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1 OVERTURE

CKAa Aa Iy FOOARSYlG®d L RARYQOG aSid 2dzi G2 6NARGS |
my years would interest anyone else, particularly when much of it barely interested me. Maybe the

bloke in the greengrocers, or possibly some spotty gasduate at the New University of Walsall,
GNRAGAY3 | al aGSNEQ RAAASNIFGAZ2Y 2y 2@SNI | LAY |
find something to chew on in it, but not the general public.

On the other hand, | thought that this lifd,viewed very selectivelywithout the dross,had quite a

few spikes of interest, so maybe if | dealt with it episodically it could work; though it would probably
be rather a brief book, more the short story than the novella or the full novel. As time passd |
shocled todiscover that | had got a lot older, and specifically that as one moved from the 50s to the
60s there was a kind of tipping pointhe seesaw made a decisive lurch, with the realisation that there
were a lot more years behind you than stilldcome. A review process started, way beyond simple
nostalgia, in which you actively try to recapture it all, before it sinks and is lost at sea. What you do
not expect, and it is a delight, is that by the process of association, great stores of recolfleetido

the surface: treasure chests of things you have not thought about for maybe 50 years, bobbing around,
waiting to be reopened, and there would be images of long dead friends and relatives who peopled
your childhood, and return to you, completattvthe emotions they inspired.

The other part of the story is that computing has provided a wonderful vehicle in the form of social
media and the blog which makesdisciplined writersable to write out of sequence and out of
chronology, and to try out th material on a captive audience without having to engage with agents,
publishers and other masating fish.

Some people have suspended all their critical faculties to be very kind about the stuff | have posted

on Facebooland tumblr. In alphabetical orderBasheer Ahmed?hilip AndrewRobin Catto, Maggie

Fordham, Chrissie Garner, Tracey Griffiths, Harminder JBdlliLing, Cora Milner Morris, Joe
NeuschatzCescoReidy, Mel & Dave Roberts, Trudy Robins, J&cRychardSales, Roy & Barbara

Saunders, Dad Solomon, Jan& PeterSwan(and other Swans, too numerous to menti@rd Chris

Wickham. The generosity of their enthusiasm shames me for all the terrible things | have said about

them, usually behind their backs. And relatively few of them have geR&E R Y2y Se ® L QY 2 dz
OFy Qi YIFNNER Fff 2F @2dzp ! Oldzarttes Fye 2F &2dzy Al
polygamy and an allergy to stag nights. There was no need to cite you all: | just wanted to remind
myself that | have gt some very, very good friends.

My parents, for their very different reasons, did not cherish their heritage (he, to suppress memories
of a past he came to deny, she, because she probably would have lacked the confidence in her ability
to write it up). Atthis point this is the best | can do to make good that mistake, for my generation

and perhaps later ones. That sounds rather grand. | would just like it if my children and future
grandchildren were able to have a glimpse of how life was from World Wikiti2 climate changed;

and to enjoy reading it more than they are embarrassed by the fact that their forebear was clearly a
bit bonkers.

David Milner

Paris, Manhattan, St. Lucendthe Neaden Riviera



IN THE BEGINNING....

The children march towards a confident future. Something about the shot reminds us of “Tomorrow Belongs
to Me”, the German folk song adopted by the Hitler Youth, and chillingly featured in ‘Cabaret’.

Oblivious to these things, the children stride through the Dorset lanes, she, squeezing his hand so tightly
that it is already developing gangrene, but still he won’t hand over his pocket money; he, already a
dedicated follower of fashion, is strutting his stuff in some modish ‘ribster’ shorts his mother has bought
him from Jarvis Elson in Southgate, to allow for growth.




2 CHILDHOOQOD: early day motions

Early childhood memories are mostly gone, though some are retrievable if you can just find the key to

the library door. They can almost never be resurrected at thilugh occasionally they will slide back

into the room when you are looking out the window, pretending you are thinking about something

else. Many vivid memories turn out to be frauds, reconstructed in later life and then recalled as the
memory of the event. Thiis virtually a fultime occupation for undergraduates sitting round the
A0dzRSYyGaQ dzyA2y> (GNBAY3a (2 AYLINBaa SIFOK 20$KSNJ 4.
class backgrounds and varieties of abuse (all the while forgetting that theieraadiprobably saw

GK24S alyYS a0dzRSydaQ Y2yailNRdza LISkhElstdcraen oyt 2 1 RA Y :
their Lexus 4x4 at the hall of residence last week). The point is that while the past is gone it can be
reconfigured and embroidered for the hefit of the present. Occasionally these anecdotes are more

or less true. In Cardiff in the 60s, there was a competition within our group of friends to establish who

had the most authentically lefiving background. | came second with the (true) tale oflmdly NB y (i & Q
YSSGAY3I Ay 9RAGK {dzYYSNRE(AffQa [F0o2dz2NJt | Nli& O2YY
OFYS FANBU 6AGK KSNI LI NByGaQ YSSiAay3a 2y | | 2dzy3

L R2y Qi K2ySadfe NBYSYOSNJ I ye i Kirgluaat anSld ladyIoml o6 2 dzi
my pram with her makinggea 22 y2AaSa |G YSZX odzi L GKAY]l AGQa
remember was not a single event but a pattern of events. | was very slow to learn to speak, so much

so that my parents were coreed enough to consider consulting a neurologist (it is perhaps stating

the obvious to say that | have been very busy ever since making up for these lost linguistic
opportunities). Then they noticed a pattern of behaviour which correlated with the prolglémmy

sister. Jacky was the first child, ouedulged and spoiled to within an inch of her life, very used to the
ALRGEAIKG YR GSNEI @GSNE GSNBIFf® I IR GKS G§SNY W)
have become her middle name. Anywayy parents noticed that when people asked me a question,

while the mechanism in my brain ground painfully slowly towards an answer, Jacky would intervene:

she would put a hand over my mouth and answer for me, to speed the process up. My parents, rather

than follow my prescription tarring and feathering heg simply counselled her sternly to stop doing

it. But what is interesting, and may have many psychiatrists apply foaiging as traffic wardens, is

that such trauma in childhood is always suppotedause a major psychological rupture, and at the

very least foment sibling rivalry on a nuclear level for the rest of our lives. It never happened. We have

had an exceptionally good relationship for most of our lives (with the exception of one aberration
FANYte NBfSIITGSR (G2 GKS 0AY YIN]SR WAWeed® R2Yy Qi
SIOK 2G0KSNDRa O2YLIl yezr OFly NBfe 2y SIOK 2G0KSNJ F2
our different lifestyles completely.

The second memorselates to my tonsils (have tonsils been abolished or genetically modified? You
YSOSNI KSIFNJ Fo62dzi §KSY (GKS&aS RI&a ¢KSN&lkodguei KSe dz
or back of throat).

