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Ify like me, you are a public servant,
it is quite possible that you and I
suffer from the samne occupational
hazard - boredom. You arrive at work
and find yourself confronted by a full
day of just about nothing to do. Witn
luck somebody might require your
services for an hour or so but what do you do with the other six hours and
twenty-one minutes? If you are anything like me you feel like tearing sheets
of paper into excecdingly small pieces. You elso feel like going home where
you can be bored in comfort.

One day a couple of years ago I sat dowun and tackled the problem of my
boredom logically: there wasn't anything else for me tu do that day, The
easiest way to overcome the problem would be to read a boock but the peonle
who are in charge of the office don't eppreciate that kind of thing, I
could possibly read fanzines, That had definite possibilities but it had to
be considered carefully, If I were to be able to conduct any outsida
activity I had to contrive to make it appear as if I were actually working.

It occurred to me that since fanzines are printed sheets stapled
together all I had to do was to pull out the staples and recd the single
sheets as if they were official reports or something of that nsture.* There
was, however, a significant drawback to this scheme - I refer in particular
to the distressino habit that most faneds have of printing illustrations,
It might be possible to convince the people at work that a page out of a
fanzine was a report on the underground piping installations at Sycdney
Airport, but my efforts would be strzinad beyond reasonasble limits if the
sheet had a nicture of a half-naked womzn engaged in combzt with some ugly
monstrosity, So that little scheme w-s out unless faneds cooperated by
producing illustratiomless fanzines and unfortunately Bruce Gillespie does
not produce SF_Commentary often enough for me to hmve something to read
every days

Writing letters offered a possible source of occupation but nobody can
read my hand-written scraw] and even I don't have that many people to
correspond with when I can't have copies of fanzines lying around to write
letters of comment on.

So fanac appeared to be out of the guestion.

Very well then, I reasoned, I am here in this office to work for the
Department of Civil Aviation therefore it is my duty to work for them even
if they don't seem to want it, The statement of my duties indicated that I
am supposed to be a gatherer and collator of statistics to be used in the
planning of airports, but nobody seemed to be interested in such things, 5o
I reasoned that it was up to me to find and collate my own statistics. I
felt that I had made a major breskthrough until I discovered that there is
one complete floor of our office building filled with people who do nothing
but gather and collate useless statistics, and they had the game already
sewn upe The only set of figures I could discover which remained untouched
was a list of the arrivals and departures at Melbourne Airport, It wes
quite possible that they also did things with this weekly set of figures but
I wasn't able to discover anything so I went ahead and devised a most skill=-



ful method whereby, from one foolscap sheet, I could fill up four sets of
columns of figures every week and draw three cunninhg little graphs - all

of obviously no use to anybody.

What fun! At first this task occupied lots and lots of time while I
devised and improved my system but, after a month or so, I found it increas-
ingly easy to manipulate the figures and draw the graphs so that it only
took a couple of hours and there was all the rest of the week stretched out
before me, barren and lifeless, I tried my utmost to derive more columns
of figures from the list but there was a limit to the trivie that even I
could derive from ity even in my desperate condition. '

The future looked incredibly gloomy and sach day.I was going. further
up the wall in my bored frustration until, one day, inspiration struck.

. The Department has files that it uses to clug up its workings. and keep

people occupieds There is a floor of people who do nmothing but play with
them all daye In my blindness I had never realised the full potentisl’ af
the file until that day, Sure, I had used them before after a fashion,
moving them around on my desk to form various geometric patterns, but it was
child's play when compared with the revelation I hade THhe basis of my dis-
covery was quite simple - therse are lots of sheets of paper on a file and
most of them have writing on them and this writing can be read, Of course,
most of the writing is incredibly boring, but that is beside the point, It.
seamad to me that if I had to spend the entire day sitting around doing
nothing and being bored it would be no harder and potentially a great deal
more enjoyable to sit around and read files and not be quite so bored,

Now I'm not claiming any special intelligence but it occurred to .me
that if I were to begin occupying my time with files I might as well do it
in a propoer manner -~ a devious and intricate manmer as befits a public
servant, : ' : '

Before I began to use files to occupy myself I spent a little time in
studying my prey. My extra care and diligence wers well rewarded, ‘I dis-
covered that *he figures by which cach file wes identified were noty as I had
previously imagined, just random numbers, The numbers are carefully selected
by a system that some esxtremely devious public servant had figured out many
years ago =~ no doubt in the hope of occupying himsclf, Thus, if you came
upon a file upon which a %6' was the first numbar you would find that the
file invariably dealt with an aircraft accident at some time and some place
(I suspect that the numbers following '6* would tell you the time and the
place, but as yet I have not been able to crack the codce)e If you saw a
file with the first two numbers being '67' you would find that the file
denlt with an airport somewhere in the state of Victoriag¢ *66% numbers
deal with the state of New South Wales and '65!' numbers de~l with airports
in: Queensland and even though I have not, as yety discovered the files or
the numbers for the files on airports in other states I know that there ars
airports in those states somewhere and thus there must be filese

When I tell you that what I have related about file numbers above is a
mere scraping of the surface you will understand something of the excitement
I sometimes feel, and I'm still learning, Those daysy when I feel partice
ularly. adventurous I simply pick up my telsphone and ask the people who look



after the files to send me one, the number of which I simply pick out of my
heads Then I sit back and wait to see what discovery I am about to maks.
On the other hand, if I feel more formal, I can use one of several methods
1 have devised to choose the number through a series of random mathematical
manipulations,

Oh yesy; I could go on and on about the wonderful discoveries I have
made in the last couple of years., Unfortunately Don Symons! article has
taken up too much-of my room and I find myself a little crampeds I'm sure
that there are many useful tips that I could pass on to you if you find your=-
self 'in a position similar to mine. I am also sure that you are far more
llkely to find yourself working for a public service department than flying
as @ steward on a fying boat, Come to think of it, you are far more likely
to find yourself working in a position similar to mine than you are to find
yourself skipping stones across country streams with Lee Harding =« that:
article should go and it would if only John Foyster weren't so strong=-
willed,

John and I aren't coeditors for nothing so that there is no possible
way in which he can take this page away from me and I intend to fill it up
the way I sea fit - in explaining my latest discovery concerning filas,

"In aons of the more obscure corners of our office building there is a
Xerox machine, " The connection between files and Xerox machines is that if
I see a- partlcularly interesting sheet of paper on a file I can go down to
the copying machine and get some copieés made of ite When I first started
this ppactice I considered the possibility of starting my own filing system
but the space that such a thimg would need was a little more than I could
afford = the carbon paper that I've collected over the last five years is a
little too bu1ky and a little too near my heart to be thrown away for mere
photocoples and mere pieces of ordlnary pepers My alternative is to qget
the coples and then go around trying to give them to somebody,

i ‘Itye found this a most socially rewardlng occupatione Through it I
have dlSCOVBrBd a man who can whistle all the classics but who doesn't know
the name of any of them and I have also discovered his associate who can't
whistle a note but who can name them all, I have come to meet a Victorian
League footballer and a_professional boxer who mzkes money on the side at
the office,  Other interesting characters include a skydiving freak who has
a great gash across his throat which he collected when he almost cecapitated
himself with his reserve 'chute, a clerk who claims to have been in a group
that played Creedance Clearwater Rsvival music befors they wers ever heard
ofy a most attractive young woman - who is unfortunntely married = and a
long~haired hippie weirdo who turns on with alcohol, I have talked to
people who have told me what it was like to be in the bomber streams over.
Germany in the last World War, what it is like to watch the surf come in at
Big Sur or the difficulties of building airstrips in New Guinea,

Unfortunately none of. these people have shown much interest in the
copies I've tried to fob off on theme Either they are lacking in a proper
sense of what the Department of Civil Aviation exists for or they are far
too busy trying to keep themselves ogcupied with their own little tasks.

It may sound vagualy heretical to call a $50 million airport something



that somebody
to survive in

uses to fill in time between 8,30 and 4,51 but if you are
the public service this is the perspective that you have to

takes The only difference between myself and the engineer who designs the
airport is that before he joined the public service he spent a few yesars
in a university combatting boredom,

Talking =

Leigh Edmonds

bout boredom, here's yet another editorial,

BOY'S OWN FANZINE AND WHAT IT STANDS FOR

Boy's Own Fanzine has been created to fill a gap in the
fanzine=-publishing worlde Boy's Own Fanzine is designed to
represent all that is clean and worthy in science fiction
fandom, We, that is to say Leigh Edmonds and I, are much
concerned by the overt and covert immorality in science
fiction fandom and we hope that through these pages we will
be able to combat 211 that is unhealthy and unclean (end
almost certainly Peking-inspired) in fandom.

Indeed, what we most reqgret is that we have not been able
to present Boy's Own Fanzine., Had only we been able to
advoc:te cold hip-baths earlier we are sure that fewer
science fiction fens would need glasses,

Our intentions are illustrated to some extent by the
contents of this issue: for ex~mple, in the shcrt article
describing the adventures of twoi.youths far from civilisation
in the wilds of Victoria we observe the battle between Man
and Nature in =2ll its ferocity, We are sure you will enjoy
'Camping' by Apollo Papayannou,

Don Symons' article describes the gay times aboard a
British flying boat in the late 'forties. It secems to be a
rollicking good yarn, but there are parts of it we do not
understand,

As for our title: we have long been impressed with the
opportunities arising, acronymically speaking, from the use
of the word 'fanzine' in a fanzine title, The most recent
example, from David ‘Malone, h7s produced the euphonious DMSFF,

MY. ARSE, AND WELCOME TO IT

Back in ninetecen ought four (or 1954, New Style) the
Melbourne City Fathers, having somehow connived their way into
the running of the 1956 Olympic Games, cast about for some
cge-old Melbourne custom which could be newly-created to form
a tourist attraction, The name of the genius who thought of
a-mish-mash of marching girls, flo=ts and water~skiing has
escaped my norm~nlly retentive memory, But there ~re one or



two other points worth noting,

Yl et Us have' said the City Fatnecrs "a typicsl Australian name .fer this
ages=0ld Australisn custome" They ,consulted Bill Onus, a venersble
coloured gentlemnn, who proposed the name 'Moomb~! for this excitinag
festival,

'It means "Get toaether and h~ve fun".! s=id Bill Onus,.

Last year Mr, Onus, whose career in the boomerang=throwing and carving
business (strictly for the white massa trade) was rapidly coming to a close
as A result of his aodvanced age, confessed titat he had dissimulated,
'‘Moomba', it seems, actu=lly me~ns 'my arse',

One up to the boongs,

This issue of Boy's Own Fznzine is being published during Moomba 1971,
Yesterday Elizabeth and I took Jillian to sece the Gruat Moscow Circus,
which mctually isn't so0 bad, I, notad with interest the massive profithbeing
acquired by Coca=cola sellers as a result of their thoughtful 33 1/3 %
markups But as we returned home we passed a small tent from which
aboriginal folk were trying to sell boomerangs and suche. Apparcntly they
no longer play 2 large role in Moomba celebr-tions,

One up to the kuries,

THE BOY'S OuWN FANZINE AWARDS

A specially-invited committee, consisting of me, has m=ade the
follawingi selections: for sucsduagds fer this issuee.sI.guess that in
Esquire they would have been c=alled Dubious Achicvement Awards,

Rustralian Awarnds

John Ryan = least prejudicod fane In the February ANZAPA mailing John wrote:
(in re Gary Mason) 'As for your record on

getting out mailingsy I think you have every reason to bas pleased with your

performance ses 2ncd if the next 0E can do as well the membership should have

no complaintse ' This 'no complaints!'! policy does not apparently extend

into the past, John Ryan's comments on the first ANZAPA OE (whose rccord

for getting out mailings is almost identical with that of Gary Mason) being

couched rather differently.

