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(A Certified Public Accountant turned Occultist tells why and how)
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This book is dedicated first to you, THE READER. Without you, all that follows here would have stayed quietly in the depths of my memory banks, labelled "fond" and "not so fond" or "useful" and "things not to try again."





However, for romantic personal reasons, I want to also dedicate this sharing of experience to the special people who contributed most to my feelings for the quality of life. They were, or are, my most important lovers (in chronological order):

In Spirit: Karakassa, Isis, Nergal, and Bast.



In the flesh: Dorothy (whom I cherish in memory as the first, the sweetest, and the sexiest of all); "Shorty" (the best of the prostitutes I shared with my Navy buddies across the 180th meridian); "Happy," Arlene (wife #1); Bonnie, Dorothy #2; Pat, Kaye, Eileen (wife #2); Fannie (wife #3 whom we call Fay). •·· And if you think I'd put another name in here now, you just don't know my Fannie from a hole in the ground!
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“Let him whose eye is single lift himself up and ...............(??)”

•• a voice in the "Light" that spurred my quest.
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I. YOU AND I SHARE A COMMON PROBLEM
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HELLO THERE, LET ME INTRODUCE MYSELF




My name is Al G. Manning. He has been called the world's unlikeliest minister, a devil, a saint, a lecher, a compassionate humanitarian, an arrogant egotist, a super intellectual, an adulterer, a great spiritual teacher and medium, a buffoon, a magician, and a devil worshipper. In reality, or at least deep within my heart, I am all of these things except a devil worshipper (I just don't happen to believe in "the devil"). Like most people, I was born with the curse of being both sensitive and too full of drive, a combination that virtually assures personal disaster.

By the time I was 23, I had a B.S. (summa cum laude) from U.C.L.A., stomach ulcers, a Phi Beta Kappa key, and severe migraine headaches. a C.P.A. certificate, eyeglasses (2 pairs!), and a miserable marriage to show for it. Right about there, I came to the realization that life is far too long to live that way. So, I launched a ferocious personal quest for a better and more comfortable set of handles on life. A little over 30 years later, I'm probably still too sensitive and too full of drive, but now I'm quite "well off" and completely comfortable with me and my ability to control my world. I want this or better for you, and what
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seems to be my best vehicle to help you get it to follow.  

My quest soon led from seeking to "teaching", which all too often means talking to people. I know that I now have something tremendously important for you, but I can never give it to you by talking or writing it to you. This must be shared! So, I'll put on any weird hat or re-assume my role of buffoon or arrogant egotist or anything else it takes to get and keep your attention. If I can make the struggle of life a little easier and more enjoyable for you by sharing my feelings and mistakes along with what I have learnt about the path to victory over misery, poverty and fear, I will have the satisfaction of having done this task well ... and that is the only reward one can honestly expect from life. Where it fits, we will let the story be shocking or fun. I'll strive to maintain good taste, but I'll fight my editors as hard as possible to defend the 4-letter words that are occasionally essential to the reality of what is being shared. My approach is that this little "me" is completely expendable if the "sacrifice" will keep you interested long enough to find your personal golden key to the mastery of your total life expression.



LET'S GET THE PAINS AND PRESSURES INTO CONTEXT.



I must ask you to indulge me for a few pages while I sketch the background of pressures, pains, mistakes and misused forces that were both the cause and the beginning of my quest. Some of the more startling conclusions we will examine later would be meaningless if I threw them at you out of the context of a real-life situation. So, let's build that first:

My first recollection in this life is a "huge" wheeled stretcher (I guess gurney is the right name for it) carrying away the carcass of my "dead" paternal grandfather. I was just over 2 years old, an only child, and the family tried to shelter my 5-year-old cousin and me from this specter of death. But we were
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too smart for them too. We knew! But to spare their feelings, we didn't let on. Just 3 years later I figured out that there was no Santa Claus but pretended to still believe for two more years in the hope of getting more presents. The moral here is never to underestimate a child or a seemingly dumb adult. They'll get the best of you every time. 

