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What happened to me was this. I popped into a fleapit to see Odd Man Out. 

Some bloody awful summer afternoon, walking in no direction. I remember 

thinking there was something familiar about the neighborhood and suddenly 

recalled that it was in this very neighborhood that my father bought me my 

first tricycle, the only tricycle in fact I ever possessed. Anyway, there was the 

bicycle shop and there was this fleapit showing Odd Man Out and there were 

two usherettes standing in the foyer and one of them was stroking her breasts 

and the other was saying “dirty whore” and the one stroking her breasts was 

saying “Mmmmm” with a very sensual relish and smiling at her fellow 

usherette, so I marched in on this excruciatingly hot summer afternoon in the 

middle of nowhere and watched Odd Man Out and thought Robert Newton 

was fantastic. And I still think he was fantastic. And I would commit murder 

for him, even now. And there was only one other person in the cinema, and 

there she is. And there she was, very dim, very still, placed more or less I 

would say at the dead centre of the auditorium. I was off centre and have 

reminded so. And I left when the film was over, noticing, even though James 

Mason was dead, that the first usherette appeared to be utterly exhausted, and 

I stood for a moment in the sun, thinking I suppose about something and then 

this girl came out and I think I looked about her and I said I wasn’t Robert 

Newton fantastic, and she said something or other, Christ knows what, but 

looked at me, and I thought, Jesus this is it, I’ve made a catch, this is a true-

blue pickup, and when we had sat down in the café with tea she looked into 

her cup and then up at me and told me she thought Robert Newton was 

remarkable. So it was Robert Newton who bought us together and it is only 

Robert Newton who can tear us apart. 
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