in my oyos, boyond beliefs. One has only to see Obin's painting of the
crucifixion of Charlomaigne Perault to undorstand my feelings Criticism of the
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British for their Colonizl practices hes alweys boon high in the U.S., but
the cnornity of the ooccupation of Haiti by the U.S. .arine Corps is equal to anything
done by Britain in all hor ycars. at onc point a certain Smedloy Butler ordorod
threc thousand liarinos to exterminate all the Cacos in the Contral Platoau. It was
this nessacre which onded in the ambushing of Perault noar Grande Riviere du Nord and
the roping of his doad body to e door as a 'warning' to guorrillas.

T suppose I'd better shut up about this topic. Iy dislike of militarism
is well knovm; and it does not overlook the recent aggrossions of Heiti agoinst the
Dominicanse Back to the orange Velkswagen.

The trip to Port au Princc wont smoothlys I slopt most of the way. On
occasions whon I did awako, Deiiaiffe glanced ovor to be sure I was conscious, then
continued a somovhat onc~sided conversation on poetry. Mostly this consisted of his
reciting Haitian pootry, pertly in patois, then translating. One of the poens I
especially liked, so I had him dig up a good English translation for mes I think
it's by Rodman, but I'm not sure. (Tho trenslation). The poom is by Roumere, and
goes ;

Black bird of my heart, whose breasts arc oranges,

llare savory than eggplant-stuffed=-vrith-crab, you please
1y taste bettor than tripe in peppor=pot;

Dumpling in peas end aromatic tea arc not so hote

You are the corned boof in my heart's custom house;

The meal-in~-syrup in my throat; the grouso

Smoking on the platter, stuffed vith ricce

Crisper than sweot potatoss, browmer than fish-fries,
ity hunger follows you = no wonder crude,

You whose buttocks are so rich in food

Haitian poetry is & voritable foast of raro (and sometimos woll-dono)
imagory, It's unfortumnte that most of the best Haitian poetry is in Creole, and
lacks decent translotions Except, of course, into Fronch; which does me no good
at all,

It was in Port au Princ: that I once again became infatuated with a beautiful
wanens The madness of tho city, porhaps, or just tho tropical climate; whatevers

I tried to grok the city at onc great gulpe I ran medly hither and yon,
absorbing atmosphore in evory nook and cramy. It was, I thought, the opportunity
of e lifotines 'hat other city would have the ncrve to namo a major thoroughfare
the Boulevard Herry Truman ? I ate my lunch cach day on the groon in front of the
splondid National Palacce (Usually mangoes or plantain, but sometimes my fevourite:
papayas)e I saw tho savegely gorgoous paintings in the Protostant Episcopal
Cathedral, with thoir harsh and wonderful sensc of coloure In tho Iron Merket I
met a young women of the g¢lite, by the simple expediont of bumping into hor and
spilling hor baskot of cashews. I apologized profuscely, and was quite surprised
when she enswercd in halting Tnglish.

iy hoart was taken b That night I composod an oxquisito little opistls,
roquosting that she be my guost and companion for dinnor and a showe (You might guess
. : : i L 3

P
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how bedly I had fallen; I wes still living on my ship's pay, and trying to find a
Vay Homo)e Thon I had Deliaiffo translate it into Fronch and send it to the elito
beauty by mossongere A1l night I drcamed of her delicate features, tho coffee-with-
croan softness of o shoulder that had been cxposed by the light tropical drosse

In tho morming thore was 2 messcngor at the doore .o small coal-black boy
woaring a light rod shirte Ho grinned cruclly as ho hended me a delicato pink
envelopa, then ran off down thc stroete Insido the porfumcd cnvelopo, bearing my
name in a thin, feminine script, was a printcd picce of papore I had Deliniffo
translato for me.

Tt was a polite 'MNo Thank-You'! written with all the finesse of John Ve
Campbell on a good days In short, a bloody printed rejection slip %
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Shortly thercaftor, crestfallen, I went south with Delkiffa, to Jordmic, tho
city of Poetse The last lcg of this journey is woll worth describinge It's only
sixty-five miles, but it takes waell over eight hours, provided you don't run into
landslides, floods, or any of the other usual hazards.