The next memory is my ruptured appendix at the age of 3 ½. 

peritonitis, before the advent of wonder drugs. I should have died but instead lay in the hospital draining for six weeks, then came home and had to learn to walk all over again. Already I was getting the idea that life is too long if we just let it run that way. Yes, I had something of a rocky start, but was yours that much better? I doubt it.



My mother couldn't stand my father, so she left him when I was about 2 (the split I don't remember). Normal so far, but he got custody of the brat and couldn't cope, so I went to live with my dear "old maid" Aunt Maude until the summer I was turning 10 when my father had her put into the nuthouse. He sent me off to YMCA camp to get rid of me. There is no complaint or self-pity intended here or anywhere in this narrative, just an attempt to sketch a clear enough picture to give the appropriate recognition to the powerful and wonderful forces soon to come into play for me, as they will happily for you, too, when you're ready.

Before my aunt got the nuthouse bit, my father (a victim of gas in World War 1) spent nearly a year in the Veteran's Hospital in Muskogee, Oklahoma. This was in the depths of the depression. All Aunt Maude and I had to live on was the about

$25 a month proceeds from Uncle Collin's (a flu victim of W.W.I)

G.I. life insurance. There was no choice. We left Houston to camp in Dallas with "Cousin Babby" and Great Aunt somebody or other (who remembers?). This was my first real taste of religion. Both ladies were hard-shell Baptists and old. 
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maids (I guess if you took the first term seriously, the other would follow). The three ladies had taught me the only hobby they could – crochet floor rugs. So one bright Sunday morning, I was merrily crocheting away when my great aunt "caught me". With a finger wagging furiously under my nose, she screamed piously, "You'll pull out every stitch with your nose in hell, boy, that you put in on a Sunday."

I was in the 2nd or 3rd grade with no religious education to

speak of, but I vividly remember my reaction. It was definitely not guilt or fear. At the time I doubt if I had words for it, but in modern language I would have put it, “This old broad has completely lost her marbles!" Naturally I kept perfectly quiet to avoid making a bad situation worse, but I still feel that people who are that hung up should be kept on a leash or something. She might have scared somebody or scarred their little psyche for life.

Later, when I was in a good Christian Sunday school, I learnt the meaning of faith from a student a year my junior. She said, "Faith is something you believe in, even though you know it isn't true." This may help explain my lifelong impatience with the bigotry and exclusivity that all too often characterize orthodox religion.



NOW IT STARTS TO GET BETTER (I HOPE)



The summer when I turned 10 was eventful for me in many ways. When YMCA camp was over, I wound up in a foster home. Here the other kids taught me two things: I still occasionally enjoy masturbating and building model aeroplanes. Meanwhile my mother, who had been working for the government in Washington, DC, suddenly moved to Los Angeles and remarried. Friends sprung my Aunt Maude from the nuthouse (she was never any crazier than the next guy, just a bit of a nag and slightly eccentric), but it had been a good excuse to get her.
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out of my father's way for a while.) I got to see her once at "my" foster home. Then my mother arrived on the scene to rescue me, and it was off to a new life in California.

Mother's new husband was a big man, an ex-professional football player, aptly described by my "sainted" (or was it tainted?) grandmother as "a diamond in the rough”. Somewhere in the middle of the 8-year pitched battle that was our life together before the Navy got me for the first time, George Hilton Manning, who preferred his childhood and football nickname, "Chubby," became the father I never had. Our first meeting could best be described as hate at first sight, and the feeling was mutual. In retrospect, I'm sure it was much tougher on him than on me, but you could never have sold me that one while we were going through it. Try the picture from his standpoint: Chubby was the classic rough-and-tumble, four-letter-word type man's man. He stood 5'11" tall and weighed 240 pounds, all bone and muscle, no fat at all. He had played 10 years of football, 4 in high school, 4 more "professionally" for Texas Tech's Red Raiders, and the last two for a Green Bay Packers farm team. He had been married once before, for less than two weeks. Now his new wife had suddenly presented him with a 10-year-old son who stood 4'6" tall and weighed a magnificent 38 pounds – this because depression caused malnutrition (no welfare in those days, remember?). To make the impression worse, I was shy and physically weak, and the upbringing by the group of old maid aunts made me come across as a complete sissy. Until my first major disagreement with my 3rd wife, I believed that Pappy (as I came to call him) and I were the two most stubborn people in the world.