Mine were very troublesome: they were extremely painfutdany pitiful crying could even be heard

from the garden shed, which had become my temporary bedroom for the duration in order that the

rest of the family could sleep (though | never found out who locked it from the outside). Ah well.
Anyway, | went into he Middlesex Hospital and they took them out and it happened that this
coincided with my birthday. | remember two presents, both of which delighted me. One was a double



barrelled popgun which fired corks (and think of the supplies of ammunition you cbottiin a

hospital, in those days). The other was an Eagle Comic branded Dan Dare telescope. Unfortunately the
build-quality at the telescope factory was not what it might have been, and the lens frequently fell

out. So there was a design fault in arguahly most important component. One feared for the future

2F . NARUGAAK AYRddzZZAONEBT K2¢ L GAAKSR A0 KFIR 0SSy W
2dziz YR 2@SNJ 6KS aARS 2F Y& wO020Qd L fOthazt R 2 dza
Ok2yS Y2NB &a0iNBGOKXXoflOlySaaxXxoon¥f2tt26SR o0& | 0
concernedly, their little headresses forming the corona of a flower above my head. | had fallen out

of bed, plummeted down like a bad joke and landedfeetly on my head on the unarguably hard

marble floor. They knew how to build hospitals in those days. | was ok, | came round; they did all the

tests, and kept me in a couple of extra days for observation.

There was no long term effect, except that wleser | relate this anecdote to friends, they always
GSyR G2 t221 i SIFEOK 20KSNJ FyR SEOKIy3aS 1y26Ay3
a2¢é 2NJ GC¢KFIG SELXFAyaxéod tNAGFGS 2218 L adz2illrasSd

The third memory | can verify is potent and pungerte Bqueamish may omit this paragraph. At 4

years old | went to nursery school. One day | had an overwhelming desire to take a dump, only to find

that some older boys were barring my way, blocking the toilet door; and they were intent on remaining

there, inpervious to my animaike whimpering and begging. Inevitably, | could not contain myself
AYRSFTAYyAGSt @XYed Y2GKSNJ g a adzyY2ySR (G2 GKS &0Sy!
dzLJ: F YR L R2 NBYSYOSNI 6KS NARS eét¥islurdd defo@ $rA vy 3 dzy
since. Despite the humiliation and the physical unpleasantness | value the experience because it
GFrdzaAKG YS Gg2 2F ftAFSQa INBIG fSaazyay
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2) Should you wish to eghe toilet in a British nursery school, it is advisable to pack a gun.



3 PRINCE

Where on earth, you may be wondering, did | cross paths with the diminutive songster from
Minneapolis, the one with the moustache that was less visible tfign I N} Y RY2 § KSND&a K 2 S
happened: but | was Prinder-a-day at St. James Infant School, Chase Road, Southgate.

I have virtually nil recall of my time at St. James. | do remember gathering blueliblimy parents,

one weekend in a wood out in Hertfordshire, giving a huge bunch to my teacher, and then seeing them

later that day in the staffroom waste bin. Hard tayswhether this affected my subsequent attitude

towards women or not. And | also remember tiéctorianclassrooms having very high windows so

GKFG @2dz O2dz Ry Qi &aSS 2dziz 2N 2iKSMmEuntsing$othisy @ . dzi
day was dizarre concatenation of patriotism, monarchism, pagan rites and Markisninism, when

GKS a0OK22f RSOARSR (G2 YIFIN)] alé& 5F& IYyR GKS vdzSSy

It starred the May Queen, S@ho was

the automatic choice because she was

a beautiful litle thing, delicate, pretty,

modest, scrupulously weliehaved and

therefore absolutely guaranteed not to

ale W2K aAaKAGQ AT aKS RN

the Palmers Green and Southgate

Gazette court correspondent complete

iKS LAOGdINBY G¢KS v dz

escated by her gallant Prince, David

arAfySNI oT0¢ @ ¢KS | 002

: (quite large and probably displacing

rorosnari oy caveracrarr e, 3 SGSNI £ 2 OL O NBLRZ NI A |
e ' Musings, a page | always turned to first)

showed Susan looking so stunning that it might have accelerateatiolgscence, had | not been more

interested in my Hornby O®cale train set than torrid sex

If I had followed this order of priority through life it might have all turned out a lot better. Anyway,
there she was, in her filmy fairylildress, her hair garlanded with paper flowers, stepping out on the
arm of this funny little fellow in white shoegite sockswhite shorts and shirt, plus a huge rosette
on the chest, looking ever so much like a target for a firing squad. But why dnweasthe wearing a
satellite dish on either side of his head, in an eerie anticipationady? Ears: they were his ears.

The final touch of humiliation, theoup de gracehad been applied by my Mumirifig of wetting and

coaxing myhair into a suitablyegal style and running out of time she had improvised a solution to

thefly-r 61 & o0AGa® hF O2dz2NASS & KBairRMARLWHD (! 363SdzNISKRA Y] K |- 20F
show, and aware of a 7 ye&rf RQ&a € 01 27F al yOlAz2yazs offtikiSe O2y RS Y
scaffold. | believe this was the only truly cruel thing my Mum ever did to me. In a way she was
F2NldzyF §SY (2RI &8Qa& aSyairoAf A G-ripaénabay dahsRute ehdlS RA O
abuse under any contemporary penal coteY & dzNB y202R& y20iAO0OSR® LQY 4&d
fAIKG GKFG AG aK2yS 2dzi 2F GKS t Dg {thoDghnifthie2 (0 2 I NI L
had been thunder and lightning, | would not be alive now to tell this tale.

Did | mention tle speech? | had to give a speech. | was allowed to read it, which | did with all the
passion of a second iteration of the football results. It was my first acquaintance with public speaking



and | felt it went quite well, really. | had thought of a good ib@ing; | took a deep breath, gulped

G6A0S YR aljdsSF1SR daL KFE@S | RNBFYXXPdeg ! yR L 3
There was a whisper of applause, then everybody rose to me and scampered off to get their cars from

the little playground ar park. What a day

10



4 THE STINGS

Dlived about five houses up the road from me. He was my best friend in primary school days but we
separated when we went to different secondary schools. His father had been in a Japanese POW camp

but would not speak of it. His mother was very kind. Highmowas a bit queer, often delighting in

walking around naked and scaring his brother and his friend with a prodigious degree of tumescence

y2i 2F0Sy aSSy 2dziaARS || aidlotSaed ¢KS FftAOA ol &
nothing but aface flannel fore and aft had some kind of stereotypical plausibility if you were an Indian,

L R2y Qi NBYSYOSNI GKS KSNRBSa 2F (GKS 0O2¢02e TFAfY,
SyO02dzNF 3SR (G20 L AYIF3IAYyS Al gllOoppor@niidsisome RyeatsNE (G K S|
ahead of its time, which is thoroughly commendable.

