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Preface to the 2014 Edition





Paul Ableman – playwright, experimental novelist and screenwriter – was one of the most recognisable and well-loved literary figures of Hampstead.


When I first knew him, he was living in a penthouse flat in Fellows Road, which went through many metamorphoses during his long residence. It started off as a small bachelor pad in the wild late sixties, but expanded mysteriously over the years to accommodate more and more books, computers, his second wife Sheila, his younger son Tom, talkative dinner parties, and large summer parties of guests who would crowd on to newly sprouting balconies amongst the pot plants, sit on top of one another on settees, and yell at one another happily in crowded corridors. It was like the Tardis. There was much more room in there than you would have thought possible.


Ableman, too, though small of stature, contained multitudes. He was born in Leeds in 1927 into an unorthodox Jewish family. His father, Jack, was a tailor. His mother, Gertrude, wanted to be an actress, left his father and moved to London, to Hampstead, where she fell in love with an American journalist, Thurston Macauley. (I liked his mother, a flamboyant woman who used to make lively contributions to my class at Morley College, but Paul was more critical of her, and I guess he knew her a lot better than I did.)


Paul was brought up in New York with his mother and stepfather and sent to Stuyvesant High School, returning to England aged eighteen. He did his National Service in the Education Corps, in Gibraltar and Scapa Flow, then went to King’s College London to read English, but did not finish his degree, hanging out in Paris instead, writing erotic fiction.


His novels include I Hear Voices (1957), published by the Olympia Press (a work of which Maurice Girodias was very proud), As Near as I Can Get (1962), Vac (1968), The Twilight of the Vilp (1969, his first book to be produced by Gollancz), and Tornado Pratt (1978): these works were praised for their inventive language, bawdy high spirits, and originality of form by Anthony Burgess, Philip Toynbee, Robert Nye and other friends of the avant-garde.


But his first publication had been a play, written with his mother, Even His Enemy (1948) – produced in London as Letters to a Lady in 1951. Green Julia, his first full-length play, in which two young men discuss an absent mistress, was a great success at the 1965 Edinburgh Festival, and other surreal and experimental plays (such as Tests, 1966) followed, with the encouragement of establishment critics like Harold Hobson, but Ableman also wrote screenplays of a more popular nature. He described himself, proudly, as a freelance writer, and could turn his hand to many different genres, including general science books.


He made something of a speciality of ‘novelising’ BBC series, such as Shoestring (Shoestring, 1979, and Shoestring’s Finest Hour, 1980), Porridge (Porridge: The Inside Story, 1979, and others under the pseudonym Paul Victor), Hi-de-hi (Hi-de-hi, 1983), Dad’s Army (Dad’s Army: The Defence of a Front Line English Village, 1989), Minder (Straight Up: The Autobiography of Arthur Daley, 1991) and Last of the Summer Wine (Last of the Summer Wine: A Country Companion by Clegg, Foggy and Compo, 1992).


His embrace of the sexual revolution of the 1960s unwittingly exposed him to risks. In 1969 he published a book called The Mouth, a harmlessly entertaining and informative book about orality drawing on mythology, psychoanalysis, literature and art, and pleasantly illustrated with images from Magritte, Kitagawa Utamaro and other respectable sources. This provoked an obscenity case of some hilarity, which was very ably contested by Jeremy Hutchinson, and the book and its author were triumphantly acquitted. I appeared as witness for the defence and I hope made a good case for Ableman’s good heart, innocent intentions and literary merit.


Ableman’s first marriage to Tina Carrs-Brown ended in amicable divorce: they had one son, Martin. He married Sheila Hutton-Fox in 1978, with whom he had Tom. His emotional life went through periods of turbulence, but he was always an attentive and affectionate father. As he grew older, he grew milder and more benign (although his amazing shock of hair grew larger and wilder), and he remained an eccentric rather than a conformist.


He was a great walker, and liked to set off into the wilds with his compass, alone or with his wife and son, sometimes sleeping in the amazing expanding Dandy he attached to his car. He made a good gin and tonic in his Dandy, high on Exmoor. He loved the natural world as intensely as he loved the pubs of Soho. On my last walk with him, in the Chilterns, we sat in a field eating our sandwiches, watching a red kite, while he explained to me his theory of the mind, which he expounded in his last book. He was a wonderful talker, but never a deliverer of monologues: he was always eager for a response, and listened to the stories of others with keen curiosity.