Chubby had a quick temper and raised hell with me often and hard, but the real insight into his character is something I didn't find out until years later. Right in the middle of that awful first 3 weeks together, he went without his lunch for a full two
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of them as his way of scraping up enough money to buy me my first pair of long pants (the short ones that came with me from Texas brought nothing but ridicule from my new school acquaintances). He also put me on a vitamin and exercise program, determined to build my body into something that at least looked normal. Pappy challenged, bullied and helped me to straight A's all the way to graduation from high school, but it was harder for him to teach me to be a real man. The "sting" for him was a 2-word comment under the caption: remarks, on my high school transcripts. It said, "too retiring". Many people will say that I have overcompensated by now, but that's another story!

All of this took place against the backdrop of World War II, Glenn Miller, Stan Kenton, Lana Turner, Dorothy Lamour and the rest of the 1937 to '45 era. Just before my graduation from Manual Arts High (then famous for its three super alumni, General Jimmy Doolittle, who led the first bombing raid on Tokyo; Lawrence Tibbett of opera fame; and judge and later governor of California, Goodwin Knight), I entered a national competition and won a wonderful scholarship to the University of Chicago. But I didn't get to use it. Between the atomic bombings of Hiroshima and Nagasaki, my draft notice arrived.

It's probably the best thing that could have happened to me then, but it seemed like a crushing blow at the time. Just before my senior year in high school, I gave up track for sex – a decision I've never regretted. Twice that year, it was only the lack of a few gas ration stamps that kept us from sneaking off to Yuma or Las Vegas to get married. Dorothy was just as lonely and insecure as I was, but together we seemed to become one whole person. She was a perfect 36-24-35 with big blue bedroom eyes that got all watery when I told her how special she was to me. Her sex drive was everything an eager young boy dreams about. If she wore panties with me at all, they would be off before I could finish saying, "How about it?" Typical of
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Our relationship was late one afternoon when I picked her up for a date. She had "accidentally forgotten to wear her panties. As I patted the inside of her thigh to say hello, it was already wet about halfway down to her knees from her anticipation of what was to come. You know it was a stark tragedy to have to leave a lover like that to enter the Armed Forces! She waited for me as long as she could but finally married another old friend, ironically the same week I got my discharge. She only lived a few months after that, then died of complications from a tubal pregnancy. For years I'd see a figure in the distance that reminded me of Dorothy and felt my heart flip. It's over 35 years later, and I still love her.



THE NAVY BOILS MEN – HA!



The collection station for draftees was Fort MacArthur, Calif. Here we were herded through the routine of coming aboard physically prior to being sworn into the army. Somebody in an important-looking uniform announced that there were openings for paratroopers (with extra pay), and you could volunteer for this exciting duty by saying the word paratroops after your name as you stepped up on the big scale. Sounded like fun, so as I stepped to the proper spot, I learnt how the military really works. I spoke firmly, "Manning, paratroops." So, an officer promptly stamped  my papers, Navy I I've often wondered what the magic words would have been for getting into the paratroops, since that one got me the Navy? But I'm sure that that's why we won the war—the Germans and Japanese were well-disciplined  and totally predictable,  but nobody (including us) knew what the hell we were going to do next. Disciplined people just can't fight that kind of foe!

