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THIS AND THAT

. M cnbers who have been in the Association a fairly
long time will notice that one of my rcgular columns "Tolking
Point" is not in this time. But it is in a way as I usually do
the comments in droft form and then 1lift out various comments to.
make them a part of "Talking Point." This time I have left them
in the reviews, so those of you who exprecssed an intcrest in
witcheraft will found remarks scattered throughout the mailing
comments. And as you will notice on page 27, I am continuing the
, story of Camp Crazy in the next issue. Heck, if I'm not careful
I won't meet the deadlinec.

Apropos of my remark in the review of Random on capital
and corporal punishment, I have since read in the newspaper that
the Lord Chief Justice himself has accused the Government of in-

consistency on this point.

Therce have been various comments for the past few mailings
that the quality of OMPA was dropping considerably and looking
back I am inclined to agree, but sincercly hope that the nadir
has been reached and that we are now on the way up again. I
would like to go on for longer on this theme, but time is of the.
essence and it is getting dongerously ncar the deadline. Be-
sides, it is better to try and do something towards hclping to
get the Association out of its rut and the following pages are
my two pennorth. I hope that I don't give you too many bad
dreams - and Ethel, I hope you are satisficecd with the long re-
view I have given Scottishe, Now will you stop worrying azbout
whether you are hclping to keep OMPA going, drat you!

In the last few months I have seen two entircly differ-
ently produced roductions at The Shakespeare liemorial Theaotre
in Stratford on Avon. The first was a production of the "Taming
of the Shrcw" ond was sheer joy to watch. The company played it
fast and flat out for laughs and had the audience from the time

(Cintinucd on page 28)



COUNTDOWN

(Being a sort of review cum comment cum general
natter on the 27th OMPA Mailing).

MAILING COMMENTS (Ellington) Ha! I sce that since you can't get
in the word via your qnprlntable cat youaye got it in 1n Moa§e.\
You 11 be )uttlng j-n - s e e e oo ST .sn. I/ o"‘J_ ~2- bt 3 ..
B Wy SR E, T /op/B & —!ﬂ— r/.-.~./ As for women, well
at one time I did think they were the catly sex, and the girls in
the sparking plug tésting bay where I wrs stationed the high
riestesses of the art of cattiness. Then I worked for a while
n the workshop stores and found out that the blacksmith shop
¢ouldn't stand the sight of the men in the carpenters' shop, the
carventers eouldn't stand the fltters, the fitters couldn't stand
jhe turners, and the turners couldn't stand the blacksmiths -~ and
ny word! Weren't they catty about each other when they came into
the stores for stuff. Comparcd with that lot the girls in the
3lug bay werc beginners at a Sunday School tiff. On the whole,
have found that I can get on reasonably well with- either sex,
as long aB' ncither tell me I ought to do this or think that.
itnd you, in the WRAF it depcn@pd what command you were if you
\cre friecndly w1th women. I cldnt mind the tomboyish type of
"smale, but didn't cavc for thé' masculine type (I felt sorry for
Lhe genuine inverts, but unfortunately the perverts outnumbered
yhem). The latter werce rare in most commands, but in a couple of
nome commends they were very prevalent. I remcmber thinking at
pne camp that it was the hell of a thing when you had to lock your
vunk door against mcmbers of your own scx./As far as Lady C. is
concerncd, when I saw Daphnc at LBaster she suggcstcd that Lawrence
had tricd to point out how industrial slums wcrc wrecking the
ryral arcas, But he didn't have to bc so damncd depressing about
it: In any casc, why couldn't he have stuck to one theme or the
cther - the distressed areas or the distressed female. He was
preaching on one hand and condonlng adultery on the other. Be-
sides, his gamekeeper didn't ring true. Iiellors had pulled him-
self up by his bootstraps and the last thing that sort of person
docs is to use the language of the farmyard; the mine, or the
factory, to the people of anothcr class, especially a woman of g
higher class. Even in the Forces, most of the rcally rough types
gpologised if they said the four letter word in front of girls
(wrong, really, as it only called attention to the slip). I had
better qualify that and say most girls - the men did not consider
themsclves bound if the girl herself used the same sort of* language.
and there werc some. Again, in the book lMellors was not thc only °
one who uscd the word. Sir Clifford's friends did - and in front
of Constonce. I'ar from showing how modcrn and daring he wgs in
ysing that language, Lawrcnce was ohly betraying his ignorance
of ccrtain social courtcsics. And onc docs not hove to belong to
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an upper class to know them. But the one thing that should be kept
in mind, I supposc, was the fact that Lawrcnce was a sick man when
he wrotc the book and by following the almost dcpersonalized scx

in it one can watch the progrcess of the discase that eventually
killed him. It scems almost incredible to think that it was the
same man who wrote Lady C. and that classic "The Woman Who Rode

Avay . "

0dd you should mention The Memoirs of Hadrian - I'm half-
way through it at the moment. To tell the truth I have been half=-
woy through it for a long time -~ for some recason I have found it
extremely heavy going. I have said that inverts are sick people
who need help, but I still don't sec the need to canonize them in
these so-called modern novels. We don't canonize people with cancer
or T.B. (except DHL) or ulccrs. But what the hell - it's really
nothing new. After all, some clot was sainted because he sat on top
of a pillar for forty ycars, anothecr for not washing for dbout
twenty, and the sister of a Greek Emperor becausc she didn't take a
bath for sixty years, only washing her hands to receive the Host./
Talking of baths rcminds me of your commcent that you read that too
many hot baths ceouscs loss of virility. I rewmember Bill telling
mc that thet was how the Romans cventually lost whet they won - be-
cause too .any hot baths had cnervatcd them - but he couldn't re-
member where he had read it. '

I was rcally surpriscd at thc comment that Sandra's article on
witcheraft ccuscd, but arec you sure that there is very little witch-
craft in the Statecs, Dick? Mind yow, a lot of our so-called covens
who regard themselves as witches and warlocks are nothing of the
kind. They are just practising the '"old religion'", which is more
or lems based on nature worshlp (devil worship is something entirely
dlfferent) What they don't seem to realize is that even when the

"old religion" was practised in this country the worshippers regard-
ed witches or their equivalent with horror. The Saxons brought the
word witch to this country. as the Celis had never heard of it une
til they came. Genuine Black Magic is a conglomerations of deliber-
ately debased rites of several recligions; the modern type being
mostly a travesty of the Christian rites. It is the agé old struggle
for the impersonal Power - some use if for good and some use it for
evil. But these covens who talk about themselves arc harmless and
on Welpurgis liight (April 30th) they probably pranced around a bit,
mittered a few ancient prayers, and went home thinking that they
had been awfully daring. Thc practising Black Magic types do not
talk about theuselves or what they are up to and they can be damned
nasty. This year they probably droolcd with joy because the full
moon coineided with Walpurgis Night. And Dick, if therc is very
little witchcraft in the States, how come the shop in Los Angeles
which caters for witches docs such a roaring trade. Damn! I've
mislaid the address and I was going to print it, too. Never mind,

I may come across it.
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BJOTTINGS. (Bjo) You likc cats, Lewis Carroll, Da Vinci - I was
beginning to wonder if we had evérything in common except artistic
ability. Hell, wec're accident prones, too: Then I found it -
you've got ulcers. Tsk! At your age, too. DNever mind - you'll
know what sort of a diet on which to put John when he's a tired,
middle-aged business man. In London the doctors prcscribe the
V/indmill Theatre - wartime motto: "Wc Never Clothed". Thc busi-
ness men forget their ulcers, but it's hell on their blood
pressure. I am glad to know that Spindrift rccovered. One fcels
sol helples when animals are sick or hurt, as they can't tell you
how or wherc they hurt. Ve talk about our dumb friends, but do
they think we are the dumb ones? Af'ter all, they understand a

lot of what we say, but how much do we understand what they say?
Bill was rcading a book the other day in which the author suggest-
¢d "A dog knows that Man is God - that's intelligence. A cat knows
that man is not God. That's wisdom.' Thc same author had also
noticed that dogs brought up with cats werec smartcr than dogs
brought up by themsclvcs. But Sclina - and I'm not saying it
because she is our cat - is about the smartest feline I've come
across. I hold up various things ond tell her what they are
gseveral times, then I name an article and she puts her paw on it.
Quite often she jumps on to the table with an cager, intcerested
look on her face, puts her two front paws on my dictionary (her
desk) end we know she wants anothcr lesson. With the aid of the
Scrabble lectters, wc have taught hcr to pick out at lcast three
lectters of the alphabet (CAT, natch). This is a cunning plot,

of coursc, to gct hcer to do Vagary cventually, if I am a bit

short of timc. I sccm to have wandercd off the subjecct a bit,

but I did like your zine and am sorry that you will have to cut
down activity, but I know how it fecels to be pushcd for time.

