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St. John's College 
K 7 ' Santa Fe, New Mexico 87501 

September 14, 1970 

Professor E. L. Bennett 
University of Wisconsin 
Institute for Research in the Humanities 
Madison, Wisconsin 53706 

Dear Professor Bennett: 
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This is a non-negotiable note. That is~ you don't have to answer it. However, 
my father showed me your letter, and I think it's rather delightful that you 
collect~ Disk decipherers. 

I don't really know how to characterize Peter Thompson and in fact 
little about him except several thousand pages of letters over the 
(I had met him in Athens in 1966, found him to be too overwhelming 
and then began corresp onding from back in the States in the fall. 
planning for us to meet again, but unless I decide to go to London 
never shall.) ,t,.\o0"i
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knmr very 
past four years. 
for the time, 
He is always 
we probably 

"'t>,'t-~ r "1,,.(11 CA.±. 
Basically, the man cannot be classified,/except as an alternate egomaniac and 
divinely mad verbalizer. He is about 4if-, and looks compelling in the way all who 
are not dead inside and beautiful outside do. According to him, he comes "from 
a Celtic line that has held its own magnificently for three thousand years. We 
believed ±w&t with our bones that we should develop our fine coordination for the 
manufacture of artifacts: Thus our line might perish, but Mankind could not 
·wholly ignore that we had been. 11 Apparently, a f!Jrandfather designed windows for 
most of the Wren churches in London. His father designed machine parts and was 
sickly, and his mother and sister hated both the men in the family. At 16 he went 
into the Army and tried to get combat duty but was assigned to radar engineering, 
where he learned all manner of electronic claptrap. At 20 he became a civilian 
(he did see one bit of bombat or an accident , which put shrapnel marks on his 
cheeks) and joined then swinging, starving, socialist, artistic London. He was 
an actor and a p oet and a lover and so on. About all I know about this time is 
that he court~9 Iris Murdoch in vain and that she put parts of him in her book 
Under the Net;-"her first one I think. Then when he was 28 he decided to go into 
engineering, for which he has an amazing ability, and became an electronics designer, 
living a very expensive, exhausting, elegant life in Chelsea. By the time he was 
40 he says he had built up a private company for designing equipment for the then
burgeoning film industry. He was very wealthy, and had done equipment for films 
like Tom Jones (I do know-) and had knmm early Beatles and Mary Quant and Julie 
Christy and such like. (Incidentally, I am only trying to be informative, not a 
name-dropper, as it doesn't mean much to me -- if it did I would probably still 
be on some Greek Island being taught, or something like that, or in a prison after 
murdering the man.) Eventually he got fed up and left the business with his 
psychotic woman partner and took off for Greece with some lesbian who later left 
him. The woman partner succeeded in swindling him out of the business, with the 
help of some shyster lover, and he made it to ~atras but ran out of money. (There 
is a novel about all this -- which sounds reasonably accurate and very hectic and 
not at all appealing.) 
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Anyway, in Greece the car broke down, and he spent the summer in Patras starving 
and fixing it. Then he went to Itea and ran an illicit taxi service, spending time 
between fares sitting in a local cafe and working on the novel. Eventually he got to 
Athens, where he got peripherally involved with one of the film-makers (Kakoyiannis, 
I think) and supported himself (barely) on odd design jobs. Eventually, he met this 
Phoebus Delphis (real name George Canellos), who is a civil servant by day and a poet 
and editor of Delphic iruarter~} by night. (He does exist, in fact is mentioned in 
Mark Van Doren 1 s AutobiographI. Peter did translations of some fifty or so of 
Delphis' poems (literal and "poetic" renderings), for a volume going to be called 
Golden Scarabeus. One of Phoebus' poems that I rather liked, in an early rendering 
which I think has since been changed, although I cannot find the new version, is: 

Catharsis 
Night below cloud is thrust through 
by lightning: the lonely mountain flinches 
at the roaring 

the terrible strength of a world 
dissolves in trembling silence 
defenceless against 
destruction 

at the moment of striking 
our minds lighten 
and innerly we see 
the world 
naked 

