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A note of explanation — This little book was put together for the elder brother of the figure
central to its contents. The elder was fighting a losing battle against cancer, for which he had
opted for the ‘medical’ route. The account was to remind him of where he had been during
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PLACES, SEEN FROM HERE

“Matters it little of what knots one be ravelled up.
Better by far to value what ravelled the knots,

how and why.” —Anon

Early days

As you will so clearly see, much of the misfortune of the author’s family
started when their father chose a foreign lady to be his mother. What
could have possessed him and how he could have been so thoughtless
they cannot imagine. Though he adored her and would stop the car to
give money to tramps of the same wayward tribe, he would quote,

“Ah, the gladness of their gladness when they’re glad,
and the sadness of their sadness when they’re sad.
But oh, the madness of their madness when they’re mad,
and the badness of their badness when they’re bad.”

The family didn’t ask him to. He would just say it now and again.

His father, an easy-going man who had invented the windscreen wiper
and in innocence taken it to Lucas, had compounded their misfortune by
espousing the same error. The repercussions have clanged and
resounded through the family ever since, and continue, as you will see.



One father to be — One mother to be —

Result —

... with another yet to follow. That’s what happens. You can’t duck destiny, you

know, so you might as well quit trying. Well, that was what happened before demons
invented ‘the pill’ to frustrate the great design of things.



As a direct result of his father’s thoughtlessness the little chap on the left, born
a month early, stole scissors, was thus branded a thief and so has been
hounded by guilt all his life. Why scissors? Well, obviously! Children are not
stupid — Well, not until they start school. If scissors were taken out of
circulation, then the doctor could not use them to do to him again what he did
earlier due to the religious convictions of his father due to his mother’s religious
convictions. The child would experience dread at any future investigation, so
we can see the mental association and guess at what was threatened.

His brother was fourteen months older than he then and, despite the younger’s
every effort, he still is. The elder’s attempt to resolve the problem of said
efforts by burying him in mud fortunately — or unfortunately, depending on
your point of view — came to naught.

Our budding reprobate did not speak until he was three, under the impression
that if he knew something then obviously everyone else knew it. Nobody had
ever told him that others cannot hear your thoughts, or that what is obvious is

not obvious to all.

Here he is thinking, “What a thing to do, putting her on there! You know what is going
to happen...” And did it so come to pass? — Of course it did!



His brother, as you see, was more happy-go-lucky and less introspective.
For him, girls were meant to fall, and they usually did. All his life he would
help them whenever possible. To fall, that is. Here, he is just practicing.

At age three in the local park our problematic child was put up on a very
tall horse, at which folly he understandably protested vigorously and
noisily. He hadn’t been consulted! Similarly, same place, same time, he
tried to step off a switchback or roller-coaster in mid-swoop. Again, he
hadn’t been asked. He must have been saved for something.

So others didn’t know everything, or even what he knew? — Revelation
came when he was three or four, when a boy at infant school, maybe
Dudley Pinson, invited him to a birthday party. In the car, his father asked
him, “Alright, where to?” “?..... ! No, clearly, they did not know
everything, and “Perhaps Maxstoke Road or Melrose Crescent,” even
aloud, was not enough. Then, all dressed up and leaning on the french
windows with nowhere to go, Ah, so that explained why Auntie Norah had
had that last green ice-cream when he had so wanted it from the stop-me-
and-buy-one-tricycle-man the year before in front of Cheltenham Park
ornate iron gates.

At age four in his next school, from an impulsive sense of curiosity to see
what would happen, he hit another boy in the eye. It was an event
unforeseen by both donor and recipient, and it would happen again in the
future, which was a problem. What of this was innate from marred
genetic heritage and what a result learned of experience is imponderable
but still relevant. Younger brothers usually compete with elder, and while
the English comparatively are inert unless tormented, that alien breed
even unprovoked is naturally extreme in all directions, its component of
genetic input likewise. His elder brother had done nothing to deserve such
burdensome competition, but he sure got it.



From where all these momentous events derived.

The paint was green then. In front there was a wall with a looped metal
chain along the top, a privet hedge, and green gates. The ‘clack’ of the
back gate latch echoes still. It was still England in those days.

There was a cypress tree on the left in the front garden, and a rowan
tree and a lamp-post outside on the pavement. You could wall in your
property in those days and ‘An Englishman’s home is his castle’. Not

now, it isn’t.



Behind this window, before six-o’clock bedtime, in front of the winter gas-fire to the right of
the window as you look at it, their Father used to read them stories appropriate for infant
minds from a big book which rapidly lost its covers to childish interest.

A fine morocco-bound copy of The Maneaters of Tsavo was on a bookshelf, complete
with a gilt image of a lion’s head on spine and cover and gilt edges to its leaves. It
was also explored, devoured and dreamed about at age four.

When returning from school there were brilliant April showers at any time of year, to
entertain with raindrops falling like jewels from ominous clouds. It was speculated
by attendant girls whether, if a sagging barrage-balloon then being prepared against
eventualities exploded, it would blow up the world. On balance, they supposed it
would. Precarious days indeed.

One morning he went swimming with his father at Tamworth baths. Correction, his
father swam, he rode piggy-back. Afterwards a formation of tiny silver biplanes flew
over high in the blue — the French air-force.

Then — happiness — the war!



Happiness, because they came here —

In the dusk the high wooden back gates were shut, as the family had arrived
before the removals van. The road was narrower then, and the cottage and its
outbuildings were not white. This end of the house, to the first chimney as seen
above, has been built since. The roof was of green corrugated iron to protect the
thatch beneath. It incidentally protected the fleas that the thatch harboured.
The pole and associated cables are new, too. The visible trees now obscure
many of their views, replacing other smaller trees that existed then. So yes, the
planet will recover quickly from imminent stress. What stress? — Reader, you can
have no idea; read on and see.

The little building in the foreground had a garage at that far end, with -22
cartridges in the dirt of the floor, and a drum of oil, a general store, and what the
children dubbed ‘the prison’, open at the front and at this end so, clearly, a
kindly open prison, in which the children would build castles of wood-smelling
logs, deckchairs and anything else that was handy.

There was a stone wall joining it across this end. Biggish sycamores grew there,
with yellow sunlight on their broad green leaves. The wall then continued away
to separate their garden from the farm next door. It was covered in ivy, through
which they would climb along its top, and it must have been highish, as their
Father would say ‘Jump and I’ll catch you’ and they had to jump down to him.
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There, on the left: told you.

The shed did not exist then, nor did the hedge in the background — there were
stinging nettles there into which one brilliant morning his sister memorably fell.
And the trees beyond have grown since then, as memory shows no trace of
them. Trees like that are the difference that just seventy years can make.

You entered the cottage by a little front hall with its barometer and plaques,
with the lounge down two steps on the right with a mansion-polished red floor
and big enough for a baby-grand and room to spare. The dining-room was on
the left of the hall, going through to the kitchen and, down two steps, the rat-
supervised pantry. No gas, no electricity, no running water — but Heaven.

From beside the dining-room-to-kitchen door, stairs rose and bent steeply
upstairs, where there were three bedrooms. Two of them looked out over the
barns in front and, beyond them, country all shimmering and pearled in haze.
This was all their small world until the view would clear little by little to reveal
that lovely triangle of land with its patchwork of fields and tall trees, with the
salmon-pink of heather on the hills of the Stiperstones beyond and, away to the
left, five miles to the south, the Lawley and Caradoc hills.
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Bathroom? — A tin bath had to suffice in front of the fireplace, through the
chimney of which you could look up and see the sky. It was enough. It was
wartime. Why, as their father told their mother, in Russia just then . ..

Their mother would manage well enough with two Primus stoves and an old
iron stove that occasionally consented to light, though never when needed, and
“Don’t bang the door!” Lamps were lit with paraffin, with tall glass chimneys
and porcelain shades white inside and green out, which gave a wonderful soft
light and made soot marks on the ceiling if turned up too high. There were no
amenities, but their mother would later say that with electricity and running
water — not gas — she would have been perfectly happy living there. Women
then, as had their forebears for mere millions of years, lived for family and
home rather than fad of career and such benefits as ‘the pill’ might confer.

Outside the kitchen door, slightly to the right, under the yew tree stood a
stately iron water-pump beside the horse-radish and silver-pennies, and a little
to the left what they called ‘the nursery’ and the outside toilet with plum and
damson trees beyond. Go left, there was a kitchen garden with gooseberry
bushes and an area where their Father would grow shallots, potatoes, peas,
runner-beans and such. Go right, there was the garden proper, a paradise of
lawn with its apple-tree (see its shadow on the right), ornamental stone urns,

poppies and broom.