RANDOM (Buckmaster). Somec niccly thought out comments on women.
We often disagrce on subjccts, Daphne, but I am in agrcement with
you herc. And you have pointcd out the diffcrcnce between being
"intelligent" and "studious'" or "carncst". Ycars ago women did
not have a chance to prove they could be intelligent, for the
reéason you have pointed out -~ running a house took all her time.
Not so long back, I tricd an experiment. Every eveningfor over
a week - and the weckend as well - I went at the house, cleaning,
ironing, dusting, the lot! I didn't read and I didn't write. At
the end of that time my mind fclt absolutcly stale - I not only
couldn't think, I didn't want to think. To mc, although it has
to be done (I don't mind surface untidiness, but I don't like
dirt) housework is thc most frustrating of all jobs, beccause
there is no sensc of accomplishment. It's never finishcd. When
you have finished clcaning a house can you sit back with a scnse
of achicvement. No, beccause thc point whcerce you started necds
clecaning again - it's o vicious circle. For z woman who docsn't
want to think or rcad or writc housckecping would be ideal, but
if shc wants to think, c¢tc. it can be soul destroying unless she
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unless she has time to do other things. Ohy, yes, 2 agree that ip-
telligence can be used in housekeeping, especially if you are not
enthusiastic about, because then you figure out a way of doing it
quickly but efficiently. Well, why not get a cleaner, did I hear
someone mutter? IHave you ever tried to get a cleaner?

My pet hate is shopping. I used to dread Saturday morning, but
then the three supermarkets ncar us decided to stay open late an
i'riday evenings. Thie was an absolute godsend, as the old decars
who have had the whole week to get what they want invariably clut-
ter the High Street on Saturday morning and slow everything down
to snail's pace. (I know they have to live, but why do 99% of the
dodderers and selfish fussbdgets retire to Cheltenham?). But on
Friday night I can dash out, find the supcrmarket with the least
queues at the paydesks and do the bulk of my shopping there, I go
out a second time to the least crowded supermarket and get the rest
of the stuff. So 1In just over half an hour on a Friday night I've
done what would have taken three or four hours on Saturday morning.

But to get back to women. Yes, women doctors, tcachers, ctc.
are often said to be "like men'. A common crror, bccause what
should be said is that this sort of woman often has a masculine
mind - and a woman can have a masculine mind and still be femi-
nine. Vivky vacky with men, of course. At the turn of the cen-
tury, when the fight for emancipation was notting up, the Suffra-
getcs had to be masculine minded and tough, but I can't say I agroc
with their crankiness. Women obtained their cmancipation after
World War 1 by proving they could be sensible and practical - they
rose¢ to the occasion. Throwing stoncs through windows and them
selves under horses and chaining themselves to railings only got
them the reputation of being thorough irresponsible. On the radio
the other week I actually heard an ex Suffragete describe how she
set fire to the home of a countess. Why? Because the woman
happened to have a title, or refused to join the Suffragete move-
ment, or what? A home is a home, be it castle or cottage, a place
to go back to and keep the memories and treasure of your life.
Does it matter whether one is a countess or a cook. When I think
of the irreplaceable paintings and books that probably went up,
and the thought that that house may have becen a family's home for
generations, I could weep. My sympathy will never go to people
who try to further a cause by destroying or defacing beauty or
monuments we are trying to preserve (1like the cloth-hecaded CND
types who daubed Stonchenge). No, it was the women who did not do
cranky things who furthered the cmancipation of women. Although
it is a sad thing that, since emancipation, so many women who get
given authority mistake it for power.

About your brief mentdion of female homos, a few days ago I was
. weading a book called the "Daughters of Cain". It was about the
nine-women hanged 4x Britain since 1923. Perhaps you recall the
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BJOTTINGS. (Bjo) You 1likc cats, Lewis Carroll, Da Vinci - I was
beginning to wonder if we had everything in common except artistic
ability. Hell, we're accident proncs, too. Then I found it -
you've got ulcers. Tsk' At your age, too. Never mind - you'll
know what sort of a diet on which to put John when he's a tired,
middle-aged business man. In London the doctors prescribe the
Windmill Theatre - wartime motto: "We¢ Never Clothed". The busi-
ness men forget their ulcers, but it's hell on their bloed
pressure. I am glad to know that Spindrift rccovered. One fecels
sol helples when animals are sick or hurt, as they can't tell you
how or where they hurt. Ve talk about our dunb friends, but do
they think we arc the dumb ones? Aftcer all, they understand a

lot of what we say, but how much do wec understand what they say?
Bill wes rcading a book the other day in which the author suggest-
ed "A dog knows that Man is God - thot's intelligence. A cat knows
that man is not God. That's wisdom.” The same author had also
noticed that dogs brought up with cats were smartcr than, dogs
brought up by themsclvcs. But Sclina - and I'm not saying it
because she is our cat - is about the smartcst feline I've come
across. I hold up various things and tell her what they are
several times, then I name an article and shc puts her paw on it.
Quite often she jumps on to thec tablc with an cager, interestcd
look on her face, puts her two front paws on my dictionary (her
desk) and we know she¢ wants anothcr lesson., With the aid of the
Scrabble lctters, we have taught her to pick out at least threc
letters of the alphabet (CAT, natch). This is a cunning plot,

of coursc, to gct her to do Vagary cventually, if I am a bit

short of time. I sccm to have wandecrcd off the subjcct a bit,

but I did like your zinec and am sorry that you will have to cut
down activity, but I know how it fcels to be pushcd for timc.

RANDOM (Buckmastcr). Somc niccly thought out comments on women.
We often disagrcc on subjceccts, Daphne, but I am in agrcement with
you here. And you have pointcd out thic diffcrcnce between being
"intelligent" and "“studious'" or "carnest'". Years ago women did
net have. a.chance to prove they could be intelligent, for the
recason you have pointcd out - running a house took all her time.
Not so long back, I tricd an ecxpcriment. Every eveningfor over
a week - and the weckend as well - I went at the housc, cleaning,
ironing, dusting, the lot! I didn't read and I didn't write. At
the end of that time my mind fclt absolutcly stale - I not only
couldn't think, I didn't want to think. To me¢, although it has
to be done (I don't mind surface untidiness, but I don't like
dirt) housework is thc most frustrating of all jobs, beccause
there is no sensc of accomplishment. It's never finishcd. When
you have finished clcaning a house can you sit back with a sense
of achievement. No, bccause thc point where you started needs
cleaning again - it's a vicious circle. PFor = woman who doesn't
want to think or rcad or writc housckecping would be ideal, but
if shc wants to think, ctc. it can bec soul destroying unlcess she
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unless she has time to do other things. Ohy o8, £ agree that io-
telligence can be used in housekeeping, especially if you are not

enthusiastic about, because then yow figure out a way of doing it

quickly but efficiently. Well, why not get a cleaner, did I hear

someone mutter? IHave you ever tried to get a cleaner?

My pet hate is shopping. I used to dread Saturday morning, but
then the three supermarkets ncar us decidcd to stay open late an
Priday evenings. Thie was an absolute godsend, as the old dcars
who have had the whole week to get what they want invariably clut-
ter the High Street on Saturday morning and slow everything down
to snail's pace. (I know they have to live, but why do 99% of the
dodderers and selfish fussbdgets retire to Cheltenham?). But on
Friday night I can dash out, find the supermarket with the least
gqueues at the paydesks and do the bulk of my shopping there, I go
out a second time to the least crowded supermarket and get the rest
of the stuff. So in just over half an hour on a Friday night I've
done what would have taken three or four hours on Saturday morning.

But to get back to women. Yes, women doctors, tcachers, ctc.
are often said to be "“like men'. A common error, bececause what
should be said is that this sort of woman oftcn has a masculine
mind - and a woman c¢an have a masculine mind and still be femi-
nine. Vivky vacky with men, of coursec. At the turn of the cen-~
tury, when the fight for cmancipation was hotting up, the Suffra-
getes had to be masculine mindecd and tough, but I can't say I agrec
with their crankiness. Women obtained their cmancipation after
Vorld War 1 by proving they could bc sensible and practical - they
rose to the occasion. Throwing stoncs through windows and them.
selves under horses and chaining themselves to railings only got
them the reputation of being thorough irresponsible. On the radio
the other week I actually heard an ex Suffragete describe how she
set fire to the home of a countess. Why? Because the woman
happened to have a title, or refused to join the Suffragete move-
ment, or what? A home is a home, be it castle or cottage, a place
to go back to and keep the memories and trecasure of your life.
Does it matter whether one is a countess or a cook., When I think
of the irreplaceable paintings and books that probably went up,
and the thought that that house may have becen a family's home for
generations, I could weep. My sympathy will never go to people
who try to further a cause by destroying or defacing beauty or
monuments we are trying to preserve (like the cloth~headed CND
types who daubed Stonechenge). No, i was the women who did not do
cranky things who furthered the emancipation of women. Although
it is a sad thing that, since emancipation; so many women who get
given authority mistakc it for pouer.

About your brief mention of female homos, a few days ago I was
w»eading a book called the "Daughters of Cain'". It was about the
nine women hanged dxn Britain since 1923. Perhaps you recall the
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case of largaret- Allen, the Lesbian who battcd a nasty old woman
over the head.and was hanged for it in 1948. Now iargaret Allen
was a genuine invert, whose mother realised thatshe wasn't "quite
like other women" and who did her best to protcct her daughter.
ilargaret Allen was deeply attached to her mother, which was rather
unusual, becausc the masculine typc Lespians I have come across
usually had & fathcer fixation. Unfortunately, Mrs. Allen looked
after her strange daughter too well, because when she died "Bill"
as she was callcd, was too impractical to look after herself.