Boot Camp in San Diego is best forgotten. It was just a bunch. 

of small, shared indignities and inconveniences plus a lot of boredom and fatigue. But three things stand out as what I
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would now call excellent lessons in Karma Yoga (more on Karma Yoga, but much later). The first was the classic line from our company commander who stands out as something of a motto for my hyper life. "When it's time to act, don't bog down in confusion; make your best decision and do it." The next one doesn't need a translation. It was: "Don't fight the system; learn to use it to your advantage." And the last one helps me shape my attitude toward the publication of this book. They made us all watch every time a fellow recruit was called before the company commander because he had fouled up something. You didn't need to watch long before the lesson came through loud and clear. I explained it, "When you get caught with your hand in the cookie jar, trying to lie or weasel-word your way out of it only makes matters worse. The only intelligent response to the question, 'Why did you do it?' is 'No excuse, sir!" 

So, for the many stupid mistakes I find it necessary to recount in my attempt to help you with this book, I offer no protestation of mitigating circumstances. I did it. I'm not proud of some of them, but at that same stage of individual development, encountering a similar set of circumstances, I'd probably do the same or worse again. The great poet Ralph Waldo Emerson often said he would rather be sincere than consistent. With Emerson and Boot Camp in mind, my aim in this book is honesty and the sincere hope that in this sharing you will somehow be uplifted and inspired to find more of yourself. And for the things in here that may offend you, I can only reply, "No excuse, sir." 



SEA DUTY—IT'S FOR THE BIRDS



Another "tragedy" brought on by that draft notice was the loss of my scholarship to the University of Chicago. It was rewarded to the student next down the list who was available to use it. So where did the Navy put me? There could have been
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Only one place! Aboard the heavy cruiser, USS Chicago, CA 136. In the mess hall every day during the noon meal, they played the song "Chicago, Chicago" over the loudspeaker. And I never varied my response, "You son of a bitch!"


It seemed that the Navy and I could never quite understand each other. My first work assignment aboard ship was on a work detail assigned to "Holy stone the weather deck" – whatever that meant. Anyway, there was this brick with a notch on top. You put the end of a broomstick into the notch and shoved it back and forth over the wooden deck that was wet and covered with a light coat of sand. The object was obviously to somehow make it look better. There were about 10 of us in a row, working in unison under the direction of a 2nd class Boatswain's Mate who called cadence like the Coxswain on a rowing team. After less than 10 minutes, he screamed us to a halt, walked up to me, and somehow this man, not more than 5'4" in height, towered over me as he yelled, "Look, Jack, you aren't doing any fucking good!" Five minutes later I was a compartment cleaner, but I guess not a very good one because the next day they threw me over the side of the ship and dropped a paintbrush after me. For the rest of my tour of duty, that was it – the lowest job in the Navy – a side cleaner.

The Chicago almost immediately went to rejoin the naval occupation forces of Japan. The most important thing is that we had some exercises at sea, 4 days in Pearl Harbor, and a month in Shanghai on the way. But it was in Yokosuka Harbor that I performed the most valorous feat of my short, enlisted career. It was a rainy night, and a bunch of us were visiting our favorite whorehouse, in an "off-limits" area, of course. I had gone first with the lovely "Shorty," so it was my turn to act as "shoe monitor." The normal routine for the Shore Patrol in raiding a whorehouse was to make a big racket at the front door. This gave the customers, who were also the S.P.'s shipmates, a chance to grab their shoes and/or escape out.







PAGE 14  EYE OF NEWT IN MY MARTINI

the back door. It was obvious that no naval personnel were in the house because the Japanese flat out refuse to let shoes be worn in their houses. So came the big commotion out front. I scooped up 10 pairs of shoes and ran out the back door in my stocking feet to a safe place just on the OK side of the off-limits signs. Not one of us got busted, but we had something of a soggy mess sorting out our shoes in the rain. Observation: Maybe the Navy doesn't build men, but it sure teaches them comradeship and teamwork in action.

—but always the hard way!