In the long grass of the back garden chiff-chaffs were nesting, and the
children crept about, not to disturb them.

If you have a scanning electron microscope about your person, you may
note three small people under the apple-tree at centre photo waving to
you across the generations. Otherwise you will have to take the author’s
word. Please note the water-butt to the left of the flowering yucca. It was
tipped out before being rolled to the rear corner of the house, and the
foot depth of leaf-mould sludge from its base, accumulated over the
decades, ran across, and was assimilated by, the little lawn in the
foreground. Yes, right, that is what happens to us all in time. But not yet.

The children had to be barred from access to mirrors, as they could not
resist reflecting dancing flecks of sunlight into the gloomy interior of the
barn roofs opposite, and Farmer Edge’s cows would stop letting down
their milk.

12
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In the front garden there were also marigolds and delicious little shrubs
on dwarf walls. There was also a front gate or door then,
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more or less here,

by which they could enter, and by which the milk-lady used to call each
day pushing a couple of churns in a frame on wheels and with her
officially-stamped pint and half-pint measures.

The children could stand up on a bit of a wall on the left of the door and
look down into the road, occasionally on ‘gypos’ passing with their horse-
drawn caravans made of curved green corrugated sheeting and
presumably with ‘a chimney of tin that the smoke came through’. To tell
the truth, it is not recalled from here whether any chimney was looked
for and seen and has just been forgotten, which is possible. At 18:6 miles
per second, he has come quite a step from there for every particle of
memory to endure unscathed.

The total population of the area of the village was perhaps less than sixty.
In the village itself, perhaps twenty-five. This was their local world.
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Looking south —

S e ~

-

and looking north —

His sister and he after lunch on just such a summer day swung on a gate
here which for some reason then opened across the roadway. A nice lady
in her late sixties passed and said, “Good afternoon.” Their giggles were at
the consideration of being addressed in such adult formality.
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Looking west —

country all shimmering and pearled in haze

Always that beautiful hazed land beyond, calling to heart, whispering to infant blood and sinew
of the growth that natural soil will produce, from flowers at your feet to vast distant trees,

promising all good things, and clearing only little by little to reveal its marvellous nature.

For school each morning with Mrs. Buchanan, a diplomat’s wife, they
walked a mile there and a mile back, every inch with its memories and
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things to see. There were real telegraph poles then, with many wires on
multiple arms. You could put your ear to their once-creosoted wood and
hear the wail of souls lost in the aether.

The way home. The hedges on both sides were much higher then

You could not see over those hedges even from the top of a high-piled
horse-drawn hay-wain. The country was at war, and hedges were not a
priority just then. Unprompted, memory lingers long over such things,
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but usually from little more than present knee-height, from which view-
point things are more closely interesting and full of the scents of earth.

Steamy smoke from trains would billow over the bridge on both sides of the road.

"
ol

The school was here on this corner —and in memory clearly seen and occupied still

For some reason multiplication tables were already easy for a five-year-
old, and a term’s work could be done in a morning, short division, long
division — more, more! Children are natural learning machines. — Well, if
not prevented by deliberately-hampering text-books as in these more
carefully civilized times, they are.
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One afternoon, strolling with his family and the Buchanans, he picked
himself up off the road quite happily to be told that he had just been
knocked down by this nice man on his bicycle. How interesting; he hadn’t
heard or felt a thing. Even such traffic was rare there at any time.

The Buchanans’ son Colin once went through the ivy on the wall between
their garden and the farm next door and fell into Farmer Edge’s slurry pit.
How he howled as he blackly dripped! For such an idyllic circumstance as
tea with them at their house, best eggshell-fine bone-china and all, to
arrive at such a climax must have been quite a surprise.

Going to school at least kept the eldest three out of the house while their
mother took care of the house and minded the baby. An Oxford’s motors
on the sunny morning air, music playing on the battery- or accumulator-
powered radio and the baby crying, this was the sound of life.

Then, after a Christmas concert with perhaps ten children, Mrs. Buchanan
left, and they had to go to the main village school here, now extended —

where it was seen fit to correct a potential left-hander to right and restrict a budding genius to
tracing the number 2 -2 —2 — 2 — 2 on a sandpaper figure with a reluctant right forefinger.

The heads of horses ploughing up to the school fence on the right were as big as
the child watching them. There are modern houses in the field now, and the
horses and ploughman are far gone into the past.
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Beyond this hedge, before the house and its bushes on the right, the fence on the left and the

power lines were ever thought of, mushrooming aged six in this field with his little sister on a
glorious summer morning, he knew it wouldn’t always be like this, and it wouldn’t be.

But still —

The barns in front of the cottage were covered until recently in corrugated
iron. It was their joy in long summer evenings of ‘double-summertime’
when a sheet of black iron would be removed from the front of a barn and,
supposedly in bed since six-0’clock, they would watch from the bedroom
window as hay or sheaves were pitch-forked in from high-piled wains.
There was no traffic to be held up by such things in those days. Miles away
in the golden distance they could see them still mowing, with guns and dogs
waiting on the out-field for what would bolt from the ever-diminishing
middle.

Their Mother of nights would later be playing ‘bumpety-bumpety’ —
Moonlight Sonata — on the baby-grand in the little lounge below, they
knowing where she would falter and change to another piece.

If they had known what was being done to such people in other countries
then, and for whom . . . for whom. If you only knew now.
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Their Father brought home a set of encyclopedias. They were consumed
within two years, in fascination with the magic of what was real in the real
world.

Everywhere has its own skies, and the sunny clouds of there are
remembered still, the occasional distant plane crawling so slowly across
them, likely a Hampden at that stage.

And always the assured road marched on — to where?

They had a pig. Farmer Bill Lock said their father could buy one of a litter,
but he would keep it for him until it was old enough to graduate to bacon.



A neighbour told their father, “Dinna ye be a bliddy fuel. If one of they
piggies dies, it be thees.” So the piglet was adopted then and there and
was kept in the store. Our hero fetched food in a sack for it from two
fields away. One day the rapidly-growing catholic pig broke bounds,
scandalising a sister by entering the local protestant chapel.

The squeals of such a pig, illegally slaughtered on a Sunday morning, was
followed by blood running beside the road, by the scalding and scraping of
the carcass, and later by furtive men slipping away carrying packages.

Children remember everything and understand far more than concerns
either them or you.

The Thomas’s farm. There were barns here. As you see, some are still there.

Revisited? Why? No need. All his life he has haunted this farmyard and in
memory he peoples its every corner. These sane places are still safe in his
memory, a background to all his unthinking moments.

One day a patient but wordless ploughman they were with from this farm
on a brilliant showery morning stopped his team to move a nest from in
front of the horses, then stopped again to move it back, while over a few
horizons and a world of sense away the rest of the nations slaughtered
each other as their mission in life at the behest of their leaders and the
‘international’ financiers who moved them. — And who still move them.

21
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Bobby Knott lived about here. He said once that for tea he had had ‘Teddies n’ aig.” The
Knotts had a stuffed owl in a glass dome, as the children saw on a visit.

Then, instead of turning right to Mrs. Buchanan’s or the other school, they
turned left to go south to this school, here —

1 dmie

walking two miles there and two back at age six and seven — No, there was no problem, it was
England, and you of today can have no idea of what a splendid country it then was. Later they
would go on little tricycles.
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The tree on the right is the same, then with others, but the children walked
up a grassy bank to the wide aslant gateway. The shed was not there, and
there was no road leading off in those days, though there may have been a
path. Instead of the wooden fence a wall formed the boundary then along
what is now the roadway. He knows about the wall, because his head was
beaten against it by a bigger boy, while other children shouted “Fight, fight!”
He had no complaint; after all, he had attacked the big boy for no particular
reason other than trying to emulate Bobby Knott, who fought with silent,
watchful calculation.

In memory there is a privet hedge above the wall between school and the
head-mistress’s house; and on the far side of the school porch is a window
with its sill almost worn away by generations of schoolboys sharpening
penknives on it — A fine piece of sharpening-stone. They were caught by the
head-mistress in this activity in flagrante delicto one grey afternoon, and all
their penknives were confiscated, though they were later returned; just as
well, as his, with a Spitfire on its handle, had been a Christmas present.

It was here, aged six, that he first looked into, instead of just seeing, the
vertical depth of the sky, and appreciated at the same time how local it was.