Add the fact that "Bill" was ill, short of moncy, was going
through the change of 1life, and had had the misfortunc to fall in
love (with 2 woman, of course) and one can get an idea of how
mentally disturbed she must have becn. She had becen a bus con-
ductrcss and all her rcgular passcngers rcmembered how kind and
patient she had been. Despite her kink she got on rcasonably
well with the townspcople. Nobody was particularly fond of the
woman she killed, who had the reputation of being a mcan old
miser. And like so many tragedies it was caused over something
utterly trivial. Margarct Allen had promised to try and get
Florence Chadwiek some sugar. She couldn't manage it immediately,
but Mrs. Chadwick pestercd and pestered her. One Saturday morn-
ing she went into "Bill" Allen's cottage, where the latter was
dashing round getting ready as she had an appointment. The visi-
couldn't - or wouldn't-see that she had picked the wrong time.
Suddenly something snapped and before "Bill" Allen realised what
she was doing she had bashed in Mrs. Chadwick's skull. She made
some attempt to disguise her crime, but two days later she made

a statement to the police.

_ She wgs sent for trial, found guilty and condemncd to death.
Her crime was entirely unpremeditated, but Ruth Ellis, several
years later, went out with 2 gun with the deliberate intention of
shooting her faithless lover, ©She, too, was in a highly disturbed
mental state, yct thousands of pecoplc signcd the petition for her
repricve. It was a terrible tragedy, yet "Bill" Allen's whole
life had been a bigger tregedy. All the country was in an uproar
over the condemnation of Ruth Ellis, yet when a petition was got
up for "Bill" Allen's reprieve, only 132 people could be found
who would sign it. In one unpremeditated moment shc had killed

a woman who was known to bc a pest. But "Bill" Allen was Les-
bian., It did not matter that she was a genuine invert, who had
been born "wrong'", she was a social outcast. I can't halp having
an unecasy feceling that so few pcople signed the repricve because
she was socially'untouchable". Did she go to her death not so
much because she had committed an unpremeditated murder, but
because she was a''pariah'among normals?

And talking of hanging brings me to another point. Did
you read the news that Parlicment had refused to bring in o bill .
allowing for this nasty little Teddy boys who have been doing so
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much damage te perveonS and propcrty to be coned? The Rill waa
thrown out, yet thc Bill putv forward for rriscing the hanging age
from 18 to 21 was olso thrown out. The amendments, rathcer. This
scems to me to be a stronge state of affairs. The Geovermncnt Look
with horror on the thought of ceoning an 18 vear i1 (sorethine shat
might make him think twice about hurting aryonc 3LeEe ) y2% thoy
agrce that he can be hanged. To me, this is o ridiculous anomuly.

Ha, ycs: I remember Redbeard and his talk on anarchy. Remember
the heckler who kept him going?

When I rececived the first copy of Isprit as a general zine, I
remcmber saying to Bill, "Oh, no, Daphne can't drop out of ONMPA."
And RANDOM heos proved what o loss it would have becn if you had,
so don't. That sounds o bit involved, but you know what I mean.

I hopec.

VIPER 2 (The Big 'Un). Likc I've already said in the review (sort
of ) of the Dick Ellington zine, thc so«called "witches" who talk
about themsclves arc harmless. Sometimes I have a pugpicion they
are men and women who arc bored to death with the local Rotarian
clubs and Women's Institutes. But I bet most of them have already
found out therc are born committee members and organisers among
them. Perhops some of them are worshippers of the '"old religion',
which I think nowadays is just a sort of nature worship without
the blood sacrifices, but I suspect 2 number of them do it for a
lark. It is the people who do not talk about what they do who are
the dangerous ones and they are not peculiar to the British Isles,
but far more widespread than you think. If you would like to know
more about the "o0ld religion'" I can recommend Margarct Murray's
"The God of the¢ Witches", in which she advances some unusual the-
ories about William Rufus, Thomas & Becket, Joan of Arc, and
Gilles de Bais, and Christina Hole's "Witcheraft in England'’. In-
cidentally witch is derived from the Saxon word "wicca, meaning
wise. There were - and probably still are - thrce sorts of wit-
ches. The white witch;, who uscd her power for healing and good;
the black witch, who used her powcr for cvil and cursing; and the
grey witch, who was thc most dangcrous because she could "overlock "
or cancel the spells of the other types. I found that littlc bit
of knowledge in a book entitled "Poisonous Plants", published by
the Socicty for the Propagotion of Christian Knowlcdge. Er, ycs -
quite: If I have time I'm going to put in this zine the story of
a year I spent at 2 camp in Germany. I wouldn't belicve in all
this nonsensc - until I came up against it. Let us say that therc
exists some sort of power. This power is neither good nor bad,
and if certain peoplc have the ability to draw on this power they
can use it for good or cvil. There are various spots where, if
you are in the lcast psychic, this vower con be felt. Sounds
crazy docsn't it? But if you are ever in this country, I'll

take you to one of these spots.
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Yes, well, I wouldn't say my moiling comments arc reviews,
but more of a chat -bout o subjcct which the zine under discuss-
ion has sparked off. I likec to see mailing comments as at least
you know thet someone has rcad what you hove taken the trouble
to write. lMind, I fecl a bit guilty over that lost rcecmark as
until the lost couple of mailings I was just skimming. In fact,
I didn't cven notice that o couplc of members were being rude
about me, Tsk! All that effort and I hadn't even noticed - and
I certainly don't intend to start arguing now.

The only Mary Renault novels I have read are "The Last of
the Wine" and "The King iust Dic," but both had a throughly
authentic ring about them. She must know Thucydides "The
Pclopponcsian War" backwards, but shc obviously knows and loves
the scenes of which she writes./Have you rcad Alfred Duggan's
"Devil's Brood"? If not, how would you like the pb edition? I'il
swap for a Habakkuk. /Whcn I steartcd reading IF.M. Busby's "IN
The Roed," my first rcaction was "What the hell is this?" Bill
took o look and cnlightcned me. "It's beat - migod! whot o won-
derful toake off of Kerouac!" He glccd over it and when I read
it through I recaliscd wiy. Bill rcmindcd me of =2 book he had
got from the library about beats "The Darma Bums". I did read
some of it, but dccided if I wanted to gowp at lots of dirty
words I could go and read them on a lavatory wall, cxcept I'd
fcel rather out of place in o« men's convenicnce, and the only
place I ever saw bhod words in a Ledics(!) was the Town Hall
cloakroom in Enniskillcn.

I once rcad scrials instolment by instalment, but having
been cought half 2 dozen times, I decided I°'d collect 2ll the
parts befcore rcading it. Thot was after I1'd misscd the last
part of "Mission of Gravity" in Astounding.

ERG (Jeeves) The ncws that six colourcd secilors were taken off
a British ship was rcportcd on the home front. I rcad it in the
"Deily Tclegraph'; ond it was also mentioned the in the radio
programmc “Any Quostions"., As a mattcr of fact, the ship wes
going to South Africe and the Havy troasferrcd the colourcd
sailors to save them the unplcasantness that would have probably
been their lot had they gonc ashorce in South Africa./ You say if
we uscd the United Netions properly the world wouldn't be in a
mess., 1'd qualify thot by seying theat if the pcoplc who ran the
UN ran it propcrly therc wouldn't be such a mess. /I sce you men-
tion fox hunting. Did you read of the RSPCA mceting when blood
sports werc undcr discussion. OStap me! Comparcd to that lot
thosc over publicised LC mcetings of a couple of years ago
seemed like gentle old ladics' sewing circles./ As for scgre-
gation - well, the Congolcsc and their confreres in Angola heve
not forwarded the causc of their black brothcrs much, have they?
It's o pity they didan't follow thc dignificd example of Nigoria
when she geincd her independence.
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BURP (Bennett). When I saw the CND rally last ycar before the
marchers arrived I askced o policcman how mony pcoplc were in the
Square and hc told me 55,000 and that thc marchers would makc
anothcr 45,000. The Daily Telcgraph cstimoted 100,000 - a paper
not given to ciagperation - but thcre was quitec o spill over into
the various strects. I hoven't rcod "Feir Stood the Wind for
Prance, " but you hove arouscd my curiosity./ I agrec with you
about "The Womon Who Rode Awey" and think it a pity that LCL was
not written in the samec stylc./ Do visit York if you caon f£ind the
time, Ron, I think you'll 1likec it. And toke a look at the strceet
called The Shambles, which starts at Monkgate (I think) and cnds
at Whipme Whonmo Gate. The kiinster is worth sceing, too, although
heing there during the war I did not sce thosc famous stoincd
gloss windows, as they hoad been removed for the duration. Vhich
was just as wcll - I rcmeimber the Bacdeker roid on York. And onc
of the City's Chinesc Leoundsyics was ownced by a Chinamon cslled
Viong Jock. Another lzundry, onc [ung Foo, was in Monkgatc.