In the AutumnD and | used to take the longer route home from school through the park, and gather
conkers. It was a bit obsessional in that we gathered far more than we ewatdise in combat. Little

did we know then that we were assembling the first known stockpiles of biological WMDs in the world:
exported to Irag, they mighthave | @SR ¢ 2y & . fThinkingREout Nibwldizivds &a ratBey” ®

sexual period, inan 2 y adzY Yl 6 SR gl @Y I a ¢efisi, therd was thédcase NB (1 K S |
of GH, a sweet girl who often took the same route home from school and joined us on the conker
Kdzyi®@ {KS (K2dzZaAK0G AG o6l a az2YSK2g ONISHRE 28 SiKNRIgy
contented herself with scouring the ground and piles of leaves for ripe ones. (There is a gag here
Fo2dzi WakKS adz221Ja G2 O2y {1 SNX odzi Ad A& G22 20 QA2
some bushes as though there wagreatf A Y RX ¢ KSy Ay FFOG Fft GKFEG 61 &
as she held her dress up to her shoulders. On a later occasion we dutifully trooped into the shrubbery

G2 FTRYANB KSNJ 1yAO]lSNE 2yfcbutit®as FOB4/dRd beifBLwiestdl KS 4 &
RARY QG 1y26 6KIFIG 6S 6SNB &dzllll2aSR (2 R2ed L O2dz R
ask his brother, Big Chief Wigwgpnle. So we blundered on, wishing that the 60s would hurry up and

arrive to bring us enlightenment, or bett still, a manual.

There is a sting in the tale. | left my excess conkers to ripen in a seaside bucket round the side of the
house. It was a tin bucket, rusting a little but you could still clearly see the painted illustrations in all
their primary glory the little boy and girl building a sandcastle, the swooping seagulls, more like
pencilled eyebrows than birds, and an improbably large winking seahorse, like the idiot child of Roy
Hudd and Donald Duck. One Saturday Uncle

Harry and his new wife Eve carte visit. My

father suggested that | show them my conkers

(No smirking at the back, boy). As | reached into

the bucket | was too busy talking over my
shoulder to our visitors to notice that there

was a squadron of wasps crawling over the
conkers. Now, it urns out that wasps are
incredibly conformist. What one does, the rest
absolutely have to do too, or they feel left out, lonely, unloved even. And rather than a bit of Welsh
Male Voice Choral music, or some&Side football, ObergruppenFuhrer Adolf Vgadecided that his

028a YSSRSR I oAlG 2F aidAy3aray3d LINFOGAOSH {2 GKSe
pain of a wasp sting is intense; the pain of many is immense. As it was obviously a punishment for my
(passive) moral transgressionivk D1 X A G Q& NBYI NJ I 0 hdkediekalelagain. S S NJ
But I did. 1 just kept a little further away from the wasps.

11



5 TAKING IT ON THE CHIN

It occurred to me that in my fantasy gasiwith friend and neighbour,,Dalways ended up with the

more glamorous roles. | played the hero who was better looking and brighter, he would be the sidekick

who was comically rotund and maybe not Mensa material. The prototype duo would have been The

Cisco Kid, smooth, suave and withmee very sexgchmutter typically a kind of black matador outfit,

though with more embroidery than the Bayeux Tapestry, mainly in gold thread. Nice. In contrast, his
amigo, Pancho (probably Gonzalez) laughed a lot and spoke in a venastageAr O yMadiha 6 a

Mia, Ceesco, InolikeebereHé 0 YR Ay @ NAlFofe& F2dzyR KAYaStF aax
the tail end or hallsubmerged in the pond with the fish jumping out of his sombrero brim.

| have to owrit, | was a bit of a tyrant to [becausehis pattern repeated itself regularly, and he only
made it worse for himself by complying so readily with my monopoly of the limelight and his relegation
to the periphery. My rhetoric was simple, immaculate and persuasive, and it took either of two paths:
1) but you look so much more like Pancho than | do (devastatingly cruel, but true). Or, at the slightest
aAdy 2F YdziAyes wOo 6Stf LQY y2i LXIFIeéAy3d GKSyo

But one summer evening we were Stirling Moss and Mike Hawthorn. | was the dashing Moss, he the
quiet selfSTFF OAY 3 1 60K2NYyo® L R2y Qi 1y26 66KDliad | | 60GK2
certainly taken notes on quiet sedfffacingness to prepare for the role. We were telsiving a new

Grand Prix circuit which enabled us to drive continuously on pamesnaithout crossing any roads,

down a long straight, up manageable inclines and accelerate down a long gentle curve to the finishing

line, my house, where the chequered flag awaited us, in our minds. A large helping of imagination was
required for this:our powerful Formula 1 cars mysteriously took the form of smalkiviheeler bikes,

his an amateurishly rpainted purchase from the small ads (more drunken Jackson Pollock than
Ferrari), mine, excruciatingly, a hante-down from my sister which could onlyave been more

shaming if my father had put the stabilisers back on. | wonder if parents realised, back then, that the
avlrtft alr@Aay3a FTNRY (N} ya3aISyRSNIOGA]S AYLRAAGAZY 42
disentangle the resulting spaghettiafS Edzt t A RSy iGAGe O2yFTdzaAz2y> 20SNI |
gear: our rolemodels wore tailored overalls and proper helmets. | asked my mother if she had
anything that would do, a futile enquiry when you think how very few women have a racirf§) NfR &

uniform in their trousseau. However she did say that she would do what she could and it was with
growing horror that | realised she was going to come up with something knitted, the universal panacea

in her mind: had the art of crochet come along earliwould have been sent to school with crocheted

cricket pads or even a bat.

We did a few timed circuits to warm up and then The Race. | got off to a good start up Sheringham
Avenue, and settled into a steady cruising speed along to the Merrivale roontatanging a right

down past the Methodist church and pounding on the pedals to put clesy gavement between
myself andD. He was now 15 yards behind me and making heavy weather of it. Now | was enjoying
myself, picking up speed with every thrust bétpedals, getting more than a little cocky, and in an in
yer-face gesture of 7 year old cool, rested my shoes on that thin bit of metal that runs from the-wheel
hub to the mudguard, just to be seen to be coasting it. | dug in for a sprint finish, andmtktra bit

of flashharryness, Hocated my feet in their coasting position. Pride comes before a fall. | had not
taken account of the fact that my Clafksiddle class sandals had a wide welt around them, and that
quite a light movement of my foot inwds would jam the sandals between the spokes, precipitating

12
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2y | AAELISYOSs sKAES (GKS RNAOGSNDE LINE InSBtol 61 &
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rhyme) Chin? Yes, | landed on my chin, which sounds anatomically unlikely, but if you stretch out your

arms as if to fly, the chin presents itselftae obvious first point of contact with the ground. And yet

this landing technique is nowhere to be found in Teach Yourself Boeing 747s, the universal bible of

civil aviation pilots across the world. | digress, the more forensiagillgled reader who wisks to

verify the conjunction of chin and ground may apply to inspect the small scar under my chin which
remains there, 8 years later

D scooted off for help. | bled quietly, stunned, but puzzling where the HGV had come from that had

hit me. A couple in a car stopped and scooped me off the paveniemtas nowhere to be seeh.