Gary Mason = for the power to cloud men's minds,

Focal Point - for unbiased news reporting.

Arnie Katz and Jay Kinney - for chivalry.

(hahy you weren't watching me closely enough, so I'm sneiking thc internation-
al awards in right here.)

Ted White = for 'uin friends and influence‘people' replics to letterhacks,

Then there arc a2 few awards for speciel scrvices) awards in categories which
are not likely to oceur againe For cxample there an award for

Special scrvices to British F ndom = the British Post Office,

And I thirk there's only room for one moure award now. Ihis one goes to the



FAPA members and officiels involved in the recent amendment to radically
alter the structure of the waiting list: to them the Slow and Sure wins the
Race Award,

THE UGLY AMERICAN

There's e moderately cryptic comment in HAVERINGS 47 which I could
briefly decipher here with profit, I think, Ethel Lindsay says !eeeand I
was personally pleased to read that John had egreed with something I had
writtens' She's reviewing an issue of NORSTRILIAN NEWS in which I dise
cussed an earlier remark of hers in a review of a North American fanzine,

A remark was made about the quality of reproduction of English fanzines, and
Ethel commenteds '"Economics are what govern this factor - a fact that soms
US fans will ignore, Isn't it bad enough to be richer than us without

being bitchy about it too?' I don't know that I agree entirely with Ethelt's
remark, but certainly the HEICON should have smphasised some aspects of

what she saide It gertainly seems to me that to whine about the lack of
money in a poorer country is to invits a bullet in the backe But it is also
quite plain that some Americans (not necessarily the ones Ethel is talking
about) don't realise that they are in fact snesring at their fellow human
beings¢ and at the moment there is not a seller's market for ignorance and
irresponsibility, Anyway, I'm not going to discuss this matter at length,
but I do think, as Ethel suggests, that it is worth talking about,

TECHNICAL NOTES

The asterisk in Leigh Edmonds® editorisl is to allow me to point out
to you that Leigh nevertheless destaples his fanzines, This is sometimes a
matter of concern to those who buy his old fanzines.

Prices and tradess We are not particularly eager to go into international

financial deals, On the whole American fans seem to be
slightly unaware of what is going on in that small area (I still laugh over
Leigh's story of the American fan who tried to spend an Australian dollar
bill in the local drugstore), and we would prefer the usual methods to the
sticky dime circuit which probably wouldn't be worth the effort, Locally,
We can manage,

Contents: We are overstocked on gold-smuggling stories at the moment, but

anything else would be welcomes As we both like fanhistory I am
sure we'll be able to dredge some skeleton from a cupboard in about three
months time, : : :

Productiong Although Leigh and I do co~-adit this thing (to the extent that
proposed cantributions have to be acceptable to us both) I am

to blame for the looks of this one., It is almost six years since I tried

to use-any art in a fanzine and wHat little I 'knew is definitely rusty, I

mugst admit that it didn't ‘help to have nice clear line drawings come back

on electrostencil looking like Virgil Finlayse Then the hot summer sun :

didn't help the show-through much, All in.ally a less than happy experiment,

But we ‘come back for more, and it would be ve nice to have you with Uss .

- John Foyster


tnat.it

Ladies and Gentlemen:

I have been invited by the Vice Chancellor of this University, the Dean of
the Faculty of Biblical Engineering, the Gatekceper at the Main Entrance,
the promoter of this diversiomy Mr, Stovens, the Organizing Committee of
this convention, and, indocd, by seventy-four per cent of a random sampling
of convantiom members, nmot to read this small paper to you this eveninga

As you well know, I have devoted the last forty-thrce years to the study

of cktrochiasology. I can say, truthfully, and without false modesty, that
as a rcsult of my labours im this lonely field of learning, the scicnce of
cktrochiasology is today im its infancy. You may vely well s~y to ma, 'Sir
if the scicnce is still im its infancy todny, ~fter you have worked at it
for forty-three years, that doosn't say a hell of = lot for your work, daes



it?' I reply, with candour and becoming humility, 'HA§ - how little you
‘kmow, eh??

My ressarches were years, nay decades, ahead of their time. The pure
science of ektrochiasology existed long before we had a techmology capable
of providing am object to study}

But I can'hear some of you saying, 'What is ektrochlasology?' ~ and it is to
'you eager, questionimg, wideswake young people that 1 wlsh to address my
ramarks,

Ektrochiasoloqy is the study of ektrochiasomes - or, in. averyﬁay slangy rum-
offs on. longplaylng grampphone recordse

People have often asked me how I came to decide, back im 1928, to devote my
life to the stufly of the run-offs on longplaying gramophone recordse 1 have
tried to explain pationtly to them the sense of dedicatiom that a scholarly
man feels when he has completed his formal university trainingy, and it's a
matter of either finding a congenial and preforrably obscure branch of
lgarning .im which. to specialize - or gettimg a job, But they rarely listan,
They just want to know where I found longplaying records im 1928,

It is bocauss of this wilfull ignorancc that ektrochiasology is today in

ts._infancy and not the gqlorious intornatlonal field of progress and co=

operatiom it rightfully should bel

Do you know that there is no Professorial Chair im Ektrochiasology at any
institution of learning anywhers in the world, except right hare im Victoria,
at the University of Ard-Kmox?}

Look at the'mess the world is im! UWar, hungar, pollutiong traffic problems,
race hatred, igmorance and violence sverywhere, postage imcreasss - achd
what a life! You invent new weapons of destruction and you make millicns,
You put up ugly buildings esverywhers and you make millions, You spoil the
land and the water and the atmosphers with smoke and muck from your chimnoys
factories and you mnke millions, You write science flction - but that's
irrelovant,

There are 943,278 institutioms on thlS planet whers you can learn to “imvent
weapoms and bu11d buildings and pollute the atmosphere - but only ong ‘=
ONE! where the beneficial, harmless science of ektrochiasology may be
studied, :

Think about that,

From the looks om your intelligent youmg faces I can sea that you are not
thinking about that at 2ll, You are still mondering where I found long- -
playing records in 1928, '

Ah well, Of course, im 1928 thers was no such thing as a longplaying
recorde I must be framk with you, You have difficulty im conceiving of a
time when there wns no television, no steresoc, no LP records, You are so
younge Thers was » time when there wers no Beatles, when LSD meant monay,
whan Beathoven's Somg Of Joy was in German and lasted twenty minutes.

But in 1928, hfter seventean yaars studying the history and theory of
musical orthography, I decided that longplaying records needed to exist} .



Without them the science of ektrochiasology was doomed, I could not allow
this to happens I devoted my life to studying and promoting ektrochiasomes,

Now I must tell you how this all started, how I first stumbled on the exist=
ence of these things, twenty ysars before techmology allowed them to exist,

Ome day im August, 1928, I was sittimg alone im my cell at the Umivorsity
of Ard-Knmox, smokimg my pipey reflccting in a bitter-sweet, melancholy sort
of way om Man®s Folly and what I would do for a living the next year, On
my lap I had a volumc of Vivaldi's Masses im D = the well-known Kaltgrund
Masses of 1740, dedicated to Count Kaltgrumd vom Obereisenbahnenknotens
punktenhimundhiorschicher~Mitknobson,

(Interestimgly enough, these Masses are rarely preformed today, although
ame tune firom them has survived and was quite popular in America some time
ago, particularly among the negro folke I refer, of course, to 'Masses in
D Cold,(Cold Groumd?,) |

Anyway;y there 1 wasy 1dly wool=gatherimg, when I noticed that I had dropped
some pipe tobacco om the open pages of the book, I tried to brush them
awayy but found that I couldn't, What an extraordinary thimg${ I held the
book up to my eyes to see why the tobagcco was stuck there, and to my
rmazement found that it was not tobacco at alls The marks were on the page,

Now, this was strange indeede The marks occurred after the end of one of
tho Massess By rights the music was finished, yet hers, quite clearly,
after the final triumphant 'Missa Est'y the last magnificent note of
trumpety organ, strimgs and choir, here was somsthing more}

I immediately turned to the end of the moxt Mass im tho booky and = there
they were againy INCREDIBLE}Y The marks looked like specks of ink
accident~lly scattered on: the score by = careless printer - yet,; beliave mo,
printers worc not careless in those days, my friends. There must be some
reasom for those markse

From that romantic beginning the science of ektrochlasology grew, ladises
and gentlemena

My researches took me to the origimal manuscriptse I discovered that
Vivaldi had indced writtem those markse I checked with other works hy
Viuwaldi, and all of them had the markse I turned to other composers, esnd =
my God! -~ every manuscript I examined had marks on the page after the fimal
note of the work concerned,

When I first published my discoveries in 1930, in the University of Ard=
Kmox Jouwrnal of Musical Orthography, they were ungnimously acclaimed by
music scholars the world over as arrant poppycocks.

1 was not distresseds I knewy, deep down, that these marks I had discovered
were placed there by the composersy; andy furthermore, that they meant some=
thimge What they meant, I did not know, but I determinmed to find out,

Friemdsese It took me fourteen years to rualize what I had stumbled ome

I was relaximg under the baobab trees down. behind the lockers zt. the
Umiversity one day im June 1944, idly talking with youmg Dudley Fortescue,
who had just coms onto the staff as senior reader im Comparative Plumbinge
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We were discussing the Test matches, and rubbishing the younger geﬁeration
with its long hair and idiotic pop music - Sinatra, CGrosby, Glenn "'iller «
crazy, way~out stuff ~ and we got talking about cktrochiasomese

Well, you know, in: those terrible war-torn years, with all their insecur-
ity and uncertaimty, conversatiom seemed invariably to turn to ektrao-
chiasomes sooner or laters,

And suddenly I realized that to play thesc strangs notcs, you would really
need a vinyl plastic discy preferrably about 12 inches in diameter, °
turning at about 33 revolutions per minute, some carefully-placed grooves
towards thé disc's centrey, and a needle of some descriptioms I rushed back
to my celly dragged out some old bits of vinyl and a few meedles, and
rigged up the necessary instrument within a few hours,

What a breakthrough! Now the great classics could be heard in theip full:
glory for the VERY FIRST TIMEs Wowd

But, you wouldn't believg the opposition I cams up against trying to
present my discovery to the music=loving publitce. It took almost another
seven years before the idea got across, and = I am furious whenever I
think about it =~ it was a science fiction writer named Arthur C, Clarke
who patented the discoveryl

(Later on I discovered he was just tryimg to get his own back on mees Back
im 1941 I patented the communications satellite, which he claimed also to
have thought ofy but thet's another storyese)

Today, as I remarked earlier, the science of ektrochiasology is still in
its infancys All the theory is known, and the equipment is available for
reproducing ektrochiasomes, but there is just so much work to be done and
so few to do it,

I would like to conclude this address by playing for you just a few really
superb ektrochiasomes from my collectionses They will, perhaps, give you
some imrsight. into a fascinating world you might never have suspected even
existed = part;cularly if you have an automatic record~player.