AMBLE (Merccr) 044 you should mention thinking of prc-war as pre-
call-up. I ncver had any doubts about when the war startcd, maybe
bcecause I was about 500 miics from home ond the world's worst dri-
ver very kindly drove mec back to o worried mother. (She alsc drove
me neorly mad with fright on the journey - 1 shall ncver under-
stand why we¢ only had onc accident. She did her best to shove
another driver over Shep Pell, with the result that both cars
nearly went over in a loving cmbracc). However, I digress. I was
in the W.R.A.FP until 1955 and o ycar or two before that a group

of us wcre discussing what we werce going to do when we werc '‘out',
One V/iaaf uscd the phrasce “"After the war, I'm going to---'" and it
was quite some time before any of us noticed it beccoause we were
thinking along the samc lines. /Yuk! I like crit (da) "I object to
you, and try to pretend that you don't exist." So you've noticed
that method, too!/ Your talk on maths reminded me of a problem
one of Area lianagers told me of the other day. Three men went in
to a poultry shop to buy a chicken, The woman behind the counter
charged tihem 30 shillings and they each paid 10 shillings., After
they had left the woman decided she had charged them too nmch and
sent a boy after them with five shillings. The boy gave them each
a shilling and pocketed the other two. Thercfore cach man had
paid nine shillings for the chicken. Thrce nines are twenty seven.
The boy had kept two shillings, and two plus twenty scven is
twenty nine. 8o what happencd to the otacr shilling?

SCOTTISHE (The Wee 'Un) What the hell do you mcan by saying you
are thinking of leaving OMPA? Isn't it bad cnough to have lost
Willis, Bulmer and Clarke without you nattcring about leaving the
Association., Admittedly, ONMPA has come near to being moribund,

but dammit, woman. It's shots in thc arm like Scottishe that keeps
it alive. In fact, if there wcre morc zines like yours, ONMPA
would not only kecep alive, but would bDe much enlivened. You want
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to know what menmbers think of Scottishe? Och, awa' wi' ye, hinny!
I dinna ken what the rest of the members think (but I should not
think you have need to worry) but I can tecll you what I think.

If you leave us and teke witty contributors like Willis and Macia-
varley and your own pcertincnt writings as well, I think you will
be a mean wee hesom! So there! Your mailing comments are short,
but to the point. Hultua in parvo, as it werc. IMurthcrmore, you
have a gentle way of ticking membcrs off if you think they necd
it. That is, that is you can be firm without being offensive or
personally insulting. In other words, your criticisms arc con-
structive, not destructive, and this is a good thing.

As I have already said, I was surprised at the amoudnt of com-
ment Sandra's article on witcheraft caused. As for occult power-
well, I always had an open mind about, but if I can get the story
of Camp Crazy in this issue, you will know what convinced me., Un-
fortunately, I am psychic to a certain degree and don't think I'm
bragging. I'm complaining! It is not a gift, but more of a curse,
although like other "gifts", it comes and goes. Because of this
I am likely to scense whether the atmospherc of a place is good
or bad. I have alrcady mentioned witchcraft in other mailing
comments, but herc I would like to quote from Margaret Murray's
"Witch Cult in Western Europe':

"... the lascivious dances and scxual expericnce that were
alleged to be part of the proccdure at the Sabbaths, is explain-
able on the thcory that the witches were menbers of fertility
cults, such as have bcen known amongst men from the ecarliest
times; The Devil who appeared to his worshippers was undoubtedly
a man, often disguised in animal form; the flying on broomsticks
may be accounted for by the fact that in the half underground huts
of primitive times the chimney was in the centre of the roof and
was also the door; and the belief that witches could transform
themselves into animals, a belief that can be parallelsd in many
countries today, may be explained, perhaps, by the ceremonial den-
ning of animal skins. Such a garb was adopted by the "Sorcerers"
of prehistoric times, a fact that lends weight to the view that
witchcraft was a continuation of the old pagan religion.

A As reasonable beings we may find some satisfaction in the
thought that that our fathers were not deceived on so colossal a
scale and over so long a period as has bcen supposed; but our
satisfaction is as nought when we recall the appalling atrocities
that marked the attempt to suppress the cult. We think of the
feeble old women who were "waked" by having an iron bridle bound
across the face with four prongs which were thrust into the mouth
and so attached to the wall that the wearer could not stand up-
right, sit, or lie down, while men constantly stood by for some-
times days on end to prevent her sleeping even for a moment and
ready to catch the first raving admissions of guilt. We think of
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the thumbscrews, the '"boots'" in which legs were broken by wedges
and the brazicrs in which the victim's legs were heated over a
fire. We think of the brutal scourgings; the prickings all over
the body in search of the insecnsible spot which would be an in-
fallible proof of guilt; the duckings in rivers when the trussed
accused could prove their innocence by sinking to the bottom. We
think, finally, of the hangings and stranglings, the burnings at
the stake. These things make up one of the blackest, moat terr-
ible chapters in the whole of human history."

Not pretty, is it? In his book "The Story of Wookey Hole,"
L.B. Thornycroft, D. Lt. comments that the carly Christian
missionaries reiuctantly gave their consent Ifor some of the rites
and beliefs of the pagans to be incorporated into the new re-
ligion to facilitate conversion, but the ordinary folk continued
for many centuries as only nomingl Christians. But as the new
religion became firmly established it decided to suppress all
religions that were not acceptable to the Catholic system. The
writer states that in the thirteenth centry the Inquisition was
established (as a matter of fact, it was established in the time
of Theodosius the Great) for the purpose primarily of combatting
witchcraft and sorcery and that soon in Britain thousand of people
were being charged, tortured and often executed. The persecutions
reached their zenith in the sixteenth century when Romans and
Protestants each tried to outdo the other in putting down witch-
craft. In the Bishopric of Bemberg 600 supposed witches were
executed in six months, and about the samec time 500 in Geneva.
400 died in a single execution at Toulouse and a judge in Nancy
bragged of condemning 800 witches in sixteen years. In one year
1,000 supposcd witches died and as late as 1670 many were burncd
in Sweden. The writer goes on to state that thousands of reputed
witches were put to death in LEurope and Britain.

Now I don't think witchcraft (the black sort) is necessarily
the '"old religion'. That sort of witchcraft has always been the
dark mockery of all recligions, including our previous ones.

L.B. Thornycroft is also wrong in giving the impression that the
Inquisition gained a firm foothold in Britain., It came hcre once
and that was to deal with the Templars, and when those poor
wretches had been dealt with that was the end of the Inquisition
in this country. On the whole, Britain had a better record than
the European countries as far as torture was concerned. She was
not perfect by any means, but at least she didn't make an art of
torture (although the Tudors came near it). But witchcraft was
not even a capital offence in England until the Reformation, when
the pagans with only a thin coating of Christianity became fana-
tical converts of the Reformed Church. The witches (proved on
otherwise) went throufh hell in Tudor and Stuart times. How-
ever, in 1612, James VI and I forbade the burning of witches -
they were to be hanged instead. #iind you, witchcralft was not
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the only crime for which a woman could be burned alive, Until
quite late in the eighteenth century a woman could be ~ and was -
burned alive for the murder of her husband by poison,

In 1645, HMatthew Hopkins, self appointed Witchfinder
General, went from town to town for a fee of 20/~ hunting down
witches, although witchfinders were not recognised in English
law. God knows how many innocent people he sent to their deaths
in the space of two years, but fortunately this son of a Puri-
tan minister died in 1647. No doubt if Charles I had not been
so busy being harried hither and yon, this Hopkins excrescence
would have been put down very firmly. Whatever the Stuart kings
may have been, it is eternally to their credit that the first one
to sit on the English throne forbade the burning of witches, the

second onc abolished the Star Chamber, and the third abolished
torture, although to be hanged drawn and quartered still remained
the penalty for high treason and for striking an officer if in
the Services. I may cxpand upon the '"Black Lodges' in s later
issue, but if your curiosity has been aroused 1 suggest that you
read Dennis Wheatley's latest book "The Satanist".

Walt as interesting as ever and his mention of Ezra Pound
remindecd me of a story told by mother-in-law, Bill had already
mentioned that his mother had known Ezra Pound as '"Ray', as his
friends called him. When mother in law was Christine Chester
Logie she knew Ray quitc well, but he had a habit of talking al-
most non-stop, especially about Ray, so she developed the trick
of not hearing him, with the result that one evening he got very
offended with her. He had proposed& twice and she hadn't heard
him. Anyway, Christine did become cengaged to him eventually, but
broke iv off after a week as she came to the conclusion that there
were other ways of meeting her Maker without being talked up to
him. Though some of her friends said that during the pcriod he
knew her, Ezra Pound wrote some of his best poetry. Bill's
mother was born in America end brought up in worth Carolina wher
her father had a plantation.

The pocket book article by Maciavarley was fascinating, but
21D royalty per book for the author seems a poor revard to me.
No wonder Sir Alan Herbert and his colleagues are campalgnlng /
No, Ethel, for Pete's sake don't leave OMPA. Look how you've
managed to keep me going.

UL (Metcalf) Well, you manage to say quite a lot in very few
worwus without being obscure, but how about an occasional article?
Judging from your mailing comments, I am sure you could do it.,/
When did this story of the supposed Jap offer of surrender come
out? I couldn't have been rcading my newspapers properly to have
missed that item. Or is it just more anti-Red propaganda being
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churned out? Prankly, I am so sick of the Coisnunist anti-West pro-
paganda and the Wes%'s anti-Commnist propaganda that I don't be-
lieve rmuch of what either side says. It reminds me of two small
boys, both of whom have been thoroughly nauphty, each trying to
blame the othsr For everything. But it scems to me the world is

in a state of »coarded adolescence and I suppose until we reach
maturity in a fow thousand lifetimes, we need to be protected

from cach other, So using the Bomb on the Japs was an inexcusable
brutality, wae it? So was the treacherous attack on Pearl Harbour
and the trecatmeat of p.o.ws in Jap hands. That so~called surrender
may have been another of their swcet little tricks. Sometimes I
think the Amervcans are far too trusting a race (except where
Russia is ccncerned, but then, nobody in the West secms to trust
that country). It is a great and noble thing (I am not using

those words in a derogatury scnse) to forgive one's encmies, but
even if you forgive them you don't have to trust them. /What does
spclunking mean? Is it what we call pot-holing over here? That

is exploring caves and suchlike.