An older boy called Nobby Clark once hung from the school door by his boot-

heels. Just don’t ask how.
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When our delinquent’s brother and he stayed for two or three weeks at
the above farm along the road from the school, Nobby showed them
curlews, and partridge and pheasants’ nests, together with their clutches
of eggs, which they counted, wondered over, respected and left alone.
Nobby also had a black Webley air-pistol with which he shot at and missed
a penny lodged in the top of a five-barred gate, while a massive poplar
shimmered beyond.

At school an unruly boy of about ten refused to be caned for his bad
behaviour by the head-mistress, an old but still-vigorous woman of
perhaps thirty-seven. He said it was unmanly to be beaten by a woman.
An avuncular school governor had to be fetched to carry out the act,
though so far as could be judged by attentive ears no further beating took
place; the boy already had enough welts on his legs from her to justify
that. Here a century and a half before, Samuel Lee (Dr. and linguist
extraordinary to be) likely had endured the same, but more patiently.

These are just incidents, but are part of a constant background flow of
memory that he haunts, and to which involuntarily he returns at any time.

They used to go fishing here —

mﬂn&_ :

The occasional real train would pass along the upper bank on the right,

and drivers and passengers would wave to children. Yes, it was still
England in those days and England was still a family.
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A real train on that upper bank, Lawley in smoke and haze at right background

Then Farmer Edge’s new young wife fell off her bicycle in a gale, hit her
head and died. And Bertie Brewer, his cowman, disappeared into the war
machine and did not come back. The nephew of Farmer Bill Lock, from
whom they had the pig and its feed, was killed, too. He, a pilot, was called
‘Sawn-Off’, as he was not very tall.

The nippers would watch dragonflies here. There was less water then. Joan Wild said that if

you killed a daddy-longlegs the rest would attack you. But the males would be following the
scent on you of the squashed female.



Returning from church one Sunday they paused at Condover to see a
Spitfire that had force-landed. It seemed very small even to them and was
more or less undamaged, despite having landed wheels-up.

Their father was usually out or away — “Gone to see a man about a dog,” if
they asked. He had joined the Home Guard and had a Lewis gun and a
revolver. One day he shot the apple tree, which neither warranted it nor
did anything to escape or defend itself.

Occasionally at night they would hear the wavering drone of enemy
aircraft desynchronised engines, and hold their breaths. There was the
rare explosion of a bomb, but there was a lot of country around. Then
they would get up and watch the search-light beams fingering the clouds,
and imagine they could see planes high across the face of the moon.

But in daytime they had to progress. To teach them to ride proper bicycles
on the afternoon sun-baked lawn, their Father did what he always did: he
threw it — ‘it’ being boy-momentarily-on-bike. Two such crashes were
enough to know it was better to teach oneself, and our hero retired to the
cool lounge, listening to the repeated crashes, on and on, and “It’ll soon
come to you,” as his brother learned to ride a bike. Though crashes were
thereafter a daily routine for him, too, at least it was as nobody’s victim.

In memory linger still the different smells of every aspect of that little bike
propped against ‘the nursery’ wall in the sunny heat: handlebar grips, the
handlebars, the paint of the crossbar, chain, oil, saddle, tyres, wall, gravel
of the road, noon sunlight. But only in memory now. Reader, if you will be
so kind, remember Mr. Hazelrigg for later reference, will you? Thank you.

Along a dawning road the prospect of education at Shrewsbury beckoned
brilliantly.
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One patient apple tree, four children

These things and many more, faithfully and meticulously remembered, happened
within an ecstatic aeon of little more than three years. Now three years is the
ha’pence of yesterday, gone unremarked apart from the routine daily crop of

fresh treacheries against the dumbed-down, unprotesting world of ‘adult’
humanity.
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Then, as the war was less of a threat, they returned to their former home,
and happiness ended. For reason of ‘family belief’ the girls had to go to a
convent, where ‘Sister Mary-Paul’ held miserable sway, the boys to St.
Thomas’s School at The Abbey, two miles away, where unkind winds blew
across cold playgrounds. Its sullen oppression and ferocious nuns always
scolding them to “Examine your conscience” were greatly out of joint with
the saintly Becket, though he would have felt at home with the local
children’s accent, which was pure ‘old English’.

The first day there, a bigger boy all unprovoked walked up and kneed him
in the pills, as he himself would then do two years later to a perfectly
inoffensive tall boy called Harper. Like begets like, and perhaps dislike
begets dislike. So there also, his inexplicable and unprovoked throwing-
down of a girl earned the swift and brutal retribution it well deserved from
his parents who happened to see the senseless act.

The parents’ gramophone records of ‘Fingal’s Cave’ and Chopin introduced
him to music at the age of eight or nine. Then in the evenings the
elephantine barrage-balloons sailed serenely up in the heights.

Anastasia Barnett, aged ninety-something, lived here on the right. Just round the corner, was

a glaziers, with enormous arrays of windows that just begged for and occasionally got a stone
through them. The shop on the left corner had steps up which they would ascend to buy the
first ice-cream after the war.
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The little building on the right was the church. The building in the foreground replaces a little
chapel with a tiny graveyard, both deep in the constant background tapestry of memory. But
the great trees and the chapel have gone from the High Street in the name of ‘progress’, and
the church building where in ’37 or ‘8 he saw Pluto baying, “Go home!” now has other uses.

This was Wilson'’s, the stationers. Half-right led to the park, hard right to Sutton proper, a
traffic roundabout held the middle, left there was a bakers, and great trees presided over all.
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In the park at Powell’s Pool a shirt-sleeved off-duty fireman playing
impromptu cricket struck a ball which flew levelly to a little boy who, thirty
yards away, bent to a tricycle chain in perfect synchrony to meet the ball
with his right temple, which sprang instantly red. A moment later his wail
arrived; his skull must have been sturdier than it looked. The perfect
choreography of the real world is as unmistakable as it is inimitable.

Under the distant greater predecessor of this tree they ate the first bananas after the war
(brown dried shrunken things from the Canaries) — “Surely you remember them.” They didn't.
To a child five years is an age. Under the same tree at ten, being spurned for cricket by both
sides engendered a wry philosophy.

Before he could swim, while walking along a pool side and inoffensively
watching his feet, he was pushed violently into the middle of the deep end
by a perfect stranger and was virtually drowned before he was pulled out.
These things all add up, and all count.

They used to help the milk-girl on her round with her pony and trap. But it
was not for any threpenny-bits. It was because they liked her.

Been back? Decades afterwards, yes, some places much the same, but the
people . .. people? More of that later.



Let out of prep-school early on the afternoon of May 8" 1045, he told the
lady weeding her front garden on the corner, that the war was over. “See,
| am here, let out of school,” he said. “Wait here”, she said, leaving him
with her ferocious black chow that would chew the gate at passers-by.
She returned with the kit of a partly-built model aeroplane and gave it to
him. Their mother said the lady’s pilot son had been shot down and killed
before he could finish it. Another dog, short on sense and on life, would
eat the plane before they could finish it either.

Within a few days of his tenth birthday there was a fete to celebrate VE
day. Military men in droves were there in proud uniform. There was a
shooting competition with air-rifles. Guess who won. Right; probably an
evolution of his scissors self-defence syndrome.

‘Confirmation’ came at ten or eleven. He waited for any difference. None
came.

After a year at the more civilised prep-school, and entrance exams to two
major schools (5th and 9th), they began secondary education at the nearer
perfectly-reasonable grammar school, where they ‘of the faith” would ring
the starting bell while those free of it were finishing morning assembly.

They often walked the couple of miles there, to spend on buns the money
they saved. If they went by bus, the conductors’ tickets were held by
springs on wooden blocks. There were even khaki tickets for one farthing
then — A fourth of a penny: almost one thousandth of a pound. Now a
pound coin is small change. And he knows why, and so can you if you can
read just a little of the apt information herewith available at the end.

But still unimaginable prospects beckoned brilliantly from along yet
another dawning road.

Then, after two terms there, including the deep winter of ‘47, they came
through the subsequent floods — here —
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Arriving, they paused on the hills to see the shimmer of the evening sea
shining in the distance. Lavender butts lined the above driveway then.

Next day and for many days, grey skies and mist sat on the muddy waters
of the second-highest tide in the world. Then one day the sun shone and,
all unsuspected, all along above the golden waters stretched the then-
beautiful Welsh coast, distant and distinct in all its colours.

