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You'll have to wait until tre

I'm gonna bs dead; I Rl i
lnow 1'm goma be dsad. | \ 7 | l_) bz rl fjgs sky gess behind it///Well,if

¥ Ton't my lucky day./ _ ‘IG — there's a "§" simn on top of
//1 shan't talk to you when romM Che this ksy, how do you type a

I telephone you tomorrow/// ‘ b(z ‘t capital "g" ?///I shall look
People don't generally die l D : like a totem pole in a minute///

as often as they change their jobs///It's not fair; when I run away from you you
haven't to run by my side///He criss off his alements on my shoulder///I think we
can' safely answer 'Ho' in the affirmative/'//l‘hat's why I never publish bi-annually
- I'd mever krow when my magazine was dwe out///Your tiny eyes are frozer///I don't
like mints; they don't asree with my indigestion///I couldn't find the floor and
then I looksd down and I was kneeling on it///But surely anybody in their right
senses would want to dam up this mountain stream so that iv would build up into a
mighty, raging torrent to sweep man and beast into the river ?///I danced around
in my pink socks barefoot/ /I was an agnostic until last week - then I saw "The
Robe". Ilow I'm an atheist///Iook out - fresh airl///of course, if you happen to ba
an android and have no navels...///I knew it wes prudish, but I didn't think it was
8o fiendishly clever///Just pass it off ordinarily - you lmow - just as you would
if you had besn hit by a dog///Don't bother to pay ms - just give me some morzy///
As long as I live I shall never again bet a piam///Well just for that I ho pe
somebody attacks me on my way home/'//Iook how wondsrful the moon looks tondght -
why, it's just like a Cheslay Donestsll painting!///l refuse to wear a gog-collar;
1%'s a matter of principle///I'm not being voluptuous; I'm looking for a train///
What 31g Louis says, goes - and Big Louls says you///It's your own fault - you
should talk legidbly///How can you possibly stand there, knee-deep in refrigerators,
eee///1'd clean forgotten about Burgess; isn't it lovely when you can//He was a
lexican estate agent - a sort of pzon-hut vendor///Do nuns' eyeballs disappear when
they pray ?///I don't suppose you can blame her. Wall - probably you could, but I
don't think yau will seeing that you couldn't care less whether she even exists or
not///I'm in 2 zullible position///I wouldn't go live in a penthouse 'cos £ldous
fuxley or somebody would come and drop dead dogs on us///I'1l bet that man's just
boen doing a murder because his shoes ars all muddy///He goes around knocling
people out and solving othar peoples troubles; you know -~ a gort of strong man's
Patience Strong///That shows I'm not aslzep because if I was I'd have wakened up
by now///T know why the lousy ones are lousy, but what T want to know is why are
the good ones lousy ?///The customers always riot///ic ovld you like to live on
the ec'iﬁég of civilisation like this, with nothing betwsen you and the golf-links ?
//"/Oh, this is hopeless! W:'re having such an interesting conversation and I can't
hear it!///Kissing and making love is only like shaking hands really; isn't i%
funny that 1t's so different ? ///You mean he's died ? Ghod - what will he be doing
next ?///He was & lian of Letbers - letters like 'Whan are you going to pay me the
money you ows ms ?', 'What have you been doing %o my daughter.?', etc.///He was a
kind-faced mah, or rather, a tramp///I thought the best thins o do was get another
house so I wouldn't havs to bother distempcring ths staircase///Yes I know, but this
is a new tradition///I wonder if therc's enough tea left in hers to throw out Y T4
I'm gTad to see you've got “he thing that smiles behind your face back with you///
fle was a bit of an illiterats swine on the quiet///We're mwi snoggingiwe're just |
keeping warm///I suppose you get on all risht with them iF you just refuse to
acknowledge their existence///ll,902 moths wers trapped at Little Horton in 1952
///Rry walking through the hotel lobby in your underpants///She could outgrabe a
mome rath on any wabe in the world///ind this 1s our little bungle of love Ty,

To blame (in no order whatever) are:fric Demscliffe,brian Var ley,Harry Turner,Pat
Loolan,James Thurber, Ken Potter, Mike wallace, Tom VWhite,Sheila, liassel',comebody
in a rilm, Vernon Ashworth, and a clutch of folk who shall remsin mercifully cnon.
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CEMETERY

WALLS

A PROUD ANU HUMBLS THING: Of a gudden I feel proud and - yes - kinda humble. &
AT little of the vast and mighty sweep of Man's conguest
of crude Nature has entered into my soul and I feel a little awed. I have-Seen a
man, naked and alone, ( naked, that is, except for shirt and pants and sweater and.
all the usual things, and alone except for his wife downstairs and so on) - I have
seen this man take a huge and monstrous chunk of raw and hostile environment and
shape it into a thing of meaning and co-ordination. And I have seen the fruits of
‘his labour; I have seen Order created out of Primseval Chaos by the exercisas of
Man's ingemuity, and the sight has reached deep into my soul and thrilled me. The
fact of the matter is, I have filed all my fanzines away.

Whereas previously they were plled many feet high all
over the bedroom floor, now they rest in perfect harmony in properly catalogued and
indexad files, in neatly numbercd and cross-refcrenced boxes. Where before there
was only mounting confusion, now my eyes find nothing but sweet and perfect Order.
And my spine tingles a little.

Tonight a friend came and in the course of our talk
I told him of an article I had written for a fanzine. And in that moment I felt a
wondrous lifting of spirit to know that I was one of the first Trus Human Beings -
one of those creaturss who rose from srchaioc mud and evolved Ehrough a2 million
trillion years to a final climactic state of being able to file fanzines. 1 kmew
that I could go and look in my book and instantaneously I would know just vhere"
that fanzine was. And that is what I did and how I became so overawed by the fine-
ness of it all.

Of course I couldn't get to the fanzine because of the
other five big boxes pil:d on top of the one it was in but that isn't the point,.

VEIRY BELATED THANKS: are hareby offered to Michael Rosenblum, who is a Good Man,

for the use of his Ghlorious Ghestetner in running off the
last issue of ROT'. Upon whose pounding presses the current issue will first glimpse
the light of day still remains to be seen, but they can rest secure in the expect-
ation of acknowlasdgment within a generation or two.




GIDEON'S NIGHT: One thing hag often intsrimed me, when steying in hotels. In
ST even the barest of rooms - thoe containing merely a bed, a hale
inch strip of linolsum and the r°"mains of Gueat Avwt Maud's invalig chair - there
1s always a Bible, 1f there is w.y semblanze of a dressing tebls in the room,
the Bible - virginally untouched - lies uron it. Open it, and inside, on the very
first page, appear these words, "Placed by ths Gideons,".