Let's dose the proverbial curtain of charity over this section with one thought that must be faced at some point in anybody's growing-up process. I walked in Hiroshima about 6 months after the bomb. I had already seen the debris that had been Kobe, but I knew that it had taken many days of heavy naval bombardment to make that mess. Now this scrawny kid, 18½ years old, wandered through what was left of Hiroshima. The mental picture has never faded! Mostly emptiness where a great city once stood. There were a few blades of grass pushing tentatively up inside what looked to be the foundations that had supported homes with real people living in them. In the distance, the skeletonized steel frame of what must have been a corrugated iron-covered building was twisted into a shape resembling an isometric or perspective drawing. All of us kids who walked there shared the same initial thought: "Why bother to try to accomplish anything? Some jackasses will soon drop one of those bombs on you, and poof, I It's all gone anyway. I just eat, drink, screw, and to hell with the world!" I guess this was a good part of the seeding of the so-called "Beat Generation". I didn't go that route. I might have been psychologically healthier if I had. But something deep inside me (or now I would say it was my spirit teacher) countered with an equally important proposition: 'That's all quite correct. But tell me what happens to you if the bomb does not fall." 
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This made the odds and choices quite clear. So, it was off to U.C.L.A., hoping to get a few lovely Bruins bare while working for a useful education. But I was still irreverent enough to "borrow" a liberty card and go AWOL to a drunken party the night before our 8AM shipping-out time – got away with it, too! But what an awful hangover to nurse through the embarkation procedure!

BARE BRUINS CAN BE FUN

So, in September of 1946, I became a part of the army/navy occupation forces of U.C.L.A. We had our own money from the GI Bill and whatever odd jobs we picked up, and we proceeded to take over the fraternities, campus politics, and, most importantly, the women. My own immediate purpose was to pursue the study of my first high school love, chemistry, but that was short-lived. Somehow the rat race in the chem lab (caused by shortages of equipment, reagents, and everything) pushed me in the direction of my family heritage. My maternal grandfather had been a Chartered Accountant in the old country (Wales). When the family immigrated at about the time of World War I, he became a C.P.A. and partner in the Kansas City office of Peat, Marwick, Mitchell. My uncle was also a C.P.A., and my mother and George (or Pappy) were both licensed public accountants with the same privileges as a C.P.A. under a grandfather clause in the Accounting Law of California, which George had a hand in draughting. But before I changed my major from chemical engineering to accounting (which was jokingly called "Jewish engineering" at U.C.L.A.), I had my first suggestion of the mystic experience. It came in a course called "Analytical Geometry" (now usually called "Math Analysis"). Somewhere in the beauty of the logic, scope, dependability and power of mathematics, I felt the loving touch of the Creator of the Universe. The instructor was

PAGE16
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I was so impressed with my obvious love of the course that he wrote a special final exam for me, completely different from the one he gave the rest of the class. Of course, I got 100% on it and the highest A in the class, along with a very complimentary note from the instructor on my grade postcard, but I came away with a feeling of disappointment equaled only by my Christian baptism a couple of years later. In both cases I had felt an implied, inherent promise that I would somehow meet God face to face. Of course it didn't happen that way, so I had to suffer a bit more agony and anguish before my stubbornness finally won that battle in a completely unexpected way—but we'll get to that later.

My pledge class was initiated into Lambda Chi Alpha just in time for the traditional serenade and my pinning of a lovely girl nicknamed "Happy", "Hap" for short. It was another case of shoring up mutual insecurities, and we were passionate lovers in the car, on the beach – anywhere except in class, where we were fierce competitors. I drove her to her accounting classes (which we took together) and figured I had it easy in school. Aside from my family heritage in accounting (my work in Pappy's office was always at least a semester ahead of what I was getting in school), another one of my solids was regularly a cinch "A" for an ex-swab jockey. It was a four-year Naval ROTC course called Naval Science and Tactics. It wasn't just a snap course; it was also my insurance against ever suffering the boredom and drudgery of being a side cleaner again. There was the promise of a reserve commission at graduation, sweetened by a nice thing called "subsistence" during my junior and senior years. This was something I needed because my Federal GI Bill would be good for only the first two years. Then I would have to switch to the state programmer, and the subsistence thing would almost exactly make up for the drop in the monthly stipend from the federal to the state plan. In a term paper for the NROTC class
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In about 1948, I think I may have beaten the Russians to it by suggesting a detailed design for an atomic warhead carrying 