Bétes noires by the dozen

Then disaster struck viciously and without warning. Again for reasons of
‘The Faith’, their father took his brother and him to the city, thirteen miles
away.
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It was after Easter. Their father seemed to know the headmaster, who wore a
black cassock and at the time seemed affable.

He was taken to a classroom. A hump-necked pragnathous red-faced man, also
in a black cassock, motioned him to a chair beside him in front of the class, and a
boy resumed reading “. . . epicier .. .” the boy said.

“Cummut-hyur,” the master growled. The boy crept up and the man took from a
pocket what looked like an eighteen-inch iron bar. Crack! Crack! on the boy’s
hand. “G-back,” he said. “Readituggen.”

“...epicier..."
“Cummut-hyur.” Crack! Crack! “G-back. Readituggen.”
“...epicier..."
“Cummut-hyur.” Crack! Crack! “G-back. Readituggen.”
“...epicier..."

“Cummut-hyur.” Crack! Crack! “G-back. Readituggen.” — It is not recalled how
many times this brute, the authentic Brother Brickley — may he get his just
desserts with the rest — hit the now tearful Michael Cross before George Ward
finally got through with “Epicerie”, but our hero was wondering wildly what hell
he had got into now. His luck lasted a month until his twelfth birthday, then it
was more or less every day for him too.

One of these brutes, his leather ‘whack’ temporarily withdrawn for gross over-
use, often resorted to a metre laboratory-ruler, edgeways on, of course, though
unsatisfactory as they broke so easily on little boys’ hands.

It was the injustice of these brutal, sadistic alien peasants beating little boys
which ached almost as much as beaten hands. All our hero wanted was to get
away. Out there was a marvellous world, but he was condemned to this abyss in
which, hour after hour, up and down the corridors there were the rifle-like
‘cracks’ of little boys being beaten by these crude, miserable brutes, and then
having to pray with them every hour on the hour for — he kids you not — a happy
death. They did nothing to endear anyone to their unhappy race.

More than sixty years later he would hear on a radio report that the most
unfortunate of the children exported willy-nilly to Australia after the war “were
those who fell into the hands of the Christian Brothers”. Yes, he would know
exactly what that would mean, and had seen enough to know that they should
not be allowed anywhere near children.
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One memorable day two classes were put together for religion. There was no
master in charge, and many boys in cramped conditions shout to be heard. He
knew what was coming and kept mum. By the time the ‘Brother’ arrived it was
noisy. “Anyone who has said a single word since he came into this classroom,
come out here,” he ordered. Our sagacious student was the only one left sitting
there. The ‘Brother’ spent the remaining twenty-five minutes beating about
eighty boys. His speciality was to sing “Your tiny hand is frozen, let me warm it
into life,” as he wielded his ‘whack’. Sure, religion. Those miserable perverts
spent their lives ensuring that everyone else was as miserable as they.

For curiosity or devilment he took to lying, and everyone always believed. From
a curious child and unpredictable boy he would become a devious youth, who
made and played with explosives and was hounded by an unhappy ‘conscience’.
Maybe that was the idea. But if that is education, then you can keep it. It is
altogether too far from our happy-go-lucky Saxon virtues of fair’s-fair Justice,
honesty, learning, mirth and beer, and too distant from decency for anyone.

Pneumonia — a neighbour seeing him crawling home from school said “You look
as if you’ve found sixpence and lost a shilling” — meant a month off school and
freedom thereafter of need of any maths other than mental arithmetic, by which
for fun anyway he could estimate, say, the weight of a cloud or, later, in a few
minutes price the building of an entire house. Tortuously calculating
hypothetical suppositions to sustain the devotees of non-existent fictions you
ought to admit is pretty pointless — though do you?

Twenty-nine whitlows endured over a period of five agonised years were now
ascribed to anaemia, and a few iron pills put that right. Also incapacitating back-
pain over the same period was now cured by lifting a heavy bucket one day —
Snap! Ouch! —and now he could carry two of you, though a little inclined.

But still he used to find things. He found so many things that his parents,
perhaps conditioned by their experience with a confirmed scissors-thief, used to
ask, “Are you sure it was lost before you found it?” His hurt feelings indicate
how quick childhood activity is, ‘time’ thus ‘passes’, and at that age we learn.

Then he mostly found pens and such things, but many archeological things too,
from ancient carved bone implements to primitive spoons; then he lost them all
again. And, though never very nice, he always remembered everything.
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Six months older than Lester Piggott, he rode, and was still small enough at 16 to
be a jockey, which prospect appealed. A trainer advised that he wait and see
how his weight went. He ate next to nothing and ran each evening to see how
low his weight could go. By four each afternoon his stomach was eating him. He
lost ten pounds in three weeks. Though ravenous, along a dawning road the
prospect now only of freedom beckoned brilliantly. Then he grew, and despite
starvation, his weight soared prohibitively.

Practical agriculture was worked here — cycling four or five miles each way, sometimes door to

door no-handed, steep hills and all.

Though ever-hopeful, he never happened to meet Rita Hayworth or Ava
Gardner in the morning woods, going to count the sheep while the
workers had breakfast. But in the quiet, he saw rare birds, all surprisingly
unpretentious, and once inspected a small jewel of a fly that emitted a
high whine while seemingly sitting perfectly still; another morning he
found what a pack of dogs can do to sheep. On reviewing modern society
under the yoke of others’ ‘finance’, this last memory often stirs.
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And where peace reigned sublime over a lovely view, as much as anything
else for the benefit of politicians’ pockets we now have a motorway.

So then he studied agriculture here —

But still he felt sorry for the animals and their final destiny, and their
slaughter frankly horrified him.

Rugger: one successful crash-tackle on a bigger opponent who looked fat
and wasn’t, taught him that the oblique approach is preferable to head-on
conflict, and just as effective.

Always a natural sprinter with speed honed to perfection by a justifiably
vengeful older brother, he could outrun everyone here. But, a result of
premature birth, a hundred yards was his limit. After that, he barked like a
seal and stopped. Some officials decided he would run the penultimate 440
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in the annual sports sprint medley. He laughed and pleaded a cold. They
were adamant and entered him. Oh, alright, they’d see. He finished on his
hands and knees after the other lanes had already arrived home. Always
know your limitations. He knew his. Now everyone else did, just as he had
told them.

Afterwards he was destined for Brazil. “If you are within the three-mile limit,
we can still fetch you,” said the military. So he agreed, and the RAF then kept
him waiting three months.

Square-bashing in a hard mid-winter was no hardship to a farmer, and he
won the squadron shooting without trying. Then -

“Agriculture,” he replied. “Aptitude test,” they said, saving him from poison-
gas-training. He liked I.Q. tests. So “Radio,” they said, “Yatesbury,” — now
long gone.

At end of the nine-month course, “Where’s Penang?” and “Where’s Changi?”
and “Where’s Aden?” said they.

“Where’s Newquay?” said he.

In Cornwall, crows walked or planed above fields swept by warm rain. On
arrival you had to get ‘vittled-in’, a card signed by maybe twenty
departments from cookhouse to doctor to padre, to acknowledge your
presence. Two days: now what? — “Oh, you’re not with us. You’re with
Azwuhdoo.”

Oh, so to ASWDU — Air Sea War Development Unit — and got vittled in there,
another day, and now what? “Oh, you’re not with us. You're at Falmouth.”

Oh, so south across the peninsula to RAF Pendower, a hotel no less, and got
vittled-in there, half a morning, then sent down to 1102 MCU and signed in
there. “Oh, we’ve been waiting for you. You’re not with us. You're with the
boffins.” — So there was he, the only service member, working with the Ultra
scientists developing the directional sonobuoy.
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They would plough about in the pinnaces, or work with the high-speed
launches at Fowey, or with the Navy at Portland. Vittle-in on the destroyer
there? He took one look at the hammocks slung in the sharp end and opted
for the shore-base HMS Heather-Thruster firmly at anchor up on the rock. He
was a peculiar creature in greyish-blue with a strange new rank and ignorant
of navy protocol among many other things, but they didn’t much mind. And,
as a private individual, he was impressed by the navy group co-operation:
when there was something to be done, they all did it, they all helped each
other, and at sea you can see why.

In gales, in a Modified Fishing Vessel that rolled if you spat overboard and its
crew grumbling that they should not have come, they wallowed back and
forth at two knots, drifting as far as the Isle of Wight, liaising with Navy
Fireflies that dropped the equipment bomb-style from wing-racks, while the
destroyer sliced from horizon to horizon. Navy personnel aboard from the
destroyer were all sick. With only ship’s biscuits and one eye on the sky-line,
he rode upright on his natural gimbals and added to their discomfort — He
measured 552 each way on the indicator above the bridge — and upheld the
honour of the service. “We could see your keel,” the destroyer’s crew often
later would grin. He imagined so and was hardly surprised. MFVs rolled.