I have wondexed much act thsse Gideonsg, Who are they ?
do thsy feel impellad to place Bibluis in Dettolis.d hotel rooms ? Are they lab-
ouring under somsa sort of Divine Injunstion, or some Eternal Torment, which dooms
them to wander through the ages and out to Lternity Placing Biblesg on worm-eaten
dressing tabl.s in worm-eaten hotels 9 7 have wondered much,

Hany a time, in fact, I havs imagined myself waking in the
heavy dark of night o discern a shadowy filgure fumbling at the creéaking dresser,
As my eyes probe the gloom I 8v¢ that it 1g g man, clothed in black from head to
foot, wearing a cloak and a bro~i~brimmed hat like a 'Sandeman! wine trade-mark,
As I gradually mske out Iors of his vapue figure he bocomes awarc of my wakeful-
ness. Turning towards thé bed he 2ays, in a sonorons and peaceful voice:

"I 3y 813 right, my scn, hsve o fear, I am a Gideon,"

: But he won't cotan 3 unawares, Forewarned is forearmed ang
it is wot for nothing that I have ‘magined this scene to myself nine hundreg anm
thirty four times, Assuming the rele of a roistering farmerty lad, with an ease
born of nine hundred and thirty forr rehearsals, I ghall breeze boozily at him;

"Well, nah, Ah'm a bit of a giddy 'un, meself, lad. Let's go
dahn an' taye a drink,"

BEWARE OF FROUT'S IROING: . One of the major saving gracss of By erstwhile secre-
£ mbg : ® .1 tary, Eeryl, was that she was halfway crazy, rather
like a fan, 4t times it helped the day to p2s3 most pleasantlyy One of her more
lovable fbiblls was,an.imaginary Thing, of unspecified nature, by the name of
Frout, 'Onozday. coming across the words tion Froing' on the back of a piece of
carbon papeil(it@later transpired that +he »orcds were 'Non Fading' but they werg
nearly'illegiblg due to fading) 1 Wrotc Boryl a notey ;

"What does 'Froing! meah ? It ssys on this carbon paper
" “'Non Froing'. 1Is this fome diabolical Mmachination of
iy UL
She wrote bagks

"Frout certalnly had 8 hand in it, but it 45 5 process
which he hasy't perfected yet, ard he was rather hoping
Yo keep 1% quiot,* When it is completed, 1 gather it jg
going o Prove itsslf g typically Froutian agert of
destruction;”_

I replieds : ;
: : "Oh, you mean Just amtlier eahems to swecp Wan ang
Bazst from the face of the carbn in o raging holo-
caust of deasl and destruction, Or sors thing like
that ¢v il ]

Beryl's final nots said;

"YGSu" L . F



WE WENT TO THE THEATRE: Just the other night. Now, Sheila and I have known each

other for upwards of four years, and in that time we have
been to the theatre ( the 'live' theatre, as some people, withous ary justification
in my opinion, would have it) just twice. The other nighi we went for the third
time - to ssa "Dracula%

The opering was reasonable croush, the sort of thing wou
might expect in any play. A man with a green face stood =t ihe front of the dark-
ened stage and emitted a casual sory of scream, before walking off calmly through
a door at the'rear. After the first three mirnutes of +the play, the explanation
became obvious - it had - cn aither Bram Stoker or som~one who had already scen
the performance, :

: T:'0 action ( if that is not toc strong a word) of the
play takes place in Jonathan Harker’s house on Fampstead Heath, where his wife
is languishing 'in a state of acu% anaemla and a pair of ornate earrings. His
friend, Dr, Seward, is baffled ( %n addition to simple-mirded and spinally-para-
lysed, to judge from his performznce). So his friend, Dr. Ven Helsing is sent
for. He is horrified. However, bsing a brilliant fellow, in whom everyone
‘continually stzkes their lives, reputatio:s =nd unshckesble faith, while disp-
uting ‘every word he says, he forms his suspiciois aiter only “hree Acts. He
knows that a vampire or wesrewolf (he is mot sure vhich and remains in this state
right up to the final curtain) or somethirg mysterious is at the bottom of it
- all. The others beg him to tell them whom hs suspects. He porders long and
deeply and eventually confides in them that he has just the teenlest, weeniest
doubts about Count Dracula, who has recently taken the house nsxt door amd the
liverty of wandering in and out of Harksr's houce whenever the fancy takes him,
1.6. whensver he gets hungry. They rccoll in herror 2nd asgk him if he is sure.
'Oh no, he says, he ceértainly isn's sure., I+ is only the morest whiff of a
suspicion based on such inconsequsntial 11itle ti.ings as the CouEE':howing no
reflection in a mirror, gibberinz incohercntly ai the sigh® of garlic and
becoming uncontrollably ravenous upon seeing huvman bleod. They will just have
to wait for any real evidence. And walt they do. Even though Dracula himself
tries to help them by wandering in régularly every “hroo minuted and telling
- them, in words thinly disguised by dint of having rbre thsn ons syllable, that
he 18 a vampire,

Strangs sounds and gights surround them. In the middle
of one oonversation Dr. Seward and Van Helsing are interrupved by blood-curdling
scraamg. Ven Helsing looks perturbed for a woment { he is a very emotional .-
fellow), but Br. Seward smiles moilifyingly. "It is nothing," he says, "Just
ny lunatic asylum across the road."” Van Helsing looks relieved.

A short while latver thay are szgairn interrupted by
screams., Van Helsing seems irritatsd. Dr. Seward 1s spologetic. ™1 imagine
my men have him under lock and key by now" he rays. From the noise he was making
1 think that my own guess that they had him on ¢h2 rack was ncaver the truth.

Peering ovt cf the window in th= depth of nighi,
Jonathan Harker sees a strangsz shapa at the botiom of the garden. "It locks
like a big dog" he tells them. "Ars yon surg jii's a big deg ?" gaaps Van
Helsing. Peace-loving, imperturbsbls, Haﬁﬁgfead Heath-dwelling Harker takes
another look to pacify him. "Well" he sayc, in a Happy Solution tone of voice,
"It could be & wolf."

An inscct-zating lunatic by the name of Ranfisld breaks
out of the asylum and irto thc house, and on bended knees implores ths rost of
the cast to leave immediately {adequate preof, in my eyea, that ke was every bit
as sane as the rest of us - and feli pret’sy mech the same way o). After h- has
gone on in this vein for some consicerabls tims he is tekéEn away,’ s5ill entreating



them to fly for their lives. One of the company makes a critical remark, but Harker,
always a thoughtful man, says slowly: "Still, you know, --- I think he came heore
for a particular reason."

After Dracula kills Renfield - almost before their eyes - for treachery ( or food)
they decides that The Time Has Come¢ To Do Somecthing About Him. Accordingly, the
next scenc opens to show Van Helsing, Seward and Harker grouped sround an earth-
box (ostensibly in a dark crypt) containing one serene-looking vampire. Van
Hesling is carrying a short brush handle with which, after meaningful glances all
round, he lunges &t Dracula's heart and, with unerring accuracy, hits the wall
four feet away from Drecula's left shoulder. A black cloth immzdiately drops over
Dracula's facs. ( I didn't know +that things happened this way; obviously I must
bring my studies on the mechanics of vampire-killing up to date.) Van Helsing
then delivers everyone into God's hands (wherc they should have been right from
the First Act) and ths curtain falls. {bkiy brother Verron sxpressed the opinion
that it was a shame¢ about Van Helsing missing with the stake because the man who
played Dracula also produced the play.)