VERT (mayne) . Well, Ivor, to be honest there werc parts of this I
didn't quite dig. But being ncither a jazz nor a beat fan, this
was only to be cxpecceted, I supposc. This docsn't mean, of course,
that I don't think you should write about these things. After
all, it is your zine and it would bc a sad thing to have another
spate of proposals, this time about what articles should be uscd
and what shouldn't. The book about junkies (The Naked ILunch)
sounded completely mad to me (was it written under the influence?)
Ye gods. Another march? So they are going to Moscow this time,
are they? And how many little cmbryo Commnists %H&"full fledged
arplcle? I have no doubt they will be feted all the way to Moscow
which will be a deliberate policy, of coursc. Let's hope there -
will be no morc George Blake typces among them.

PARAFANALIA (Burn) It is the hell of a thing when you rcad an
Ompazine, find it thoroughly intcrcsting and then can't find

much to say about it. I enjoycd this issuc Bruce, and I am very
sorry that it docsn't spark me off into a couple of paragraphs.
Howcvc;, perhavs I'll £ind somcthing to ramble on about it in your
next zine and can give you a couple of paragraphs to make up for
this bricf mention.

And that is the end of the mailing comments. In fact, I am
surprised that I managed to go on for so long on such a small
mailing, ILet us hopc that CHMPA, heving been in the deldrums for
quite some time now, will pcrk up and be the lively apa it once
was., Not in the same way, of coursc, for we all change with the
passing of time, but surcly it can be just as intercsting in a
differcnt way.



NOT YOUR PrILOSOPHY,
HORATIOS

In the last issue of Vagary I said that I would write of a
place with an atmosphere that '"reeked” of evil. Well, here it is
anG, although it may sound incredible, it is the truth. In fact,
I shall probably have to understate because there are things
that I know readers will find difficult to swallow. But what I
am going to relate is true - I only wish it were not.

A number of us arrived in Germany in August, 1948, and the
day followinz our arrival we asseubled at Sundern to hear where
we were posted to and if we could be given some idea of the place.
Another Waaf, Rae by name, and myself were nosted to a place
neither of us had heard of, but it was place whosec name had about
a dozen ciirferent meanings in German. Crazy, illusion, delusion,
ghost, spirit, wild, bad, and devilish were some of the meanings,
so I shall refer to thec place as Camp Crazy. This is in case a
present member of OMPA may one dey join the forces and find him-
self posted there. I don't want to worry him beforec he arrives.

Rae and I asked some airmen about this place, but all they
said was that the place was surrouncded by barbed wire and that it
used to bc a place for loonies - there had even been a tram to
take them back and forth. What they did not tell us was the re-
putation the camp had acquired for itsclf, probably thinking if
we did not notice its atimosphere no harm had bcen done, whercas
if they spokc of it, they might put ideas into our hcads.

The tram turncd out to be a fact, but wacn we arrived at Camp
Crazy in thc evening we wcre mct, the beds in the room we werce to
sharc had becen madec, and we were taken for a mecal. In short, we
rcceived a fricendly welcomc and the girls at thc camp went out
of their way to makec us fcel at home.

Howcver, in a day or two we began to wonder about the place.
Somcone had mecntioncd that the camp had an "atmosphere!, but did
not spccify what sort, and thc main topic of conversation was
about the soldier who had wandcred into the woods on the edge of
the camp and therc had hanged himself. What horrificd me at the
timc was that thce persomncl who were discussing it scemed not. sa
much appalled as indignant. "As if we don't put up with enough
here," remarked an airman, "without strangers coming here to do
themselves in."

I had been working in the Orderly Room a week when one of the
eirmen mentioned that he did not like the "atmosphere® of the
place. '"What atmosphere?" I asked. "It's bad - and depressing,"
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he replied., I argued that it was not and said that I was usually
sensitive to atmosphere and hadn't noticed anything wrong with
it. "It creeps up on you after gbout a Tortnight,* he said,"and
if you're sensitive to atmosphere it will hit you twice as hard.
If I werec you, 1'd ask for a posting." I said, of course, that

I would not do anything of the kind, but I was later to recall
his advice and wish I had taken it.

It was about two weeks after we had arrived at Camp Crazy when
I had the first inkling there was something wrong with the place.
I awoke one night on hearing Rac call out and when I looked at
her I saw her sitting up ian bed, her ceyes starting our of her
head and looking badly frightened. "This place is scaring me,"
she gasped. '"Nonsense, you've had nightmarc," I answered. She
insisted that she had not and that therc was something evil in
the air. All I wanted to do was to get back to slecp, so I was
not as sympathetic ¢s I should have been. Remembering that she
was a Roman Catholic I replicd irritably, "Well, in that casec,
why don't you tell your beads? That should drive any evil away.'"
She looked a little startled at rcceiving this advice from an
Anglican, but it scemed to work for her.

A week later, it was my turn. I had been rcading in bed, but
after I had put the light out and was just dropping off to slecep,
I felt a blast of hot, stuffy air come through the room. This
was followed by a nauseating stench which seemed to be a mixture
of sulphur and decay. Puzzled, I was wide awake in a moment.
Despite the fact the windows were wide open, the room had become
extremely hot and stuffy. Not only that, but the smell ceased
as suddenly as it had begun, and was followed by what I can only
describe as a shifting of the atmospherc. Then I Ffelt it! A
terrible deprp8°1on, followed by an unreasonable fear and a feel-
ing of "Oh. What's the usci!' Why not c¢nd it all?" I was appalled
at the thought; for never in my life had I consicder doing away
with myself, and being a very staunch Angllcan ﬂt the time, to
me suicidc was a terrible crimec. It still is, for that matter.

I called to kac to seec if she werc awake. BShe was and she had
fclt this change as well and was scrabbllng for her rosary. Now
don't ask me to explain this beeause I can't, but as she told
her beads the bead fecling scemed to weaken and the room grew less
stuffy, By the¢ time shec had finished it fc¢lt quite normal,

Naturally, in a day or two I had pcrsuadcd mysclf that it was
all imagination and that thc few teles I had heard about the camp
had put ideas into my hcad. The fact was, that after a few mild
excursions into the occult I had dccided that it was a subjcct
best left a2lonc. ©So having firmly avoidcd the occult, I failcd
to rcalisc that what had happcencd that night was the beginning
of a2 sustaincd psychic attack, In fact, if anyone had told me
that at the time I would have laughcd and told him not to be a
bloody fool.
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In any case, other things werc beginning to mystify me some-~
what, Although I had been on the camp less than two months I was
surprised at the aumber of courts of cnquiry and courts martial
that werc held. This was increcdible, even for a camp where all
the bad boys of B.A.F.O0 werc rcputecd to be sent. Even when we
werc awey from camp for a weckend the spell secmed to follow us.
There was thc time when a group of us had gone to thc weekend
lcave cecatre at Iserlohn and whecre we managed to get mixcd up
with a brutal attecmpt at murder on our way back to camp. But
that is a story on its own that I shall leave for a latcr issue.

Onc of the places in S.H.Q. that was affected was the
Release Scction. Now, having bcen a rclease clerk for a couple
of years aftcr the war, I usually stood in for Audrcy when she
went on leave. As I doublcd thc job with my own I only spent my
timc up there when an airman came in for his relecase papers. I
noticed nothing at first, then two or thrce days later I was in
the Relecasce Section when I noticed the air haed become hot and
stuffy and then canic the ghastly stench of sulphur and decey. I
grabbed the papers I was working on and bolted to the Orderly
Room. About five minutcs latecr a pale looking airman came in
looking for me. He had been in the Relecasec Section, waited for
about thirty scconds, then fled, Thc first think he wanted to
know was 1if thcecre were anything dead under the floorboards up
therc. I suggested that he came back with me and when we rc-
turned thce stench had gone and the air felt quite clear. The
airman had not bcen long on the camp and I didn't enlighten him.

It was about this time that the police sergeant had left the
guardroom to look for one of his corporals who should have been
on duty. He rcached the police block, happened to glance up and
next second was tcaring up the stairs and into the billet, and
hauling in the missing corporal on the end of the rope with which
he was attempting to hang himself. Thc corporal, when he could
talk, was in quite a state. Hc¢ had never felt like that in his
life was his remark, but just as he was coming on duty it had
suddenly got extrcmely hot and stuffy and a terriblc smell camc
from somewhcre, then he felt a decadly wave of depression swecp
ovér him and the fecling of'what's the use of anything. "It was
almost as though something was telling me to hang mysclf," he
complained. The corporal should have been court-martiasllcd for
this, but was postc¢d instead. This was, after all, a bectter
method than making him fecl ten times worse by dragging him
through the brou-haha of an investigation.