1e The first example is from a very early work by Kimg Alfonso
the Mad of Spaime You will recognize at once the very
primitive mature of the musice It comes from the 14 Little -
Gavottes and Ho~Downs of 1378, and was intended to be played
duriny sessioms of the inquisitione The particular one I will
play was intended to be performed by two lutosy; a brass sere
pent, four bagpipes and well~tempered Racke :

24 dumping several centuries, we come to the great Viennmesc
composery Carl Emmanuel Frescobaldi, who in many ways foree
shadowed the even grentcr Bache This little run~off is from
the Prelude & Savernl Fugues in various Keys for solo tenor
whoopsichord,

3¢ And mow, the groat Bach himself, Norman Vincent Bach wrote
perhaps some of the most magnificent ektrochiasomes in all
musice This particular exnample is from the Great Org:n Mass
of 1693, and I think you will find it, as I do, a most doeply
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The nmext three examples speak for themsclvese Everyone is fam=
iliar with the tremendous development of the symphony in the
hands of those three angry young mon, Haydn, Mozart and Beet=-
hovens It is fascinnting to see the complexity of the form
increasing as we movc from the first to the last of these com-
poserse The inmtcnsc emotion of Beethoven was rarely more
evident tham in the examploc we shall hear,

I'm jumpimg a bit heres There are those who say modern com-
posers have lost touch with the classical traditione I find this
impossible to believey and I will demonstrato, This run~off is
by the modern composer John Cagese I'm sures you will agree with
me that nothing has been lost, when you compare the Beethoven
gxtract we have just heard with these few bars from Cagoesoecs

Nowy: a sweet melancholy picce from & late symphony of Sibéiius.
You can almost fecl the bleak, icy winds of the Finmmish tundra
in this excerpts If you really try, that is.

Nowy a quite cheerful marching, banmer~waving, crowd-plcasing
rune~off by Shostakoviche, Incredible as it might scem to us, this
particular passage infuriated Stalin when it was first performed
im 1938y and Shostakovich was forced to apologize and then. re=-
write thc run-offs Luckily a more liberal subsequent regime

has allowed the origimal to be recorded, and here it is; por~
formed by the Leningrad Philhzrmonic under Gregory Constantin=-
ovich Mulch,

No survey of the ektrochiasome would boc complete, or even
representative, without an ex~mple of that incredible man Wagner,
Richard Wagner never did things by halves, During the course of
his Rimg of the Nibelungs he has no less than 38 runm~offise In
thisy the very last run-off from Gotterdommerumg, the disccrning
listener will discover not only the themes from the previous 37,
but also every last one of the 2,198 lcitmotifs which appear
durimg the opera.

Ladies and gentlemen, I thank you for your attontions

(text from a speech delivered at the 10th Australian Science Fiction

Convention,)
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I hadn't been listening: there was nothing new in the situation. Ue
wore six airline stewards sitting in a Karachi hotel room ouer afternoon.
tea, talking about ways of makimg money and, as usual, speculating (or
perhaps being evasive) about the gold busingsse In the course of my few
months with the company, I had become sure that it existed and wanted to
get into ite I wanted to make some money quickly and was willing to gamble,

I hadn't heard Cohen's name mentioned, but I suddenly became awarc that
Micky was protesting about something: protesting too much, I thought,

'I tried Coheny I went in his shop every time I was in Cairo, “He kept
promising me some busincss, then all he wanted in the end was some American
fountain pens from Hong Konge!'

There was nothing, really, to go one, It was just my intuitive feeling
that he knew somcthings He was a hard little Northepmer from Liverpool who
kmew the West End intimately, Perhaps Cohen really was no good; perhaps he
was just one of those frlsc leads which I should havo to follow and
gliminatc,s I learnad from the conversation thnt his shoo was in Suliman
Pasha Strect: I should look for it,

I was flying with o first steward named David, with whom I had flown



twice beforc as a second stewards He was a homoscxual ex-marine., 0Onec night
in Singapore he had asked me to stay out of the hotzl room while he seduced
a young 8ritish soldier he had met in town, I had, naturally, gained his
confidences He was sure there was a gold business and wanted to get into
it: later he dide He believed that a flight engineer and a radioc officer
with whom cach of us had flown were alre~dy im it, Arthur, the radio’
officer, was certainly a conspicuous spcnder, (One night at the Secaview
Hotel in Singapore, where we stayedy, I found him accompanied by a middle-
aged Chinesc who was introduced to me =2s Lam Wang Choont Arthur invited me
to have a drink with thems The Chinese was dressed in ordinary white
cotton trouscrs and would have been commonplace behind any Singapore shop
counter, but led us out to an American car of immaculatg, Ifimalbhian
vulgarity, I found, that esvening, that if I looked at =nything =~ an
unfamiliar bottle behimd a bary a bowl of shark's fin soup being carriced
past by a waiter, a taxi dancer - he offered to buy it for mee Arthur, it
scemedy ‘wns an important guest, It occurred to me that I was perhaps being
watched, that I might be recruited, if I appeared to be suitable for what-
ever business thay were ine But whatever it was, it had becn dealt with
that evening and thecy werc out merely to enjoy themselvecse I left them at
the *New World®,

The Worlds at Singapore = therec were three of themy, the 'Happy World',
the 'Great World' and the 'New World' - werc unlike anything I hnd secn
before: crowded funfairs, but without mech-nical amuscmentss Thcre were
bars and little restaurants with the cuisino of half =~ dozan raccs, stalls
selling gaudy shirts and =~l1l the toys and gadgetry of J=pan, & smnll stadium
with boxing, wrestling or basketbnll, an open air rostrum likc 2 Victorian
bandstand™ far the "simpley oAy forg.of \[Meley damcings  sm2ll Indian, Siamese
and, Chinese theatres both modorm and archaic: once, a concert of fiftecmth
century Pckinmesc songs, the girl singimg seated with whitc m~keup ns
artificial as the tonal intervals of thsz song, and ~ dancec hall with
Philipino musicians and Chinese ~nd M=lay t~xi dnncers, thc Chinesc rctain-
ing some of "their delicacy to Western ayes in spite of bcing part time
prostitutes,y the Malays full-brsasted ~nd quite be~utiful in: their laco
Jjackets and long skirts,

We sat &t a table in the dance h=11 in the *New World's Lam Wang Choon
ordered drimks end called over two of the Chinesc girls to sit with use I
had several drinks with one and decided to go home with her, partly to
accept the gift which Lam Wang Choom might be offering to me, = barbarous
but possibly useful Westerncry, partly to bow myself out of the party bccause
I didn't think I should learn anything that night, but mainly beccusc she
attracted me.)

On the way back to Emgland, I found Cohen's shop in Cairo: it was
closed, Cohen, as I later he~rd, had advancc knowledge that the flying hkoat
basc was to bz moved to Alexandris and was setting up ancther shop therec as
a cover for nis more private affairs, Hythe flying bo-ts, in 1948, wcre a
leisurely forn of travel, Except for two mights of the trip we flew only by
daye and slept ashore in a different country ceach nighte

I hapnened to meet Bob in Londone He had joined the company at the
s~me time as I had and we had becen together on the training coursce He was



a failed Amglo-Irish actor, a gifted mimic and a charming phoneys I was in
the Mitre, just off Shaftesbury Avenue, the only pub im Emgland that has a
Frenchman for a licensee, when he came ime Withim a very short time we
were talkimg about golds One's private thoughts are ssldom uniquej the
Marquis dé Sade -is remarkable not for his singularity but for his consist-
encys 1 let Bob talk, but he didn't seam to know any more than I already
knem. : : : '

'I"had ten days leave betwsen trips and it was an idyllic English
summer, but I was impatient to get out of ths counmtry agaim. When I report=
ed back to Southampton I found that I had besn promoted to first stewardy as
a resulty an adventure was awaiting me at Rangoon. :

At Cairo, passengers were not allowed imto the city and slept on a
housebpat at the Nile base, An aircraft was delayed there, the househoat
and the usual crew hotel were full and for onse night our crow moved into
the Edwardian spleridours of Shcpoards, whose Imperial associations dis -°
appeared im flames during the revolution. I dined on a pigeon with rice,
then left the hotel alones I turmed out of the Opera Square into Malika
Farida Street, walkinmg agaim amorig the scones and smalls which had become
familiar to mo durimg three years of the ware I stopped at Tommy's bar
and wonderedy as I had wondered seven years earlier, how I could steal the
endrmous ashtray on the bar, which enjoimed one, in six languages, to drink
Johnny Walkers Perhaps that, too, disappedred in the revolutiom, I was in
no hurryy 'l had a feelimg that Cohen wns the mang that all in good time we
should became acquaimted.: : v '

At the corner of Sulimam Pasha and Malika Farida, looking im through
the large windows, I saw John, with, of all things, ‘an apparently English
girle He had been a bomber pilot during the war and had Jjoined the airline
at the same time as Bob and Is He was n country louer from Ringwood im the
New Forest who hnd spent much of his sparg time during our training whittl-
img by .hand a new stock for a shotgun out of a prized pieco of walnute I
went imbto the bar and he greeted me gaily,

tWould you like a stuffed olive?' he ;shouted,

He slid the dish of olives and salt nuts alon the bar towards me, It
was ome of his simple jokesj the girl's name was Olive, She took it wgll,

She was.n stewnrdess who mormally fleuw an the South African route, Flying -
boats #o the far east carried two stewards only, but she and John wers on a
special charter flight together, carryimg 'a cargo of schoolchildren to Join:
their parents in M~laya far the long summer holiday, Cohen's shop was only
two hundred yards away and I wes SOrry, now, that I had gone into the bar,
muchi as I liked John, ' . g

We came out. of the American Bar and strolled down Suliman Pasha to go
on to Groppi's, .past Cphen's place. It was closad againes We drank and
gossipped for the rest of the svening amd I left them on Suliman Pasha,.:
They were stayinmg at the Pyramidesy our usual place. I walked back along
Malika Farida, past gharry drivers touting for prostitutes and importuneate
shoeshine boys and carbine-carrying, leather-gaitered policemen, o

Approachimg Rangoony, we flew over Jungle, dense and monotonously groen,
. The top of tho anglg looked like a green floor of vegetation, oxcept whers



a river revealed a green canyon of a depth that was strangely disconcertinge
All the visible levels, the floor of the aircraft cabin, the green floor of
the jungle top and the water beyomd that, seemed insubstantial, Then we
were over the great Brown Irrawaddy river and the serene, golden pinnacle

of the Shwe Dagon Pagoda rose out of the city to our briefly superior level,
The crew launch drifted in to the half wrecked wooden piery, a stevedore put
my bar box ashorey, a Customs officer wired through the lock and joined the
ends of the wire with an official lead seal, Rangoon, so soom after the
wary was a very disordered citys neither the airlime nor the Customs people
tad any safe storage ashore and I had to take the bar stock into my room for
the night,

Consequently the stewards' room became a social centre; aircraft har
prices were far below the local level, which was outragecus. As soom as I
arrived in.my room I slid the lead seal off the wire and opened the bar.