WHEN THE POTTERS HAD « PAHIY:; Wwe went. We have been to several of their parties,

in fact, but the particular one I am thinking of
was Ken's 21st birthday party. We went by bus and travelled through 70 miles of
universally flooded countryside and a non-stop downpour and learned when we got
there that the tenant of the flat abovc the Pottsrs' had gone out camping for the
weeksnd after hear ing that they werec having a party. { "Would you like to come
down for a sort of housewarming drink ?" Irene asked him when they first moved in,
"4nd hdve you got a bottle opener ?") We all stood on the path in the pouring :
rain while Irene searched through her handbag for the door key. After several
minmutes of this she turned and smiled a% us; "It's nice tc be looked up to" she

said.

Dave Wood and Brenda were there, along with Harry °
Hanlon, Roy Booth, an army friend of Xen's by the name of Don,
plus Xen and Irene and Sheila amd I. Also present, though
in sound only, were Louils Armstrong, Big Bill Broonzy
and a fellow who tried to pass himsclf off as Charlie
Parker but whose real identity, I was assursd,was
God. The party, naturally, was indescribable.
A1l I can offer are a few rather battered
memories and the more printable items out
of half a pocket-book-full of quotés.
Such asg:
"Harry has a theory ~-he had

We interrupt this a theory when he was sober,

magazine to bring you the

2 anyway."

gound of the Vega-Arcturus Or:

exprass rocket hurtling along _f?j\\\\ "Let me go back to my

its starry path to Vega (or possibly \\\g husband - I'm fed-up
)

Arcturus):

NN of men,"
" POCKETA ,POCKETA s o« vo s+ o s o o POCKETA , POCKETA S J ‘
tesseveoss IP(X)ETA ,POCI{ETA. cse OPOCmA’ \\\ ‘ OI‘ evens
e B %,
RO e o 5 POD e e B8 s s e e B \k

Ch, well, we may as well return you to the ~x§3%\
magazine - there will be nothing more to
hear from the Vega-Arcturus Express.



"It'1l probably fall on its nose - if it gets that far."

(The 'It' was a paper aeroplane. The young fan of today is nothing if not techn-
ically minded.) Ariong the battersd memorizs is one of Dave and Brenda trying to
leave in the early hours of the morning on the strength of an appointment with
toast and crumpets at Brenda's house. With a flight of fiery oratory, it seems, -
I persuaded them %Yo stay, and clinched the matter with the indisputable argument
that {so it says in this little book) "the ethercal soul does mot cry out for
toast and crumpets."

Then there was FXen's comment about Harry; "Perhaps he's talking
by human standards - he gets them at the mwost peculiar times." And Harry's own .
desperate "I work somewhere - just a minute, I'11l remember,"

And theén there was the Fur Teacup. When everyone was in the most
receptive mood (in a 'succulent mood' as Irene said about Harry) I told them about
an exhibit at the 1936 Surrealist Exhibition ( you will notice that I keep absol-
utely up-to-the-minute with my reading; in these turbulent times it is the least
a man can do. There is no telling, for instance, wh2n this fellow Hitler will
start to make trouble.) This exhibit was a fur teacup, in a fur saucexr, with a
fur spoon ( I am not sare whether. it was a solid exhibit or just a palntlng,
with the Surrealists either ssems oqually likely). When I had first seen a picture;
of this thing it had struck me as being quite illogically revolting and I wanted
to find out i1f other people felt the scme way about it. Apparently they did.

My simple matter~of-fact description of it turned Don a pa’e shade of green, sent
Roy retching across the room, Harry tripping over outsprawled legs and feet in a
mad dash for the door, and nauseated Ken. I was satisfied.

But before the night was done we werc to far outsalne the Surrealists.
For, rlslng phoenix-like out of the emolde ring embers of our conversation, there
cams forth a vitally new, I might almost say a rfvolutionary, concept to astound
the mind of man ~ a Braille Spittoon! After UL*J,“WeFEHQny firther eminences,
we wondered, left to the human mind ? (Xen subsequently used this as the title
of his BRENNSCHLUSS colwan. )

As for the rest, 'Cry Havoc, and let slip the unchecked quotes' as
I don't doubt for a minute Shakezpeare would have said had he been there

"Self respect demands that you should be siclk."
"You have the sexiest toenzils in the North of England."
"I was voted the fan most ‘likely never to wake up again."

"Ghod, there's life in the other room - or if there isn't Ken's
laughing at Death."

"Ah, now Just a minute. Something comes back to me. I fell in the
[srz\)al s Elaliola iane SRl

"It's a most ridiculous system expecting human beings t© stand erect
on two feeti" _
"I'11 be struck off the list of Alcoholics inonymous."

"Harry's one of the Undead Dead; only this morning he isn't so Undead":

" I am a man of the world; the trouble is I'm still trying to find
out which world." :

e e B e e 3 e e e B B B e
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Don't you remcmbor that terrific party
up in your roocm - or weren't you at
that ons ? /// He “hought: there are
two kinds of things going on around -
hers. One is the kind of thing I
undorstand, and the othsr is the kind
of thing I don't understand. /// I'm
too intelligent -~ thatt!'s your trouble.
/// 1 shall have & letter writtsn to
youl /// That®a rot a quote - that’s a
cry from nmy hears. /// Thers's only one
person I wan* to be lustful with,with
all dus respect to my fiance./// I'm
going to make up a T.S.Eliodt sort of
poem about you./// Oh, I'm unhappy
really - that's why I lavgh so much.
-/// Unhinge your zind 1f you'rs siop-
pings/// Oh’ - helio, Vicar./// I'm
fed-un - usveryshing I drop falls on
the floor.,/// Tay did you say "Good
Heavens", I'm only wearing a hat 2///
Oh, I loaune being kisced by Pegple'
/// It's only me; I'm semi-private.///
ie pretendgs to Be €0 intellectual with
his dead dogsl/// I don't mind elo-
phants eating weople./// It's a sort
of a mshaphysical hon.///T don't know
many womén but Skosec I do Ynow would
soonér shoot % in Shz guts than spzek
a civil word./// Don't you coms into
my house damning soculs! /// Kill him,
ki1l him - he's goirg to winl/// I
didn' t egIc i eRlh offf Al Shhas prlm-
aeval clime for rnothing, /// You'vy
got a Portugusse ian O'War in your
bosom, I cen scé that./// I've got a
wondarful vocabulary but I can't use
it because I don’i kiaow how to scay

things,///

Thanks tos Le2 Hoffman, Thtodore
Sturgeon, Beryl Nuitsr, Rev.Richard
£Allen, Sheila Ashworth, Vernon Ash-
worth, and othc:s including our old
friend, mz.

HEsn 7

Your questions answered by Johnny 'Mamu'
Nordegg

Can you plait sawdust ?
I am sorry but I can only deal with
se¢rious anguiries here.