The Secret of Consciousness (1999) concerns the function of dreams and the archival capacity and processing mechanisms of the brain during sleep. His claims have yet to be tested, although he maintained it would be easy to do so in a sleep laboratory. His scientist friends (who included Lewis Wolpert) were not persuaded by them. He believed that during sleep the brain sorts and stores diurnal sensory impressions, on a Twin-Data system, one pathway leading to consciousness, the other to the archival memory, and that identity is no more (or less) than the unique set, or narrative, of sensory data of each individual. He saw the novelist’s use of ‘interior monologue’ as an attempt to describe this fluid and ever-changing process of creation.


In later years he began to keep an impressively detailed journal – a sort of forerunner, as he saw it, of the blog – in which he noted domestic and social events and his thoughts on such disparate matters as Judaism, technology, the restaurants of Swiss Cottage and the acting techniques of Peter Sellers: a record of an enquiring mind which found all human life of interest.


Ableman bore his last years of illness with an exemplary mixture of stoicism, good manners and good humour that made his company a pleasure. He never complained, and retained his affectionate delight in others to the last.


 


Margaret Drabble


 


(Margaret Drabble’s obituary for Paul Ableman was first printed in the Independent on 31 October 2006.)



















ONE





I had seventy-three replies to my advertisement. For two days, I didn’t open a single one. I just sat in front of the television set watching a long programme called “What’s Doing?”. The children moved in and out of the room, putting things into my lap. Amongst other things, they put telephone books, apple cores, telephones, foul underwear, baby foxes, drumsticks and coal into my lap. My wife made no attempt to stop them. During the entire period that I watched “What’s Doing?” my wife never came into the room. I had a faint impression that the seasons were changing outside. The foxes grew up in my lap, mated, had litters and finally left to look for lodgings in the cheaper suburbs. Still my wife stayed away. I had a feeling that she was boiling beef in the kitchen. Once, when “What’s Doing?” had shown some rivers and some clocks, the combination had proved insufficiently piquant to hold my interest and I had glanced out of the window. There I had seen three lorries full of beef and a file of butchers in white aprons bearing haunches and half-carcasses in the direction of our kitchen. This had generated in my alert mind a suspicion that my wife must have involved herself in some way with a surplus of beef. Later the house had become very warm and begun to smell like a beef kitchen and I had inferred that my wife must be cooking bulk beef.


Why?


We are a large family: myself, my wife, foxes, children, a television set, telephones—and we eat a lot of beef but I felt sure that my wife was cooking about fifty times as much beef as we could consume in a month. I felt like calling her and reasoning with her, reminding her of the fiasco with the bananas and the lemonade powder that blew off the attic roof.


I love my wife and I hate to upset her. So I did nothing, I thought up frilly, persuasive little endearments, embedded in which would be firm veins of protest against rotting beef, but “What’s Doing?” was so genuinely gripping, so—so full of stuff, and the chair was so warm and the seasons were slipping by with such docility—that I did nothing.


As “What’s Doing?” showed a pageant of certain historical figures: George Trinket, seventh Earl of Stagger, Timon of Dundee, Eggham the Cluck and Lady Vevy Greeze, the deaconess, combined with colour-pointed diagrams of the microstructure of a fruit fly’s genes, I suddenly felt an incontrovertible certainty that we were heading for beef trouble which a few tactful words might obviate. A fortnight later, as the hired gangers shovelled the reeking mess out of the house, I felt shame suffuse me, for my little wife wept pitiably.


Now I want you to know that more art than will be apparent to the lay eye has been expended in bringing the narrative to this point, for I should like you to note the idea that has been brought into prominence. That idea is shame!


Yes shame! For shame must be regarded as the midwife, if not actually the mother, of the present botched work. It was because I didn’t open those replies! Because I left them for two days unopened and during that time he got away!


Why did I leave them unopened? As I have said, the chair was too seductive and the ingenious producers of that charming, terrible, light-hearted and nightmarish review “What’s Doing?” were too successful. They held me rooted to my chair while the foxes ripened in my lap, the seasons floated past the window and stewed beef incredibly accumulated in the kitchen. As, too, he got away, the right one!


Yes, the right one! The one I should have had! The answer to any novelist’s dreams, the hero ideal, the anti-hero sublime, the protagonist to perfection! No, it’s too late now. I won’t redden old weals by dwelling on his superlative qualifications, for I lost him, lost him to —but why boost the competition?


And it was the first envelope that I did open when, with a nice affect of atoms and stripping girls, “What’s Doing?” ceased quivering through the ether, the very first!