When not so engaged, he returned to ASWDU, but was isolated with the
equipment in a disused control-tower near Treblezu Gate, where the Lancs
would pass his window at forty feet, those wonderful Merlins growling and
crackling to be engaged in such hack-work as they headed on down to the
runway doing circuits and bumps. A radar beacon was put on the roof, he
liaised with Navy and US personnel and in idle moments wrote three juvenile
books in keeping with a juvenile mentality. Mark Bonham Carter had the
acuity to call one of them ‘facile, farcical and facetious”, so you can tell.

He was a mess. They used irremovable ‘sea-grease’ on the equipment, which
darkly stained a uniform already curtailed, frayed again, grey and corrugated
from his attempted washing.

“Sir, just look at this, will you?” a flight-sergeant stopped him as he visited
ASWDU and indicated him to a passing officer.

“Cuh!” said the officer. “How long have you got to go?” Just three weeks.
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Nevertheless, the boffins wanted him to join them at Ultra, or to go to
Malvern or Farnborough, and a red-faced squadron-leader, called Jock and
reputed to be the queen mother’s nephew, promised him a commission and
presumably a new uniform if he would sign on, but he hadn’t even believed
what they had told him about electricity, so didn’t think it fair and was duly
demobbed. The Brazil prospect had long gone.

Bath. After an obligatory stay in Brock Street, some of them escaped to a
nice house opposite the gates at the far end of Victoria Park. It smelled
delightfully of demerara sugar, coffee and other good things, nut-hatches
explored an apple tree outside the kitchen window and the floor sloped
down a foot from rear to front. It has gone now. Also in Bath, at another
house where he later lived on Pulteney Road, having forgotten his keys he
went four floors ape-like up the outside wall and went in through a tiny
window. Maybe he was spared for better things — We cannot imagine what,
unless to warn you of what is coming and how to avoid it. A modern block
has replaced that house too, but the world is not improved by it.

Cheltenham awhile. A pleasant town where a nearby brewery lent appetising
fragrance to the morning air.

Birmingham. Having lightly offered to help at a public house, late duties did
not chime well with having to be up at 5.00. Once, having walked a pretty girl
home half across the city, to find himself stopped by two policemen on the
way back was hardly surprising, but they accepted your word then. It was
still England, despite being shown by ex-RAF colleagues, as the city vice, what
his innocence had already accepted merely as people socialising. An
indignant dentist just before Christmas protested that under gas our innocent
youth was the most violent patient their big city practice had had that year.
So he has uniquely kept the rest of his teeth simply by totally avoiding
dentists since then.

In relentless pursuit of what’s what, rather than what isn’t, despite what they
tell you, and what needn’t be, to further differentiate reality from unreality
he was more formally combining studies on atomic physics and cosmology,
observing the evidence but deferring opinion — Professors called his single-
mindedness “a disease”. He was also writing articles for the press.
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A later somewhat ponderous tome, originally 738 pages, all typed on a
portable Olivetti, at a publisher’s request was pruned of purple to 400 or so,
though lacking the suggested sex or James Bond overtones. It was really on
ecology before ecology existed — Oh, if nothing else he was serious. One
reader had lauded it as “poet of genius”, another larded it with “the porridge
has set” —But. ..

One intending ‘international’ publisher, expressing intention to publish for
fourteen months, used to bring office girls to The Albany pub and insult them
over lunchtime drinks. One day he suggested our would-be author stay, and
that evening brought the same girls to The Noble Art, and insulted them
there until said hero told him that if he didn’t stop he would take him outside
and break his jaw. Next morning the publisher told him he had decided not
to publish the book. No, there was not much to like about London and the
lice which had come to infest it. And that was before they spread their vile
influence into our every village.

A very beautiful place and very quiet. A Gloster Javelin flew into the sea half a mile off-shore

one brilliant morning, and nobody noticed.
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They watched the prototype hovercraft on trials crawl on the Weston-
Cardiff horizon. “Any problems?” he asked.

“Drifts sideways in crosswind,” snuffled Stan Mansell, Whittle’s production
manager.

“Why don’t they drop plates in the water each side?” said he.

“Don’t know,” snuffled Stan. They still haven’t done it.

They slung a single Olympus under a Vulcan, and it would howl down-
channel half a mile offshore trailing black smoke, away and away, its
rumble growling deeper and deeper, and off above the Quantocks. Timing
it, you could still hear it a hundred miles away. Why deeper? “You hear
more directly down its jet-pipe and the sound reflects off the clouds,” Stan

snuffled. Now why hadn’t Stan known deepest sounds travel furthest?




He knew the folk designing the Concord, as it was proposed then, for which the
Olympus was being prepared, and he was not popular for saying it could never
be commercial. The big solid house where he lived would rock when even a
Lightning broke Mach 1 at 50,000 feet. You can’t eliminate compression, and
that meant ‘Concorde’ would have to fly sub-sonic over land. They never listen.

“Look at that plume,” groaned Eddie, responsible with three others for
implementation of the Clean Air Act. The RTB smoke stretched south-west the
length of the channel.

“Why don’t they use magnetic brushes to sweep the emission?” said he. Next
day RTB sat in committee on the proposal. Next evening:

“Non-magnetic isotope.”

lloh.”

“I can’t see why they don’t just gasify or spin uranium dust in a centrifuge and
simply channel off the different isotopes at different points according to
different specific gravity?” said he.

“Don’t know,” said Eddie. “Going to Harwell tomorrow. I'll ask.” Next evening:
“For God’s sake, keep quiet about it. That’s top secret.”

He still went to church, but preferred to sit at the back at early Mass, reading the
beautiful English of the King James Version while the priest minded his own
business in Latin up front. Then for greater income they had an American racket
arrange a ‘Gift to God Campaign’, perpetrated a Mickey Mouse dialogue version
of the Mass, and promoted a young monk as Prior to shovel it all down their
throats.

One day in church he watched as two young brothers suffered the same left-
handed blessing of their patrimony, the narrow-headed junior twisting his face
into every impossible shape, between jabbing viciously across at the senior’s
kidneys behind their father’s stolid back and assuming immediate pious
innocence. Typical. How well our hero recognised the trait in himself in former
days. A sister had also been afflicted by an aspect of the syndrome when young,
with paroxysms of rage uncharacteristic of the phlegmatic English side of her
heritage, but she grew out from under its effects eventually.
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He used to listen to the sermons, but had studied reality. So, prey to that same
trait, he used to think, That’s not true. If you don’t know it, you are ignorant,
and if you do know it you are hypocrites. — They couldn’t win. So he used to go,
but stayed outside, watching the insects among the moss on the wall and
learning that everywhere is a temple.

With an appreciation of beauty, a love of innocence and a violent reaction to
cruelty, he married. Her priest had told him, “You can’t marry her. She has been
married before.”

“Yes, | can,” he had told him.
“You have an informed conscience,” the priest had said.

“No | haven’t” he had said; — ‘informed’ just meant what the pressure squad had
told you before you were old enough to think for yourself and defend your mind
or, by remembering it and understanding, deleting it.

“Oh,” the priest had said, and was quite friendly thereafter. But if he had
believed him . .. And who needs the witch-doctor’s permission anyway?

and went to live here —

There was a mound of honeysuckle all along the front of the cottage then, a
flowering cherry tree blossomed in the corner of the front garden and
massive elms stood along the other side of the road, all gone now.
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He found himself working for a merchant bank. He started with three
counties and finished with nine, including two that were the territory of a
colleague who left, all of which he would cover each two days, or three at the
most. He did as many as twenty-nine valuations per day, though never thirty,
on several occasions a hundred a week, besides visiting the bank’s agencies.
While doing so he also started three companies, which he ran simultaneously.

One day he had a temperature. Then he could hear aeroplane motors away in
the midnight. “Can you really not hear them?” he asked yet again. “No!” she
shouted, and there was a brief pause before the sound started again. He
clapped, and there was again a brief pause before the drone resumed. The
sound was inside his head. It was diagnosed as 'flu by the same doctor who
fobbed off his wife for years with ‘just a nervous stomach, woman!’ before a
visit to the Radcliffe found “something bizarre, either an ulcer or cancer, and
we don’t think it’s an ulcer.” But it was, and gallstones. And people wonder
why he distrusts the commercial racket to which much of the medical world
has been diverted. His ‘flu’ left him somewhat lop-sided, with a hand that
won’t hold even a pen when it is cold and, according to his wife, ‘flat-footed’
on one leg. Twelve years later it was determined to have been polio. Well,
now at least he can hear piston aero-engines any time he chooses.