R2y Qi (1y26 K2g L RANBOGSR UKISY TFi22NJ 20deNS N2 dgal S5y ALINE
in the jaw division. Ten minutes later we were in Highlands Hospital A&E (acronym for their mission
statement: Attention Eventually). Waiting our turn | could see my father preparing himself for a quip:
eventually itcam¥ G2 KSy L (2fR @2dz GKIG @2dz KFIR (42 fSI Ny
@2dz AK2dzZ R LN} OGAOS 2y (KS LI @SYSyiGéH

Ha ha f*cking ha! O mein Papa: How have | managed without your ready wit and repartee?

6 ESMER

Eversley Primary school was built in 1954 . When | read that date, | finally realised why my parents
used to talk about the War so much: to them it was like the-dafore-yesterday. When the school

was built it was less than 10 years since peopleewigghting and dying, concentration camps were
being opened and the true costs of the War were being counted. So the school seemed like a kind of
modern miracle, or as the Head once said, a Felix rising from ashes. That poor charred cat should have
been hcorporated in the school badge. My house was only about 300 yds away, with no big roads to
cross. My mother was delighted: no school gate gossip she, and so we walked backwards and forwards
safely and without supervision. We were the first cohort of akifdto enter the school; everything

was brand spanking new, though in an era of corporal punishment that might not be the best phrase.
But the whole seup was really a kind of middigass idyll. Did | mention it was right next door to a

very nice park vth sports pitches, playgrounds, ponds and spinneys?

ﬂH‘P‘H‘
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odzi AGQaA &AAIAYATFAOFIY (G GKIG 2dzad GKA&a FEN 2y (GKAA
not visited for 6 decades.

L R2y Qi NBYSYOSNI GKS | SI RQa -afed w@nadvditiivery €12fyaid A & dzI £ A
who probably could have passed for Brian May once dusk had fallen. | do remember all the teachers

who taught me, | think. Mr.D who taught maths and who was very busy and had something of the
squirrel about him. Mr. Goldsworthy, who was a big, handsomgbyLJt | @ Ay 3 2 Sf aK Kdzy | =
know where he got that name from; he probably changed it From Daffyd Evan Ap HuwAlitiieeras

for something more distinctive. Then there was Miss P, another one from the small rodent family. She

was rather a giftedartist and whenever anyone brought her an autograph book she would take it

home and bring it back a couple of days later with a beautiful miniature waikur painted in it,

often with an inspiring quote from Shakespeare. It was selfless and beautifukeoworried for her.

2S gSNByQG 2F Iy F3S 2NJ I 3ASYySNIidAzy (2 oS lofS
should have done. My favourite teacher was Mr.B. He looked severe but he was a kindly man. He
might well have been an RAF fighter pilotiwhis stern countenance, Brylcreemed sandy hair and

upright gait. One of the quiet but brave ones, not the flashy hooray Henrys.

hyS RIF®d L RAR | &0dzLJAR OF NI 22y RNIgAYy3d 2F KAY 2
Therewasnomaliceinitbati ¢l ay Q4G FE I GGSNAYy IO L sola aKz2gAiy3
when the atmosphere suddenly chilled. | could tell from their fagedarm, or a kind of wincing

what was unfolding. | knew before | turned around that Mr. Beckford woulstéeding there. Indeed

he was, and he took the drawing from me and pointed to his room. He let me sweat for a few minutes
0ST2NB OFLfttAy3a YS Ayo d SdughibBter oLyouhaithi® S NB R A
D2 y26¢éd aledo&lIReEII THEAKRBNWBKER KAYWBSO|IFRMNRESQF 2 e
G2 R2 A& YI1S KAY FSSt NBlIffe JdaAafded 22NJa SOSN

Finally Miss ,Twho | think qualifies as my first crush, aged 8. | thought she was lovely and pretty and
very kind to me, which makes it all the worse that | have to confess to some voyeurism. Adtually
RARY QiU KI @S @S NE wiadrddalisiOgsh leahBon mySdésk idzsush a way that one
side of her blouse would gape open revealing a surprisilagiye proportion of A Breagbut not A
Bra)and when | moved my head away she would assume | was losing attention and tell me to look at
KSNJ 6 KSy a4KS gl a aLlSEF{Ay3ad ¢2NIdNBe . dzi KI@Ay3a &
the fact that lwould be quite disappointed when she turned up in a polo neck sweater.
— R y + | suppose the highlight of my Eversley career was the
p— _-:'_%é!-‘—‘-!—"v school production of Treasure Island. | managed to
g A secure the part of Jim Hawkins in the teeth of stiff
opposition. | learnt lines rehearsed and added a
ALR2yFdz 2F NBFIftAGe o0& OFffAyS:
had no known gays in the production so it was scarcely
! realistic at all merelycloyinglyoverfamiliarin a 9 year
old. Come the first (and last) night we were up for it,
wired and poised to blow the critics back to their
Bloomsbury salons. All went SW|mm|neg despite no men overboard, until my moment in the spotlight:
my climacticpivotalmoment when | fall into the applbarrel. Said barrel was no masterpiece of the
coolSNDRa ONI FiG= NIGKSNIEF dFftf aAINROSNER 0602E $6AGK | Y
GKS LINAyGAy3a 2y (GKS 062E sKAOK NBIFIR a. NeyO2 Keé3aas
o001 2F GKS Wol NNBf @ctangulersige) was ailarde yut duf whisialcauld Y I G S
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throw myself overand through rather than scramble up to the top of Bronco mountain and drop in
FTNBY | INBIG KSAIKGSP /dzS 5F QAR (2 alred | FS6 62NR

No, that would be too simpl The neonate thesp would prefer to do something a little more
balletic/gymnastic and milk this dramatic moment for all its worth. Projecting himself from behind the
barrel he goes for the backwards double pike and tuck which elicits a gasp from then@idie
precipitates him into one side of the barrel, knocking it over and spilling him out (and quite a lot of
apples) whence heeachedhe very edge of the stage, narrowly avoiding him falling into the orchestra
pit, had there beerone.