“Dear Sir,


In reply to yours of the —, requesting applications for the position of Hero or Chief Character in a prospective novel, I should like to offer my services. I am a young—”





Long before I had come to the end of that outline for an infallible, runaway best-seller, the telephone was in my hand. This required little in the way of physical exertion since the instrument had, as mentioned earlier, been deposited in my lap at some point during the absorbing progress of “What’s Doing?”. Now, as I fumbled epileptically at the dial, it occurred to me that while the phone was in my lap its connections were upstairs in my study. We were adrift! The wires had been cut! The other phone? The one that normally served in the hall? Also in my lap! Also severed. For a moment I debated the superior wisdom of hastening from the house to the nearest phone box or skipping upstairs and tossing a few children out of the window. Austerity won and, with a fierce wail of anguish, I leapt from my chair and flew out.


Oh ho! Oh no! Not in this world, Jack! Not in a competitive society, mister. When do you think you’re living, boyo? In ancient Egypt or something? Really—dreadfully sorry, but—I mean, after all, you had nearly half a week in which to reply. I mean, my services are rather—well, sought after. No, I can’t really say when I’ll be available. I gather my present employer in planning—actually—a whole cycle of novels! So sorry—but—


Of the remaining replies, only three were of the slightest interest and it was slight indeed. So negligible, in fact, did I find it that for another week I took no further steps in the matter but devoted myself to my family. Amongst other things, I explained the nature of the prism to Sandra, who was studying herpetology.


“The prism,” I informed her, “is a thing that has coloured light stored inside it. This coloured light is held in the form of tiny waves that may or may not turn into particles at some vital stage in the whole proceedings. The mechanism of the prism is closely related to the nature of white light. White light is a very common substance and has a bland, pacific nature unless attacked. The origin of white light is the electric light bulb—”


“Did you know,” Sandra interrupted me, “that mummy has cooked tons of beef?”


“Have you, my dear?” I asked casually, noticing that my wife was in the room and grateful to Sandra for having given me an opening.


“Yes, tons,” admitted my wife.


“I fear it may go bad before we can eat it,” I chuckled.


“That is a distinct possibility,” she chuckled back.


For several more days I continued to devote myself to my family, outlining the life cycle of the corn flake for my son Richmond, who wanted to be a theatrical wig-master. I warned Richmond that few theatrical outfitters could afford a special wig-master and the accommodating lad immediately said:


“Then I shall do something else.”


For a few more days, before the beef had putrified sufficiently to cast a foul aura over the house, I revelled in family life. I climbed on top of a chest of drawers and pretended to be a boulder about to roll down on Ambrose, Sylvia, Mona and Dick who were pretending to be nimble chamois. I grunted loudly, as a boulder might, and they leapt nimbly about the room. I jumped off the chest of drawers and then lay supine. The image of an unknown planet swam across the ceiling and I instantly devised a new cosmology which I expounded to all the children including Harriet who had, I knew, just devised a cosmology of her own. I called my cosmology “What’s the Matter with Matter?” and I submitted it to Harriet for a critique which she supplied, demolishing its pretensions.


Once my wife, a short, healthy woman with the eyes of a dreamer, came into the room. She informed me that some Danes were battering at the kitchen door. I asked her if she thought they wanted asylum and she said she thought they probably did. Soon the Danes moved into the houses on either side of ours and bought a large number of automobiles. I sent one of my sons—I think his name was Egbert—round to offer them instant asylum if they ever wanted it and they tried to persuade him to be their chauffeur. Wilhelmina, a girl with a great deal of cunning and yet remarkably innocent, became infatuated with three of the Danes. At the same time she developed hostility towards them. If, for example, several of the Danes left their house, Wilhelmina would leave ours and move in the opposite direction. After that she would cross the road and then turn round and sneer at them. She studied Danish grammar but she made deliberate mistakes. She shouted things like “Help!” “Pig!” “Sexy boy!” and “Rotten Denmark!” at them in faulty Danish. They seemed to enjoy it.