Theroc is a roads It was built around 1930, and is a little wider than a
Jjoope dbout a foot and a half wider than the orange Volkswagen, I'd saye It has not
been repaired since it was builte (iiaybc this is a hasty conclusion. Maybe it was
ropaired and then used as a tost site for small atomic weapons)s. It winds around
mountains up to six thousand fect in the 2ir. It is. slowly crumbling awaye

I got somewhat of a thrill when Delfaiffoe stoppod to give me a lecture at a
placo vhore the road dropped off into 2 bottomloss pite Occasionally one could heoar
a littlo dirt crumble, as he talked on:

"This is the Gouffre Effrayent,® he said, as I nervously noted tho absance
of a guard rail or a rctaining walls "The cliff drops two thousand fect straight
dovm at this pointe at tho bottom is tho Glace River, which continucs for about fiva
milose 4t the end of its icy turbulence it drops into a black pit in the baso of a
cliff, and, so far as anybody knows, nevor cmerges. again. I wonder how many pcople
fall in ocach year ? No-onc would over kmow what happoned to them, you know,"

LPter that things got oasiore I figurcd that if I had survived the Glace
River Gorgo, I could got by anything. Including the three impassable rivars ahoade
The rivers, it turned out, wora -casicr than T oxpoctad. The last of the three, tho
Grende .nse, is spamned by a :F450,000 steel suspons1on bridgee Tho bridge is fondly
raferred to as Estomo's Follys .

esavInSEBERROE NS .

So congratulate us, gocd peoplee Here we are in Jereomic, the woirdest,
wildest city on carth. Thae City of Pootse Thc pastel houses hore, perched ono
atop the other, are at constant wor with the inseticble frangipani, as aro tho little
triangular tin dove cotes perched everywhera there isn't a house. Tho frangipani
seams intont on possossing evorythinge '/hat other flowers there are, including
every kind of orchid you can imagine, literally grow from cracks in tho wallse
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The town has electricity, produced by a single Diesel plate This suffices
to @lluminate the town by night, unless the local movie house is showing a picture.
Then all the other lights in town go out.

There are beautiful black and white sand beaches outside of tovme
Unfortunately, I don't swime If any of you folks want an undisturbed vacation, this
is the place for ite There aren't any signs pointing to the beaches, and as they
are down among the rocks at the basae of cliffs, you aren't likely to find them
unless you are, like me, an insatiable walker.

The only worthwhile cafd in tovm is called the "Nirvamna ("

I am told that further out, at the headwaters of the Tibwron, are rain
forests as dense as those in New Guinea. Thero arc people there, some of them 80
and 90 years old, who have nover seen a white mane I wonder if they have missed
anything ?

About five miles out of town is the airport. It's at the end of an awful
mud roade I don't blame thein though, for not fixing it. The winds are so
urpredictable, and the currents so pcculiar, that it is seldom useds The approach
by sea is just as bad, or worse, and the result is that the wharf has just about
crumbled aways You now know why Jerdmiec is so isolatede It's one of the most
beautiful places I've cver beons

The natives (all of thom mad) paint pictures, beautiful primitives, on old
48~inch Pathe racords.

aAnd on the subject of mad natives, I might as well montion our curroent
plighte Last weck Deliaiffe managed to get in a little tiff with the locals over the
honor of a certain young lady. He was, oh, defending her honor with someone he
should have avoidecds Theo Garde d'daiti gave him a short while to get out of town;
only to 'provent complications,!' you understends They made it clear that thoy would
prefer he left the country.

So far as I krow, thae Zl1-fcoling doesn't carry over to mee But I came to
town with him, and I can't sneak the language, so I have no way of saying vhat the
feeling toward me ise Therciore I Lave decided to leave with hime Ho is an amiable
chape

Aiiii bV Cnc thing I have to mention is Vaudauwe It pervados the island
like a wondrous inccnsc, and flavours everythings But my stay has been too short.
The only ceromony I saw was presided over by a singularly in-adept houngan, vhose
tonolle was ill-kept. Therc was only one crisc de possession. The loa who mounted
was a paacoeful, minor sort of spirit. The foecling of the religion, nonctholoss,
is out of this (or rather, that) world.

Paople have been known to go mad after only two wocks in Jerémie, isolatade

LU BL L BN BN ]
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Deliaiffo just came ine. He has rented us each a passage on a banana boat
chartered by Habansxe I think hec has some pull with the companye We'll have to
drive overland, back across that damnable road, to Les Cayes. Jo'll pisk up tho bozt
thero, and after one stop in the Dominican Republic, it's heading for Now Yorke.

So it looks as if I'll make it back to the Statos in timo for the Pacificon after

2lls Scee you therc.

