
 



  

I know that truth is 

sometimes an octagon and 

that I am one. Contradiction 

is a cardinal element of life 

and of itself may be no 

contradiction. 

__________ 

On ubiquitous knowledge: 

After thirty years of circling 

the globe I can shed no light 

on the cosmos. But what 

makes people tick, that is 

clearer in mind that it was 

when I was young. I have 

learned that you can’t trust 

a human being to behave as 

you would have expected in 

a given circumstance. You 

can never rely upon it. Men 

and women are both very 

unpredictable. You can only 

guess what people will do. 

__________ 

Has anything changed? As I 

have gotten older, as I move 

towards the halfway mark, I 

find nothing has changed. I 

think a man’s pattern in life 

very seldom changes. But 

the chances I take may be 

of a different character.   

  __________ 

--My Wicked, Wicked Ways 

 



 

My awareness of my own 

paradox does only one thing 

to me: it makes me laugh. 

When I see and sense 

myself doing something 

inconsistent, opposite to 

what I think I believe, I 

realize it and I laugh. What 

else can you do when 

you’re all rolled up in the 

same package of 

personality? Here is duality 

and singularity at the same 

time. I know that it is 

possible to say something at 

one time and believe it and I 

know it is true and to say its 

opposite at another time 

and it can, in other 

circumstances, be just as 

true. 

__________ 

No, contradiction has a 

place in human nature, in 

social values, just as it has in 

mathematics. Contradiction 

is neither true nor false. It 

is. 

__________ 

 



 

 

  

 Is woman a universal 

creature? Does a man take 

all women to bed when he 

takes one to bed? 

__________ 

My chief delusion, if it is a 

delusion, is that I have 

learned as much about sex 

as Freud. Don’t let anybody 

tell you sex isn’t the most 

important drive in life—

except hunger. Otherwise 

there would be no humans 

on earth, no other life of 

any kind. I pretend to be 

nothing but realistic. 

__________ 

Favorite occupation:                    

A prolonged bout in the 

bedroom. 

The greatest calamity: 

Castration 

Tell me of paradox:              

Is there not some 

percentage of woman in 

each man, and some man in 

each woman, and if so, is 

this not contradiction and is 

it not true? 

__________ 

--My Wicked, Wicked Ways 

 



  

 I have no fear of the 

Hereafter because I believe 

there is no such thing. I 

have been afraid of dying 

before my time, or dying 

violently, or of having some 

unpleasant method of 

leaving, but as I am a 

complete agnostic this 

leaves me philosophic. Why 

be afraid of something I 

have no control over? 

__________ 

It seems absurd, ridiculous 

and laughable that 

somebody should tell me 

how to behave during my 

brief span here on this 

earth. I feel like rebelling 

every time I think of it. A 

rough, bemused, rugged 

individualist, I was born this 

way and that is the way I 

will die. I have no clear-cut 

system of philosophy. I 

want none. I want no design 

for living, I want no one to 

tell me how to live. I will 

take it from day to day. I 

follow no leaders, no set of 

rules, and don’t anyone lay 

down rules for me. 

__________ 

 



 

  

Percy Island was only the 

first of many reef islands we 

found with a blazing beauty, 

blue and green lagoons and 

submerged coral gardens 

that beggar description. In 

fact, the wonders of the 

Great Barrier must be seen 

to be realized—the exotic 

glory of the outer reef laid 

bare by the falling tide; 

lovely submarine flowers 

that live by the murder of 

tiny fish, birds of all colors 

in millions, from the small 

green honey birds that 

chirrup in the trees to the 

myriad battalions of mutton 

birds that darken the sky as 

they go out to catch fish 

that are every colour under 

the sun. The number and 

variety of the denizens of 

the rocks and pools are far 

beyond the compass of any 

book. From the tiniest 

things, so small a 

microscope is necessary to 

distinguish their lines, to the 

sixteen foot tiger shark and, 

even more dreaded by skin 

divers, the five-hundred 

pound groper, all have their 

own personal appearance, 

distinct characteristics and 

method of earning a living.  

__________ 

--Beam Ends 
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In the peace and quiet of 

port, old sailors spin their 

yarns, telling tales of the 

Southern Seas. How once 

they sailed into the still, 

blue lagoon, beached their 

boat on the gleaming sand, 

and walked beneath the 

coconut palms and lovely 

tropic vines to the native 

village. From the brown 

thatched houses came 

laughing men and women—

strong, brown men and 

handsome girls—who gave 

them strange and delicious 

fruits, and who decked 

them with sweet garlands 

of flowers. 

But always, ever present 

behind the brightness of 

this picture there lay a 

gloomy shadow—the 

shadow of the Coral. To the 

ancient mariners it was no 

thing of beauty. It was a 

horror and a nightmare, 

worse dreaded than the 

iceberg or fog, or any terror 

of the Northern Seas…. 

Today the lure of the 

beautiful treacherous coral 

seas still exact a heavy price 

from those who seek 

adventure. We found it so. 

__________ 

 



  

My dream of happiness:      

A quiet spot by the Jamaica 

seashore, looking out at the 

activity in the ocean, 

hearing the wind sob with 

the beauty and tragedy of 

everything. Looking out 

over nine miles of ocean, 

hearing some happy 

laughter nearby; sitting 

under an almond tree, with 

the leaf spread over me like 

an umbrella, that is my 

dream of happiness. 

Unfortunately, an hour 

later, I might not be happy 

with that. 

__________ 

What would I like be at 70? 

At seventy I confidently 

hope I will have had at least 

eight more wives, have 

grown a stomach that I can 

regard with respect, and 

can still walk upstairs to the 

bedroom without aching or 

groaning. 

__________ 

Sometimes I think I would 

like to end my days in a 

whorehouse. 

__________ 

--My Wicked, Wicked Ways 

 



 

 In me contradiction itself, 

as a principle, finds its own 

raison d’être. 

 __________ 

I am convinced of the 

validity of contradiction. 

There are many worlds. 

Each is true, at its time, in 

its own fashion. 

__________ 

I want faith and I am 

faithless. 

Women do not let me stay 

single. I do not let myself 

stay married. 

I hate the law and spend 

too much time with 

lawyers. 

I have quested all my life for 

truths and I wallow in 

bromides. The bromides 

themselves wallow in truth. 

Cheers for Mama. Damn her 

too. 

I hate the legend of myself 

as a phallic representation, 

yet I work at it to keep it 

alive. 

__________ 

 

 



 

________________________________________________________ 

 

 

 

________________________________________________________ 

Select Films: 

Captain Blood  |  The Adventures  of Robin Hood  |  The Charge of the Light Brigade  |  The Dawn Patrol  

The Private Lives of Elizabeth and Essex  |  The Sea Hawk  |  Dive Bomber  |  Gentleman Jim     

Objective, Burma!  |  The Sun Also Rises  |  The Roots of Heaven     

_________ 

  

   I have a zest for living yet twice an urge to die. 



 

________________________________________________________ 

 

 

________________________________________________________ 

    

 

My greatest addiction? It is curiosity.                                               



 

“It's not what they say about you, it's what they whisper” 

--Errol Flynn 

______________________________ 
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