Finally I replied to my three applicants, as follows:



Letter no. 1





Dear Professor Guthrie Pidge,


Please accept my warmest thanks for your exhaustive reply to my recent advertisement. Yes, I was most intrigued, intrigued and stimulated, by your suggestions. The experiences of an English University Professor lecturing in Literary Agronomy at a rural American college might indeed be the basis for a most successful novel (of which, as you are doubtless aware, I have turned out not a few in my day). A certain amount of reserve, however, and you will appreciate that if an association is to mature between us unlimited candour will have to govern our relationship, a certain amount of reserve then was my reaction to your admission that you have never, in fact, lectured in Literary Agronomy at a rural American college. Indeed, if I have—and we novelists are exceedingly skilled at so doing—correctly charted your adult history from your detailed letter, it would appear that you have not often left the city and university of Mushton. This fact need not be a categorical barrier to the proposed Novel but it would naturally affect the terms of our association in which the Inventive or Imaginative component would have to be unusually large. Professor Pidge, I ask you candidly, would you consider a collaboration? Admittedly the terms of my advertisement specified the “Sole or Unique” hero of a forthcoming novel, but various technical considerations have led me to speculate whether, in the present case, our joint interests might not be best served by distributing weight and responsibility in the projected work amongst no fewer than three heroes. While I remain flexible in my plans, a positive attitude by you in this regard would undoubtedly strengthen the possibility of an ultimate agreement being reached between us. I look forward to hearing from you in the matter and I am, sir,


Yours etc.            


Clive Witt      









Letter no. 2





Dear Pad Dee Murphy,


Hope yak better. Thank you for card. What do reading and writing matter? Plenty can do that. Your friend do it. Me, I do it. Write. Write much. You plough with yak. I write with pen. I like to hear more. Perhaps book not all Pad Dee Murphy, but two more goodmen too. How’s that? You write, with friend, tell me. Perhaps I come. Much rice to you, Pad Dee! Greetings,


Clive Witt   






Letter no. 3





Dear Mr. Glebe,


Your application would appear to rest on two major qualifications and I must say at the outset, quite frankly, that I feel grave doubts as to whether either of them, or both combined, would provide sufficient material for a major novel. Science fiction must still be regarded as a junior or ancillary department of literature incapable of providing a foundation for that delicate exploration of character and lofty moral edification which is the essence of the matter. Then again, what if your Earth Borer doesn’t work? And even if it does work what can you do with it? Only bore a little. You can’t go very deep because you might hit a sewer or a coal mine. I doubt if it would go very fast and it sounds dangerous as well. You would be restricted to boring around a little way under some field. This is not, you will appreciate, a very seductive proposition for a novelist. The other element you specify, the experiences of your son, a youth not yet in his third decade, hitch-hiking aimlessly around the country, would appear to be rather more promising. Nevertheless, you must permit my dependable and schooled judgement to conclude that we are not here in possession of a satisfactory formula. What I could suggest, if you would care to consider it, is that your son and your Borer be combined with certain other properties that I hope soon to have under my control for the purpose of attempting to produce a somewhat unorthodox perhaps but potentially very interesting work. Should this suggestion appeal to you, we can arrange a meeting in the near future to discuss the matter further. In the hope that your intelligence and savoir faire, as amply displayed in your letter, will dispose you towards this scheme, as well as mitigating your inevitable disappointment, I am, sir,


Yours etc.            


Clive Witt    





The next day a young man came to mend the telephones. Wilhelmina whispered to me that she was sure he had taken a dislike to me.


“Why?” I asked her.


“He thinks you’re Danish.”


I observed the young man and, in the lurid glare of his blowlamp, I realized that he was potentially dangerous. Young men of that type, full of crazed dreams of Danes and glory, generate a tension and this tension is often used for the manufacture of war and disorder. I therefore felt that it was my duty to reason with the youth.


“As a matter of fact,” I informed him, “I’m not Danish but suppose I had been? You mustn’t form preconceived notions but must examine every Dane with a fresh eye, just as if he were a broken telephone. Do you understand?”


“No,” he replied, “I don’t understand, but I’ll tell you one thing: there’s some nice girls in this house.”


“Do you like them?”


“I do—I like them a lot. I’d like to play around with them some time, if that would meet with your approval?”


At this I had an inspiration. I am always alert for educational opportunities for my children and it occurred to me that if one of my sons, a fellow called Kew or Richmond or something similar, failed to become a barber on an airliner, which was his real ambition, he might become a healer of telephones. He could begin his studies immediately. Therefore I informed the young man that he was welcome to come and play around with some of my daughters if he would give my son a brief introduction to the principle and operation of the telephone. He agreed enthusiastically and I began to suspect that Wilhelmina had been wrong, that she had fathered her own obsession about Danes on to this unprejudiced young man. I therefore spoke the word “Dane” and the word “Denmark” several times in a provocative voice but was gratified to find that he did not react. Then I called my son and he came dutifully and gazed at the broken telephone.