Don Studebaker

Jorémic, 196k

+ 4+ 4+ + + + +
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THE POZTWAN BROUGHT euaes

letters from friends, comnenting on some of
the features in 0Z~1. Re "I Can't Seem to Break the Habit, Doctor see' :

GRAY HALL of Tewkesbury, Glos., said: "actually ii so happens that my great-grand

father knew a chap called Bridges who'd never
even heard of Napoleon, and thouzht France was the girl next door, but he told me
the outcome of this duel between Dupont and Fournier-Sarlovese .. Someone suggested
they toss a coin to see who should have the honour and benefit of shooting the other
at point blank range ... they thoucht it was a great idea ... and they congratulated
the bloke, "Sacre Bleu, vous etes le grand tete, mon aini %" "Ah oui, oui, oui" and
other Sharle Boyer phrases ... and they clubbed together to get a coin .. and then
they ... tossed & good old llapoleon franc ... and it landed on edge .. S0 both the
soldiers drow their pistols ... and shot the bloka who suggested it ... since they
were only a pair of thwarted sadists anyway, this satisfied their urges and they
went home to rcad Victor iugo ... or hadn't he been born then ... my knowledge of
French literaturo is abominarbl e.."

WARY REEZD of Banbury, Oxon. , said: "P'raps those Fronch gonts stopped fighting

because it was time farOxo «.. or thoy saw
rick in the distance e.. or a camol kicked thom s.. " ‘lhich is, of course, all
disgracefully in-groupish, and I wouldn't have included it except that I understand
OMPA is duc to hear more of lizry in the noar future. Jluch moro ee.s You Have Been,
as the warning notice says, 'Jarned %

E.C. TUBB of London said: "Re the dusl ~ couldn't thoy havo been doing somcthing
othor than using normal weapons ? I mean, onc could
have challonged the other to a drinking match - no wondor they made it last "

CHRIS FRIEST of Brentwood, Essex, sacid: "This chewing-gum opecrae. Jcll, it all
scems & 1little improbable to mece I mean,
chewing-gum cards aren't cxactly the highest form of Jjowrmlism, are they ? It
reminded me of something I once read in a comic when I was a kid; about these two
Prussian officers who had a facc-slapping contost. It scems they clouted each
other for 300 howrs, a fact which struck me as being not so much remarkable for its
duration, but for its high level of ontertaimment. %ihen, in a subsequent issuc of
that comic, this fact was apologotically withdrawn, with the addended note that the
duration was only 30 hours, my estimation for tho magazine, and admiration of
Prussian officers went dovm in parallel proportion. I therofore view this statement
about tho two gallant Fronch officers witho the gravest approhension. But, proparecd
as I alvays an to suspend disbelicf for the sake of itself, 1'll mccept that they
went on fighting for 19 yoarse All I'm working round to is that I oxpect the ducls
finished for one of the following reasons: (1) Thoy werc both lousy shots and/or
swordsmon; or (2) The duel was cventurlly won. (This sccond assumption is based on
the aforementioned dependability of chowing-gum fanzine inscrts). That thay both
forgot vhat thoy worc at odds about, I think inost unlikely. lien of honour and
all that, y'know. Anymy, wasn't that the duty of the seconds, to read out the
issue at stake before ocach ducl ? Sorry, Beryl, I must rogard this piece of
historical rescarch as whinsy. Distrossing though this may be to you. "
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And NIMA ricDOVAGH of Kirkby, Lancse, said: "I think I know why those two blokes

ceasod duelling «.. after all those
years of fighting without getting anywhere, they saw a psychiatrist in a bid to rid
themselves of their obsessions During the treatment it wes discovered that they
were not two, but onc man only. sand he had a duel personality."”

Re "le're Human Too ! (I Think ...)"

CHRIS FRIEST said: "This herc article about minority crank-cases (that's what my
car is sufforing from at presont) struck right home. Fandon

is gonarally regarded by my immcdiato cirecle of mundanc fricends to be an assorted
rag-bag of layabouts, hobos and junkies. (In the intellectual sense, that is). In
that respect, this dissertation should ring a true note with most fanse If they'ro
anything like mo, they'll feoel a misfit, at thoe very least. Onc of fandom's
oncumbrancas over the past fiftceon yoars or so has boon the wvery close affiliation
of the flying saucor brethren. It's really surprising how many times I am asked
questions about saucers, and I'vo never teken much intercst in tho subjecte You
made quite a point herc, Beryl, about thom-up-there Jjust watching us., But I think
you've missed the point as to why they'rc watching us. Scientific exporiment ?
Awe ? Entorteimment ? Or porhaps thoy're just waiting for us to blow owrselves
up ?" (+( How should I know, Chris ? How should anybody know, until "They” choosa
to toll us ?)+). "Thore's nothing original in this sort of thinking; sf has
speculated about it many timcse The trouble coinos on the last linc ... you claim
a caertain kinship with those flyingsaucornauts. 'hy ? ‘'’hat hos boing a crackpot
minority have to do with alicns in space ?"