There were few ctics left by the end, there was no transfer to the West End and a promising theatrical
career had been cut off at its roots. And all because a young talent had reached for the stars, but
ended up in apple puree.
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7 [hb5hbQ{ .!wbLbDY CLWO9H CLWOH

| suppose my life as a career criminal (armed robber, murderer, burglamanrand, most depraved

of all, chairman of a major British bank) began in &iGeorge Avenue, N14 in 1956fr&@m up the

road began to show a raéin audacious side of himself not previously suspected (he was on the timid

side and looked absolutely certain to follow his father into a local bank job). He secured himself a nice
fAGGES SIENYSNI AYy (GKS &KFLIS 27F |thatd, ugShehilN@tiey R | @
neart f LAY S KSAIKOG&A 2F hl {622Rd ¢KS ySgalaSyidsx YI NJ
his back oD who would fill his pockets with sweets and generously share with me the remains after

his truly impressive consumpt2 y 2y (GKS gl & K2YS oLX SIaS | RR WNB
above). One day on the way to school, he produced a box of Swan Vestas from his pocket. Young boys
with matches: forbidden fruit. You could almost hear the bells of the fire enginedndistance,

limbering up, waiting for the inevitable call.

After school we ambled home and then stopped, becaD$ad an idea.

LQY y2G 3JI2Ay3 AYLIe& GKIFIOG GKAAtgla |y
would be cruel and for all | know he might have become an astrophysicist.

His idea was that we could play a game with the matches and the pillar

box. What if we stood about a couple of yards away and fired matches at

the aperture by trapping the match khe against the sandpaper then

flicking it with some pressure so that it lit and shot off like a rocket. We

tried it, it worked but we soon tired of it and meandered on home.
Happening to look back, we took in a tableau of Royal Mail van, postman
flapping widly, but most dramatically, smoke billowing from the red pillar

box like a Cunard funnel in Southampton Water. We also noticed to our

horror our friend GH running towards us with some determination. We wanted to run, but clearly we

hadto nobblethewitt 8&8 FANRGDP L OFyQli NBYSYOSNI ¢gKIG ¢S al
SEKAOAGA2YAAYZ GKSNB glayQid GKFG YdzOK ¢S O02dzZ R
was known as The Welsh Dragon locally, and was very tidy. Very, very tidisdgiven to violence.

Then we ran.

We played on the morning room floor, aware of some traffic to the front door, but just busying
ourselves with some rough and tumble play that might disguise a degree of tremor in the hands and

limbs, and tremulous voes that had risen at least an octave in the last hour. Then Old Bill arrived,

mob handed. It was a measure of the true refinement of Bmglistsuburb that the best deployment

of its police forces was to send three uniforms in two squad cars (propek Watseleys like the Flying

Squad used, none of your pretty pastel blue and white Panda cars) to lock down Sheringham Avenue
while the master criminals were still at large. We were ini@med, lied through our teettoth of us

worried as much by the othreone caving in as ourselves. Sahsciousness in this situation is total:

you feel as though your skull is transparent and the interrogator can read the truth directly off your

brain. A photograph taken at the time shows that | had a fosote on myF 2 NEKSI R NBIF RAY
glayQid YSI KS ad2tS GKS YIFIGOKS&a FyR FANBR (GKS @A
FILGKSNI KIFa KSEFNI GNRdzofS &2 LJXSIFasS aidz2L) GKAa y29¢
father and several people who jusappened to be passing.
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Overnight it changed for me. By the morning | was so weighed down with guilt and anxiety about what

would happen next that | was ready to crack. Fingerprinting? ID parades? Forensics? And having lied

thus far, would there be an &a punishment including pinning any number of other unsolved crimes

2y dzax fA1S {SOdzNARGe @Qly KSAadtaoe ! yR LQR KSIFNR
G2 0SS Fyeoz2ReQa 3IdalNderynNkhSiye Rde Dfag doing ekedyyhe Sameatiding

to his parents. We were sent off the school while the parents conferred. It was the first time | ever
wanted the school day to go on to 11pm, because we were safe there.

Apparently not. We were simply plucked from the classroom-maining, and driven to the police
station. | got to make friends with a police dog who was tied up in the room where we were waiting.
L GKAYy]l GKS& KIFI@S I o0FR NBLE dzy FIANI &T GKS@QNB vy

We were verbally hammerefbr what seemed like two hours (during which time | noticed that the
Inspector was flirting outrageously with my mothek Y R a8 KS R A Ry (pissiflySc¥tusi 2 YA Y
a lighter sentence. | marvelled at her ssifcrifice, like a French Resistance veorkonsorting with

the Nazis to save her colleagues). We were released with warnings, dodged the paps and sped off in

an unmarked car, with darkened windows. As this was 1956, when glass only camdéamtg/aear

and frosted, | mayave imagined thatih

cdzl GKEG sHAYQE [ dAGS GKS SyR 2F AG® & AF GKS

RSOARSR G2 LAfS 2y a2YS Y2NBY G, 2dz (y26 GKFG
that same pillar box. It was to the tax people andrthevas a lot of money involveddL Q@S LINR2 o | o f
f2ad | T2 NJadeyeptir solelkfdr the pilpdse of punishing me with an extra helping of

pure industrial strength guilt. It was a couple of years later that | realised this, that in those éags th
were 3 or 4 collections a day and his envelope would have been long gone by the time we got busy
with the matches; and nobody sends cash to the Revenue, anyway. Thanks, what a splendid example
of honesty you do set.
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8 IN THE HEART OF THE FAMILY

My father had his first hearttteack when he was 37. It was a watershiadhis life, in a way that |

understand better now that | have had my own coronary adventure. What it does is to introduce a

note of doubt into youlife where none or little existed before: the possibility that at any time you

could have an arrest because you have already shown that potengand it may be somewhere

that help is not available, or that involves extra dangers: driving a car, swigniminthe night (now

LQY &OINAy3I YeaStFfoo LG A& Iy SEA&AGSYOS sKAOK OF
fear so that it becomes a parody of normality.