“It’s easy really,” the young professional confided. “You just push the voice in here and it gets turned into electricity. There’s a lot of sand and other stuff inside which plays a part in the whole wondrous process. You see this little coil? This jigs up and down. You see this other coil? It does the same. The more voice you push in at this end the higher the pressure and finally some of it gets squeezed right through and comes out at the other end. In the middle you have an operator who shunts the different voices about and this adds an element of mystery to what might otherwise seem just sordid mechanics. Is that clear?”


My son nodded, and then asked:


“What is your favourite part of the telephone?”


“The dial.”


“Thank you.”


I then took Richmond—I’m virtually certain his name was Richmond—aside and asked him what he thought of telephones and those who man them.


“It would be a fine career,” he affirmed.


The young telephone man now asked me about my daughters and I assured him that I had a good selection. He told me that he loved girls and was delighted that he would now have a chance to mess about with some. He said he would visit us soon for this purpose. I noticed that, as he eased himself into his little van, he seemed to be in a dreamy and confused state and this perception was confirmed when he backed straight into my wife’s new car, virtually wrecking it. He waved sadly and drove away.


Things were like that all week, dreamy and confused. The whole house, the whole world, became dreamy and confused. The Times, as always, was full of good things but they were poetic and indistinct, vague profiles of ministers that merged with dim portraits of agitators, fleeting, mysterious visits by nameless dignitaries, production schedules that formed romantic arabesques, brooding bishops, trains that crashed in the night—


In the house the telephone rang wanly. Car salesmen attempted, in hollow, prophetic tones, to sell my wife a new car and she bought seven. My publisher rang to say that his firm had branched out into property, had acquired my present house and would soon dispossess me. Then, with eerie and unearthly change of mood, he invited me to a cricket game and I heard myself wistfully refusing. Meals were reticent and embarrassed affairs at which we ate mutton but were conscious of the mighty presence of beef all around us.


I embarked on a few preliminary notes for my new novel.



Preliminary Notes



Professor Guthrie Pidge descended from the train at Tunbridge Falls, Nebraska and whistled nervously for a porter. Of timid and withdrawn temperament, Professor Pidge had been rendered uneasy by the many drastic events that had occurred on the long train ride from the coast. At the coast he had disembarked from the sub-liner “Swift Fin” at the great metropolis of New Byfleet, with its towering burlesque theatres and its queues of monks and speculators waiting for the soup kitchens to open. Before he had managed to fulfil his fleeting desire to penetrate deeper into this remarkable ambience, the entire secretariat of the Massed Universities of America had swept him away in an Earth-Borer and deposited him on the transcontinental express to Tunbridge Falls, where he was to lecture in Literary Agronomy to thirty-fourth year students. The journey had been a nightmare, or rather a marvel, a marvel and a wonder and yet containing elements of nightmare. The train had travelled on rails. There had been human beings inside it, of varying personality structure. Once a man had risen in apparent distress and said:


“What?”


This word had continued to reverberate in the professor’s mind. “What?” “What?” And then again: “What?” Sheep and steel. Pain and rail and—what! “What?” drummed in the professor’s ears. But what sheep? What steel? What?


“What?” murmured the professor cautiously, and then boldly appended, “is it?”


This addition provided relief but no sooner had the disturbing, if trivial, irritant been thus successfully overcome than another appeared. A child turned and looked at him and then looked away. At the moment of impact of the child’s glance, the professor had just settled his mind on a possible subject for a lecture, the relationship between the term “paddy”, as applied to oriental rice plantations, and early border ballads. Several interesting parallels had presented themselves to the daring scholar when the child turned and instantly obliterated all thought of scholarship in his mind as a deep, ominous “what?” boomed once more through the corridors of his mind.


He was travelling on the “Sapphire Express”. All the paintwork, the upholstery, the carpeting, every physical aspect of the interior was a radiant sapphire in hue. The lighting was also sapphire. The explanation is keenly interesting. The company psychologist, after exhaustive research, had ascertained that seals and penguins have the most equable temperaments. These live in a “sapphire” ambience. Therefore, to pacify the passengers as far as possible and minimize risks to company property from brawls and rowdiness, travellers were rendered seal-like and only fish was served in the dining car.


At the other end of the carriage, someone barked loudly and a flapping sound accompanied yet another of the cows as she waddled slowly down to the toilets. Once again the young cub turned and gazed briefly at the professor. Tapping his flipper irritably against the arm-rest, the latter turned to gaze out at the floes as the terrible word “What?” rasped once more down the glaciers of his mind.