(+( I was roferring to the fact that humen beings who are "difforent" aro
trcated with suspicion, ridiculc, or evon foar. Alicns—in-our-midst would thereforoc
bae treatod in the same way - only more so. Sac ? )+)

GRAY Hall, said: "I think 'Jo're Human Too V' reveals your possimistic outlook on

world affairs in genoral, ovon if your own appearance is one of
optimisice 'Thoe world isn't roally such a bad places Recad Loibnitz somotimcs «s»
it's bettor then Yeast-Vite ess"

And re "Party at Peyton Placc," heoavkon unto Gray agnin:

"T do understand tho difference between loving and being in love, but I've
not roally had too much success in expraessing it to othor pooples Zsapccially girl-
friondse I wish I could have Jjoincd in this argument; troublc is, I think I was in
tho other room trying it out. But I road somowhere (probably in a fanzing, so don't
exocrate mo) (watdh it %) that rowantic lovo is a relatively modern notion and it
remains only an unknown but longed-for ideal for at least 905 of tho population,
which seams fair onoughe

"But you sce, we really noed a new vocabulary for love. ‘Je necd a word for
vhat thae Grocks called ‘'agaps.'! We noed cnother for what thoy called 'Eros' (lust
is damn urmromantic)e And another for what they celled 'Platos' = though I doubt
that such an emotion can roally be anything but sublimated 'Eros' unless it is
‘agapo's But thoro ought to bo a word for it enyway. Then thore ought to be a
word for 'to bo fond of' - and that'd lcave 'love' as 'love'.

"Now which one is it tonight «ee 2"



and Chris again:

"fhe report on Rog's party started finc, but ended up as a coimont vohicle
for love and associatod Clubs. You'll give the vrong impression about that party,
you know., Now everybody will think it was reduced to Unadulterated Orge ees"

Pinally, "lissing Link" :

Chris: "It rogistored itself on my Conscious Enjoyment lieter with a resounding
zeroe I'm a traditionalist when it comes to pootry. I like rhyme and I
like motore" (+(sic)+). "Blank vorse moans as much to mo as purple prosc. Novrbs"

Ho was backed up by Ted Tubb, who said:

"You arc a poot but, tc me, you are a cheating poct. "liissing Link" was
not, agein to me, poetry. It was prose cut up into irregular lines. INow therc has
begn much argunont on just what pootry is supposed to be, but my ovn definition is
both old-fashioned, squarc and simple. Thc stuff should rhymee 7The modern stuff is
so simplae to writc that it requires no effort at 2lle Like modern abstract pzinting
vhich segans to consist of & couple of lines drawn ot random on a convenient sheot of
hardboard, modorn poetry defies Jjudgeinont bocause what are you Jjudging it against ?
No scan, no rhyme, no meter" (+(again sic %)+) 'mo sing-song whan spoken aloud, no
sound of the sea or the clop of horse's hooves, no emotional picture painted with
dancing words in a spoken songe So how do you tell if it's good, bad or indifferent?

"It +tolls o story, at least 'lfissing Link' does, but so doos a story. So
do we look far affusive phrases and macabre pictures, fantastic symbolism, etce ?
I'oe I'll stay squaro. I know that a deop, arty, aritical reviow can bo vritten
about anything and rmcan axactly nothings. At lcast, with the old stuff, you could
always say it didn't rhymo."

(+( I would dofino modorn poctry as a moro-or-less simple idea, or scrios
of ideas, couchaed in langusge which one would not usc in ordinary, cveryday
convaersation. That is, an idea dressod up in lyricisms It scoms such a pity to
waste all the besutiful words which are so rarsly used, cxcept by poets and Ray
Bradbwry eeee Aand I assurc you shat there is quite as much discipline involved in
writing modern poetry as in writing traditional poetry. Anywey, if you can bcar
to road the poem in thish, I thinl you'll find a few rhymes in it somcvherc ...
stratogically scattorod, 1ike ecc )+)

(+( Afterthought: thcrc's a phrasc up therc which appeals to me: "ees N0
gnotional picturc painted with dancing words in a spoken songe® Careful, Tcd esee
that is as near poetry as prose has any right to be b )+)

I'll let Chris have the last ward, with one of his Ghastly Gags:

"Hoy, what's madc of pastry, got no hair, and whinnies ? A piobald
oz "

Oh, ho'll hﬂve t0 GO seue

——— i S—— —

- e e . e S e ot St o

"o get herc, onc has to do the most peculicr things at Paddington." - Ethel
Lindsay, at Charles Platt's party, 27th February, 1965.
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POET'S KISS

He hes stunned my cars with words

that wheel and mount in uy head like birds
meking wild music. Now,

in tho wind-~hushed night,

nimbused by pale lamp-light,

wa pausc in the lanc.