The rest of the crew came in for drinks before dimner and soom we wers Joime
ed by Rocky Riordan from the imerican Embassy, Lofty Wilson, an English
operator at the -¢ivil aviation wireless statiomy, and some others, The week
before, we heard, the Burmese had held their annual water festival, when
everyons turms hoses on svryone else, Rocky and Lofty had had a merry time,
drivimg around near-meked im a joepe I thought Lofty was probably quees,’
80 that it might haue had some sort of fetishist significance to hime :

There was someome I hadn't met before, a hard=looking character with a
deep tan. and limed cheekss Lofty went to the unusual trouble of giving me o
proper introduction to him, unusual in the free-for-all that these
boisterous Rangoom occasions becamee

He was an Australian Journalist, Percy Jackson, of the Sydney Morning
Herald and the London. News Chronicle., He came down to dinner with us and
afterwards took me aside to the ome furnished corner of the maim lounge,
The hotel had beem damaged in air raids and a new floor was being laid,
Chinese carpenters sanding and polishing by hande He went straight to the
pointe Although there was no official eensorship in Burma, it was difficult
to get copy out by cables There was serious unrest in the countrys the
Kabtensy the hill psople of one provimce, werse openly rebelling agninst the
Rangoon govcrnment, Copy tended to be held up for days in the cable office
and frequently went out im a garbled versioms Would I take his copy to
Scott-Browny his News Chronicle colleague in Singapore? He told me to rend
it first, so that I should know what I was carryimg, since it was actually
illegal for aircrew to carry letters, I read it and agreeds It was the
first time I .hnd read cablese outside the pages of Evelyn Waugh's SCO0OP and
L found the form more interestimg than the contente One of the crew was
coming over to join us and I slipped the packet into my pocket, We were
drimking impcorted Dutch beer at this stage, very cold and very goode I had
sold all I could spare out of the aurcfaft bar box and couldn't mstock
until Singapore, We went out to a restaurant inm the city, surprisingly
opulent im that disorderly capital and scandalously axpensive, The floor
show consisted of a rather plump, youngish, /\nglo-Burmese queer in a dance
representing Lord Krishna embarrassing some milkmaids, I bselieve,

At Kalang airport at Simgapore, I telephoned Scott-Brown, who arrived
there in about ten minutes, all effusive, middleeclass English gratituda,



But it was all I wanted: I had ideas about the freedom of the press. And
eventually I got another sort of rewards

0live and John were in Simgapore a day ahead of me and one afternoon
ve went to the Simgapore Swimming Clube While we were changing I tried to
find out if he had been imvestigatimg the gold businessse 1 wasn't sure that
I wanted him toj he was, perhaps, too much the simple extrovert, "but he was
thinking of rejoining the RAF,; which he had left as a Fllght Lisutenant,
and didn't seem to be very interested in gold, beyond gossiping about it in -
the usual, conjectural waye Later, when the three of us were sittimg at
the poolside, washimg the salt out of our mouths with a Tom Collinsy he
started talking about it agaim and I felt a momsntary anmoyances :
Illogically, I felt that I had already something to hide,

But thers‘was nothingy, yete I met my wife at Southamptom with: an
Australian hamy, a bunch of mimosa bought at Marseilles that mornimg amd a
box of that incomparable confectlon, Calisson d'Aix-en=Provence. UWe now
had a small f£lct im Southampton, Whe I arrived there I searched through: the
back copies of the News Chronicle, which happened to be the morninmg ‘'paper o
we read, and found the article I had delivered to Scott-Brown in Simgapore.

I told heg the story of this, I hand't yet told her anythimg ebout gold,

On my next trip Arthur, the radio officer, was ome of the crewj I was
plenseds At Aix-en~Provence, the first night stop of the trip, he suggested
that we go out for some oysters hefore dinmer, The navigator joimed us,

We had spveral large trays of oysters and too much of the local vim blanc
ordimaire, Theny the navigntor insistedy, we had to visit znother bar, the
Cheval Blance I remember, some time later, feeling very umsteady om my feet
while I watched the play at the roulstte table in the Casino Municipale,
then nothing more until being wakened for a pre~dawn breakfast before the
tuenty~four kilos drive to Lake Marignan and the flyimg boat base. I love
France and would willingly have slept under a tree alomg one of those pale
provincial avenues im the Provencale late summers Perhaps I tried and felt
the colds I nursed a hangouver all the way to Cairo the following daye

Cohen. wnsn't there and I went to bed early,

The day eastbound out of Cairo was ome that I hated, ome that impress-
ed upon me my meninl position in the sky, Except for a possible, brief
glimpse of southern Palestime, as it was then, little towns like Rehovoth .
and Peth Tikvah which I had known and admired during the war, it was daesert
211l the way to Bnsrnhy where we refuelled, Flying boats were not pressur-
isads we flew at eight thousand fest where convection currents from the
desert benenth. us bufifetted the aircraft all over the skys Flying is the .
most tedious form of travel and the company served extensive meals to
alleviate the boredoms, We had a busy bar trade. The heat, the turbulence,
and finally, the washimg~-up im a sink twelve inches square and six inches
deep invarinbly sickened me., After Basrah, we crossed ths Persian Gulf in
the calm air of late afternoony, with only afternoon tea to be serveds

I had ~ casc of Kippered herrings in the ico boxy which I had brought
out for Tommy, the beery cockney coxswain ot the shore base at Bahreins He
came nboard for them as soon as we had moored and I had opened the hatchess
Before changing flor dinmer we went into Arthur's room to drinmk, first the
cold beer which Tommy sent up and then more, for which we despatched the



room bearer, Even with air conditioning, the rooms were hotj to go out on
the verandah was like opening the door of an oveni I was ready for tho
shower which gives the only relief to be obtained there: in the Gulf, even
the sea is toa warm - the water svaporatimg on the skin and leaving it
sticky with salts The rest of the crew went out, one by one, until only
Arthur and I wers left,

He stood up, pulled the lapel of his tropical uniform jacket away from
his damp shirt and said, 'Will I be gled to get this lot off}!

. I thought there was a note of ambiguity in his voice, the suggestion
of a private jokee I looked closely and thought I could see rectangular
shapes under his shirty, pressing .out against the sweat-darkened cloth. I
gambleds’ .

*A friahd'uf Cohan'sy eh??

He turned and looked =2t me, unable to conceal his surprises His faca
showed tension as well as fatigue,

Do you Know Cohen??

I shrugged and didn't answere I knew, by now, that nobody talked, It
was possibley, it seemed, to be cnrrying a load of gold and not know that
another member of one's crew was doimg the sames Tens of thousands of
pounds worth of gold was going into Karachi every week, more was going into
Bombay, still more from Singapore up to Calcutta, some of this, perhaps,
being smuggled out of Australia to be sold above the official world price.
The two highest mnrkets in the world were India and Macao, These facts
Became known to me later,

Nobody talked: I tried to look knowledgeable and discreet. Most men
would have a conmfidanti for me, if I were in the business, it might be Dave,
the ex=mariney or Arthur himselfs He locked the door and took off his
jacket and shirty Uadzrneathy he wns wearing a kind of roughlyestitched
waistcoat, cut out of an old British army shirts the plates of metal were
sewn imto its I finished my beer, looking down into the glass, trying to
look as though I had seen it all bafore, but tightly controlling the
excitement I felt on nctu"lly being in the presence of . the stuff for the
first timas

We now had ~» tacit relationshipe When we arrived at Karachi, another
eastbound flying boat had landed just ahead of ours. When we entered the
customs hall there seemed to be some sxcitement in the air, centred on a
group of four Arab passengers, who were at the counter with their luggage
open before theme As I watchedy; a2 customs officer came iny, carrying a
hammer and chisel and began to cut out the lid of a steel trunk belonginmg to
one of the rabs, When he had cut a few inches along the lid I could see
cottom wool showing white through the cut, e chiselled round a corner and
pulled up a jngged triangle of the sheet metal, . thiek plate of gold,
similar in size to Arthur's could now be seen, packed in cotton wool in the
double 1lid of the trunks, I looked at the Arabsj they seemed to be possessed
by and Islamic fatalisme The customs officersy three upiformed men and a
sari=clad womnn, were elated and gigglings They would reccive a very large
cash bonus, based on the valus of the goldy for a mere half hour's work,



After they had cut out all the lid and extracted the gold which it con-
tained, they went to work on the rest of the luggage, A heavy leather
suitcase was topn apart; tho metal frame was made of solid gold, A flat
round loaf was broken and was found to have had an ingot baked inside it,

‘I realised that this kind of smuggling that I was trying to get into
was a personal and pure form of gamblings It was thus demonstrated to ma,
in that half hour of waiting, that I should be a solitarye If they thought
you had something, they could tear you apart until they found ite I
should be on my own, but the payoff would be all mine, too, The convent=-
ional forms of gambling offersd no stimulus to be compared with this, and
hady in Pacty never appealed to me.

1 looked for Arthur and found him leaning against the wall by a window,
looking out on to the beach of Korangi Crecke He was acting out the part
of a busy radio officer, tired after a long day's flight, watching, from
time to timoy, the business at the counter, then looking out again towards
the two circraft swinging down the tide at their buoys, at the rocks along
the water's edge which sheltered good crabs. I went over to himg he might
necd moral support and I might ncod him,

'How long are ghey going to take with that lot?' ho asked, woarily,

It 'was not long; Two of the customs men camoe along the counter to our
lugggge,y which was now being brought in by the stevedorese, I went oVere
The officer asked, gaily, 'Which is yours?! '

1 pushed my tin trunk, Indian-made and similar to the one which had
Jjust been torn apart, my overnight bag and my steward's briefecase together
and started to pull the zip of the overnight bage

‘*Noy no,' he lcughed, and started down the line of luggege, putting
his chalk mark on everything, indiscriminately, well satisfied, apparontly,
with the day's worke I wondered how Arthur felts would it be an anti=r®. : .
climax? Porheps, but the only rational reaction was relief, :

Arthur spread himself over two cbatd in the orcw bus and affcected o
Noel Coward song all tho way to Karachi, o mildly mocking scntimaentality,
I coyld imaginc him behaving in the samec way aftor a particularly bad’
bombing rnid during tho war, flying back over the North Sca to & blcak
Linecalnshirc airfield, Somotimes, he would adopt a camp mannory but I
didn't think he was quocr, 1

The dcsert rond passed the Parsce Tower of Silenec with the vulturecs
hovering nbove it and took us into that most provincial of ecapitnls,
Karachi, where we should have threc dnys reste It has one main stroot, a
baza~ry, A4 stroct of brothels and nautch girls near the docksy drinks st tho
Gymkhana, no longer an cxclusively whito cluby, 2 lugubrious White Russian
running the Contr~l Hotol which hnd the only floor show in town, an Islamic
outpost which bore littlec recscmblance to the masscs of humanity of Calcutta
and the rivor plains, Arthur and I went out together Proquontly, I waited
for him to say something morey but hc did not, '

Jackson was waiting at Rangoong he came to the bodroom session’ round
the bar-box and gave me more copy for Singaporee At Kalang airport, Scott=-
Broun was eofflusive as tver, cnthuscd 'You must come round for dinmer while



you're here, old boy! then hurried off to file the copy without telling me
whers, Sometimes the English find it damned hard to break through their
class barrierss: what was I, after all, but an airborne waiter? Arthun

would disappear in the eveningss - One night I found him in the bar of the
Prince's Restaurant ih Orchard Roady listening to a drunken upcountry
Englishman shooting ‘tiger's On another occasion, quite drunk and alane, he
sat in a bar opposite the Cathay cinema, singing softly into a Slngapore

gin slinge : .

At Rangoon on thes homeward flight there was another journalist waiting
to see me, Lofty Wilson once again made the introductions then moved away.
It was Bruce Douglas of the London Daily Mail, He too wanted to get copy’
out of Rangoony this time to Calcutta, and I agreed, He gave me the COpY,
unsealed, and a letter, both addressed to a Colonel Spencer at the Great
Eastern Hotel in Calcutta, It was only a refuelling stopj we should be
about an hour on board the housesboat for refreshmentse I was to telephone
Spencer; who would come out to Bally Gat to see me, Douglas was anxious
about the letter,

tLook after this, old boy, for God's srkee. See that it goes to nobody
but Spencere!?