Some houses had, built or converted -




He had warned his bank about their extravagant lending, and cautioned about
the recession that he saw coming within two years. They had said it couldn’t
happen, and told him to carry on. An ‘international’ had worked his way into the
bank and, perhaps with private knowledge, had gained influence with the owner.
He had turned the bank into a money-shop and made any discussion an
argument, prepared for friction and dislike to have his way, and he was
determined to have them out or working under him. So our hero took the only

other option and quit.
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Three cottages were transformed to two houses, but not overnight



image of that is in memory but not to hand.

Too busy and unsuspecting to notice, the protagonist of this most cautionary tale
had run foul of some Coventry villains. He now found that these crooks,
recommended to him as reliable by the chief villain’s lawyer, had cost him
virtually all he had, and he had to let his workers go, and finish the house
currently in progress himself. He was then caught in the economic recession that
he had forecast. His ex-employing bank lost a fortune; its general manager was
put in charge of collections and promptly had two heart-attacks. He is wished
well, as he was a decent sort and was not responsible for the sins of others.

At one time, having been asked by his wife’s lawyers to leave home, our hero
was left with four pounds and a car with a cracked engine; water from the
radiator went straight into the sump. Because he was but an indigenous native
with a business defrauded by criminals for cash, rather than a Pakistani with ten
children arriving unannounced and getting free accommodation and financial
support to be there, there was no state assistance of any kind, this aptly
demonstrating the effect of those busy bringing down the country and nation to
their more manageable level. It was not a happy time. For a while he had to
work nights in a factory to make money to buy materials to complete by day the
unfinished house in which he was camping. In shades of wartime he had one
Primus stove and a paraffin lamp, plus a saw-horse as his only furniture. A social-
security lady arrived one day and told him he just could not live like that. Well,
evidently he did. Others’ problems are always easier to solve than one’s own.
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A terrace of cottages was sold to a fiddler, and a bigger property to the leader of the group; an
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Three tumbledown cottages were almost totally rebuilt as one house

A mere detail



People would come to view the house and rightly coo, but they could not
sell their own houses, so could not buy his. Bank interest on bank interest
under Ted Heath — the Euro-advocate, and ‘how-come?’ is now known —
rose to nineteen percent per year.

Then one day a year or two later a Scottish family with four children just
walked in and looked. The husband asked her, “Do you want it?”

She said, “Yes.” Our somewhat-tried friend did not question them in any
way in case they shimmered and vanished. So that was that.

Though the criminals’ fraud on him had been deliberate and theft was
involved, the ‘department of public prosecutions’ said they could not act
against them. The police were as sick about it as he was, particularly as in
civil court the villain had tried to use the court itself to work yet another
fraud on him, to be mildly reproved by the judge, now with proof put into
his hands, with, “The facts seem to be otherwise.”

A decent police inspector told him, “We know what you are going to do,
Mr X------ . Please make sure there are no witnesses.”

“So if anything happens to them you will come looking for me.”

“We shall have to. That’s our job.” In the military our plaintiff was ‘a
marksman’. He legally held two rifles. One, with a ‘sound moderator’ that
reduced the report to a discreet cough, was a little erratic and, though
automatic, had to be fired as a bolt-action. Before the other, with its
heavier barrel and Parker-Hale aperture sights, you could nominate which
eye was surplus at a hundred yards and, so long as the wind was not fickle,
rest easy that your stipulation had been observed to the letter — or pupil.
And low-velocity hollow-point was quiet-ish. But the police had been
decent with him, and besides . . . So —

“Thanks for telling me.”

He then also had to learn the hard way never to trust anyone who says,
“Harrow and the Black Watch, my word is my bond.”
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A colleague of the buyer of his last house asked to buy into his next project
and, after a year of work on our hero’s part and without telling him, had all
his personal belongings burned, including twenty five years of writing, and
sold his project to someone else. Porsche Carrera and all, he was an
untrustworthy knave who ran, last time seen, bumping into tables, rutt
him!

He had another property.

For two years its further work had been pending a farmer’s lawyer’s
transfer of a magnate to the Channel Islands. From the farmer he was
buying five acres and half a mile of access to the property which he had
already bought, planned and done some work on for two years. The
agreed price was five thousand pounds. Now the farmer told him the
price was thirty-five thousand. That was stalemate.

He now knows that the bank to which he was in interest-on-interest debt
had not lent him money as such, but had invented it from thin air and lent
him the lie of their ink. Had he challenged them, he would have kept his
property, but he did not know that at the time. He does now. So do you.

We should all tell the swindling banks what to do with their fictional debts,
and all our countries tell the Rothschilds, rot them, what they can do with
theirs, which they bribe all our ‘leaders’ to accept, for us to repay as taxes,
inflation and payment for all our needs.
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A little blurred? Yes, in passing through he never intrudes

Far too many inventions

Give a certain type of child a mass of knots and he will patiently unpick it
until it is all usable string again. Our mental adolescent still will. Invention
is a nice puzzle that your mind undoes, and you can’t hear a whisper of the
process. Any problem happily resolves itself, and it is fun.

So inventions have been: — a hippo, that supposedly provides energy from
buoyancy, and maybe it will; the principle of contained circulation with —
according to patent agents — ‘far too many’ applications, for which he now
did not have the fortune they always wanted to process them; a better
breathing machine, better tracheotomy and endotracheal tubes, light
portable houses built of one repeated panel, migraine prevention, a
method to prevent cancer, an earthquake warning system, an above-
surface boat, a gravity-inertia apparatus that will produce power gratis for
fifty million years . . . the list goes on and on, and so do the inventions.

But the various patent offices or manufacturers always wanted, in excess,
money he no longer had. Almost every aspect of life is now — not to
produce a result for its own sake — just a parasitic excuse to snatch ‘the
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money’ from others. It is always just the financial racket to which the
world has now been warped to exist as some great fat milch-cow for the
unscrupulous. Then again, he is no ‘businessman’ and had no interest
apart from the fun of inventing things and understanding how everything
happens or works.

But, away from the cities and their commercial racketeers, still the
marvellous real world persists, shining in its beauty and plenty. All we
have to do is to rid it of the filthy degrading cash, and we can enjoy it again
for its own sake, as once we did before cash and its dirty greed was
invented. And, though it may not seem so, that too is easy.

All those who were deliberately imported, who came for the money and
stayed to make it an ugly zoo, will be able to go home. In a world freed
from the filthy dragging chains of the illusion of ‘money’, they will want for
nothing and can develop at their own pace and in their own place.

Then by chance he was enrolled into an international company. Within a
few days he was promoted to sales-manager for the whole of the British
Isles except for London and the south. The owner was an Australian and
his general manager a New Zealander but of ‘international’ persuasion,
which again is something altogether very different. “You have to control,
control,” the latter would grit, showing his bottom fangs. It was all show
and deceit, and it took him a year to realise not just that they were
farming ‘the consultants’ for the residual business they could produce
before they fell by the wayside, but that they indeed knew what they were
doing. He left the office keys with the porter’s office, quit and started with
Justice International.

This soon involved him in international finance, in which quantities started
at a billion and went on up. Thirty-one billion — quite a sum in those days —
was the biggest transaction he was involved in, and he had sight of
avaricious ‘presidents’ and ‘monarchs’ in the act of their subjugation,
reaping vast quantities from the movement of this illusory ‘money’, all to
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be paid for by their unsuspecting ‘subjects’ in the form of extra taxes and
inflation, which is just another form of tax. Another case was for 2,000
tons of gold or ‘au’, supposedly via a president’s nephew, though whether
real or not he never found out.

During the time of his involvement in the world of finance, he met only
two or three honest people. The rest were of criminal mentality, who
routinely would lie and deceive, and would and sometimes did kill to get or
do what they wanted. The biggest thieves of all were the banks, who
would also lie and cheat to steal a transaction. That, after all, was their job
— to ‘get’. Frankly it was — and is — sad and disgusting what these poor
creatures have to do for their inflated salaries. One bank manager slid
almost under his desk in fear and shame at the exposure of the lies and
treachery he was enacting.

