
ppeoon^ Aepuwq.g

i.Areaodneq.uoo
Xpsnorosuoo-jpes Sureq st qj 

\poraedj Xpsnorosuoo-jpes Sureq 
ueqq osaoa “UTuq. euo sMeaeqq. jp(,

Xeug no TO oq-

aoaj

2961 HOE

ONIIHEHOS HO S3HSI/A 1539

SVEX EEI HOE IHOnOHI

•suosuea 
pwq.uem-ru©s jo q.aos joj Xpursin 

st srqp, ' •(aoq.'sorpdnp oraq.oepe 
s4txitj ouq. Xppungn) sn^p eseqq. 

3UOTq.ooTpqn^ puraoq.noaeK aeqq.o joj 
pesn eq Xuui uorqonpoad to poqaen 
jeAeq.wqa *psqq.upj epnn-eaoq 13 no 

petpeoppdnp sX'enp'E st penrar,7 pjT^oq. 
-cojeT'j eqq. q.'sqq. uoTq.uen q.q§Tui r 
‘eouGq.suT peq.seaeq.ur oj|noX 

esBo up ’q-TQ. o u° epqp3.i s, q.ep 
os ‘aq-ST-a. oq. o3 eo^ds eq.rqM poo2 
otet ITO q.ep oq. oa^us 7 SWE3S II

This is still net an 
OMPA Postnailing, even 
though it is indubitably

A EEHCATORBiL PUBLICATION

SIXTH FABULOUS YEAR OF 
CONTINUOUS PUBLICATION

THE

perpetrated as usual by
ARCHIE 11ERCER 

of 434/4 Newark Road, 
North Hykeham, Lincoln, 
England' (E&OE), the Caravan 
in the Shadow of the 
Malleable Ironworks

ANNUAL
FOR



I HAVE NEVER climbed a mountain.

As well as not climbing mountains, I have nevei' done plenty of other things, 
too, of course. I have, for instance, never scored a goal or a try or anything 
else in any form of organised football - though the number of times my various 
schools have had me out on the field dressed in silly little shirt and shorts are 
beyond counting. Then I’ve never been to any of the Lincolnshire coastal resorts 
- and probably never will go. Nor yet have I ever worn evening dress, or a bow 
tie, or smoked any form of tobacco or other recognised smokable substance nor 
partaken of caviare, pate de foie gras, sheep’s eyes or haggis.

But in addition to all the above and much, much more besides, I have never 
climbed a mountain.

Not that my life has been an entirely negative one. Far from it. I have 
in my time done many things; the number of things I have done, in fact, is proba­
bly exceeded only by the number of things I have not done. (See above again, 
for examples). I may not have climbed a mountain, but I have done the next best 
thing, ie, climbed to the top of the Parker Pen. Repeatedly, come to that* 
I’vo been assaulted by a horse in Piccadilly. (I was riding a bicycle at 
the time. The horse was being ridden by a member of the Household Cavalry. 
Something ought to be done about the Household Cavalry.) I’ve fallen through a 
bed, (Quite an experience that. One moment I was sitting up in the top bunk 
holding a book, the next moment I was sitting up in tho bottom bunk holding a 
book. Very luckily I had both bunks to myself at the time,) I have been thrown 
out of a castle. I have had my picture in a Gloucestershire paper. I have 
eaten black pudding. I have swum the Thames. I’ve learned ’’The Pied Piper of 
Hamelin" off by heart - and in later years forgotten it again so thoroughly that 
nowadays, if I chance to see a copy, much of what I once could recite complete 
fails to ring a bell with me at all. All these things, and many others, have I 
at one time or another done.

But I have still never climbed a mountain.

That this sorry state of affairs should be so is certainly not from lack of 
opportunity. I once lived, for months at a time, at the bottom of a small 
mountain, and used regularly to go for walks on and around it. But I never 
actually climbed the thing. I scrambled happily .around the lower reaches of the 
thing, but never bothered to take tho well-trodden path to the summit, no matter 
how often the opportunity offered. I have sometimes wondered at tiiis, and have 
come to the tentative conclusion that the reason I never climbed it was because 
it was THERE, rather than elsewhere.

But anyway, I never climbed it.

So here I sit, happily contemplating all the mountains I’ve never climbed. 
Not to mention all the tobacco (etc) I’ve never smoked, all the bow ties I’ve 
never worn, all the Lincolnshire coastal resorts I’ve never been to. These 
things, I maintain, are for Others. You, perhaps, or you, or the little char­
acter over in the corner. But not, I fancy, for me.

I might manage a mouthful of haggis some day though, if pressed,
AM