> D

§: Why does one always raisc one's hat
whon meeting a lady ¢

A: This mannerism datcs from the time,
many ycars ago, when it was customary
to carry somc¢ small animal on tho top
of th¢ head in case one “suddenly became
hungry, met a monkey-less organ grinder,
etc, It was then usual when meeting a
lady to raise one's hat to show her that
one was not carrying a dog or a monkey
on top of one's hcad and she nced havs
no fear of having her cyes scratched out
without warning. Although the original
custom fell into disrepute for reasons
of hygizne, this chamming survival has
continucd to exist right up to our own
tihme .o

Q4: Can you plait sawdust ?
A: Will you get the Hell out of here ?

g: Why is it customary at ulidnight on
the 13th of June to sacrifice to
Beelzebub three goats, four male giam-
ese cats, twsnty six horses, forty
three gpiders and five hundred and
seventy two circumcised rhinocerosss ?
A: Ah - but is 1t customary ?

€: Can you plait sawdust ?

A &ﬁﬁ&ﬁp&f"l‘/ﬁ&ﬁpgyméﬂxﬁﬁﬁ*mﬁaﬁtpﬁh&ﬂg
TOEDLNeaDIL2Y 1 82e0s.

And that is all the @Querics we have time
to deal with this issuc. Send YOIR question
to: Johnny 'Mard Nordsgg,

Free Information Burcau

RO

<nclosing a stampad addrcssed Mona Lisa
(no stamps pleasc) and you will probably
niver hear another word about it.
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Notes on a mescalin expneriment

>
o
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Wz wers buyiry chiciken legs in a delicatessen the other day when I
pointsd out to Sheila a countsi display in which strzams of coloured diamond
shapes were flowing outwards £rom the centre, withou*t ever seeming to lose or
change their original position. ™’hat’s the kind of movement there was in our
wallpaper" I said. As Sheile poinued out lzter, anyone overhearing this remark
must have wondersd just what kind of wallreper it could be that moved around liko
that. The faci of the matter is i. is perfectly normal wallpaper - downright ord-
inary in fact - and most of the tume it stays quite stable and behaves itself with
as much decorun as thc bsst bred walipapar you could wish to meet. Its only lapse
from this exemplary bshaviour occurrvd one Sunday a fow weeks ago, when I drank a
solution of Mescaliu.

The drug Illescalin is a hallucinogen derived from the Peyote cactus and
has, to the best of my knowledgs, no known therapeutic uses. Peyobte has been used
for centuries iu the religiovs rites and festivals of Cantral American indians,
ard both Psyotc itsclf ard th. derivative ilescalin have been taken at var ious times
by a succession of wodcrately distinguished people who have written aucounts of
their experiences whilst undszr *the drug. VWeir !iitchell saw mighty, soaring,fairy-
like towers and sichitecture which chenged thepe and form. Havelock Ellis sew
fizlds of jewcls end 'gorgsons batierfly forme or shdless folds of glistsning,
fibrous wings of wonderful insccts.' Iors recently, Christopher llayhew, under
ilescalin, spent an afternoon 'ouhside time' - sxperiencing events thet happened
at 3.30 before evsnts whicn happened at 2 o'clock, ste., and Aldous Huxley not
only had 2 valuable agsthztlic expaviznee, but what he also considercd to be a
profound ‘spirituzl' irsight into 'purs sxistence'. (His book THE DOCRS OF PER-—
CEPTION describes the resulte of {his experiment, and his later book HEAVEN AND
HELL ( which suggsubed iy own title) carries on the theme. Both tend to wander a
great deal, but meke fascinating reading neveritheless. Penguin books have Just
published both titles in onc volume. )

Mescalin came out of all thice accounte with flying colours. The
Meseelin taker wes 2ssured, “at the very least of highly colourful and exotic
visual imsgery, arnd at the best, dircet 'spiritual! insight not far rcmoved, it
would secem, from Suprem:z Revelation. The diug is non-hebit-forming and non-
deleterious, a6 ragards cither hsaltn or versonelity, <ven if teken consistently
over 2 long period. The Iosczlin teker romzins conscious and restional the whole
time, able %o describe his improssicns (as f21 as words pormit) and carry on a



rormal conversation etc.,not to memtion being far less likely to become aggressive
or obroxious than if he had taken alcohol; and he has mo hangover. Aldous Huxley,
in fact, suggested the adoption of this drug on a general scale in place of the

far more hammful (officially approved) drugs currently in use - tobacco and alcohol.
( The official reaction to ilescalin has been much as might be expected. In the
UsSeh it is classified as a 'Harcotic' aml so branded 1llegal, and in Britain its
salo is restricted to 'scientific workers in recognised research institutes'.)

But there is another side?%he picture. Aldous Huxley hinted at 1t in
the $itle of his sscond book, HEAVEN & HELL, and, in fact, statad that so anyone
guffering from & disordsr of the livar, or subject to chronic fits of depression,
the drug could bring almost unendurable 'hell' instead of the peaceful, heavenly
side of things attainsd by the majority of iescelin takers. Even that, apparently,
wasn't quite the whole story. Winston, a friend of ours with considerable exp-
erisnce of the highways and by-ways of the human mind, had taken Mescalin on three
occasions, som: years ago, and every time had gone 'down imto the basement', and,
whilst all the accounts he had read of it had been favourasbls, cveryone he knew
personally who had taken th¢ drug had also 'gone down'. The degree of horror and
depression experienced depends, of course, on the mental makaup of the individual,
but can, it secems, be rsally bad.

For a long tlme I had ‘'Taking ilescalin' filed away in my mind under the
heading 'Things To Be Done If The Opportunity Ever Occurs', and recently it did.
So ono Sunday morning I swallowed two fifths of a gram of llescalin ( the dose taken
by Huxley and most other rescarchurs), dissolved in wator. Winston came along in
case things went badly, and we sat talking and waiting. liescalin is slow-acting,
taking between tvwo and three hours for the e¢ffects to commence, but when, after
two and three-quartsr hours, nothing had happened, I deeided to take the same doee
againe

Soon afterwards we sat down to lunch and I noticed that my soup seemed
endlees.’ Sheila and winston finished theirs long before, and no matter how much
or how fast I spoonsd mine up, there always secmed to be as much left in the plate.
Eventually I did wear it down, though, and after playing with the main course for
a few minutes, hardly eating anything, I left table amd sat in an armchair. I felt
quite relaxed and just sat there, doing nothing in particular, letting my gaze rest
idly on the fireplace. And then, quite softly and gently, in an almost living
silence in which I was detached from my surroundings, the marbling of the pearly
fireplace tiles becgan to melt and flowe. The wholz surfacae of the fireplace flowed
in ordered pastcl patterns that looked now like dancaers in a ficsta, now like an
elaborate flowery alphabete I was so absorbed in watching this movement, so
absorbed in waiting to see what it would do next, that for some time I said rothing
about it. Then I managod to broak my fascination enough to say "Thero are patterns
moving therc" and Sheila switched on thc tape recorder.