An instant of silence, wondorful, completc,
is whirled into the hungry past

by the soft, mutod hiss

of sumner's warm rain.

Comes the staccato of hurrying feot,
torerds, with, beyond us, fast, fast «e.
("Goodnight, goodnight s..")

And then the rain, the night,

the lanc, the light,

are abruptly lost to my awareness,
crumpled into nowhere by his kiss.

A poet's kiss; it is as though
2ll the glowing words ho has powred out
have laid & potent magic on his lips,.
an exotic flavour

for mine to savour.

Something nameless stirs  within.

Byron beats in my blood,
rousing strange thundor.

In my pulse a shout

that is Brooke and Sievensons
Insistent waves of Tennyson
foam and flow over my hoad,
luring me unders.

Willingly, eagerly I go,
dowvn into that sea with liasefield's ships,
hecaring without surprise
Kipling's Song o' the Dead,
and Debussy's drownaed bells.

Bohind my closed eyes

migzhty Shakespcare wakens, whispers to me

of love that alters not, and strange inner hells.
Jords, lines, rhymcs beat about me,

and submerge e in a singing flood,

"that is life to me without theoe 2"

(#hoso voica ? ldine ? His ? Keats' ?)

"Shall I compare thee to a sumaer's day 2"
(\mosc question beats

along each quivering nerve ?)



Dazed, my lips now free

to smile, to speak,

I stare at hime Iiy voice, woak,
makes unsteady reply

from lungs that seom to surge

with some bardic urgos

"No. I am no ‘darling bud of ilay,'
I sey.

"Compare me rather to o swmer's night,
Shelley's night. 7“his night, meyba."
Thoughtfully,

his fingers trace the curve
of my still-wet check.
"Yes = you arc night;
dark, werm, tcnder, wisc ees"
("and all the world shall be in love with nighteees™)
"Have you stars ? A moon ?"
("0 moon of my delight %)
"I have all I need of light."
("She walks in boauty as thc night eee"
0, hear how tho voices blond V).

"All nights must end,"
"Yes, 21ll. Ho who
sleaps, dias
a minor doath."
"And is reswrected at swrisc."
("Como soon, soon b").

He touches tho drops that glisten
on my baro hcad,

then 1ifts his own to listen

for whatevor strange mossaga

the darknoss and his own beoing
hold for hime Unsceing,

he secms to avait same irmense
rovelation. I, very still, scan
the pointed, shadowed facc,
waiting to lcarm if I hold any place
in the life, tho hcart of this man,
who, for a timclcss moment is

no longor with me.

I know that this must be,

must happen times unnumbered,

and must bo solely his.

Yo matter; if I do not tug or oall,
he will return to my open hand,
waking as if ho had slumberode
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4t last he looks at me,

lit by the slow davm of a Joyful astonishment.
"You understand %

You know how it is with me 4"

I node "How could I not kmow,

when I, too, sometimos noeod

to search into tho vast silence

of the soul's firmoment 2V

Something is born.

Tho pool of light in which wa float

is doepened to gold by the slow
flowering of that secde

ilusic vibrates, ceach dancing gnat a noto
of silent molodies

that rise, fall, fall,

faint as single elfland's horne

The fluttering voices go

away on tho dying music's wings.
Nothing moves, or speaks, or sings.

And so
I an adnitted to the secret places of
iy love, my 1lovo eee

++ Boryl Henloy
1963

+ 4+ + + + +

"Pootry is not like reasoning, a power to be oxerted according to the
detormination of the wille A man cammot say 'I will compose poetrye' The
greatost poot even cammot say it; for the mind in creation is as a fading coal,
which soms invisible influenco, likec an inconstant wind, awakens to transitory
brightness; this power arises from within, likc the colour of a flower which fados
and changes as it is developed, and the conscious portions of our nature are
unprophatic cither of its approach or its doparture. Could this influcnce bo
durable in its original purity and force, &= it is impossible to predict the
greatnoss of tho results; but when composition begins, inspiration is alrcady on
the wane, and the most glorious poetry that has over boen communicated to the
world id probably a fecble shadow of the original concoptions of the poct.”

P. B. Sholloy, "A Dofencoe of Poetrys"
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