Although his requirements as benefit for his honest labours were
intentionally reasonable and modest, he never received a penny, and was
several times defrauded by colleagues who absconded with what had been
positive results for groups of associates. No, money corrupts, and money
in large amounts corrupts in equal measure.

In Zurich he heard “He’s having 3 b. (USD) out of it (a deal), / want 3 b.”
And he knew the three billion would not have been enough. It is a
sickness. Now he knows the Rothschilds have the whole planet, and that is
not enough for them, so they want us off it — Yes, a sickness that has to be
cured before it kills us all.

Then, falsely inveigled as window-dressing for a transaction by yet another
‘international’ who sought to appropriate it, he brought an offer of five
billion to the country where he now lives, was thwarted by the banks and
then intrigued by another with love and promises to stay for two years
work before being told he was owed nothing. However, he stayed
because he liked the place and its very direct and honest people as being
what his own country would have been thirty years before if it had not
already been so-sedulously misled another ten years previously.

So, always the assured roads have marched on ahead. To where? — Why,
to here, of course.
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Here and now

He has spent his time here writing books and articles and teaching, and
appreciating life with renewed appetite. They say, “There is no money
here, but .. .” No, but the quality of life, the honesty and morale of the
people, the beauty of its landscape, its produce and its climate more than
compensate any deficiency in the farcical illusion of finance. He used to
teach seventy hours and sometimes walk a hundred kilometres per week,
with the weekend thirty or forty kms. just for the pleasure of seeing the
scenery. He still walks, but now probably less than twenty per week.

However, despite everything, our hero had even yet abstained from bad
language and thoughts of vengeance. — Well, he had, until he discovered
what the Rothschilds have been doing for the last two centuries, and even
more when he fully understood what they and their by-blow accomplices
now intend for the rest of us, of which, more later. Since then he has
become occasionally as foul-mouthed as the rest of his race or worse, and
pious forgiveness has given way to thoughts of a holy crusade to cleanse
the planet of the malignant influence of these vermin.

A balance of accounts

During this same longish time, the less-inhibited left-handed elder brother
in his prime could whistle like a bird and spit fifty yards, which latter,
whether you approve or not, you have to admit is quite an achievement.
He then made his way in the world via languages. He taught himself
Russian at the age of thirteen, and used to play truant to talk to the
Russian sailors on the grain ships. He was an avowed communist but his
ardour was somewhat suspect due to his ingrained habit of genuflecting at
rows of seats, especially in the cinema and even on buses. So then, with
French, Spanish, Catalan and Arabic also under his belt, he worked for
some thirty-five years for the United Nations, travelling to and sometimes
living in many countries around the world.
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He has thus also obeyed the dictum and been forth and variously become
abundant. He has lived much more intensely in the present, has done
most things extremely and in excess, but has remembered less. His story
would have been much more vivid and interesting and better written, but
he has resisted all persuasion to break out in print, which is a pity.

Of course, if this smacks of a typical example of a younger brother’s “He’s
got it or done it, then | want it or to do it”, it probably is. Nevertheless,
even this rough comparison of the two brief stories provides a very good
lesson in why you should not constantly live as if with someone looking
over your shoulder, and should get on with your own life regardless of who
or what is trying to stop you — And, while always avoiding doing things
which are just plain stupid, also avoid peering too cautiously into the
future ‘lest’ or ‘just in case’. It doesn’t pay. Life is short anyway, whatever
you do or don’t do.

Unfortunately, the elder brother is paying for his excesses over the years
and now can’t talk, can’t spit, can’t whistle, can hardly eat, can’t practice
any of the things which formerly it pleased him to do. But, at the same
time, during his active life he has done more and made more ripples and
has had much more fun in doing it and making his ripples than our largely
duty-bound stay-at-home stick-in-the-mud thinking younger hero. And we
can only regret that the elder won't tell us about it.

So the obvious lesson of this has to be, Don’t wait. Go out and live! Now!

A few further mitigating points. — In the pursuit of his less-circumspect
activities the elder brother also has had more 'incidents': three weeks of
concussion at twelve from riding a bike into the back of a bus that stopped
when he didn't; a broken arm when said bike's forks subsequently broke
off and left him briefly suspended on only fresh air, and he had to have the
arm re-broken when the nice lady doctor set it crooked; a broken front
tooth when ‘a friend’ threw a stone at a tent, against the inside of which
the elder logically had his face; three weeks snow blindness in that winter
of ’47; a slightly damaged eye when the young villain of this piece shot a
tightly-folded bus ticket in it on the long bus-ride to school; polio just
before the end of his 'National Service', which, though non-paralytic in his
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case, required the dreaded lumbar-puncture; we draw a discreet veil over
his more mature intemperate ways of a personal nature and their results;
and now conclusive surgery which has so deprived him for the last fifteen
months, result of his previous excesses at the behest of the brewing,
vintner, distiller and tobacco barons, of whom we wise know enough to
recommend their deprivation of all and any further influence in the world.

He also — though not alone — has suffered the predations of the more
devoted practitioners of modern dentistry who obey the strict injunctions
of those-who-prescribe-modern-priorities and who thus ‘make work' to
maximise income for themselves — It is 'a profession’, after all, and they
are 'professionals' — finally taking what of his teeth remained from less
stringent diligence when sensing that their opportunity might not last long
— Oh, we know all about these things. Didn’t you? You should, you know.

Lesson: avoid enriching also the sugar barons, or don't you know about
them either? Clean your teeth with a soft toothbrush — masculinity does
not need all things hard —and you can then safely avoid the dentists.

And avoid all '‘processed foods', which are designed to harm you, and eat
where possible fruit and vegetables raw to maintain your immune-system
in working order, else you are opening the door to the surgeons and the
further depredations of the medical and pharmaceutical rackets. There is
no fad involved here: we are only talking common sense in reminding you
of the natural ways of the natural world to which we were all born, rather
than the artificial market societies to which our world has been warped.

At the time of writing he is still fourteen months older, but our hero is
working on that and thinks he has it nailed. He’ll give you ‘Einstein’!(4)

(In the light of subsequent events, our hero is now beginning the slow process of overhauling his
brother’s previous seniority. While this childish ambition ought to give him no satisfaction at all
and in fact he will happily accept forty more years, in his infantile mind he is aiming for majority

of two thousand, if not more. He has things to do here, as you will see. — We all have.)

So

By comparison our comparatively sluggish hero has done little? Maybe
true, but he has remembered and understood all that he has seen in the
broader context of appreciable reality. And he has long since recognised
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that all this ‘human endeavour’ of finance and its associated politics is a
fraud, a massive swindle that has been perpetrated for six thousand years
to enable a few to mould society to their wishes, with invented royalty,
leaders, politics and all, so that, all unsuspected, by secret but simple
dishonest ‘financial mechanisms’(1), these few vermin can milk all
humanity of the fruits of its efforts. And the distorted world that the
practice has evolved is a mere artificial zoo. These sick deceitful creatures
and their accomplices really have to be stopped.

And he is optimistic. The beautiful real world is still here. All we have to
do is just shovel the imposed fiction of illusory finance into the trashcan of
history where it belongs. Then some will stop having unmerited influence
over others and the species can recover its sanity and its direction. And
that is easy to do. To regain the world without the dirt of finance and its
politics, we just have to draft our reps independent of the corrupt party-
system, which they will dismantle, and abolish finance. And do it, rather
than dream or talk about it.

However, our hero has to tell you that something much more serious is
coming our way(3), and the efforts of these same international vermin are
intended only to intensify the effects of what otherwise will probably be a
natural cataclysm anyway. Their intention is that they will survive into a
post-cataclysmic world, but the rest shall not, except for a remnant to be
their slaves(8).

Read the few relevant articles linked at the end of this book and you will
understand why these criminal individuals have to be taken down and the
means of their power over the race be annulled.

It is our world, and it is worth fighting for to preserve it for the use of all its
occupants, human and otherwise.

Recently our protagonist was buying twenty-five square kilometres of
Argentina for the benefit of its inhabitants, but the owner died suddenly of
a cerebral haemorrhage when everything had been agreed and, though
they wanted to, due to complications the family could not sell it to him. So
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for the same price he bought seven acres here, which will have to serve a
similar but more limited purpose. He also has a simple cottage in the
country, bought for a song, freezing in winter, and he only hopes high
enough.

He still finds things. He once found and then lost a diamond — biggish,
probably zircon — in Manchester, and four gold rings at dawn in Zurich
after companions, whom he had helped and paid for in a hotel, abruptly
decamped, saying they owed him nothing. Now he mostly finds earrings
and bracelets and such, and still thinks it strange that others haven’t found
all the things that he does.