I tried to describe the movement I was witnessing and failed rather
niserably. One reason, I suppose, was that a moving pattern in which both shapas
ard shades are changing constantly, in one continuous flow, 1sn't the casiest
thing in the world to describc anyway. Another was that the Mescalin s%ate,as I
found cut and as I said time and time &gain, is one of extreme absorphion in
whatever catches one's attention, absorption, in fact, %6 sueh an exben$ +that it
is a distinct effort even to think of words to describs what one ig waiching.
From now on things moveds The flower pattern in the wallpanox moved and Fliowsd
- "rather like fish swimming down streams, or eels slipping Zown streams" I sa’d



~ then became one continuous flowing pattern with that on the fireplace. The whole
room seemed to be much lighter and I kept finding it hard to belicve that sunlight
was not coming in through the window. In actual fact the day was very dull and
overcast. Patterns flowed on thz ceiling and the air bubbles bensath the surface
gave it the appaarance of an c¢mbossed paper; I watchtd demon theatre mesks and
othsr fascinating, nameless shapes in it,

We had vasszc of irises, tulips and daffodils around the room as I had
expected the mair slteration to be in the perception of bright oolours, but in
actual fact th:ss did not look gruatly diffurent. The colours were perhaps a little
deeper ‘vhan normal, the petals rather morse waxy ( there was a rather cold, waxy
quality about the light in the room generally), and st times the individual flowers
seencd to be standing up vsry straight and tsnse - straining upwards - as though
about to do somethin;, but they never did. Huxlecy noticed this sams tendency in
his flowers, but to Huxley the whole experience was irtensely significant in 2
spiritual sense. Mine, so far as I can tell, was quite vwithout any inner signif-
icarce of this kind; no doubt this too may dwpend upon th¢ mental makeup and
inclinations of ths ligscalin taker. It would bs possible, in retrospsct, to rzad
significance into things I saw, or rather the way I saw things, but I am certain
thet thers wes no suggestion of this significance being ther: st the time. It was
almost totally an 'artistic' expecrience. The great najority of the phenomenz I
witnessed wers visual and two dimsnsional -~ the wallpapor, the surface of th: fire-
place, pictures ctce. The plctures were a delight.

The last title I could ever lay claim to would be Art Connoisseur, and
in th: past no picture has absorbed me for any length of time, but under the
influence of the llescalin some of the prints I looked at almost literally came to
life. A Chinss2 landscape in pactel shades was the richest of these (most of the
things I saw seemsd to be in pastel shades; or rather, pastel shades secmed %o
absorb my autention more than bright areas of pure colour). I watchad the pale
yellow and pink clouds floating thirough mountain gorges, I saw the water actually
flowing down a mountain waterfall, anmi I watchsd the gaily colourcd roofs of a
group of huts melt and run down the side of the mountain.

Shaila asked ms for one of the prints back three times and in the end
Winston had to take it from me, I heard her ask me but I was so absorbed in it
that I just ignored her words. 4 small print of Van Gogh's SUNFLO.ERS actually
vibratsd - in, out, in, out - as though it werc breathing, I watched purple veins
covering ths face of the rathcr sad old warrior in Rembrandt's MAN IN & GOLDEN
HELMET, and I saw pearly grssn shaedes in it I had never seen before and can hardly
dstect now, sven though I know they are there. And I watched the face change ,
quite suddenly, into a hard and cruel Mongol face with alive and moving eyil eyes.
(None of these things bothored me, in a personal way. I knew that I was merely
looking at a picture and that I could, if I wished, break my attention.) I got
lost in a glorious, rich, autumn-shaded pool in Constable's THE HAYWAIN, ‘' nd
Rousseau's SNAKE CHMRMER looked like "a moving jigsaw puzzle" to ms.

I seem to remember reading somewhere a comment on the fact that Aldous
Huxley, under lescalin, was taken up with the indescribable beauty of ths texture
of his trousers, and smeone asked why he didn't try looking at a b -autiful woman.
I have a feecling that it may havc been w2alt Willis who said that #hat was typisal
of é&ldous Huxley. That may be “rne; but it is cerheinly Srue that o3 5e typieal

-
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normal; 1t seems to be only objects seen at closer range which undergo any great
change, and absorb the attention far mors becausc of an increcased awareness of
soms aspoct of thume My own theory is that Mescglin results in magnified vision
within a certain range, and also that it holds the pupils in an artificially
enlarged state, thus admitting more light than normal and so making one aware of
subtlz shadz variations ctc. Amongst other things I had Sheila show me pictures
of boautiful vomen (beautiful naksd women, let it be moted) a subject to which,
I submit, I am not normally insensitive. My comments: "I can see sort of flowing
streams in just two or three strands of her haire Or in the sand on her body;
that forms a logical flowe" eceeseee" I can see movements in the studs on her
bangle. I can look down on it as if it werc a conference hall, and ses people
moving around as if they were going to have a conference, but they never get
seated." Thet is the way it was all the time - not the complete subject but
some mimutc detail of it absorbing ons's whole attention.

I had a cup of coffee and got lost in gazing at the altersd perspectives
of the cup and saucer, an alteration I couldn't begin to describe. The cup looked
'bigger' and the saucer 'smaller' but thers was more to it than that. I shook my
head rusfully.

Sheila gave me a mathematical test - 70 minus 6, down in series. 1 got
the series right but it took me six seconds to manage the last stage - taking six
from ten!} The reason was quite simply lack of concentration; I eould not remem-
ber what had gone before. If Shoila or Winston had told me I had got ths answer
wrong I could not have disputcd their worde (This is an intoresting point. Both
Aldous Huxley and Christopher Mayhew assert that their intelligence was no less
under Moscalin than normal - and yet Mayhew made a worse mess that I did of the
mathemotical test he was given. Personally, I feel that a certain amount of
concentration i1s a necessary factor in intelligence and that the diminution of
concaentration under Mescalin docs in fact rssult in some slight lowering of the
intclligences) "Can you be three feat behind your head ?" winston asked me. The
answer: " (Pausc)e..( Lomg sigh)eeesNo, I don't think so. You can't get lost in
the thought of three feet behind your hsad."  Anything requiring sustained or
abstract thought was out; it took all the concentration I had left to find the
right words to dcscribe things and to answer quastions. My sense of humour rem-
ained and was possibly even heightened. I laughed easily at things ~though not
idiotically or hysterically - and sometimes I smiled quietly at the antics of
some whimsical pattern I was wa%chinge All in all I was at peace with existence,
content just to sit and watch the world flow bye

Possibly it wasn't heaven; certainly it wasn't hell - but it was a very
pleasant and a fascinating halfway house,
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PS: If anyone knows a tame psychiatrist who is looking for a subject to try,say,
Iysergic Aci& out on, or if anyone has any friends with cellars ful]l of
mysserious drugs the rats won'“ touch, this little guinea pig is in the
marked,
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MUT TERINGS
feom the
MORGUE

W/ e

Readers from way back will perhaps recall that this
started out.as a letter colunn of kinds, and through-
out all'the issues of ROT ( two ) one person has '
¥ 7 always featured in this column. It is to this one
‘ individwal, therefore, that we are dedicating the

i e Ny T of bais BT FROM THE LORGUE. (Aleo

:-Eazjﬂ\a becauss he's the only one who wroic.) Both letters

: : this time, then, come from the one and only

AL AR L SR LA R TR

—— ——remem

(Dave has laughingly suggested that by the time his Lestters see publication here
they are usually about & decade out of date, and that any issue he is expecting to
find onc of his lotters telling me that he is Just leaving school. I accept this
Jibe in tho good-naturzad sensc in which it is intended and by way of confounding
Dave's light-hearted sarcasm 1 am publishing here two of his letters which are not
yet two years old. They were written vhile he was still in the army { some time
after the Secomd World War. )

DAVE WOOD; " I staggered onto Bimingham Railway Station lest Friday loaded down
‘ 5 with suitcas: znd sweat. The train I wanted wes Just chugging in.