I.C.B.M. But then who would pay attention to a grubby little accounting major with a vision like that? Or who would think that because of my full first and middle names (Aide Gwyn), I'd wind up commissioned in the Waves for 2 years before it finally got straightened out? That's our Navy! But it would honestly be hard to complain – the Navy took my scholarship to the University of Chicago and 10 months out of my life, but for that one tour of duty I got 4 years of free books and tuition at U.C.L.A., plus $65.00 a month, enough to get my bachelor's degree with some comfort.

There really is no meaningful competition in college for

an insecure ex-GI whose approach to the educational process is all business. The whole thing was a snap. I sat for the

C.P.A. Examination the May before my June graduation and passed all 4 parts in a breeze. And the university was very friendly about heaping honors on this still shrinking and insecure bookworm. There was the Beta Gamma Sigma national business honorary fraternity in my junior year, then at graduation: Phi Beta Kappa, the privilege of accepting the degree on behalf of my class at the commencement exercises, and a little piece of paper that said, "Highest Honors in Accounting". (It took another 5 years to figure out that that meant Summa Cum Laude.) But at the time, all those honors and the proverbial dime would get you a cup of coffee in most restaurants. What it did do was considerably increase the pressures that were soon to lead to my all-out search for the golden key (call it the Holy Grail or the Golden Fleece if it makes you more comfortable). All this because it pumped up my mental side and had me worshipping for a couple of years at the most sterile of altars, intellect. That's the curse to end all curses.
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But we need to dip back to pick up on the love life and religious seeking for a moment. Hap wore my pin for shortly over a year before she gave up on me. Honestly, I was hard on her. There was just no way she could replace Dorothy in my heart; perhaps nobody could have that soon. And I'm sure we were both relieved when we agreed it was over. I dated lots of girls without getting particularly interested in any of them until early in my junior year when I met Arlene. There is obviously a strong karmic flavor to the whole 14+ years of this relationship. It started like a rerun of the Dorothy affair, only without sex (damn it!). We were both miserably insecure and seemed able to somehow prop each other up. But we were both dumb enough to think we could get married and live happily ever after, just like in the storybooks.

Early in my senior year I made the long walk down the aisle to

confess my acceptance of the Christian faith and agree to be baptized the following Sunday. This was Arlene's church, of course, and they practiced total immersion. All week I looked forward to this great event, expecting some sort of religious fervor to flow into me from the heavens (or the water) and somehow change me into the happy, confident, loving being I thought a good Christian ought to be. With high anticipation like that, you know what happened: the only result was a miserable cold from being wet in a cold breeze too long!

The minister who baptized me was a good man, honest and friendly. He handled our premarital counselling and, of course, performed our wedding ceremony. I liked him a lot, but on too many Sunday mornings with an elder droning on mechanically about body and blood during communion, I found myself thinking that the dollar bill I had put in the plate was too much to pay for half a swallow of grape juice and a cracker crumb. So, I started to let Arlene go to church by herself. But I quickly found out why I was drawn to that minister. He
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was suffering just like I was and soon quit the ministry to go off on his own personal search for the God neither of us had yet found. I hope he has found it – or, if not, that he stumbles onto this book and finds it now.



When you enter adult life as an emotional cripple, marriage can be something short of bliss. 