Jackson, whose company I enjoyed, was out of town, Douglas stayed
with some of us for the rest of the evening and we all drank too much of the
good Dutch beer. Rocky Riordan arrived just as the party would have gone
into a decline and enlivened and prolonged it: he was a. formidable drinkere

In flight the following mornings over tropical seay, islands of even,
jungle green surrounded by a ring of white surf and the pale, metallic
blues and greens of the shallowsy; a hangover perhaps lowering my spirits, I
began to feel uneasy about the lettere I shouldn't have been carrying ity
according to international lawy, but I wasn't too concerned about that,
Jackson had been very straight with me§ why was Douglas so furtive? I deci-
ded to'read the lettet, There was a one-gallon urn on the wall of the
pantry, over the sink, with an electric immersion heaters I switched it on
and when it was boiling, steamed.open the envelope,

It was something of a shocky yet had what seemed, at that time, an air
of thriller-like banality and unreality, Perhaps, after a great war, the
world feels ¢leanséd and purged for a time, its belligerence sated for a
brief periods Nowsafter events in North Africa and the actions of mer-
conaries in the Congo, my reactions would be differcnte.

I learned from the letter that Douglas, and two others referred to by
initials, Ge and Y., were involved with the Karens in their rebellion against
the Rangoon government, Douglas was pressing Spencer for arms and ammune.
itiong he asked what had become of the promised consignment from Brisbanea
He said G, was operating a transmitter at WMoulmeing that another transmitter
was now in use in Rangoon, that Y. was upeountry and out of touch at the
moment .

Later I learned from the Burmese that Douglas, Grant and Younghusband
were British officers in Force 12, a secret group commanded by Spencer, which
had operated behind the Japanese lines and had organised Karen guerilla war=-
fare against the Japse. They all spoke the language. According to the
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Burmese they were now organising, or at least leading, the movement for
Karen indepsndence., This would be of considerabls benefit to foreign int-
erests which owned oil and mining in the Karen country and who now feared
nationalisation by the ruling Burmese party, the Anti<Fascist Peoples!
Freedom Leajye, whose conventionally socialist lsaders had received a
leftish education at English universities, Reading the letter in the air-
craft pantry I was unaware of these ramifications, but it still seemed that
there w.s an unwarranted intervention in the affairs of another countrye I
was still in my early twenties, still somewhat idcalistic, leftish, and.
conseious that Bumma had bsen grantod independenceby a British government
for which I had votede My private aim was to make some money out of flying;
I was about to adopt a dichotomous public aim, but the dichotomy did not
~give rise to a conflict, UWe only live once and while I might .cast a left=-
wing vote for what I thought was the public goody it was only one of
millions and I had plenty of time to pursue my oun, private, good,

I copied the letter, resealed the original in its envelops, then had a
long.drink of fruit juice and aspirin before preparing morning coffee, I
didn't enjoy alcohol in flight, :

At Bally Gat I liked to get off the aircraft as quickly as possible,
The great, deep river was surprisingly swift and uwas said to have a bad
undertows When the refuslling launch came alongside it was first earthad
to the aireraft to balance the static potential between the two, One
spark of static electricity from the hose nozzle to the airecraft could set
everything on fire and I didn't like the idea of swimming ashore, I had
heard stories of bodies which had been taken by the undertow fifty or
sixty miles down rivery to be washed up on one of the islands of the delta,

I phoned Spencer's hotel.from the houseboat and spoke to him, He said
he would come straight out to Bally Gat. - I watched and waited for him, ‘sat
around with the crewy walked naround the deck of the houseboat, checked the
lunch that was being sent on board the mircr2ft, but he didn't come, I7'1™
never knew whye I posted the letter and Douglas's press copy to him from
the houseboat, Since I was no longer taking his part, I felt less need
for gonspiratorizl care,. ‘

We had o rather ,stupid captain for that trip, He was afraid of making

n commonsense decision which would upset the flight schedulse The maximum
flight duration of the flying boats was eight hours, plus a compulsory -
safety margin of one hour, Headwinds across India gave us a flight plan of
nine and a quarter hours: the captnin said weakly 'We'll try, the weathdr
might change'y and so I missed an opportunity to meet Spencer, I didntt
know about this until the navigator came down off the flight deck during
lunche As a result of the skipper's decision we spent an unpleasant night
at Allahabade The Jumna River was low before the monsoonj the engineery the
second stewnrd and I became z baggage party and hauled the overnight baggage

a mile upriver in a small an unreliable motorboat to an old and leaning
Jettye On entering the hotel, the first thing I noticed was @ full length
life<sized portrait of Chandra Bhose, the le~nder of an- Indian army which
fought for the Jnpanese against the British. At the bar they were quite
chauvinistic sbout Indian beer. Two of the.passengers, Australian speeduway
riders returning to England for the seasony were equ~lly sceptical, The bar=



_ mdn, after considerable delny, thought he might have some Australian bger.

One of the Australians smiled on the comhanys tHey, maybe we'll get a
Tooth's Lager,! 4

The beery when 1t arrived, was Canadlﬂn - probebly a relic of the war
yearss ;

- My bed that night had a mattress, one sheety, no mosquito net and no
ceiling fan, I uwrapped_ the sheet round me like a shroud, but the mosquutoes
Stlll found a way ine The loo was a bucket out on the verandah. ,

The emergency base was unable to supply us with enough petrol to take
us through to Karachi and at about midday of the following day we made a
short refusltling stop on a laks in a small Prince's state called Raj Samande
Before landing we were warned over the radio not.to throw any refuse- intc
the lake$ it was sacreds It was also occupied by crocodiles,

' Mr, Jdnnah, the founder of Pakistan, died that day. When we atrived
at Karachi everything was closed for three days of mourning, Boris, the
big pessimistic Russian who ran the Central Hotel, opened the restaurant as
usual and put on the floor show, the Eurasian dancer and the Hungarian .
fiddler playing Grleg, and a mob burnped down the hotel. Between coursgs,
during dinner at the Palace Hotel, I went outside to look at the flameg
against the night sky., 0On the following morning I took a gharry, one af
the shabby, horse=drawn victorias of the east, from the rank outside the
Palace Hotel and told the driver to take fmeto the Burmese Embassy. I was
admitted by a Burmese clerk who told me that the embassy was closed for
Mre, Jdinmahe I impressed upon him that I wanted to ses somsone 1mportaqt
and 'he went offy, to return with another Burmese, This one gave me his ‘card,
told me his nameg announced that he was the third secretary of the embassy
and ‘asked what he could do for mee I showsd him my copy of Douglas's
lettery, read it through with him and explained its origin. Hs was sur-
prised, ‘unsure what to do next. He went off and returned with another’
Burmese, who gave me his card, his name (Boh Tun Hlah) and announced hime
self as the second secretary of the embassy, I went through the letter
again and told my story, He looked thoughtful, appsared to arrive at a
decision, and said 'come this way; pleases.'s I wondered if he had learned
the phrase in England, had heard it used by a dentistls receptionist or a
clezk in a Whitehall ministry. He led us, -four in number now, into an.
office, whose occupant stood up behind the desk, gace me his card and .
intdoduced himself as the first secretaryy U Tin Shwe., I went through all
the :business of the letter and the story again: my lines were becoming
familiare He was silent for a moment and then announced 'I will go and see
HeEe's The title.was used in a selfwconscious mannser,

Boh Tun Hlahy the second secretary, sat and chatted to me while we
waited, He had travelled with the airlinme and told me what he thought of
the various forms of travel. . The first secretary appeared at the door, said
something in his own language to Boh Tun Hlahy then invited me to come and
meet. Ho.Es

He stood up as our little procession ‘antersed the room and approached
his desk, gave me‘his card 'H.Ee U Pe Kin, Ambassador for the Union of
Burma?® shook my hand and 1zstened with keen interest as I told my story for



the fourth and last time. When I had finished, he read through the lstter
again, then leansed back in his chair with what must surely have been an
indiscreetly selfw-satisfied absence of diplomatic guile, and asked 'Houw
can we thank you for this?! : :

I suppose it was the time to name the price, But apart from the fact
that I had no idea of the strength of the market, I was not really playing
the market at all, I thought, but found it too embarrassing to say it,
that I was capable of acting upon political principles He took my msasure
and the moment slipped away from me,

'Get some drinks' he told the second secretary, and asked me what I
would like, For some rsason I said 'Pink Gin'y not one of my usual tipples,
perhaps because it sounded English and becauss H.E. seemed about to adopt
samething similar to a hearty English undergraduste manner, something which
- had, perhaps, become a habit with him at Oxford or at Fabian Socisty meet-
ingse We hed twe or thoee drinks then it was decided that we should all go
to the residence for lunch, UWhen wse took our places at the tabley the .
ambassador gave an order to the Pakistani servant: 'Pink Gin for our quest',
I had to drink pink gin for the rest of the afternoon. . Lunch, when it
arrived was chicken with, inevitably, a piquant sauce, unknown to me but
undistinguisheds After the meal, H.E., distrusting the servant with the
percolator, asked the second secretary to make tolerable coffec,. ;

: The following day we went for a fishing trip in the harbour, catching
nothing but blowfish, a poisonous creature which blouws itself up to the.
size and roundness of a tennis ball and can be bounced on the deck of a
boat, There were four of us: two of the secretaries, myself and a chare
actet wha was not Burmese, yet familiar in some way, a local photographer,
Something that was said mads me realise that he was a Japanese, At first I
was shocked that the Burmese could be friendly with him, so soon after the
war,{then I realised that he stood in the same relation to them as a German
to me, and I-would have gone fishing with ~ German. The real differsnce
between east and west was not Kipling's differences it consisted of social
and politiecal realities with which my generntion had to le~zn to live,

The Burmese were extremely hospitable; the embassy car took me baek
to the Palace, wnited while I bathed and changsdy then took me back to the
residence for dinner, This, and other similar incidents, proved invaluable
later, :

‘Three days after thes fishing trip I was in Cairoy and the city seryed
me welle The lights shone in Cohen's window on his cameras ~nd watches and
pieces of jewellopy and his door stood open to the hot night air of Suliman
Pasha Streete I looked on his window and he examined ms from the other’
sidey lenning ageinst his counter, When I thought he had learned, thraugh
the glassy all that he was capable of learning about me, I went in, I asked
the price of cameras, adopting the posture that I was only an airline stew-
ard and unfortunately couldn't afford the ones he was showing mee, I said it
with what I hoped was adeprecating but faintly conspiratorial smile, After
ten or fifteen minutes of this shadow boxing he came to the point.

'You want to do business?'s it w:s ~ statement, not a question., ‘'Who
told you about me??! ‘



I said nobody had told me¢ I had kept my eyes epen,. I let him press me
for an answer and told him I knew of two stewards who did business with him,
Micky, who had protested too much in Karachi, and another named Eddie, I
wasn't absolutely sure they were in it, but his silence seemed to confirm
my guess, There was a touch of blagkmail in my mentioning their names =~
since I knew about them, I was potentially dangerous though clearly pur-
chasable, Cohen enrolled me with the wordss 'All right, we do businessae'e
He explained the code,

'You write to tell me when you come back to Cairo, If itbis, say, the
fifteenth of the month, you write to tell me that the price of the fountain
pens 'I was asking about is fifteen piastres, We do business,!