There were not many souls about at that early hour and I thought to
myself "Goode. I'll grab an cmpty carrisgo and get some sleep."

I steggered (no, I hadn't been drinking but it was early and my cyes
were still mere slits in my weather-beaten face. It was pouring down.) and flopped
about a bit until I saw a lonely little Third Class coach. I stacked my cases on
the rack, took off my overcoat and, putting down my bag of bnlls-eyes, bar of choc-
olate, "Daily Mirror", "Picturegoer", "Daily Sketch", Piece of chewing gum and copy
of "Doctor at Large", I slumped into the darkest corner. I shut my cyes and a
blissful expression covered my face., "Aihhh" I thought. And furthermore, " Ahhhhhh",

Crash. " 'Ere's an empty one ducks. Only a young lad in. You'll
be safe here." (Sic.) :

"Ee, isn't it warm aftcr that other thing 2" ,

"Och aye. Well, maw, thanks for bringing us. Aye, ¥'11 be fine."

"Bg, well, look after yoursel',love. Virite, wontcha ? "

"Och aye."




Crash. iumble, scrape, puffing and panting. I peef%d out through hooded
lids. A large fat waman was attempting to lift an even lerger and fatter suitcase
onto the rack.s I closvd my syes on such a primitive scene. Eventually she stopped
her scuffling, I poered out again, thinking she might be dead or something. But nog
she had crouched in thc opposite corncr from me. Her fat, florid face was damp with
sweat znd her beady c¢yes were glazed; sha was breathing queerly. "She's passing
away, poor soul" I thought and dozed off.

The door slammed open 2gain. "Puff, puff, oaf, oh, ah, ooh." "Och,lat
me help ye." "Gee, thanks." Weah,, J%5E el siohd, . " "Gea, thanks, that's a
graat help." Scufflec, scraps, panting, "Uff", heaving and shoving. I opened one
eye. A large stringy woman, hor hair dyed a pinky colour, her face covercd in
savage war paint, her n2ils a bright crimson, stood by the side of the fat Scot;
they looked like a femalc cquivalent of Laurcl and Hardy as they heaved and str-
aincd at a large crimson suitcase, which refused to lsave the ground. "Gee."

"Och." "Erf." Suddenly, almost as if gravity had packed up the fight, the case
whistled up in the air and crashed with a sickening crunch onto the rack.

"Gee, I hope 1t didn't break nuthin' " murmurod the Yank, "Should I get
4t down and take a look sea 2" : 1

' ... . . "Och, nay. iihat's done is done as we say i' Dundee. Leave it be,love."

"Gee, 1. guess you're right. énd, gee, are you from Scotland 2"

"Och aye noo." :

"Gee, honey, I just love that accent!"

I sighed. S
""Gee, is he with you 2" -

Kerist, I thought, and shrank a good couple of inches. The door alammgd
once more, so the fat Scot's answer was lost.

"Are thess anybody's scats "

"Och, nay, come reet in."

"Thank you. Cold ism't it 7" :

"Och, aye, but ys¢ shoulda been in the last train I was in. Dampi"

"Yes, they can be cold, can't they ?"

"Cold! Och, frizzen."

"Geg," . ; . 3

"Tut."

"Och'"

: "Hell" I muttered. I opened my eyes fully and straightered my ties - -
Hobody looked at me. The fat Scot sat opposite me, the Yank was in the far corner,
and betwsen me and her was the newcomer - another peculiarly built specimen rather
like an animated football. ;

"Och, ah could hardly feel me legs."

"Terriblel"

"Ges, in the States we have everything centrally heated."

"Och, it's really disgraccful herg."

"GOO«"

"But look at yon lass trying to struggle in wi' her bairn. Poor thing

looks cold." ;! ‘ ;

A young woman with a baby in one arm and a suiltcasé under the other was
struggling about outside. The fat one leared out. "Give me yer case, love, and get
in. Here, this lass will hold yer bairn." 7

: "Gee, er, yes. Of course I will." :
"Oh, thank you."
“"Gee, is ickle baby cold ?"
WU @)oo



"Och, ain't he sweet 7%

"Gee, cute."

"Te..tesste. Ickle baby, look at me" said 'Football' shoving a playful
finger into the poor kid's stomach.

"Aaazaaah. Aaazaaacgh."

"Ch, poor Eddy."

"OCh-"

"Gee."

"Teostesote."

"Aaaaah. Aaach."

I opened my copy of 'Dector at Largec® ard attempted to immcrse myself in
it. Gabble, gabblec, azaaah, och, cold ~s ics, gce, te..te..te, British Railways
ought to do something, freezing it was, where you going, Dundee, Edinburgh,Carlisle,
home ?, yes friends, Father...sob, sob, sob. 02 well. Father's d....sob. Poor lass
and with a bairn as well. Gec. We've all to die someday love. Sob, sob, sniffle,
Father's.....aazzh, sniffle, gee, cclk. '"There was already a queue of patients on
the pavement 2s I unlocksd the door...' Aazah, gee, och. Father, te..te, baby

wantum drink ? ' "Adiposa Familianc" I said brightly as they entered.' Och, an
me face was blue with the cold. Gze, te--%z, Father! ' "Where's the doctor 7
"1 am the doctor" "No, the real doctor" ' Och, sorry that we ere, bt as we say

in Dundee... Sob, sob, yeh, tch, tch. ' "Wcll, I can't say I like the idea of you
meddling with our Eva" ' Gee, in the States.... Och, Fathere....sob, booohooo.

Whistle, rumble, plonk ag the %rain surged on. Gabble, gabble, gabble
from without. 1/ithin, Doctor Richard Gordon tackled his first patient. The fat
Scot oched, the thin Yank geed, the sad motler sobbed, the bcby burped and the
'football' tched all over the place.