Ly Yé FFIGiKSNDa OFa&aS KA& KSI NI I ydapoirdt. Beforelagréeifg/ G A | f
to do something (a walk, an expedition, a game on the beach) he had to check back to Mission Control

G2 aOSNIIFIAY 6KSGKSNI GKA&a ¢l a W 3I22R ARSIFQ® L
example beach cricket seemaalinvolve less of a hazard, even over a long period, whereas swimming

and sandcastles, which held no interest for him, invariably were abandoned quite quickly. He would

retire to a deckchair with a grave expression on his face, and sometimes a hand lgjatgdacross

the upper thorax. It was apparently unnecessary to summon the medics and their defibrillator: 30
YAYdzi S&Q dzy Ay i SNNHzZLIJWi SR NBIFRAYy3I 2F ¢KS Ddzr NRAFY d

If some of these manifestations werghow shall | sag not exactly lifethreatening, that does not
mean that the underlying condition was fictitious. He had contracted rheumatic fever as a child (often
linked to later heart problems) as had his brother who also died of a heart attack, in old age. Two other
siblings also haddart trouble, suggesting a congenital problem, later identified in me as significantly
narrowed coronary arteries.

b2¢ L R2y Qi KIsgntonke actidy.Bpdely 8o adihérk particularly when there is a

significant underlying reason that invol/é@igh emotion. | could try and deny this in myself, but then

I might glance up and see the mantelpiece full of Oscars, Baftas and Emmys, and have to put my hand

dzLJ G2 Aded 2KSNB L R2 FSSt SEGNBYSte oONdesgAOFf 2
overshadowour family life, for which there was no need, and crucially, bludgeoning my sister and |

over the head with the threat of his possible death as a disciplinary technique. Thirdly, my mother was
co-opted into this system and finished up doingst of the bludgeoning for him. My parents had a

wonderful relationship; the thing that they both feared more than anything else was the death of the

other. | suppose it was quite natural for her to represent his interests, because theyalgerieers:

keeping him alive. But there is something, | think, very wrong about securing obedience from young
OKAf RNBY o0& aleéAay3da a, 2dz Ydzafi ()KSINER % KBK E OSNG 16 @R
dzy a0l G SR I Redzy Ol 0SSOl dzaS KS YlIé& KIFIgS + KSIENIL I

9FFSOGAPSte GKNBIFGSYAy3a (1AR& HAGK NBALRYAAOAL AL
recommendation in many chidearing manuals. It does work though.
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9 HOLIDAY SNAPS

Going on family holiday: before the motorways these journeys were protracted and exhausting and
children do not have patience, nor any great interest in scenery, so that just leaves squabbling to pass
the time. My sister and | did this rather a lot because | was a really irritating little brother and she was

a really bossy mouthy older sister. Sometimes the squabbling started before we had even got in the
car. Once we had a race from the house to the car totbadront passenger seat, | won comfortably

and to demonstrate my casual superiority, slammed the car door after me. Sadly, part of my sister was
almost as fast as me and was inside the car as the door closed and offered some resistance. Of course
my siser made an awful fuss about it, screaming and shouting like a drama queen, just because | had
come close to severing her leg at the knee. Honestly. Gitlgt can you say?

My mother always made a lot of food for the journey: some of those trips to Néftthes or to

I 2Ny gl £t ¢2dzZ R GF1S T K2dzNE 2NJ Y2NB 2y 02y3Saids
0K2dzZa3KG GKFG Wy2d ad2LIAyYy3IQ gta +y SaaSydialrt LI N
of doing things. So we ate as we drove, oféaking for the first instalment of food soon after the end

of our road, finishing it all before halfway, leaving the rest of the journey as an alimentary wasteland,

the only possible movement of food being in the wrong direction, either through erratindrior

attention seeking.

We went to a cheap hotel in Shanklin, Isle of Wight for three years running (remind me to write a book

2y ¢KS /dA G 2F wSLISGAGAZ2Y Ay (GKS . NAGAAK | 2t ARI &
In an old property it of dirt can be quite authentic and charming and this was very, very charming

in that way. There was a gamesom, which we loved, but it was draped, floor to ceiling, in spidery

cobwebs and was full of the scent of old geraniums. You could look tathiee end of the pingpong

table and just make out Miss Havisham, about to serve. We made friends on the beach, a Brummie
family who we played with or flirted with, depending on age and gender.

We had several holidays in N.Wales, West Wales, Devon amav@lbrinvariably in caravans. Now

although they are held to be a bit naff, | always enjoyed caravans, | think most kids do. Compared with
OFYLAY3I (GKS& FITNBE NBIftfte O2aeée ¢gKSy AGQa NIAYyAy?3
gAYR2¢g (230833ISRT Addga AdQa adAatt | avirtt aLl O0S
gl & G22 YdzOK GAYS GAGK FT2N) 6KS NBad 2F GKS &St
confinement.Or murder.Aside from reading there are only bored games (dicid wonder, though,

gKe ¢S ltoglréea KIR OKSILI K2f ARF&@asz FyR a2 gK2 adl
like us.

Nothing in the Real World ever happened while we were on holiday because it was usually August,
FYR Yy2iKAY3 RADBD LISNFE®DF t @K&E | FS F2N 6KS t NAYS a
a2YS o0dzF¥22y 6A0GK RSfdzAA2ya 2F 3INIYRSdAzZNI y2RRAY3
gSNBy Qi a2 RRAOGSR G2 yS¢a Fa 6S | NBingyferaY KSN
portion of the day and the news was about another planet, presented by people trying to sound like

Joyce Grenfell or Prince Charles. As for the notion that one day you could take to the beach a small
instrument the size of a paperback containthg computing power that then had to be housed in an

aircraft hangar that would have been as ridiculous a notion as a tinaeelling police box.
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But one year, 1958, we were looe Cornwall and | returned from catching a small fish before
breakfast (th G A &aX Y& ONBIF{1Fraidxz y24d KAao (2 FAYR Yeé 7
wall across the centre of Berlin so that-Boy S OF'y 32 o6l O1 ¢ NR&A YR FT2NBHl
must admit that | struggled to react with the requisite gravignless they had built it right across
DSNXIyes gKeé O02dZ RyQil GKSe& 2dzad 32 (2 SAGKSNI SyF
KS NBLSIiSR® G2Atf GKSNB 0S | 61 NE ClIOKSNK¢ L a
¢L® 202 Oy NBfe 2y YS (2 221 FFGSNI a20KSNJIIyR aaé@
GKFG 62yQl 0SS ySOSaalNEBé KS AFARI NIGKSNI Y2NB &k
selfa ONAFTAOAY 3 2FFSNE 2 oh@tséidaa dftér allRISvénk d¥ foytha haibéur G A G
to look at eviscerated sharks hanging up. | knew they were dead, still, no point in going right up close,

justin case.

We used to organise games of beach cricket. They would

start off with just the familyand maybe a couple of people

SQR YSG Ay GKS G2AiafSda G GKS
then you would notice a small child standing at the

imaginary boundary looking wistfully at us, and eventually

we would welcome him in, and add his name to the batting

order, which required a boekeeper to maintain. Anybody

was welcome so long as they went to the bottom of the list,

and not where they would delay our own accession to the

crease. So many young children, each some distance from their parents, it mitjHiawe been

I R2LJGSR 0@ LI SR2LIKAESad .dzi GKS&S 6SNB Y2NB Ayy:
0SS F 02SylIAf aY220KAYy3 (&Df RZEITENILKEENSAY @KS ¢F
order archives.