I wrote to him from Southampton as soon as I knsw the 1mportant date,
asked about the he=lth of his family and himself, congratulated his daughter,
Yetta, on gaining her baccalaureate (he had told me to put this in) and told
him the price of the penss. I was restless in Southampton, We went up to
London for a few days of extravagant dining out in Scho and saw two neuw
American musicalsy, OKLAHOMA and ANNIE GET YOUR GUN, I wanted to begin
spending money, alrendy. . :

I méet Davidy the ex-marine; by chance one evening and suggested, mal-
iciously, a Pernod at the Fitzroy, A beef bandit himself, I knew he would
hate the bitchy, half-discreet queers who inhabitated that ostentatiously
neglected, first-world-war-decorated pub, Kitchener's faded, dusty finger
pointing at the backs of people at the bar, Dave sought redemption by talk-
ing of other things: probably he had that puritan tendency to believe that
being queer was in some way cleaner than what you did with girls to get
babiese. He smilingly evaded my question as to whether he had managed to get
into the gold business and so encouraged me to belisve that he had, Hs told
a story about a navigator who, it was saidy had taken gold from Cairo to
Karachi, opium firom Rangoon to Singapore, more gold from Singapore to Cal=-
cutta andy converting all his profits at Cairo into diamonds, had taken the
diamonds to a pre-arranged sale in London, He was said to have made over
nine hundred in one tripy but had sworn never to carry drugs again: it was
too frighteninge. Heihad wanted the money quickly on this occasiong in order
to buy e house at Bournemouths

I was fortunate: my next trip was to be a charter flight to Karachi and
back: four days outy a day in Karachi and then three days backe It was to
be my proving flight as a gold smuggler, from my point of view as well as
Cohen'se I should be able to demonstrate my reliability to him, explore the
experience and get back quickly to England with a profit, avoiding the flesh=
pots of Singapors,

In Aixy I went out to the Cheval Blanc alone, Near the central fountain
of the town from which the boulevards radiate, thers was a carnival set up
along the side of the widest avenue, I sftood to watch for a while and
noticed a girl standing alone, She didn't seem to belong to the local crowd
at alle Later I saw her in a bar where there was dancing and asked her to
dancee She knew a little English and I a little French, When we left the
bar we wnlked along the boulevard and sat on one of the benchese. When I
kissed hery.she let my hand stay on her breast, then on her thigh, At the
Hotel du Roy Rene we had a couple of drinks in the cocktail barj when we



left the barman said 'Bon soir, mam'selle, bon nuit, m'sieur', with Gallic
concealment wof his private thoughts and I took her to my room, Beside me in
the bed sh¢ started to tremble - she seemed badly frightened. It was dis-
concertingy, almost an affront: I was preoccupied with the whole of life, too
preoccupied to be neurotically or dangerously intense about love-making, I
wanted light-hearted pleasure, I wanted to measure myself against Gaul to
find out whether I was learning to shake off the puritan conscience of the
Anglosaxons and Gaul was letting me down. I tried to soothe her, hoping
that becoming calmer she would warm to mey but nothing happened, I stroked
her hair and her shoulder, but she kept her face concealed against my chest,
Then, I remembered, I was about to embark on ‘an important adventure in
Cairoe I tried to console myself with the thought that I could afford to be
generous: there would be other girls, made myself comfortable with her,
the pleasure of her warm smooth body against mine, She was asleep first,

In the morning, I let her out into the grounds of the hotel. B

At breakfast»the engineer said *'So you had the airline girl last night?!'
I looked at him enquiringly,

'That's what the locals call her, apparently, She’s‘alwags chasing
aircrews She wanted one of the boys to take her to Englande robably wants
a British passport.?.

Perhaps, I thought, she had collaborated, and France was something she
no longer wished to remember, '

Whe I went into Cohen's shop in Cairoy, he took me into the back room
and said 'Take off your shirt.'s '

‘He had the gold rsady for me, sewn into the waistcoat arrangement,
plates of metal larger than a postcard and a good quarter of an ingh think,
sach piece stamped 996, This denoted the quality, '996 touch'y; 99,6 psr
cent, pure golds It was a hot night in Cairo and the gold dragged on my
shoujders, It woighed about thirty pounds, He explained to me nou thag I
was an independent, that my pay would be based on the difference bstwsen
the market price in Cairo and the higher one in Karachi, ninety-six rupges
per tola zgainst nbout one hunted and eight in Karachi, A rupee was one
and sixpence sterling and a tola about half a fine ounce. I had over six
hundred tolas, about five thousand pounds worth, I was to take it to Najam
Halai, who could be found at number thres, Jamshed Quarter, in Karachie I
was on my own and nobody could help me if I was caughts Much of the gold
taken into Karachi was smuggled across the Indian border znd sold in Bombay,
where it would fetch a hundred and twenty. I w~s on my own and the customs
men at Korangi Creek could get 2 big bonus for catching me.

From Bahrein we had bad weather with cloud up to eleven thousand feet
and plenty of turbulences Flying boats were not pressurised ~nd normally
flew at eight thousand feete At ten thousand feet oxygen should be used by
active crew members, at thirteen thousand, by sveryona, We flew at twelve
thousand, above the worst of the wenther. The cabin heating was inadequate
at that altitude and ice formed on the unlined outer wall of the pantry and
abscured the porte The weight of metal on my chest made me breathlessg my
lips blue with oxygen starvations, Before serving lunch I went into the loo,
took off the waistcort and locked it in the bar box, I put it on again just



before landing at Karachi, while changing into tropical uniform out of the
white jacket and blue trousers which stewards wore in flight,

The Pakistan health authorities were very strict about disinfecting
aireraft which had come through Cairo. We taxied Up to the buoy, the
navigator, with head and shoulders out of the mooring hatch in the nose,
found the line, made fast and closed the hatch again, We rocked on the’
slight swell of the creek, conscious of flight deck voices in the new
silence, the skipper answering someone ashore over the radio telephonc,. The
temperaturs in the cabins began to rise, the sealed metal hull riding under
the late afternoon sun lowering in the sky towards Arabia - then the Health
launch arrived, I opened the forward hatch, admitted the two blue-uniformed
Pakistanis and closed it again. One of them had a DDT bomb, n pressure
vessel about the size of a nad grenzdes He opened the valve and went through
the aircraft, spreading a suffocating spray everywhere, while the heat in
the cabins incressed, Finally, he declared us pure, i opened the hatch
from which the passengers would leave, went forward, fastened back the
foruard hatch which the health men had left swinging open and met the shore
catering officer coming aboard. .

On this occasion we should have only one full day in Karachi, leav1ng
ngain soon after midnight on the following night, probably with feu passe=
engers 2nd an easy trip home, I was excited now and had to concentrate
on being normals the arrangements with the catering men, a garrulous Indian,
seemed trivial and irrelevant. My real business, my raison d'etre, was under
my shirt and in what resolution and acting ability I could command when con-
fropting my natural enemy behind the customs counter, I was exhausted after
the unpleasant crossing of the Oman Peninsula -and the Arabian Sea and began
to fesl my way into living the part§ we nll looked tired and I let it pro=-
vide the reason for my condition, From memory, I went through the motigns
of having my luggage examlned, recalling the routine of it, repeating things
1 had seid on previous occasions, clinging to the commonplace. My baggage,
clossd again and with fresh chalk marks, was taken off the counter by a
stevedore and ndded to the pile by the butward door of the Customs sheds I
had to go into the office behind the counter to sign the bar stock into:bond,
Usually, taking a short cuty I climbed over the counter, I put one foot on
the barrier nnd was about to heave myself and thirty pounds of metal ovar
when.I knew I shouldn't make 1t easily, My heart began to pound after gix
hours of oxygen starvations Watched by the Customs man, to whom I made
little joks nbout fthat girl in Cairo', I walked along to a gate in the
barrier and back to the offices I lesaned over the desk to sign the forms,
hoping the man sitting there w:sn't examining me closely, When I stoad up,
I kept the exhausted pose, my shoulders drooping and my jacket loose ~nd
untidy at the flont so that the contours of the metal would not be revowled.

I walked: through the Customs hall and our into the redder sunllght to
the waiting crew busy trying to prepare myself for disaster if I should hear
an official voice rocalling me. I dropped into a seat on the bus with the
beginning of an incredulous feeling of relisf and elation conflicting with
a desparate necd to get away from the places The driver had his hoad out of
the window and was engaged in stupid peasant gossip with one of the - )
stevedores, Their singsong Indian voices seemed to be making one conditional
clause after another as if nothing could bs settled about anything, while I
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had a single positive urgencyes I could have crushed them,

Then, incredibly, the liberatiocn of movement, The driver turned the
steering wheel as we left the gates of the compoundy reassured by habits as
insubstantial as his pretious gossip and the lightly loaded bus bumping
along the desert road to Karachi, past dunss and small salt pools and the
vultures over the Tower of Silence.

In my room at the Palace ! dropped on the bed, The bearer brought in
tea and took off my shoesy, an action which had embarrassed me when I had
first experienced it in India, When he had goney; I locked the door, strip=
ped off my jncket and shirt and dropped the gold on to the lid of my trunk
at the foot of the beds Then I poured the te=, ’

I sat drinking the hot tea =and looked at the bundle of metal in its
khaki dressj the gold and I had got through, we wers existentially therg,
as simple and unconditional realities, I glimpsed something of the uncon-
ditional naturc of freedom, All that had happened was in the pastj only
the living moment held any potentialities, The situation gave me the
opportunlty, if I should so choose, of keeping it all for myself, a profit
made in ons incisive nctiony instead of monthsy, perhaps ye~rs, of making a
few hundred pounds each trips, I could make the gain and end the risk, by one
simple actions Having alre~dy become a carrier, it scemed that to remain a
mere c~rrior was to ceass to make progress beyond the point which I had
reched when Cohen took me into his confidence, Cohen had been important
in those wecks when I had been weiting to mect him, but the self=-affirm=-
ative process cnlled for new action, or one lapsed into mere routinc,

I shouwered and changed and went down to the bazaare In n Parsee gold-
and silvcrsmith's shop I saidl wanted to scll some gold, They asked houw
much I had ~nd I told them I would show it to them in the back room, where
I took off my shirt and removced the metal from the wnistcoate A corner of
each piece wns rubbed on a smooth black stons, The yellow streak deposited
was stroked with = small brush dipped in acid and remained resistant, We !

came to the rpice, On the way into town I had bought a cepy of the Engllsh
language newspapery DAWNj it gave the price of the day as a hundred and ‘
eight rupces per tola, I askued for a hundred =nd seven and held to that
figures Thoy agregd at last and asked if I would take a cheque for the
totale I insisted on cash, The head man thought for a moment, then said,
'All righty you w~it herce'e : '

He left thc shop and a boy came in with a bottle of or=zngsade for mee.
I could smell Indian cookinge A cow put its head in the door and was pushad
auay by one of thc men, What I took to be = small company of mendicant
dancing girls came by the shopj on: came in for alms, holding out a tamb=
ourine contnining o few pice nnd. I reqlised thoy were quecrs. I wasn't
anxiousj the gold was on the table in front of us, I had put it back in the
garment so that I could, if necessary, pick it up and get out of the place
quicklye UWe werc only a few yeards from Elphinstone Street, the main
thoroughfarey there would bo taxis about.