' I took my stethoscope and laid 2% over the hoeort, winksd st her pleas-
antly and said with a smile "ZJig breaths." A look of interest at last illuminated
the child's face. She glanced at me ard grinnzd. "Yeth" she said proudly, "And
I'm only thickthteen." '

Haa - ha - ha - hraaeaaaa! T roared out loud. Tacrc was a sudden deathly
silencc in the compartment. I looked up. Fat Scot, '"Football', Thin Yank, Sad
Mothsr, Burping Baby; ten accucing eyes; %cn threaiening pupils.

"Modern youth!"muttercd 'Footballi'.

"Noisy ruffian" sobbed Sad oithex.

¥ Qch!™ saiid " PasisS co'w -

"Gee, is hc a Teddy Boy ?" askad Thin Yank.

I gulpsd. The ten eyes continued to stare. Hurrizdly I picked up my coat,
suitcass, 'Mirror', 'Picturegoer’, 'Sietch’', bulls-eyss, chocolato, crammed ny chew-
ing gum in my mouth, and fled. '

To hell with the people vho bang on the door, I thought as I crouched
uncomfortably across the bowl, at lcas® it's pcaceful and ~uics.

[ S S ——

(( Some considerable time ago I sold a story -~ almosi by accident - to a woman's
magazine, which we will call WOMANS SHINING STAR WEIXLY. Originally I entered it
for a Publisher's competition with a tempting first prize. Several months went by
and then one day I received a lotter saying that my story hadn't won but thoy
would like to buy it for WOMANS SHINING STAX ¥RAKLY; elso they would be happy to
think twice about any morc I might scnd theme I gulped figuratively and sat down
to earn their further appreciation ( ani somc nore of their morey). But the know-
lsdge that I was writing for WOMANS SEINII'F STAR WEZKLY was my undoing. Whereas
the first story had ro plot and ecven leorda action, could hardly in truth be called
a story, and was complctcly vnlike the usual things vhich appearsd in We3.5.,W, the
second story had a plot, a bsating-up, a robbery, a romance rescusd from the rocks



right on the last page, and was just the type of thing which WeS+SW.published
every waek. I come back within a weoek with a 1littlo editorial note saying they
were sorry bul it hadn't cnough action in it. I mentioned this in a letter to
Daves Thisis his roplye....))

4 To come to the lamentable fact that you aren't selling to WOMANS SHINING
STad WEEXLY. Now look, Mal, as a well read man (I've read James Joyce and Dylan
Thomas) - although J.J. can get away with saying'P---' and 'Sh~-' without having to
put 'F---' and 'Sh--', you can't! Neither therefore, in the same way, can you
write for WGSW without spilling at lcast 3 gallons of blood and comnmitting a couple
of dozen murders, along with an ctornal triangle and either Old kiss iurdock from
ths corner shop or Farmor Spicl, the harsh old landowner, vho is detormined to
'have' virgin Jenny. It was Dylan Thomas who said: "It would be wrong, however
ploasant, to bcgin a story for a girls' popular weckly - "Myrtle's" or "Pam's" or
maybc it is "Greta's" now, or "Ingrid's" - with a subtle analysis of the state of
mind of a necurotic young man of letters about to mect a phobia, socialiy, in a

- disused Nissen hut. It would never mske *he grade, and is doomed to perpe tual
immurcment in magazines with & circulation of seventczen poets and a woman who once
mot Kafka's sunt."

Take it from Dylan, me boy, and get at grips with WwSSW. Not too many or
you won't be in 2 fit stats to write even to your maiden aunt (god bless her)
without sinking to using paragraphe of onec or lcss (if possible) sentonces. If it's
at all a help, maybe this rough synopsis of all the storles sver to appear in
WOMANS SHINING STAR WEEKLY ( and, for that ma¥ter, WOMANS PURPLE ST/R, LITTLE
WOMANS FAITHFUL FRIEND, LY PURPLE VEEKLY ¢tc.) will come in useful.

' "It is =1l (naturally) Old (got to be old, remember) Mrs. ( sometimes Miss,
depending on whsther she 1is wicked or just downright nasty) Mumfchamps' ( names such
as Merridans, Haigh, Crippshaw, Smith and Jones are all equally sinister for such
a story as this) fault in the first: places {No need to explain what the first place
was even if it was a brothcl in New Orlzans. It would still leave the shallow
reader cold). It had becn her ideca that her grandson ( step-son or ward) Robert
Kewson (a fini, cluan nsme) and lionice Page (sweet, innocent) who taught in the
village school (worked in the villags post office will do) should pretend to be a
little in love with one another ( never, never lovers!})

Monica was living ( staying) at The Hall (The Lodge, The Grange, The
Estate) while her Head Mistress ( Post laster or Riding Mistress) with whom she
lived ( never solicitated, pleasc!) was in hospital (Canada, Australia, New Guinea
or Brighton). And both Robert and his cousin, Daphne Marlow, were living there
too. Which is unfortunate ( for whom ?) ( the rcader) as Daphne's husband, Basil
(or Boris or Carl or Karl or Fritz) is coming home after being lost during an
exploration (don't say where, except it was very, very cold {ha got frostbite) or
it was very, very hot (he got sunstroke)) abroad, and he had always bcen insanely
(madly; ncver ncurotically, if you don't mind) jealous of Daphne's affections for
Robeart. :

If he believed ( suckir) that Robert was falling in love with Monica, lMrs,
Mumfchamps thought, ths situation would be Savedeececeesss "

'~ Mighod, I just can't go on. And I haven't even rsached the part where
Robert finds out (discovers) that Mrs. Mumfchamps is in fact Jack The Ripper
reincarnated ( brought back from the dead) by th: evil Basil (or was it Boris ?)
and that he is the next victim for Monica who is one of Daphne's zombies. Daphne
being, of coursc¢, none other thaneisisee... "

(I took Dave's advice and I am now waiting to hear from the editor of WOMANS
SHINING STAR WEEKLY. He is taking a little longer this time. About seventeen

months longer,)) A ke e g g e TR T Ly W P R N A . R
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Gaeen. OF 1w iicr s

— and one wise quy

—

On the 25th August Francis Bacon said to me "stheism is rather in the
1ip than in the heart of man", and I said simply, "IFutsg"

This started me off on a bad habit; sinc: then I have quibblzd with
Massinger (who he ?) , heen ssrcastic with La Rochefoucauld, applauded‘ralleyrand
and amended Fublilius Syius. And I have becoms rather addicted to the practice.
Cnly this morning, I sze, I amzndad uyrus azain; I doubt if he's &oing to taks i%
any too kindly. And Thoreau too - I 8evs him rath:r a rough time., I feel that
in 2 very short whils I shali be distinctly unpopular with Great ifzn S i ToNon
GhI8" wWege - Buke as, 1 say, I havz become gquite addicwved to this cowardly practice
of sniping at them withcut fear of reteliation, end, in a way it serves thsm
right for sitting thure sc smugly on my desk calsndar at the office and seying
things. Especially first tning in e morning; anyone who Says anything to me first
thing in a morning takss his life in his hands, and I am 2nough of a filthy
proleterian rot to let it malk: afy differ.ncs 4f he happens 4o be Benjamin Dis-
raeli or Thomas Carlyle.