The next week anothcr corporal went back to the police block
for something he had forgotten and as he was going up the stairs
he noticed a terrific hcat. When he returned about three minutes
later he found the stairs blazing., Fortunatcly, he kept his head
and not teco much damage was done, but this was not the first time
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that fires had broken out on camp for no rcason at all, Only a
week after this incident a couple of us went into the telephone
cxchange to lecave o message for one of the girls. We both noticcd
how hot it was in thcre, but what thc other girl did not noticce
wos that the radiators were stonc cold. I had noticcd that becauvsce
of my haobit of lcaning ageinst them. Less than five minutes later
we saw the fire cngine going full pelt towards S.H.Q - part of the

exchange was on fire

In the meantime, WAAF "B" Block, in which I was billeted,
seemed to get worse and worse. Rae had been posted by this time
and I had another girl in the room with me who was extremely for-
tunate as she never seemed to notice the hot blasts, the stench
and the dreary,dreary feeling of is life worth living that foll-
owed these manifestations. I stuck it out as long as I could,
but eventually became so afraid that if I fought against this thing
it would win one night, so I started taking a scasick tablet to
get to sleep. That soynds crazy, but the tablet contained a drug
that knocked one out. Unfortunately, I have a high tolerance to
drugs and I found one night that instead of putting me to sleecp
the da.ned thing had only made me very thirsty. The ablutions
werc only just across the corridor and I crept off to get some
water. The atmosphere in the corridor nearly knocked me back.

So bad (not a stench this time) was it, that for a moment I was
literally rooted to the spot.

Have you ever heard a decathly silence? That sounds very para-
doxical, but it is difficult to explain. Although therc was not
a sound to be heard the very air secmed to be in motion and threc
times as thick as it should have been. And all the time, just on
the edge of consciousness and on the other side of that weird,
thick silence there sccmed to be whisperings and mutterings and
movement. Hell, I know it sounds melodramatic and hackicyed, but
about the only words I can think of to describe this was that evil
hung in the air like a palpable thing. I got the water and spilt
most of it in the rush to get back to my bunk.

The next day I had a quict think to mysclf. Was it the effcct
of the tablets I had been taking plus a too powerful imagination?
Therc was only onc way to find out and that was to stop taking the
tablets for a few days. I did this, but one night I went out into
the corridor, thinking I had heard someone creeping about. The
R.A.F. sergeants' block was next door and newcomers to the camp
were often confused cnd I thaught that the shuffling I'd heard
was a scrgeant who had lost his way. I wasn't even thinking of
the atmospherc. But as I groped for the corridor light switch I
felt it again - the samec quccr thick silcnce with the same im-
prcssion of whisperings and suniggerings just beyond the range of
consciousncss. And this time I was clcarcr headed than on the
prcvious occasion I went out. I switched on the light, but therc
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was not a soul in sight. Sincc the footsteps had shufflcd past
my door no onc could havc got out off the block without my sceing
or hearing him or hor.

I supposc I was lucky in a way having Ann for my roon-
mate, as she was so very unimaginative that cven the atmospherc
of the camp could not get through to her. Perhaps because of
her lack of imagination she to block off things just a littlec.
Except for onc bad night when I awoke at one in the morning with
the awful fecling that somcthing was hovering ncarby and that the
something was not very nice. It made mc fcel rcally ill, yct
when I switched on the light there was nothing to be secn. Ann
woke up and I asked her for an aspirin and it secmed do damned
8illy to say that something I couldn't sce was scaring the day-
light out of m¢. She gave me onc, but it didn't improve matters
and I had o sudden and nasty fecling that & thing of some sort
was trying to get into this world through me. Don't ask mc to
cxplain this, but Jjust try to imagine how it felt to be uscd in
an attempt to gain entry into a world that thce thing - whatever
it was - should not havc inhabitcd. I fought - I sat up in bed
absolutely bending my will gzgainst this strange power, but the
thing was geining and I had practically uscd up all my reserves
of will, Just as I kncw I couldn't hold out any longer, Ann woke
up again and looked at mc - I hadn't switched the light out - and
asked if I were ill. Before I had a chancc to say yca or nay she
had gone into the next bunk for the Waaf scrgeont, who took onec
look at me and told Ann to 'phone sick quartcrs. I insisted I
was all right, Betty said I was not aad when Ann eame back she
made a strong cup of tew. In the meantime, the nursing orderly
turncd up and took out a thecrmometcr. I said I hadn't got a
temperature, but the orderly insisted on toking it. When she
looked she told mc to pack my small kit as I was going back to
sick quarters with her. I had not got o high' temperature - it
had dropped to 95.5.

Perhaps it was just as well thot the orderly took me off to
sick quartcrs as I felt that if the thing came back ogain I would
not bc gble to fight it off. When the M.O. came in to see me the
next morning I would not tell him anything beyond the fact that
I had suddenly felt dreadfully 111. I certainly wasn't going to
tell him what had really happened because it sounded so batty and
I didn't sant him to think that I had gone off my trolley. It
was not until two months after we had all left the camp that I
found out that the M.O. was also affected by its atmosphere and
that whenever a Waaf was on duty in sick quarters at night, he
not only made one of the R.A.F. orderlies stay in sick quarters,
but he himself slept on a camp bed in his office. So if I had
told him, far from packing me off to a hospital, he would have
had me posted within two days.
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A day or two after this Butch, A R.A.F, corporal, shot himself,
Butch was a man who had spent a lot of his service on the Conti-
nent and had helped a great deal to repopulate the devastated
areas. He was always being marched in on a charge and he was
always getting away with it as he knew Kings Regulations and the
Manual of Air TForce Law better than the admin. staff -did. And
he was usually a very cheerful chap. The strange thing was that
only a fortnight before Butch had been in the Victory Bar down
in the village and told a group of his friends the perfect way
to commit suicide.. No-one believed him, of course, but on the
day his suicide was discovecred, Butch was supposed to have come
to the Orderly Room for some papers. I had them already, but
no Butch. I rang the aruoury; where he worked, and asked if hc
were there. The armoury scrgeant replied that he thought Butch
had gone straight to S.H.Q. before reporting for duty and why not
try the guardroom - he was probably on another charge. I tried
the guardroom, but he wasn't there either. Half an hour later
I tried the armoury agein, but there was still no sign of Butch.
The sergecant said his bunk was next to the armoury and he'd go
and have a look. He went and found the bunk door was locked.
This struck him as strange as it should have becn left open in
the morning for inspcecction. Something mmust have made him sus-
picious as he got another airman and between them they knocked
the door in. Soon after this he rang me and said that Butch would
not be in for his papers and I thought then therc was a queccer
note in his voice. No wonder! The sergeant and the airman had
found Butch very neatly on his bed and very dcad. The night be-
forc hc had blancoed all his webbing, prcssed his best bluc,
polished his buttons, and then sat down and carcfully worked out
a trajectory for a .303 bullet fired from a rifle in an ingecnious
pulley arrangernicnt that was worked by tugging a cord. Butch
dressed himseclf in his best bluc, errangcd his pillows, then sat
down very carefully on his bed and jerked the cord. He made a
very ncat job of it, as I saw the photographs aftcrwards. The
hole was drilled in the middlc of his forchcad just above the
eyes and but for that onc would have though that he was pcacc-~
fully aslecep. The photographs of what was left of the back of
his head, of course, told a very differcat story.

Yet Butch had scemed such a happy go lucky chap, and some days
later I asked his friend laxie what on carth had made him do it.
Maxie hesitated, and then said, "Well, not long beforc he .did it
I saw him in the showers and woticed the bad rash on his back
and askcd him why he didn't go sick. He told me it was too latc-
that he wes well into the sccondary stage, and that he had not
realiscd earlier becausc the Tirst stage must heove been so slight
ne hadn't noticed it. Perhaps he couldn't face the thought of
ending up with G.P.I." That made the tragedy even worsc because
it was the very next day that I saw the post mortem report and
there wasn't a sign of any sort of venercal discase. But Butch
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had only anticipatcd by about six months. His liver ond kidncys

were all to hell, his heart had got rocky and he had an abscess
on the part of the brain that hadn't managed to blow away.

We hod become quite used to attempted suicides as there was
one on an averagec of every thrce wecks, but for some reason or
othcr the corporals sccmed to be affccted the most. Therc was
the corporal who had been houled before the C.0. as he had been
heard to say that he would shoot hims¢lf. The corporal said he
would not only shoot himself, but he would take the C.O0. with
him. He was posted and on his wey to anothcr unit the same day.
Then just aftecr Christmas two of the police corporals had van-
ished - not that anybody carcd (not even the other police) as
they werc two of the nastiest little jerks in thce guardroom. At
the time of their disapgpearaonce a Volkswegen also venished, as
did a numbcr of blankets and o guantity of petrol. It was said
that they had bcen seen heading in the gencral dircction of
Switzerland, but by the timec .thc Swiss police hod been informed
the birds had flown. Six wecks later they were picked up in
Paris, minus Volkswegen, blankcts and petrol. They were brought
back to camp for a Field General Court Liartial, becausc we were
on active service out there. They were charged with being absent
without lcave, of illegelly disposing of Air Force property, of
illegal entry into Switzerlend and I'rance - and do you know what
they got. Rcduced to the ronks (they were only acting, anyway),
a severe rceprimand apicce, and a posting to the most out of the
way unit that could be thought up. To this day I have not got
over the lightness of thcir scntecnce, cspecially as an airman in
the R.A.F', Regiment who had becen charged with being in improper
posscssion of another airman's shoes %and it had bcen extremely
possible that he had genuinely made a mistake in thinking they
werc his own when packing to go on lcave) rceceived six months
detention. Just what did those¢ damncd cops know that enabled
them to get off so lightly?

