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IT SEENMS 4 sheme to let =21l this
good white spasce go tc waste, so
laet's razble on o bite In case
you're interested for instance,

I might meaticn that the lerca=-
torisl anmuel is always duplicated
¢n a homeenode flathed, whatever
method o production nay be used
fcr other lercatorial fublicotions
these days (ususlly the tir='s
electric duplicator)e Thie is
mainly for scrt of seuaiemental
recsonsSe

THOUGHT FOR TIIE YEAR

"If therets cne thing vorec than
being selfeccnsciously 'period’,
it is being self=conscicusly
contemporary"

eme  Stanley Furcell
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BEST WISHES OR SCMETHIN

FOR 1962
from ‘%
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to Dick Eney



I HAVE NEVER climbed a mountaine

As well as not climbing mountcins, I have never done plenty of other things,
too, of course.s I hove, for instunce, never scored 2 gocl or o try or enything
else in any form of organised foctball - though the number of tires my various
schools have hsd me out oa the field dressed in eilly little shirt ond shorts are
beyoné countings 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 smoxable substance nor
parteken of cavicre, pete 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,

Yet thet ny life has been an entirely negative ones Far from it. I have
in my time done many things; the number of things I have done, in fact, is proba-
bly exceaded only by the number of things I heve not done. (See above again,
for examples). I may not have climbed a mountzin, but I have done the ncxt best
thing, ie, clizbed to the tcp of the Parker Pen.  Repeatedly, come to thate
I've hbeen  asseunlted Ly = herse in Piccadilly. (I was ricding a bicycle at
the time. Tue herse was being ridden by o member of the Houschold Cavalry.
Something ought to be done about the Househcld Cavelry.) I've fallen through s
beds (Quite an experience thete One moment I was sitting up in the top bunk
holéing a book, the ncext momernt I was sitting up in the bottom bunk holding a
book. Very luckily I had both bunks tc myself at the time.) I heve been thrown
out of o castles I hove had my picture in o Gloucestershire papere I have
gaten black vudding. I hove stz the Themes, I've lecrned "The Pied Fiper of
Hamelin" off by heort - and in later years forgotien it agein so thoroughly that
nowadeys, if I chance to sce a copy, mueh of vhat I onoe could reecite complete
fails to ring o bell with me at alle All these things, and mony others, have I
at one tims or nothisr done.

But I hove still never climbed s mountaine

Thet this sorry state of affairs should be so is certainly pos from lack of
oprortunitys I once livel, for months at & time, at the bottom of o small
mountain, and used regularly tc go for walks on and eround if, But I never
actunlly clinbed the thinge. = I scrambled happily around the lower reaches of the
thing, but never bothered to teke the welletrodden path to the summit, nc matter
how often the ocvportunity offercd. I have sometimes wondered et this, and have
come to the tentative conclusicn tiiat the reason I nsver climbed it was because
it was THERE, rather then elsewhere,

But anywey, I never climbel it.

So herc I sit, happily coantemplating all the mountains I've never olimbed.
Not to menticn 21l the tobacco (etec) I've never smoked, all the bow ties I've
never worn, all the Lincclnshire coastel resorts I've never been to. These
things, I meintain, are for Others.  You, psrhaps, or you, or the little chare
acter over in the corners, But nct, I fancy, for me.

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