The n2%xt onc to suffsr, after Francis Bacon, was John Ray. On the 5th
Oectober hs seid, "The wisc make jests and fools repsat them" and in the intercsts
of topicality, znd probably with th: internssional Spy situation in mind, 1
amended 'jests' to ! jets'. Theny on the 16%h ovember, I was & great help to
Laboulaye {who he too ?). He sald:"On the first dzy a man is a guest, the second
8 burdan, th: third = Pest." Por the ssks of euphony I altired 'Burden’ to NHEEEAtS
Laboulaye hasn't thank.d m: ye¢t. On the 7th Decembsr, S:inseca said "Wwhat should
D: done must be learnzd from on who do.s it" and I added on ths e "most
successTully, ™ s hasa't thanked me vet cither. On the 15th Lecsmber (Ember Day;
you know Imber of FORIVEX 21BER ?) Benny Disrscli saidi"Religion should be the
rule of 1lirs, not a casuzl incident in it", and I rapp=d him over th:s knuckl s
rather boorishly with "Bilga! Puil, waadult.rstod bilzed" Poor vlsracli, I f:ar
he took 1t rethorx hard; h2 hasn't utt.rx:d 2 word since, After this the Gr:at Men
¢ither took a vacation, or I had bettor breakfasts, until April 15th, when
Massing>r said "4 wisc man never athiempbs impossibilities". Ons of the typists
undsrlined this and sdded her initials; I'm sorry, but it is all & long tim: ago
ovi, and I r.elly don't remembar why. Anyway, whatever thc reason vies, I wes,
apparently, still opbtimistic bocaus I replizd "To a wise man therz is no such
thing 25 an impossibility."

On ths 13th Sepicmber Richt:r said "The chief fault of man is that he
has so many smzll on.s" and I aucaed "sspecially when he's marriade” 4 few days
later La Rochefoucawld avorrsd that: "The ¢nd of a &eod thing is an evil thing;
the end of zn wvil thing & good thing " end I did the only logical thing and went



through the aphorism changing all thc initial 1l:tters of th. good &nd evil things
to capitals. Livy was no>xt, on the first of Deccember, with "He will have truc
clory who despiscs glory", only to be met with a sour "HOO-JOLLY-RAY!". La
Hochefoucauld trisd again the next day: "what we find the lcast of in flirtation
ig lovc." That cvok:d nothing mor. than a:dcadpan "So 2"

The Great Mon secm to have beon a littlc put out at the churlish rccep-
tion they wore gutting, and they must have taken a rcst until early in Fabruary.
1 can't help thinking that' they could hevo madc a bottor start than Carlyls's
wedghtyt "do have rot the love of greatncss, but the love of tho love of grest-
ness." ‘The "Uh ?" which he gZot scemed as much as he deserved. On the 10th
Dante discovered that "From littl: spark may burst a mighty flams" and,ovércome
with awc, I e¢xclaimsd "Sheer, dog-blamed geniwurstl"™ On the 16th Vauvenargues
thought that "When a thought is too weak to be expressed gimply, 1t is proof
that i% should bs rejected" ami I argucd "Not so - it is proof that it may be so
original thore are no words to express it," On the 15th March Burke declaimecd:
"Example is the -school of kankind and they will learn at no other" amd, throwing
up my hands in mock seriousness, I w2iled "Alas - they have no other to learn ate"
| A ceustic comment which causes me sone pangs of consclisnce nows I thought he
said 'Experience’' not *Example's) durbort, on the 28th, announced: "Better the
fuot slip than the tonguc" and I announced, "Useful typs motto when climbing
down precipitous rock-face | or sven up for that matterd)"

Cn the 14%h April Froude tried to convince me that "As we advance in
lifs, we learn the limits of our abilities" but I was not to bc easily convinced.
"Syxc 1t's not as we advance in 1life we acquire limits to our abilities ™ I
zsked hime Four days later Thoreau gaids "1t tekes two to spezk tho truth -
one o spcak and another to hear". I underlined his ambiguity, as hera, and
gave him a disrespectful raspberry. Oh, I was a wild one!

Horacc, on thc¢ 20th, adviscd mc to "Shun the inguisitive person for he
jc also a talker" but I rejected his advice with a curt "or a scicntlet". And
“hen, on the 25th, I must have confounded them all - I éctually approved Pascall
He must have caught me in 2 good mood when he said "The world is satisfled with
words. Few appreciate thz things beneath." To make up for this lapse I was
inexcusably rude %o Phacdrus a month later. He said "Everyone ought %o boer
patiently the results of his own conduct" and X replied "Sure - if he slecpwalks
off the roof he should bear it patiently". (Phaedrus, can you ever forgive me %
I find that, really, I agrece with you.) Syrus got on the wrong side of me agaln
{ poor Syrus - he never secmed to get on any othcr side of me) on the 27th with
"Porgive othars ofton, yourself never"., "Thus", I snarled, "you become Big and
Tough - and probebly psychopathic."

"Justice rendsrs to everyonc his due" said Cicero on the Glsst, e T
amended 'everyone' to "the judge' and added "and most of everyons else’s 500"
On the very first of Junz,Schiller rhapsodised: "Brief is sorrow and eéndlees is
joy" and I said "My, my, my! Whore have you been ?"  On the 6th Rabelals
rronounded that "It is folly to put the plough in front of the omen" and ¥ ribbed
him with "Unless you happen to have oxen which cat ploughs." Gueothe, on Juno
14%h, expressed the opinion that "Bechaviour 1s a mirror in which everyone shows
Lfs immage." "But", I ingwirad, "dozs everyone spell his 'immage' that way ?"
Or tho 2nd of July I overflowed again with the milk of human kindness and patted
Tzlleyrand on the back for saying "Spcecch was given %o man to disguise his
Shovghtsa™



Early in August, Statius ( a new boy) declared that "Haste admininsters
all things badly" and I asked, "Bu* *“en - don't we all ?" About the middle of
the month Publilius Syrus {is this the same Syrus trying to sneak in undar another
name ?) came out of the blue wi%h "What you fear happens sooner than what you
hope" and I added "it will" on the ¢nd. On the 17th of August Cato pronounced:
"Wise men learn more from fools, than fools from the wisé.f .To him T suggested
""Maybe the fools ars the better teachers . And, as I said early on, I amended
Syrus again culy 4233 morning - and in a particularly sour and misanthropic way.
What he said was: "It is good to sce in tic misfortunes of others what we should
avoid." I simply crossed out the words 'in' and 'what we should avoid',

1 suppose that really I ought to feel rather smug snd self-satisfied
about all this; but somehow I don't. The fach of the matter is that I can never
guite shake off the feeling that tomnrrcw rorning I will tear off a sheet, and
at the bottom of the new day's page fird: "Fe who jests at the expense of others
will soon choke himself' - Sywus, Burke, Cicero, La Rochefoucauld, Bacon,Seneca,
Laborliaye,, Dieraeltnes gaycvmss o s Ereeiaa
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