To quote Shakespeare "sorrows come not as single spies, but
in battalions." The camp had scarcely got over the shock of
Butch's suicide when o corporal nicknamcd Blackie put the end of
a Lee Enficld in his mouth and pulled the trigger, making a
thoroughly mecssy job of it. He had bcen depresscd as he had bcecen
attached to the R.A.F. Regimcnt and nobody loved that lot cxcept
the R.A.F. Regiment. The final blow came on the day when he was
told that hc was transferrcd permancntly to the Regiment, and to
get the flashes up on his shouldecrs.

Not counting thec soldier who hadn't rcally beclonged to the
camp, oanyway, and working on thc thcory that things happencd in
thrces, everyone waitcd for the third dcath. Aftcr Blackie's
little effort wc had alrcady received bad publicity in the "Daily
Exprcss" as the "Suicide Camp". The newspaper rceferrcd to our
dark distinguished looking C.O0. Actually, hc lookcd like an
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unshaven version of Edward G. Robinson. The C.0., of course, kept
the reporter away from the camp personnel and the German workers,
one of whom had told us that even when the Germans had the camp
there was a high rate of suicide.

We had not long to wait for the third death. There were two,
as a matter of fact, because of two tragedies in quick succession
at the married quarters which were just outside the camp bounds.
A flight sergeant and his wife had gone down to the Married Quar-
ters club one evening, and before they left the house they had
made sure that the children were in bed and there no fires left
alight anywhere. As the club was not far away they were taking
it in turns to go back about every twenty minutes to see that
cverything was all right. Yet the flight sergeant had not been
back five minutes after his check when someone rushed into the
club and told him his quarters were ablaze. They managed to res-
cue all the children except onc - by the time they rczched him
the poor little devil was dead.

Before the camp got over that shock, the worst one so far, when
a scrgecant who lived in a fifth floor flat in married quarters
died very mysteriously. He was found at five in the morning under
the window of his flat and fully clothed; and the poor devil was
still alive when he was found. He was rushed off 1o hospital but
died twelve hours later without saying what had happencd. It was
known that all was not well with his private affairs and that he
had been very upsct lately because although he and his wife bhadly
wanted a family the doctors had told him he would never bec a
fathecr, but at thc time of his death thcecre was a rumour that his
wife was expecting. It was never found out exactly what happencd
and a verdict of accident was brought in at the inquest, yet the
same question was lurking at the back of everyone's mind. Was it
accident? Or suicide? Or murder?

In the meantime, of course, courts martial, courts of inquiry,
formal investigations and attempted suicides were occurring with
monotonous regularity and once morc I was "attacked."

I now had the bunk to myseclf, whieh on azny other camp would have
pleased me no cnd, but didn't onc bit on this hauntcd hellhole.
I had been rcading late one night, quitc a light whodunit, and did
not notice a damned thing when I switched off the light. Herc I
should explain that I had a standard lamp on the locker by my bed
and the main light was usually out. BSlecp was a long time in
coming and didn't arrive after all. Quitc suddenly I had the
fceling therc was somcthing in the room and although I had the
windows widc open the room was unbcarably warm. Thc fceling
grew stronger and no mattcr how much I told mysclf it was an over-
worked imagination, whatever it was wouldn't go away. It scemed
as though I'd got a Lovecraft '"nameless horror” all to myself. I
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aign't want it. The room was in absoulte darkness and I couldn't
imagine what wao oeming toward ms in dark because, imagination

or not by now I was bonvznocd I had some sort of visitor. I
had a strong impression that whatevgr it was had hardly any form,
but was just a revolting shape and/pair of stretching arms. As

I had this impression the air grew even hotter, and the smell of
sulphur and decay was the strongest I had ever known it. Sud-
denly I could stand it no longer and sitting up in bed, I reached
for the light switch. Now when one sits up in bed to reach for

a switch one automatically supports oneself with the other hand
on the bcd. This was what I did, but a split second before 1
reached the switch something had clawed me right down the face.
When the light went on there was nothing to be seen, I must have
yelled out for a moment or two later, Pip shot through the com-~
municating door from the next room. As I had decided it was my
imagination, after all, although my face was irrtating me consid-
erably, I had quite a shock when she shriekd "My God! You've got
blood on your face.'’ When I looked in the morror there were
three scratches from my hairline to my chin and all bleeding.

The other girl who had been in Pip's room had just been posted.
and as there was now a spare bed in there I adjorned to it for
the rest of the night.

Pip suggested next morning that I should have the scratches
seen to at sick quarters and I dropped in there on my way to
breakfast. '"What scratches?" asked the orderly and when I looked
into a glass thcre wasn't a mark on my face, yet Pip had seen
them only a few minutes previously. When I arrived at the orderly
room the marks were back again, but by this time I had inventecd
a story to account for them. I forgot what it was now, but the
chief clerk told me long afterward that he hadn't belicved me as
he wes convinced thot nothing human could have made the marks
on my face. Oh, well!

A day or two aftcr this we had another draft of airmen and
Waafs in from the UK. The dey they arrived the Riding Club held
a dance in the village and two of the new arrivals - a Waaf cor-~
poral and a RAI" corporal went to it. They left it about half
past ten as, not being sure of their way round they thought it
best to get back to camp to give themselves time to find their
bearings. But Camp Crazy was a fairly big place and they got
lost. Eventually they found thcmselves at the top of a slope by
a ruined block and sat down, onc one cach of the stone pillars
on either side of thc steps, figuring out that somecone was sure
to come along soon and direct them to thcir respective blocks.,
That's what they thought - nobody went ncar that block at night.

S0 there they sat, conversing and waiting patiently Tfor some-
one to arrive. It was not long beforc Molly feclt uneasy and she
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noticed that the RAF corporal was very fidgety and kept looking
over her shoulder. Tor some rcoason or other it did not occur

to her to look round hersclf, but she did know that the place was
giving her the creeps. Then, jusht as she was about to say some-
thing to the airmen, right beitwcen them strolled a German storm
trooper - and then she noticed somcthing else. She could sce the
corporal throuzh the storm trocper. But she decided she was see-
ing things so kept her moubth shut for a fcw minutces. Then she
suggested to the airmen that as no one was going come that way
they had becter move and try to find the billets for themsclves
and besides, she didn't like the spot. At that the corporal
asked her if she had sccn anythinz. Molly said she had and it
turnecd out that thc corporal had scen the samc thing, but he, too,
had thought it was his imagination. Hc¢ had scen it before Molly
had - it had been walking up and down bchind hcr for somc minutcs.
Nced I sgy that their fcet hardly touchced the ground as they f£lcd?

Molly was the first to ask one of thc German civilians what
the camp had been before the R.A.F. took over. It scemed it star-
tcd out as a cavalry training unit, but wec knew this as thc ground
round the camp had bcen spceceially built up to train the cavalry.
We often usced the cavalry training grounds when we went out riding.
Then for a short while Roinmel had his Afrika Koprs stationcd
there, but he got them moved as he said that his men were crack
troops, that Camp Crazy was decstroying their morale, and good sol-
diecrs were killing themselves for no reason at all, After that
it was o military hospital, but the doctors kickcd up a fuss as
too many paticnts died when they should have rccovercd. Then it
became a Russian p.o.w. camp, and I beliceve 1t stoycd as thet un-
til the c¢nd of thce war and the R.A.F. moved in.

A couple of miles from Crezy was a village whosec name, trens-
lated into English meant Phantom Heath. his village was perpet-
ually out of bounds becausc of typhoid, end if that discase
scemed to go on too long therc always another to take its place.
I don't believe that the villagers werc perpcetually sick of some
discase or othcr, but it was good psychology on the part of the
powers-that-bc. If they put the village out of bounds becousc of
peculiar goings on therc, half the camp would have spent its time
nosing round thc¢ village. On the other hand; nobody was going to
rush off madly to catch a dosc of typhoid, typhus, dyscntery or
whatever the currcnt illness happcencd to be.

Mad, mad fools that wc were! After Molly had rclatcd what
she hed scen (she never did learn to kecp her trap shut at the
right time), some of us decided we would have a ghost hunt. The
night it was supposed to take place I was duty NC.0O. DNot that I
was going to lct that stop mc, but just after cight o'clock a
couple oI Waafe camplainend thot & pecping tom was lurking round



25

the billets. So I left the duty airwoman in the admin. office
and went to collect my fellow ghost hunters, firmly believing
that a couple of excitable airwomen werc mcrely imoagining a
peeping tom. All the ghost hunters cxcept little Ann had decided
they had something clse to do. Ann and I storted up towards the
runied block, but we¢ walkcd more and more slowly. Finaily, I
said to Awm "Therc's courage in nwibers and we arcn't enough num-
bers." Ann agrceed with me and we retraced our steps. At the
bottom of the slope and betwecen the Woal and the RAF scrgeants'
block stood half a dozen aircrew who had flown a kite in that
dey. They had hcard gbout this ghost hunt ~nd wecre waiting to sce
what had h.ppcned.