In retrospect, I was terribly mean to Arlene, but I didn't realize it at the time. She was extremely sensitive along with her insecurity, and she had a fierce desire for respect coupled with a pride that wounded so easily I had her in tears many times a week. She couldn't cope with my sense of humor at all. Even during those insecure years, I was (and still am) the kind of nut who'll do or say anything for a good laugh. A couple of classic examples will show you what I did to that poor girl almost constantly:

We must have been married all week and certainly looked the part of newlyweds. We were in a big supermarket doing our first week's shopping after returning from our honeymoon. Our shopping cart was overflowing when we got into the long line to the checkout stand. The store was crowded, and people had already been staring at us and twittering. Arlene suggested that she should stay in line while I went on across the street to the other market to get the meat. I had walked almost the length of that long line when she yelled at me, "Wait a minute, honey, you didn't leave me any money!"

Suddenly I had the attention of about 100 people who were delighting in watching the antics of the newlyweds. I just couldn't resist the urge! I put an expression of utter amazement on my face, and in a voice filled with fake wonder, I shouted back, "But what did you do with the five dollars I gave you last week ???" The whole store literally doubled up laughing.
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And if Arlene's look could kill, I would surely have been a dead man right on the spot. 

Arlene had a pretty good job at a savings & loan company and really liked her boss. But all the girls thought he was a bit too plump and timidly teased him about it. Then came the evening that Arlene had invited her boss and his girlfriend to dinner at our apartment. I had never met the man, but as luck would have it, I was the one to answer the door when they arrived. I shook hands and introduced myself. He looked like a good sport, so I got one of my spontaneous ideas for a double heckle. Before I invited them in, I sort of looked him over, then called back over my shoulder, "Hey, honey, he's not so damned fat!" He and his date completely cracked up, and we had a ball together all evening, but poor Arlene was so pushed out of shape she just sat there and quietly fumed.

To this day I doubt that she has forgiven me for those or the many others like them. And for all those years our marriage contained equal parts of tender love and fierce hatred, perpetually colored and stirred by our personal insecurities. Certainly, this didn't help our sex life, which was always a problem anyway. My approach to sex is naturally full of fantasy and spontaneity, perhaps best characterized by that old joke that goes, "Don't leave your panties there, Mandy; we aren't coming' back that-a-way." Where I like it two or three times a day (five or six would have been better in those days, but we "old duffers" have to do the best we can), Arlene was the type who, if you had some yesterday, there's no way you're going to get it today. And even when it was a "tonight's the night" situation, you had to follow her routine. A breast must not be touched before a lot of kissing of the mouth and neck, then so long on the breasts before you dare even touch the inside of a thigh—God! How can anybody enjoy making love by a detailed and unvarying script? The pressure builds fast. I stuck it out for a little over 5 years before I had me
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first affair, but let's not get ahead of things here. 



NOW WE ADD THE BUSINESS PRESSURES OF MY PUBLIC ACCOUNTING INTERLUDE. 



Because of my accounting family, I had a few advantages. Even in high school, Chubby found odd tasks for me in his accounting office. (He started it from scratch in about 1939 and built up a nice income over the year. I often teased him that he was a lousy accountant but a super salesman.) All through college I worked about a 20-hour week in Pappy's office to supplement the $65.00 a month GI benefits. Thus, I had a big leg up on the experience requirement, and I'm told that at least at the time, I became the youngest person to get a C.P.A. certificate in California history. That's nice for the long run, but though I started out well qualified technically, I was woefully inadequate emotionally. Chubby showed too much confidence in me and turned me loose on some very important clients. One was a highly successful home builder, for instance, and another was an attorney with oil ventures and partners with impressive names like Jack Benny. The attorney himself was impressive enough; that year he just happened to be president of the National Bar Association. To say I was emotionally intimidated would be an understatement of that year. On the outside, however, I was all poise and competence. I'd handle myself magnificently at an important meeting •• then come back to the office, throw up, and lie down to try to shake the inevitable migraine headache. First, I tried glasses to help with the migraine thing. The optometrist said I needed bifocals, but the damn things made me deathly sick (nausea going from one focus to the other), so I wound up with one pair to see to walk down the street or watch TV and another to wear while doing close work. The regular glasses made me seem to try to walk several inches.
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