He also finds out the things that a few do to the unsuspecting rest of you —
what, how, by whom and why, the evils and the perils they imply, and how
to avert them — to which others remain oblivious even after he has
patiently explained them, which he also still finds strange.

Less strange is that now knives and even axes, rather than scissors, seem

to accumulate in his possession of their own volition — Which is logical.

A current friend with prospects better than ours, booking in for next winter.
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It is a happy thought that on northern nesting grounds he — or she — is thinking of
his — or her — destination for next winter.

Come each early October he looks up, sees him — or her — on the roof-ridge
opposite, goes to the window with bread, and down he — or she — swoops. And
swoops on, happily sharing here and its mutual benefits until favourable mid-
March wind carries him — or her — north again.

A Postscript —

As an addendum, it would be reprehensible to decline this opportunity to
enlighten you somewhat more comprehensively about something of crucial
importance of which few suspect anything —

You may consider this a little outside the scope of this chronicle, but later
reflection may grant it some relevance in the overall context of reality.

At about five o’clock one glorious summer afternoon in 1941, Mr. Hazelrigg —
remember him? — leaned down over his little garden wall and said to our hero
cycling round by Bill Lock’s farm, “Would you like an ahpple?” Had he said,
“apple”, then that is what would be reported here, but he said quite distinctly,
“ahpple”. Whether that was his standard pronunciation is not known and is
immaterial anyway, as “ahpple” was exactly what he said on that occasion.

In a document of such meticulous reporting, if the following were merely good
philanthropic folk as the world is told, then that is what you would find so
described here instead of the bald statement of their deeds and their intentions.

These people are nothing to us. Denigrating them would be of no interest or
benefit. But what in fact they do is of interest and concern to all living things on
this planet, and that is what is being addressed here.

So, in truth, they have worked relentlessly over the last two centuries to infiltrate
and — by bribe and by loan guarantees — completely dominate and subjugate the
British synthetic ‘hierarchy’, and through it the nation and then via ‘The City’
Britain’s previously well-intentioned ‘empire’ and the world beyond. They have
done the same wherever such activity has been of use to their plans.
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If you will kindly read the articles linked below, you will see that over the last two
centuries, via their systematic bribing of whoever is necessary, from the ‘royals’
to the leading politicians, to implant their ‘central banks’ to impose unnecessary
finance on the nations and feed off the result, as explained in the ‘Ink’ article,
these evil Rothschilds have systematically intensified the previously less-
organized 6,000-year-old infliction of the fiction of finance. You will also see how
it is done. With the leverage that this gives them with their own ‘enriched and
thus powerful’ that they install in the various countries, wars have then been
easy to manufacture, as in Wars | and Il and as we recently have seen with
Vietnam, Afghanistan, and Iraq, with Iran now in their sights.

Consider what their fellow ‘few’ have achieved in America, Wolfowitz, Zakheim,
Rumsfeld, Rove, Perle, Cheney, Chertoff, the Busch family, plus Blair, Aznar etc,
using their false-flag of 9/11 as an excuse and you have the world at war, fuel
stocks annexed worldwide, and — with a little financial finagling — the world
intentionally in poverty, with their ‘New World Order’ impending, just as laid
down in their ‘Protocols’.

Consider their construction and capture of ‘Europe’, ruled now via their
surrogates, often previously ministers disgraced in their own countries but now
dominating those same countries from their artificial turret of ‘the commission’ —
and complete almost from its inception with its own ‘Central Bank’ to govern its
and their policy of ‘economic’ plunder.

The media that they now totally control sells their every policy to the general
population whose mentalities it also stunts. Via their various publishing
enterprises they corrupt the dolt-factory education system, so that infant minds
develop little beyond childhood, and are kept adolescent by fashion, sex and
banal-or-worse-musak. For this reason you most probably know nothing of their
activities, or care little if you do.

You will also see evidence among the links below that they enrich your
governments by financial mechanisms so that they are independent of the
populations whose support they no longer need. Moreover, they empower your
military with the taxes of all kinds that they levy on you — for which you have to
work all the year, then use your military to fight their wars of acquisition and
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empire, which should give us all pause for thought. The powers that you
installed to administer your welfare are now being prepared to use your military
against you. Both parties, one party? No, it is all one gang subservient to these
international aliens.

So what they presently do is bad enough. But even this is not enough for these
malignant hyenas. What they now intend . ..! ... What’s this?

There is nothing that can be done about the oncoming routine galactic
cataclysm, also linked and documented below, which at least will be natural.
However, the Rothschilds’ reported plan to eliminate the majority of us before
the event by means of nuclear war and genetically-selective biological means is
criminally contrived on a level hitherto inconceivable and obviously has to be
stopped. You can also search ‘Georgia stones’ and see additional material.

Thus, as it is, they and their in-laws and all those who help them so assiduously
to dominate the entire planet so that now it at least appears at their mercy are
considered human predators with the instincts of hyenas. If they were
otherwise, then their alternative character would be faithfully reported here. As
it is, it is time to be rid of their influence and/or them forever.

We might remind these vermin that they cannot duck Universe. They think that
via ‘Lucifer’ they will somehow become ‘gods’. They are barking up the wrong
tree. Universe is ‘God’, and it does not die. Universe is already complete, and
they cannot alter one particle of it. And they cannot escape the consequence of
what they are doing. They may be able to survive the galactic hiccups, but as
chemical organisms they all have to die anyway and their shelf-life is much
shorter than they think.

They should give up their attempts to be ‘gods’. This is reality talking both to
them and to you.
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Therefore we should recognize that our worst enemies are not of other species
or even of natural disease. The most malignant are these allegedly of our kind,
and are these who strategically present the most benign and philanthropic
image.

So we have to do better than this. We really must do something about them.
They are just a few dealers in fiction. We are many, and we need the real world.
So take these villains down.

How? — by drafting our own representatives independent of the corrupt party-
system, who will be there specifically to rid us of the vermin who control us all.
These, our reps, will vote on their individual conscience only for the general
good, will be deposed at a moment’s notice if inconsistent with the general will,
and will be hanged for corruption together with their would-be corruptors. Our
representatives will dismantle the corrupt political control world-wide, and
abolish finance. The result will be that each individual will work two or three
months per year, and the rest of the time — Live!

We have digressed a little from the original intention of this little treatise, you
think? But which is more important, the progress of a couple of brotherly
nonentities, or the rescue of a major part of the human race and their freedom
from the toils of a few criminal perverts who with complete impunity hold them
in total thrall?

The risk involved in this revelation? Well, there were a couple of husbands who
rightly would have liked to beat in our hero’s teeth thirty-odd years ago, but
nothing more than that. And he has nothing anybody would want to steal,
unless some crank craves the odd Universe. So if he or his publisher is found
‘suicided’ or ‘murdered in the furtherance of robbery’ at any stage, you can
attribute it with certainty to murder by the Rothschild interests for spoiling their
idea of fun, as nobody else has reason to hate him so much. And if so, that will
simply be further proof, were any needed, of the truth of what you have read
here.
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So we wait and see. And while waiting, our hero writes such as this, that you,
Reader, might see the real world instead of only its tawdry commercial painted
social surface as presented to you via our evil managers’ deviously-directed
lenses. — And perhaps you might care enough to join with others to right this lop-
sided ark before the mad brigands who have hijacked it and made it heel so
perilously capsize it completely.

And if his curious life serves any purpose other than to entertain and sometimes
perplex its often blessed and sometimes bruised tenant, may it be to move you
to optimism, clear-sightedness, and improvement of the planet for all other
beneficent life. And if that be by curtailing the options of those who intend good
only to themselves and only harm to others, then so be it.

And the sooner the better.

1) http://www.justice-publications.com/R.htm - How finance works

2) http://www.justice-publications.com/Ink.htm - What is most ‘precious’

3) http://www.justice-publications.com/Weather.htm - The weather forecast

4) http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=o0URVtGKW420 - Galactic high-jinks

5) http://www.justice-publications.com/Universe.htm - It is all here to be seen

6) http://www.justice-publications.com/Size.htm - For a sense of proportion

7) http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=W2k i17-dig - Why we are superfluous

8) http://tinyurl.com/yIx2de2 - Coming soon to your sphere

9) http://tinyurl.com/ygpej5 - Something on the underground cities

10) http://www.justice-publications.com/For_a_better world.htm
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