These games went on for hayrstarting around 11 and stumps being drawn around 6, leaving barely

enough time to pretend to wash before the evening meal. My mother was a good cook. Though |

think | have to mention, in fairness, the time she had a large dinner party at home, artkddoi

serve veal with a topping that included cheese. Processed cheese is never a good choice for any
purpose, but it had the virtue of being ready sliced, so that she could just lay it on the top of the veal

and grill it. Unfortunately she neglected take out the squares of plastic separating the slices. One
Ffole&a GNASa (2 0SS LREAGS Fo2dz2i 20KSNJ LIS2L) SQa ¥
with cooking rather than softer, and is impossible to chew let alone swallow or digest.pEeigble
simultaneously regurgitating half chewed cheesy plastic on to their plates does take something away

from the elegance and sophistication of any dinner party, | think.

So apart from that, she was quite a good cook, but one who became militantigiftrmn holiday.

GLGQE Yé K2fARFE G223 FyR L 0221 +Ftft GKS &SI NJ NZ
A2YSHKI G a® FTIOKSNI YAIKG ¢St ¢ KI &S NBLX ASRZ d&!
reading the newspaperbutL QY y 203G YIF{Ay3 | 06A3 Fdzia | yR NBTdzaA

{2 6S g2dzdZ R SItid 2dzi | t2G2 2F4GSy Ay TFAaK- I yR OF
handedly responsible for the depletion of North Sea cod stocks, but we would often get Christinas an
birthday cards from the proprietors, enquiring about our holiday plans for the next year. After eating

we would wander back to the caravan site, wondering if all the children on the dodgems, rides, slot
machines and all the other things that we were radiowed to go on, whether they envied us our
AONROGZT dzLINAIKG LINAYOALX SR LI NByila ¢K2 ¢g2dzA R y2i
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L R2 NBYSYOSNI I K2f ARIF®@ NRBYlIYOS Ay /[ 2Nyglftto L 0
couple, Alan and Vatie, and he was very nice and played football with me. Valerie was just gorgeous

in my eyes, and | doubtless would have had a sexual fantasy about her, had | had the slightest clue as

to the form and content of such a thing. She also took the troubléatk to me, which | think is

something more women should do, even when their conversational partner has absolutely nothing to

say, like me. | was really smitten, and began to find my games of football with Alan becoming awkward:

how could | play normally i him while secretly coveting his wife? What would he do if we ran off
together? | decided to sound out my mother in a roundabout kind of way by telling her that if | was

2f RSNJLQR tA1S 2 YIFINNE £t SNASP® ¢h)nardtddppiessSR |
KSNJ fFdzZ3KGSN) odzil AG (SLIG &l1jdzSSTAy3 2dzi F NRPdzy R (i k
a cross between tears and the kind of blush that could be mistaken for acute sunburn.

| decided at this point to concentrate on myotball and cricket until such time as my efforts to be
NEYIFYGAO RARYQO YIS 62YSy (1 dzAKI (K2dAK G(KAA& 0d

21



10 | BLAME THE PARENTS

Joan

Joan Leighfield was born to a respectable working class family in Finsbury Park,
London, in 1916. Her father, Jesse, was a gentle man who died in the Great

War. Her mother, Clara, was not gentle, nor loved by her daughter. Clara was

one of three sisters [lough even Chekhov would have struggled to make them

credible characters). In their different ways they were, to use a technical term,
completely out to lunch. Ranged along a continuum of insanity Annie would

occupy the milder lefhand end, Clara would ke the middle (on grounds of

her weird paranoid obsession with concealing the fact that she was a re

YI NNASR ¢6AR2¢ | YR a2 ¢g2dZ RyQid S0 KSNJI
not to mention her schizoid ability to support both Spurs and Arsenal on aterSaturday
afternoons). But Nellie, appropriately at the far right end, was the real fruitcake, who made the other

two look almost sane. Nellie was a fully paio, marching, fighting, Moslegving, member of the

British Union of Fascists, our blashited guardians of racial purity and fomenters of racial hatred.

/I 2YS 6 NIUAYST bSttASQa YAaarzy gl a FdzZ FA{E SR o8
pictures of der Fuhrer, Adolf Hitler. This aroused the interest of the LangBea policevho arrested

her on suspicion of being a spy. She was released when they realised thaensho talked that

much, that fanatically would ever achieve the necessary anonymity to be a spy, and that spies
ISYSNIftfteée RARYQU I ROONIMingn®y. 6 KSANI £t S3AAlyOSa | dz

The Three Sisters hated each other. Their three daughters plus cousin Joan were devoted to each
other. The older sisterspent most of their lives trying talrive wedges between the younger
generation, telling lies about what they had satout each other to breed an atmosphere of
resentment and jealousy between theqlike their own. Unlike the older generation, the younger
ISYSNIGA2y 6SNB KAIKEe& AydaStftAaSyidz FyR a2 GKS L
best pleasedvhen Joan introduced a Jew into the family circle (my father, Jack). Initially she ostracised

him. But my father, improbably, could charm the birds out of the trees and she eventually tolerated if

not accepted him. She even had a little Jgolke which shNB LIS G SR Sy Rf Saateéy &aKS$
G2 3IAGS WFO|l KAa WSgé YR GKSYy ftldaK tA1S | RN
successfully negotiated the contract of white Fascist/Jewish relations to the point of sharing a joke

does makame wonder whether his charm should have had a wider role in British race relations.

W21y 6Fa @SNE ONRIKG (K2dzZ3K gAGK2dzi Fyeé AyaStt
Secretarial College in Hornsey with two distinctions: she leapfrogged thiegtpool and landed
RANBOGfEe 2y GKS 062aaQa fFLlx a2 G2 aLISI{® ¢KS 022
position was a responsible one, and very unusual: most young women had to serve tirygiopy

before they became secretaries. Ta#her distinction was that for both aesthetic reasons, and to
serveasaro2RSE X | fFNHS LIK2G23INI LK 2F KSNI 61 a AyoO?

22



ProspectusAesthetic? By any standards my mother was quite a beauty: amazing skin, fulblexit, p

blue eyes and a figure that Marilyn Monroe might havesied® a Ay R¥dzZ 2F GKS FF (S

leave it at that.

hyS 2F Y& 3INIYRY2GKSNJ 6/ tFNFQaovo NBRSSYAy3d TSI
willingness to make me egg and chips on any and every occasion) was her staunch Labour politics, and
the Harringay Labour Machine operated from her front room. She was always looking for volunteers
and was very gabby so frequently brought back new recr@itse day, around election time, she
NEGdZNYySR FNRBY akKz2LILAy3a (2 albe (GKFIG aAKSQR F2dzyR
lots of political work in South Wales (then one of the proper evangelical centres of socialism) and he
seemed very nice. He duly came, fell in love with her daughter, and the rest is histaymystery

because superficially they were not wetlatched. Joan was the Beauty, no question, but while he

was not the Beast, neither was he terribly attractive: not tall, not weiltl§in Port Talbot he had been

known as The White Gandhi) and through some unfortunate childhood nasal surgery had a nose which
would have been more than ample for two faces. That old familiar adage: if you have enough to say
for yourself, say the righif KAy 3asx KIFI @S | oAd 2F OlFakK FyR 3I22R
you can put yourself across as a marriageable prospect.