It turncd out that the aircrew were from my previous camp in
the UK and I knew a couplc of them - in fact, I had becn out sev-
eral times with Jack. We confessed that we were too scarcd to
go on and the aircrew boys said that thc other scrgeants in the
mess had been trying to kid them that therc was something screwy
about the place. They mentioned the Waaf who had been mysteri-
ously clawed, but when I showed them the scratches - which had
comec up again - they could only goggle. And I pointed it that
it was not a cat. Cats were rarc in Germany - I only saw three
in over two and a helf ycers. Anyway, we invitcd them to go up
to the ruined block with us and watch. So gbout ecight of us went
up therc and stood outsidc the block. After about five minutcs
one of thc scrgeants remarked that he couldn't sce anything, but
hardly had he spoken when therc was the most tremendous crash
from somewhere inside the block. I was holding Jack's hand and
I felt him damncd ncear leap out of his skin and uniform, too.
"Someone larking about in therc," suggested one of the aircrew
weakly. "Nobody goes near that place after dark," I said coldly,
"and besides, that crash ®as from the top of the block and the
stairs have been in ruins for ycars." Ann and I had the hecll of
a job to kcep up with them to the bottom of the hill.

Herc a note of high comcdy entcrcd into things. As we
arrived at the Waaf blocks I saw to my astonishment that an air-
moen was attempting to peer into the windows. Those two girls had
scen a lurker, aftcr 2ll. With a yell of "Hey, you!" I set off
in full cry, but just as I was in grabbing distance of peceping
tom's coat tails, Jack grabbcd me. '"Do you want a hobnai led baoot
in your face?" he asked, and told me to ring the guardroom. But
I decided the airman had probably had a fright and wouldn't be
back again that night. As it happcned, I was wrong. Jack sug-
gested going to the Malcolm Club for a drink, but I had to re-
licve the duty airwomen for o couple of hours, and told him to
call back at the block later and when we could have a chat about
0ld times. I nad been in the admin. office for sbout on hour when
Jock and Audrey R. scrececched that the lurker wos back. I went
outside and had a look, but therc was no one in sight. Back I
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went and when the duty cirwoman appeer I said that I was going out-
side to heve 2 look for the peeping  tom: 'Actually, I had gone out~
side to meet Jack and we stoyed standing by the corncecr of the block
talking quictly. About twenty minutes later I hecard a scrcam from
Jock's room and rushed in to f£ind hcr and Audrey R. holding on to
each other in terror. They swore the peeping tom was back ond they
had heard him shuffling outside thecir window. Then I realiscd that
Jack and I had been stonding ncar there, so I had to go ocut and
look for me and prectend that Jack wos helping mc. Soon after this
he went back to his own billlet and I settled down as I thought to

a quiet hour in the admin., office. I had reckonecd without Jock

and her friend. Agein they scrceched and this time I went out

with a poker. As I was wearing battledress, which blended very
well with the night, I reckoncd that I could bec on anyonc who

came along before he rcaiised I was there. TFor necarly an hour I
crouched by o corner of the block getting colder and colder. But
the crumb tmst hove noticed me come round the corner, beccause while
I was crouched there waiting for him to turn up, he was in the
middle of & bush waiting for me to go away. Of coursc, five min-
utecs after I had gone in to the block, the lousc waos back pecring
into the windows again. There was the usual screcch from the

usuzl two, but this time I had had enough - I 'phoned the guard-
room. Onec of the Jones' twins, who was my duty airwoman, ceme out
with me to sce what sort of a patrol the police would send up and
met a scrgcant and corporal, who had come up in a car. We circled
the blocks and suddenly the corporal said he had found footprints.

We dashed over to have a look at them. "If we con find an air-
man wearing rubber bhoots, we've got him," announced the corporal
triumphantly. "Since it's a muddy night, half the personncl will
be wearing rubber hoots," I replicd acidly. "I'm weoring them my-
self. As a matter of fact, it's my footprints you've found." At
this moment the car lights were switched off and we looked round
to sec who was fooling about with them. As we looked they went
on again. The scrgeant and corporal started towards the car and
before they rcached it the lights had been switched on and off at
least twice. The sergeant called back to me "I'll secnd someone
down to patrol the blocks,'" and before I had a chance to answer
they had piled into thc car and were down the road trying to exceed
the spced of light. "Funny," rcmarked Jones II, "I wonder if they
disappeared so fast, becausc no one was necar that car when the
lights were going on and off." Then it pcnetrated! We were in
the block and the doors firmly bolted before one could say "Ghost."

By this timec, it was quitc latec and I thought that the troubles
were over, but I was too optimistic. The usual screccecch from the
usual two came half zan hour later and swcering, I got out of bed
and went along to their room. Jock was very ncarly hystecrical and
when I asked her what the hell was the matter she told me that she
had gone to bed; then died and gonc to hell. I firmly resisted a
temptation to make her words come truc and told her not to be such
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a dope, that she had had a nightmarec. "I didna" wept Jock. "I
died,went to hell and when I got there, there was a queue and the
de'il told me I'd have to wait three years and kickit me oot."
Iiy ncxt remark was unprintable, but this caused another flood of
tecars. "I tell ye he kickit me oot of hell. I've got the marks
on my back, Look." And she jecrked her pyjama jacket up and
pants down, and showcd mec her back.

To coin 2 phrase, my blood »an cold. There were mariks on
her back and they werc fresh bruises. Then I noticed that Audrey
was in oyjemas, but thet her bed hadn't becen slept in. It turned
out thet shc was so scarcd that shc had climbed in with Jock,
There wasn't room in a singlc bed and shc had cdged Jdock out.
Herfidgctings had causcd Jock to start drcaming and she had ac-
gquircd the bruises when she had fallen out of bcd and cought her
bock on the edge. I cxplained this to her, told them both not to
be bloody idiots, and if I hcard another pecp out of either of
them, I'd discnbowcl them and strangle them with their own guts.
They must haove belicved me, as the rest of the night was peaceful.

The next day was bright and clear and ilary, the P.TI. de-
cided we would go up and into the ruined block while it was
daylight and sce what did causc that thump. We went up there
in the lunch hour and lookcd into the rooms downstaire. Soon
after we did so, we heard someonc walking about upstairs. "Ah,
someone with the same idee as ourselves,' said ilary. "Yes," I
agreed, and then remcembered something., "How did they get up-
stoairs when there aren't stoirs any more?I asked. liary may have
been the P.T.I. but I havc a strong rccollcction that I was the
first to take a flying lcap through the window and gect the hell
away from the place.

It was not long after this that I acquired a poltcrgeist.

(To be continued in the ncxt issue, as it
has put thc fcar of God in mc again to re-
mcmber all this. Happy nightmarcs!)

From the forcgoing, rcaders may gct the impression that a
laugh was ncver hcard at Camp Crazy, but therc were many moments
of light relief;, which I hope one day I shall find time to write
about in the magazine. Since some of you may - or may not be
agog, I will try and get a zinc in the next mailing and finish
off the story of the camp that necarly finished me off.

Bobbiec.

No doubt some of you arc thinking "But thcre must be some
some sort of cxplanction!" There was, as you shall see in the
next issue, but the c¢xplanction was as orazy as the incidents I
have alrcady related.
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the play commenced. Dame Peggy Asheroft played Katherine
brilliantly, end Peter O'Toole was a joy as Petruchio, Tut!
I sec that in the first sentence of this paregraph I have the
words “produced productions". . iy apologiecs., The other play
I scw was "Hamle%." T only hope the ghost of Will Shakespeare
wasn't hanging axound he would have wept blood. After seeing
Michael Redgreve's Hamlet e fow years back, this present one
was morc than a disappoinxment - it was a horrible shock. AYb
Stratford therc is a tremendous amount of audience partici-
_pation, but not at this production. I suddenly renlised that
although I knew the speeches fairly well, they were delivered
80 badly that I lost interest and found that I had completely
lost the place as it were. Lines that should have bVeen em-
phasised were thrown away, and that lines that could have been
thrown away werec ermphasised. Ian Bannen (Hamlet) delivered
one of tile soliliquies sitting in a trunk, at the end of which
the 1id slammed shut. Unfortunately, he opened it again. The
audience sat through. the play. completely unmoved and unstirred,
exmcept for ten delightful seconds when t$he stroller who acted
the Player King did Hecuba for Hamlet. With a few words and
gestures hc conveycd the feelings of that unhappy queen in
burning Troy. 8o tense did the audience become therc was not
a sound from them, not even a cough or eny shuffling. I did
notice in this production that Hamlet's advice to the players
was cut out, and can only conclude that the dirsctor didn't
went to remind the audiernce how the play should have been pro-
duced. The blood bath at the end, which can be very tense,
was wotched with complete indifference by the audience, Since
the play had been murdsred in the first scens who was inter-
ested in a lot of mouthing ghoats, .The two intervals were
spent by the audience in niggling ebout. it. I réad as many
reviews as I could find afterwards and should say that that
production received the biggest ponning Siratford has ever
suffered, It was deservad.

FROM. bl

Roberta Gray,

14, Bennington St.,
Cheltenham,

Glos., England.



