


OLD ONES, AND MOCK-OLD,
WITH ELDERLY SOFAS AND
CRACKLING FIREPLACES,
NEWSPAPERS, AND TRAPITIONS
OF SPEECH OR OF SILENCE.

AND ITS MANY KNOCKOFFS,
WHERE ACTORS AND JOURNALISTS
SO TO BE SEEN, TO DRINK, TO
ENJOY THEIR GLOWERING
SOLITUDE, OR EVEN TO TALK. |

LIFETIME, WHEN I WAS IT EXISTED SOLELY
TO TAKE ADVANTAGE
A YOUNS JOURNALIST, L sl i

I JOINED A CLUB. R o T e

I HAVE FRIENDS IN BOTH
KINDS OF CLUB, BUT AM
NOT MYSELF A MEMBER

| OF ANY CLUB IN LONDON,

~~WHICH FORCED
ALL PUBS TO STOP
SERVING DRINKS
AT ELEVEN FAM.




THIS CLUB, THE DIOGENES,

| WAS A ONE-ROOM AFFAIR
RECORD

LOCATED ABOVE A

SHOP IN A NARROW ALLEY

JUST OFF THE TOTTENHAM
)| COLRT ROAR

= 3 l“i‘lﬂ

UP A NARROW
FLIGHT OF
STEPS, AND, AT
NORA'S WHIM--

)~ --CALLED THE
CLUB THE DIOGENES,
DARLING, BECAUSE T
AM STILL LOOKING
FOR AN HONEST

AND DESPITE NORA'S DOOMEDP
ATTEMPTS TO SERVE FOODP

OR EVEN SEND OUT A CHEERY
MONTHLY NEWSLETTER TO

ALL HER CLLB'S MEMBERS
REMINPING THEM THAT THE
CLUB NOW SERVED FOOD, THAT
WAS ALL IT WOULD EVER BE.




I WAS SADDENED
SEVERAL YEARS AGO
WHEN I HEARD THAT
NORA HAD DIED--AND

I WAS STRUCK, TO MY
SURPRISE, WITH A REAL
SENSE OF DESOLATION
LAST MONTH WHEN, ON
A VISIT TO ENGLAND,
WALKING DOWN THAT
ALLEY, I TRIED TO
FIGURE OUT WHERE THE
DIOGENES CLUB HAD
BEEN, AND LOOKED
FIRST IN THE WRONG
PLACE, THEN SAW THE
FADED GREEN CLOTH
AWNINGS SHADING THE
WINDOWS OF A TAPAS
RESTAURANT ABOVE A
MOBILE PHONE SHOR,
AND, PAINTED ON THEM,
A STYLISED MAN IN A
BARREL. 7

THERE WERE NO FIREPLACES
IN THE DIOGENES CLUB, AND
NO ARMCHAIRS EITHER, BUT
STILL, STORIES WERE TOLD

MOST OF THE PEOPLE
DRINKING THERE WERE
MEN, ALTHOLGH WOMEN
PASSED THROUGH FROM
TIME TO TIME, AND NORA
HAD RECENTLY ACQUIRED A

] GLAMOROUS PERMANENT
FIXTURE IN THE SHAPE OF A
DEPUTY, A BLONDE POLISH
EMIGREE WHO CALLED

B EVERYBODY "DARLINK* AND

| WHO HELPED HERSELF TO
DRINKS WHENEVER SHE
BOT BEHIND THE BAR.

WHEN SHE WAS
DRUNK, SHE WOULDP
TELL US THAT SHE
WAS BY RIGHTS A
COUNTESS, BACK IN
POLAND, AND SWEAR
Us ALL TO SECRECY.
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PEOPLE WHO
DI? NOT KEEP
FIXED HOURS.
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| SOME NIGHTS
B THERE MIGHT BE
N A DOZEN PEOPLE
THERE, OR MORE.
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MISTER
POWERS,
PLEASE.

I'M DOCTOR
BENHAM.

you

HAVE A NOTE

FROM YOUR
DOCTOR?

roLLow | RN