But thers was no cause for anxietyj within twénty minutes tho man was
back with a bag full of hundred-rupec notes, The banks were closed, but
anything can be arranged in India, Wo counted the money, then I took. the



gold out of the pockets in which it had travelled from Cairo and replaced
it with wads of notes, The money was bulkier than the metal and was, I
thoughty more likely to show under my shirt, I put my shirt on again, over
it, shook hands all round, went down to the corner and took a taxi back to
the hotel,

The Burmese were waiting there for mee I wahted my dinnér, but they
were convivially insistent on pink gins for everyones, I drank more gin
than I cared for on an empty stomachy, then it was announced that we were
golng down to the residence. H.E. was waiting there with another bottle =«
of gin and llttle dishes of nuts and hlghly—flavoured, fried meat balls,

He came to the point fairly quickly, to my relief. Dinner had receded
beyond either hope or desire. I wahted to ride out the evening as quidtly
and briefly as possible and then gst to bed, My last bed in the Persian
Gulf seemed months away, : AR

- Spencer had been ordered out of India by the British High Commissioner,
Douglas had been arrested in Rangoon apd was to be put on trial there, They
wanted me, when I arrived in London, to swear an affidavit setting out my
part in the affair, Later, in all porbability, they would want me to go to
Rangoon to give svidence at the trial, They would, I thought, have to fly
me out through Ankara, or some other route that went nowhere near Cairo and,
preferrably, by an American airline., If I got through Egypt on my way back,
this time, I didn't want to go anywhere near the place again for several
ye rsy 1 agreed to He.E.'s requests and we drank more pink gine The second
secretary went for his Rolleiflex and we all took flash photographs of each
other, The film wns processed by thé Japanese photographer the following
morning and the prints given to me at middaye I could discern the wads of
notes under my sharkskin shirt.

‘The embassy car had taken me to the residence for lunch, The crew bus
would leave the hotel at six o'clock; we should be taken to Kerangi Creesk,
given rooms in the company's rest house there and could get some sleep
before. the midnight takeoff, The next step in the affair was getting closer
and I didn't yet know how I was going to handle it, I got back to the 7 : .
Palace about five and found that Bob had arrived on a homew~rd flight from
Hong Konge I saw what to do, I told him all that had happened and that I
had decided to go back with him, He was still a second steward, I should
go sick immediately, compla&ning of dysentry symptoms, liis first steward
would have to take my aircraft on that night'and I would recaver in tlms to
make the homeward trip with Bab, three days later,

We enjoyed ourselves gs best we coulds I hadn't seen much of him

"~ since our training days, e was, of course, a charming phonsy? underneath
the thepian mannerisms and-the frequent mimicry which he practised, he had
an unhealthy love of violence which I was deliberately exploitinge" If he
looked forward to a fight in Calro, he might find he could get one, in :
addition to'what he would get out of me, His company was stimulating in a
shallow way, the constant repartees, the quick change from onevoice to
another, from stage Irish to chapel u‘elsh, to what he called ‘'the c&bglant
conspnants'of the queer's manner, I took him once to megt the Burmese, but
he couldn't lower the barrisr of his lower middle class British prejudice,
I think they disliked him, too, :



One night all the bars in town had closed, one by one;, and we decided
to get drunks, I had a few hundred rupee notes with me and we found a
trishaw boy who daid he knew whsre we could get some bser, after we had
refused his offer of palm toddy., WYe only wanted to get drunk, Bob told
him in his Welsh voice, 'not crippleed, man®, He seemed to be wandering
aimlessly roung the town so we paid him off and hailed a passing Ba%ies The
driver was a little drunk himself and said he knew a place, His first:
attempt was'unsuccessfulj the house seemed deserted, He took us down to
Napier Road, the brothel area, lights in the houses and radios playing
quarter-tone music, open.booths of vendors on the strest, men on the pave=~
mentse He went up a dark alley between two buildings while we waited by a
cigarstte booth, then, reappearing, beckoned us to follow him, We found
ourselves in a yard of beaten earth., Round the walls there wers prone
bodies on charpoys, the Indian string~and-wood beds, and in the centre of
the yardy a very thin character in a very tight, sharp suit, sitting on
an old wooden chair and dispensing hemp cigarettes. From Middle Bast
experience I recognisad the hashish ﬁmell in the hot night air, competing
with all the other Adiatic smells, “s told him what we wantedj he went to
a hut in the corner of the yard and brought out a carton of American canned
beer, It seemed it was the best that Karachi could offer at that time of
nighte The price wasn't too criminal and we took it into the taxi and -
tried to get the driver a little more drunk on the way back to the hotsl,

I told the Pakistani doctor of the rem~rkable recovery which his treat-
ment had brought abouts I encouraged him to feel how ell-chosen had beeén the
expensive Swiss drug he had presecribed for me, and joined Bob's crew. at
Korangi Creek, My fears had receéded considerably now thet I had made a
decision and was faced with the next stage of the-affair, Bob and I vied
in efficiencty in our service to the passengerse. On the surface it was’ _
goodnatured, but he didn't like being junior to mé, It served to pass:the
waiting time, the suspgnsion in the sky which brought us nearer to another
landing on the Nile, e breakfasted at Bahrein and after breakfast, wait=
ing for the launch, th'few bread to foot-long fish nosing against the jetty,
then made the short crossing to Basrah, whee Bob had a ham for the shore
engineers' messy, a ham which had to be smuggled ashore in that Moslem
country, During our short refuelling stop therey an American Constellation
air¢raft landed aon the adjoining airfield by the Shatt el Arab river, A
disembatking passenger came into ‘the airport lounge, an American .oil
drillery wearing a Texan hat, high=heeled boots and a2 very good New York
suit, Word came from the first officer to go back on board and we set out
on the last leg to Cairo, climbing out over the. date plantations and the
reticulated irrigation channels, out over the desert. '

- We had the usuael bumpy crossing of the desert, a short espite after
crogsing the Sinsi coast and while flying over tho sditerranean, then more
bumps over the Delta, By the time we landed at C~iro, I was.tense, I had
to find a way through, now? I had to play it by ear. Going ashore in the
launch the familiar smell of Egypt, ~ compound of petrol and faesces,
assailed my empty stomach, I saw Cohen on the river bank, pretending to be
one of the €asual onlookers, I knew he wouldn't dare to speak to me thers,
In any cnsey he couldn't have got close enough for that before the crew bus
took us awaye I had only besn in my room at the Hotel du Pyramides fbr »a



minute when I was told thers was a phone c1ll for me.
He didn't mention his named
tpre.you coming round to see me?’

*Yes, It1l be round as soon as l've had some dinner, about half past
sevene® : '

He must have known-that the gold had not been delivered and had been
kept in suspense by my arriving three days later than he had expected mej
nothing else, I thought, would have made him show himself at the basee. I
bathed and changed and went along the corridor to Bob's room to tell him
about the phone calls We went down to dinner and found John there, He
was enstbound, ’ ‘

‘VHoy ‘are the stuffad olives tonight?!' I asked.,

.- ¢ saw her in Southampton this last standoff. She's back on the East
Africa run,' : : ' '

: I was delighted to see him therej I was glad of all the friends 1
could muster, I told him all that had happened and that I was now going to
- see ‘Cohen, He and Bob wers to wait in the bar across the street and watch
Cohen's plnce, If I didn't come out within half an hour they were to come
in and find out why. It seemed a slightly unreal arrangementy ~ crime
novel cliches I could see that John was a 1ittle uneasy =bout it, then he
smiled ruefully. ‘

L8} should,havé known that you fwo bastards would get mixed up in some-
thing,! : : ’ .

I considersd myself essentially diffarent to Bob, but since John had
given our party a majority in the tribunal, I let it passe Wg went out
and a2long Suliman Pnsha Street to my critical confrontation.

Cohen pushed me straight into the back room and put himself between me
and the doore I tried to look surpriseds I found it difficult to imegine
whnt his resources for a policy of violence might bee n a crime novel; a
Beretta or o Luger would, perhapss have appeared on the scene, OT at least
a sinister henchmane I realised that in this department of real life I
didn't know the form. And, possibly, Cohen was 2 little man, a front man,
who had never prepared himsslf for the danger with which he was nouw facede
1 cquldn't form an opinion and didn't want toe I could only play whatever
hand he dealt mes I thought of it in those hackneyed termse Prejudgement
could bedevil my reactionse -Somehow I felt a reasonably assured, but
possibly naive, confidence. If I were missing, Cohen might think it easy
for someone to trace me from the hotel to his shop, but the fecling was more
one of absurdity, In re~l life, one simply didn't get knifed and dropped in
_ the Nileg it was too dramatice :

The questioning startedes He fired the guestions at me and was so
anxjous he could hardly wait for the answers. I-could ses that I was the
more self-nossessed, that I could choose my answers more carefully than he
could choose his questions, which come out in a torrent from his poory
frightcned, Jewish soule 1 felt sorry for hims: he made me aware of the
inescapable insecurity of his race.

t
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I said I had been unable to find Najam Halai, I let him drag it out
of me that I had left the gold with very good, reliable friends in Karachi,
that next time I should pick it up and deliver ite I didn't want to say who
the friends weres Lying, I tried to believe my own story and devoted a part
of my mind to mental histrionics. I could see Boh Tun Hlah, the second
secrétary, bending before the open door of a safe in the residence, It was

~night, there wsere shaded lamps on occasional tables, I half-believed it and

told Cohen that the gold was safe,

He called in his daughter, Yetta, She was about seventeen and prettyy
fairer of skin end hair than I had expected, It was a poor move$ she was sas
unattainable as the front row of the cliorus, In any case, she was as scarad
as her father, She repeated something Cohen had said again and agaim,

'If we lose this money you kill us.'

I substituted 'ruin' for *Kill' and still thought it Jewish overstate-
ment . '

I allowed myself to soften towards her, while conscious of the scorn-
ful authoritative Jewish wife she would one.day become. To her I reloased
the big lie, the lie which had become the obvious instrument as soon as:I
had said that the gold had been left in Karachi. I told her it was in the
safe :in the Burmese Embassys they were very good and influential friends of
mine, : : oo

They had 2 short conversz=tion in Greek, When he brought her into the
roomy Cohen had spoken in Frenche Now, if case I knew any Fienchy he used
another of the four or five languages available to the middle class of
Egypte Cohen went to the telephone-and booked a call to Karachi, Yetta
kept on probing with what force she could comman, rather than with any depth
or insight, with something of the manner of her fathcr, The suspense was
beginning to tell on me and I was repressing 'a certain amount of bad temper,
I wondered if I could tzke the offensivey put on an English zct and march
out of the shop telling them that I was sick of their distrust, that they'd
damn well find out in time that the business would go through, that they were
not the only ones who faced risk , but I was aware that I didn't believe in
it sufficiently. I hod never attempted righteous indignation in roal life
and didn't know hou to do it with conviction. If Cohen spoke to. the Burmess
the best I could hope for was a refusal by them-to talk about anything to do
with my affairs, but I thought it safe to assume that they would, in fact,
do thate 1In this way, they would acknowledge that they knew mey yet leave -
it to me to explain the mysteries of the situation to Cohene. . :

Then Bab and John walked iny, Bob with his spurious actor's smile, saying
'We arranged to meet a friend here', briefly touching the side of his nose
with an apparently thoughtless but slightly and comicnlly pugilistic gesture,
quite lost on Cohen, John behind him, unsasy but game,