Actually, there are others much more powerful. He is a good p oet, but virtually 
unknmm and the Quarterly virtually undistributed. He puts all his money into it. 
In fact, you might be remotely interested in what he does - the address being 
Mousson & Laskou, Psychico, Athens. One nice thing he does is help young poets 
anywhere. In fact, he even published one of my poems in Peter's translation. (I 
write bad novels, not poetry, incidentally. And bad dissertations.) The most 
successful one Peter ever wrote for the Quarterly was translated by Phobbus and 
very well-received at that time, namely: 

I see 

now the stare of reproach through the fall of your hair 
a gaze from a cloud 
as we stood in the dust of the blazing Greek land 
and now 

looping road ends in sand 
sand runs into sea 

life ends in alllife and begins again 

we worshipped in our way 
the ancient GIANTESS MOON 
who lighted our unsleeping rest 

when 

that night in the half roofless house at the edge of the sea 

we shall never have back 
all that we gave 
we shall never be whole save when pouring libations to HER 
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the law was intoned 
in the hotmetal call of the nightbird from the 

breathless vineyard 
in the rustling hem of the sea's nightgown brushing 

the silent shingle 

always and only where Moon reigns 
too powerful for reproach or fear 
,ve shall be whole but 

t o take the same road twice is forbidden. (P .F .T.) 
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I should probably have spared you this insertion, but perhaps it's relevant. I will 
spare you Phoebus' Greek translation. The girl is not me, incidentally. The point 
is though that the man occasionally writes reasonable poetry. Hi s novel is another 
matter. My agent finally gave up on it and him, largely because of this Disk 
fixation. In any case, he's a good critic (Peter, ie) and has been very helpful in 
my own feeble literary attempts. 

To continue, and hopefully to end soon: There was a group of girls in Athens on what 
they call the College Year in Athens program (CYA - I think Kitto among others was 
teaching there, and extraneous classicists, etc.). Since I knew a Miss Virginia Grace 
from the American School and sometimes ate up there, I eventually got to know some of 
the people in that CYA scene. I met Peter through them, as he was in the habit of 
hanging around, much to the consternation of the director, Mrs. Philaktopoulos. 
Finally he found one young thing willing (though hmr he could have deluded himself 
into thinking she would indeed marry him after finishing college, knowing her back
ground, I'll never know) and she sent money from the States for him to go back to 
London. He slipped over the border leaving behind many debts and angry Greek 
officials I'm afraid (the first day I ever saw him, in fact, he had just escaped from 
the hospital after a suicide attempt and was eluding the police because he could not 
pay the fees). Eventually he got to London compliments of the English government, 
which now has his passport in hock. He was too sick to pass the medical for a Civil 
Service job and finally lapsed onto the welfare rolls. (roles?) (doles?) There he 
has been for about three years, during which time he seems constantly on the verge of 
death or revolutionary insight or something. And during which time he deciphered the 
Disk -- in tiny one-room hovels in Tooting and such, and unable to go to the library 
because he owes so many fines. It is never clear how long be will last or what damage 
has been done, and I can never afford to send much money. The other gir1 is long s i nce 
gone into suburbia, and I am, with Phoebus, about the only person who writes or exists. 
It's weird, but long-distance. 

Most recently, he recovered from a long illness and finally pulled the Disk material 
together, which is why you and Chadwick and Cyrus Gordon and others have been plagued. 
He had a contract job with a Kent electronics firm and earned a lot of money, so he 
is no longer on the dole, but he also has no more money coming in. I don't know ,vhat 
he'll do, but such is his state now - feverishly writing an article for Delphia' 
Quarterly on this decipherment. I am no judge, but I suppose he is not, as he says, 
11unassailably right." 1rhich I think is perhaps very much too bad. 

Well -- p erhaps I have been indiscreet, perhaps impertinent. I am certainly 
incapable of understanding these thousands of pages of letters, although I think I 
may one day. So -- at least you know a bit more about a decipherer. I don't think 
the man can be reduced, nor can he be ignored in some senses, except perhaps by the 
experts. But you sounded nice, so I have burdened you. I hope you will write to 
him about the perplexing manuscript. I Q.r-in =rt.. c; 1,.Jc_,,,.n• -
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