And now, after the strange beguilements and metamorphoses of the journey, he stood on the platform at Banbury Wells, New Michigan, whistling cheerfully for a porter.


The porter soon arrived. As is customary in the United States, he was a Negro, wearing the ceremonial leopard skin and carrying a razor-sharp spear. With a courteous:


“Good evening, sah.”


He plunged his spear into the professor’s plasto-pig suitcase and slung it over his shoulder. Brooding a trifle anxiously on his expensive collection of methodist micro-chants, which were in the suitcase, the professor followed the porter and, padding lightly, they slunk out of the station into the surrounding jungle….


And now, after the diverting and agreeable transcontinental journey, the professor stood nervously on the platform at Banbury Falls, New Texas, signalling myopically for a porter. The porter soon arrived. As is generally the case in the United States, the porter was a Negro, wearing a grey, glistening suit that shone like matutinal rime in Connemara. Thrusting the plasto-pig suitcase into the professor’s arms, with the chuckling admission that he had recently sprained several ligaments at tennis, the porter at once engaged the professor in serious literary discussion. Urging the feeble and overburdened professor up the platform with hearty, good-humoured blows from his allegedly damaged arm, the porter discussed the relevance of Anglo-Saxon alliterative verse to the falling demand for phosphates in certain Latin-American countries. Soon they reached a trim little earth-borer, in which there proved to be barely room for the professor, the porter and the great plasto-pig.


“Hold tight!” yelled the porter gaily. Then he engaged the gear and, grinding horribly, the machine disappeared beneath the surface of the earth….


The Sapphire Express eased silently to a halt in the little academic township of New Sorbonne, Minibraska. Ben Tupp, the old Negro porter, glanced anxiously along the platform. There were never many passengers for New Sorbonne and those that there were could usually be divided into two categories: men and women….


Few passengers ever descended at New Sorbonne for the simple reason that few passengers wanted to descend there. The descendants of the first few passengers to descend at New Sorbonne were still there and had embraced the Methodist faith. Fortunately, the sapphire mines provided them with a livelihood and thus they managed to safeguard their autonomy. Who then was this evil-looking professor descending from the great earth-borer?


Ben Tupp frowned and thought to himself:


“Lear has much to offer poultry farmers.”


And then, with a resolute shrug, he approached the myopic man who stood, frowning impatiently, beside a huge, plasto-pig trunk.


“Sah-viss, bass?” he inquired winningly.


“It’s good of you,” sighed the professor. “Affectingly good of you. I’ve had a strange trip, something of an exhausting journey, full of original elements. Not previously, never before, had I quitted my own dear land, a little angle of the world, surrounded by sounding seas in the Far East, er—east of here, that is. There was the crossing—I elected to travel by sea as a recuperative measure after an exhausting term at my last appointment in my own dear Angle. We crossed on a strange new vessel, a veritable sea-borer that shot like a shark beneath the waves. Through crystal ports we inspected swathes of seaweed but little else. We dined on sherry and pork but the craft was stable. Then—the overpowering first impression of New Bangor, your greatest metropolis, its towering burlesque theatres threatening to ravish the sky with their mighty neon girlies. Before I had even begun to acclimatize myself, however, a delegation from the Corporate Brains of America whisked me off to the station and embarked me on the splendid locomotive agent from which I have just descended. Signs of fatigue, indications of exhaustion, are not, I think, inappropriate under such dynamic circumstances.”


Ben Tupp nodded sagely. This man was a good man. At first Ben had thought he was a bad man because his myopically narrowed eyes presented a superficially sinister impression. But now Ben saw for sure that he was a good man.


“You sure is for sure a good man, bass!” he murmured reverently.


And thus, on the empty platform of the little university town of Great Pogo, Georgeasota, a strange bond was forged between these two, the kindly, unlettered Negro porter and the famous English scholar….


In the “Jolly Buddha”, a country inn in Connemara, Pad Dee Murphy stood in the centre of the packed earth floor, listening. From behind the bar, Lucian Neath, the landlord, observed him warily. Was it the day for Pad Dee to sing? Was it the day for him to fight? Was it the day for him to talk? Upon the answer to this plural query depended the immediate prospects for Lucian, his bar and the four or five other observant loungers in the room.


“Will you be giving us a song, Pad Dee Murphy?” called one of them, a scrawny mahout called Spike.
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