Lohen looked at us and must have feared the worsty but just then his
callcamc through, He sesmed to have spoken to one of his own people theres
He hag at least, he admitted, confirmed that I was friendly with the Burmese
Embassye I think part of him beg:n to want to believe my story, Ho was .
still between me and the street but knew that he had lost the initiative.
Then he had an idea, ;



'All right, I give you half, You give me a chequse for two thousand five
hundred,® ’

I was ssecrstly jubilant.
But I can't* I protesteds 'I haven't got two and a half thousand,'

'Never mimd, you give me the chaques Next timé, you deliver the gold
and I give you the cheque back,’

He had regained his thrusting, Jewish mannmerj he felt purposeful nouw
that he was doing somethinge If it were possible, we would let me go back
to Karachi to deliver the gold and then dispense with me, obviously. With
a show of. reluctance I made out the chequey the biggest I had sver seeng so
unreal that it remimded me of a child's play moneys - I zssured him again
that the'gold was im the safest possible placey protected by diplomatic'
immunity, that it would be delivered on my next trip and that I was most
anxious to recover my chequee. I had stepped out of the back room to writs
out the cheque on the shop counter, a move which brought me close to the
door, and now I got out, restraining a blind, desperate impulse to run for
it, Thers was about the ordinary crowds along the pavements an air of
unreality, like the feeling I had known as a child, leaving a cinema after
total submission to the dramas The world was half an hour olderj how had it.
spent the time? There had beesn a rccess in my lifes We walked along ta the
American. Bar at the corner of Malika Faridnj we had to be casual, -

But my courage had collapseds I made out a useful cheque for John,
one which would not be stopped at the bank, as Cohen's would be. The hand
holding the pen was shakings I was no James Bond. The large brandy and :dry
ginger burned my throat and made me feel sickj the olives and sdlt peanuts
looked nauseous, I couldn't think of a single thing, from booze to Beet=
hovwen, which would bring me peace. All I wanted was to get out of Cairo as
quickly as possible, I stayed with Bob and John as. late as I decently
could and locked my door when I went to beds

Breakfast was early in that stale air that dining rooms have cfter the
previous night's eating and drimking, four tables laid ready in a corner of
the room, two for my crew and two for John's who wers halfway through the
meal, a copy of the 'Egyptian. Mail' passed across to our table with a head=-
line about political parties with Arabic names, another front-page story
about an incident in Berlin, small Egyptian eggs on the plate and creamy
butter with very whito bread rolls. John came over and put a large, firm
hand on my shoulder,

*How's the head?! he asked, and went on to create, for the rest of the
crew, a myth about my capacity for brandye

'Rocovering slowly! I assured him, I got up and wanlked away from the
table to sny goodbye to .him and to thank him.

The crew bus parkad in the street outside, the classicist front of the
Mixed Terminal, the remaining Egyptian small change given as A tip to the
luggage portery a glimpse alomg Suliman Pasha, still with a morning coolness
in the-shade between the high builditigs, sweepers hosing the road in'Malika
Fariday the open spnce of the Opera Square and then miles of squalory of
black~draped women, How rafreshingly gay Rangoon had always seemedy wheres



women wallked side by side with their men, smoking mild, black cheroots and
arguing with them, Here were pevement displays of esrthenware vesscls,
awful butcher's booths, open to the street 2nd the flies, c~mels delaying
the tr~ffic and then A row of d:te palms, an open g=ate in ~ high fence and,
for the'last time, the flying boat base, The airline's only usefulness to
me, nNow, wWRs aAs a means of getting howmey the work cf feeding the passengers
and crew seemed an irrelev~nt imposition.

Beb Beft meldn the pontyr asd: went thrsugh: theseahinhs, . recediying the
passengers, while I simply lesncd on the bench, locking at Egypt., It uns
ne~rly eight ye~rs since I had first ssen it, during the war, Bob fastened
the hatches, climbed the ladder to the flight deck and shouted to the
skipper 'All sccure belouw, sir' in these fz2u minutes when the voices of the
crew could still be heard, The engincs were started and we taxicd up river.
At the turning point each engine was run up in turn ~nd subsided Againy; then
all four roardd smoothly and evenly together and we began our run . :
downstreame, I should have been strtnpped in my se~t in the pantry, but
wanted to see all I could, The aircraft tilted on to the step, in a tail=-
down attitude and the w~sh covered the pantry windowj when it fell auway,
the rippled surface of the river could be seen ns z smaller, static
pattern,s We werc airborne,

There was a pnrcel of hundred-rupee notes in the bar box, worth nearly
five thousand pounds, which had bcen guarded zll night by the Egyptian
Customs: soon I should welk into. our smnll fl-=t in Southampton, throw a
shower of them into the ¢nir and shout'We're richli'.




As I watched his beady eyes flick this wny and that, now taking in the
unfclding panorama of virgim timberland and now casting self-satisfied
glances in my direction, I wondered what had posscssed me to agrce to take
Lag Hardirmg on camping/fishing/shooting and relaxing trip into the wilds
ofSaictaratan

Can you imagine what it's like to be verbally bludgeconed by a guy who
scems to be o mixture of Napoleon, Stanley Kubrick, Cordwniner Smith and
Bertrand Russell with just o pinch of De Sade? (I hope I've got all the
n~mes doun correctly - I nesver w~s much at dictation.) Consider the
following disloque:s

By the way, Lee, I'vo just finished re~ding EARTH ABIDES and I
thoughtoooo'

'"Tremendous book, isn't it? Of coursec you must realisc that unlike
myself Stewzart did not stort out as a hack like mgst SF writcrs and to the
perceptive intellcct have some more claret, Apollo? Nobt bad is it? Goes
rather wCll with a dish CarlahssndSEStpdodNststhesroysters® lnst weak, or
w~s it? No, Of course it enhances fish and chips cnormously, #Anywny, As
I wns sayings do ycu that I've never been camping boefore?!

'Really3 I'd h~vae!

'"nd I would denrly love ta throw off thec yokc of domesticity ~nd
this d~mned albatross of rcsponsibility for just a few days - anc livec like
Tarzan, or somebody, Crrls welldnmtESiianaEaa#eng"~fter the zoc withcut me -
in fret she would probzblySHSUESORG*HELll of r times sfaw.-bout it? - Comc on,
lct's get ~way for ~ while and rel-axe You know, Apollo, you must learn how
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to relax, As Cordwainer Smith said - or was it Konrad Lorenzee.es?"
$But Lee, I'm busy and!

 *Terrific, That's a fireat ideae I must tell Carla that I'm going
camping with a real expert.'

*Yes, but it's the wrong time for!

'Marvellous! I can just see us both pitted against Mother Nature.
I*'11l bring a flagon of red and my littls note=book and think about my
novel, As Thoreau said!

This dialogue was repeated, with minor variations, for many days,
until I finally relented and went ahead with the plans for our tripy:
although I must admit that, for most of this time, I was haunted by a
constant nightmare of seeing myself pursued by a greeny, multi=limbed and
pith-helmetted Sf writer through the forests of Australia, But happily,
as we left the millstoness of suburbia behind us and the beautiful bitter=~
sweet smell . of ginnt sucalypts cssailed our nostrils, our anxieties and
fears* and our subconscious tensions began to wash away, helped clong by the
beatty around us, thc pe=ce and the cleany, crisp air, the soothing lullaby
of a Volkswagen engine, and our friendship, .

Discussion. jumped from one subject to anothere First books "then
filmsy people, philosophy, SF and etc. (Lee is an expert on etc.s, until
we found a delightful spot on the banks of the Aberfeldie River, seuar nl
miles from Walhnlla, a ghost town of Austrilla s Gold era, :

As I drove the VW over the expan51ve stone-covered ‘bsach' Lee decided
that this would be the ideal site for the Utopia he h:'d aluays dreamed of,
A haven tecming with nubile, golden-faired maidens whose only duty would
be to provide sustenance and pleasurs for the tired author.

#Can't you see us, Apollo,' he enthused, 'with the sound of the river
washing over all those little pebbles and the trees whispsring confidences
to each other while we sit back and have grapes peeled for us by a dozen or
so contented females??

And while he mused on in this manner I discovered yet another of Hard-
ing's hidden talentse He spent hours every day picking up the smooth
circular stones that abounded on this Elysian beach and skimming them
across the surface of the river and up the opposite banke Anything to get
out of work, And not only is he a master stone-skimmer, but as I also
found, to my chagrin, . he is a talented marksman}®

After watching me repeatedly miss the targets I had set up (several
discarded tin cans), he snatched the rifle anxiously from my nervous hands,
reloaded with swift and accomplished movements of his slender white hands
and pumped a dozen bullets (surely silverl) into the innocent metal, He
turned towards me c~nd casually blew the corditc smoke from the muzzlec, and
I shall never forget his mnniacal griny the cruel twitch of his mouth, the
beady eyes and the Eli Wallach stance he assumed ns he stomped my ego into
the dust,

#H.ee swears that he has none



Those of you who know Harding well nlso know that above all slse he
loves good food ~ even to the oxclusion of books, rccorded music, WOmENese
and his ever-orescent nasal spray., So I allowed him to plan and prepars our
first evening menl, And once again he doalt a heavy blow to my dnmaged ega,.
The monl wns superb: stoank marinated for several hours in a concoction of
red wine, oregano, salt and pepper, cooked slowly in the frypan, with a side
dish of. baked beans dones to perfection in thes can, the whole effort magnif=-
icently topped off with a succulent hot sauce made from sliced green peppers
tomatoesy and tiny piecos of bacone All this was washed down our hungry
gullets by gencrous glugs of mountain-strecam~cooled Burgundy, nnd finally
with rich black coffcc brewed from fresh mountain water and New Guinen beans,
And afterwards we watched the sun. set quietly on our first day of freocdom,

The following day was one that Victorians drenm about and seldom gots
cool breezes, a clear sky and a hot sune And if anyone had happencd to be
lurking in the undergrowth he would have seen two naked apés disporting te
themselves with some enthusiasm, the one with spectacles clutching a note-
book and pencil while roeclining in = bananalounge, the other (r~ther more
hirsute) busily rehearsing some ‘experimental ape sequences for the rem~rk
of 2001.

And thus we remnined ploasurably occupied for sevcral days, lettlng
the sunlight take its time drying the poisons of civilization from out of our
systems, Little did I réalise at the time that Harding had captured for
posterity (and on film{) some of my better ape imitations, But, as Tarzan
would heve said with a shrug of his hairy shoulders, 'Umgauwas’

Evontu"lly we had to hoad homewards again, but this time it was with
some scnss of gr~tificntions We both felt refreshed and revitalised, Both
our batteries carried a full charge of fresh enthusiasm and the prospect
bofore us no longor seemsd discouraginge.

As we neared home I turned to Harding and saidy,'I must admit that I
enjoy c-mping with youy mostly becnause you don't need to be told mhen some=
thing necds doimg,!

My fellow camper reclined in his seat and smiled blissfully at the-
countrysides 'Well, I suppose the main reason I enjoy camping with you,
"Apolloy is that you don't go around remindlng me that things nced to be
doncococo'

. We headed back forvtha Basiny, happy in the knowledge that we had left
our respective slbatrosses dead and behind us for the time being, but .
knowing only too well that our women would be waitimg for us with fresh
oneyg all nicely stitched and stuffed and ready to throw around our shouldcrs
the minuto wo arrived homs,

But for those few brief dnys we had becn free.

Recorded women? No, it'll never catch one
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