Jack

WEO1Q&a LINBYylas az2NNAXa | yR w2 & §noa Kaunasieind tieY A 3 NJ
turn of the century.They begat Harry (Aaron), Ephraim, Isidor, Esther, Jacob and Eve, and they settled
in Port Talbot, South Wales where there was alreadyallJewish population. Jack was born in 1911,
the year before the Titnic sank Morris is listed as a general deabard picture
frame maker. He was also a tallyman, someone who lent money or exter
credit. Accounts vary: he was definitely a bit of a gambler and may also have
a drink. It sounds as though the combination of all these things might make
Financi& Services Authority prick up their ears. Morris is not talked about &
strong figure, Rose being the driving force behlnd the family &echbusehold.

b The children clearly
adored hera! f f WS@gAaKk
mothers are saints, but by saints she was a
A | A yAairg ance said to me in a brief
period of family reconciliation. It was a
household which placed great store by
education. Nearly all the children went into
KAIKSNI SRdzOF A2y @Al
Harry won a Jesse Boot scholarship (1 of
only 2 in the count) to Nottingham
University to study Chemistry, graduated,
got a job, and supported the next one through college. And so on. This, for me, is an impressive
heritage: that these Lithuanian Jews should go from poor-Baglishspeaking immigrants to
professonals in one generation, simply by dint of hard work and their willingness to help each other
up the pole. Particularlwhen they had only come here to claim benefits, obviously.

While Jack waited his turn he became apprenticed to a pharmacist, Mr Rited of Port Talbot. He
did his share of serving and sweeping, making pills and unguents and even preparing suppositories.
Not many people can claim that, but you never know when it might come in handy. Jack spent his

23

dzh

L

U ¢



evenings reading and doing politicabrk for the Independent Labour Party, a grouping to the left of
the mainstream Labour Party and with a more radical agenda.

a2NNAa RASR @SNE &ddzZRRSyfeéeo w2asS G221 G2 o6SR FyR
head of the family took theetision to move them all to London, where work might be more plentiful
as the Depressiowascutting swathes through opportunities in South Wales.

It seems that Jack was the least religious of the family and had always been predicted as the one most
likely to leave the fold. In London with the incentive of marrying Joan and a new life, that is what
KFELIISYSR® ¢KSANI YFENNARIFIS 461ayQi o1 Nyteée 4SSt O02YSR
A plague on both your houses would be overstating it, but tiweye conscious of how religion could

divide them, and preferred each other to the rites and rituals of church or synagogue.

I NPdzy R GKIFG GAYS WFEO1 G221 | YlFLaaradS RSOAaAA2YY K
by default but to renounce his Jewishness, actively; to deny his ethnic identity to everyone and
become a norlew, agoy. This was a decision which woulgsonate through the rest of his life,
discordantly. People have viewed it in very different ways. For me it was as profoundly dishonest as

it was craven, and ironically, had Hitler crossed the Channel, it would not have saved him. This is a
harsh judgerent but not unfair: to keep this secret was to perpetrate a fundamental deceit upon his

children; it was not only an abuse of power, but an appalling example teousne the deceptiorfdr

we were never told of our ethnicity, but discoveredit accidet) undermined my trust in him and in

KAa ¢2NRO f2y3 | FGSNI GKS (NHziK SYSNEHSR® 6{SSY I wm

But all of this was offstage. In the limelight was a remarkably successful marriage and a family life
which was happy to all intents and purposéack and Joan loved each other to death, literally. They

were as much in love in 1993 when he died of his third heart attack as they were in 1938 when they
married¢ and Neville Chamberlain stepped out of the plane waving that piece of paper (said te be th

aAf yYSNI YFENNRFIS OSNIAFAOIGSO RSOfIFINAY3I Wt SIOS Ay
odzi y2iKAy3a S@OSN) OKIFy3aSR (GKS gle (GKSe t221S8SR I
they were never sel€onscious about it, never intited by the presence of others.

In the year before he died | took them to the

theatre in the West End. | arrived at the meeting

place first and was able to spot them walking

towards me down Regent Street. At 83 and 78,

there they were walking down the r&et, holding

hands like teenagers, everything about their stride

YR 62R@& fly3dza 38 aleéAy3a ag.
OFNBzZ ¢S NBILfte t20S SI OK 2
GKS Y240 2F AlGéd 5HBWLAGS YI
over the years, | felt proud of themt once asked

Joan what she thought was the secret of their very

KFLILER YIENNARF3IS® { KS KIFNRf& |
SFraeo L | yiaskiondd i@d butlshink f R
AGQa GGKIG 6S OKSNA&AK SIFOK 20KSNE® LngMthatdokdS &KS ¢
cherish: not just love or even adore, not just look after and watch over, not just celebrate and value

but all of those things, everything you would want to feel for your partner, and for them to feel for

you. You may think thatthismedh  3S g1 & | KIFINR | OG G2 ¥F2tt2¢ F2N
One of them managed it and the other could not be faulted for the number of failed attempts. Sob.
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11 PARK LIFE

Oakwood Park was our garden and our playaa Our houses backed onto it and we could dispense
with the walk round to the gates by just dropping over the fence at the bottom of my garden, into the
shrubbery below. For some reason this was forbidden, whether by parental or CdiktailL. R 2 y Q (i
know. Either way it was another case of double standards as my father and his friends always took
this shorter route to the tennis courts. The earth between the bushes became compressed, so there
was the forensic evidence from which | could grass him wgastnot a code of honour which stopped

me: it was the prospect of my Eagle comic being cancelled as we struggled to make ends meet while
he languished itHMP Dartmoor.

D and | hardly used our own gardens and sideways: The Park always beckoned, it vedopegre

space, well away from parentaleyes Y R @2A 0SayY @&2dz RARY QiU KIF @S G2
NI} y3aS 2F + FSYIES @2A0Sz IyR a2 | LXFTAYGADBS adzyy
unheeded. We would hang out by The Log, a hutiedéree trunk on its side, about 30 feet long with

a 5 foot diameter at itaiprooted base that little boys could recast as a ship, a plane, a dinosaur or

Fye 20KSNJ LINBL) 282dz YSSRSR F2NJ 22dzNJ Flhyidlend | RSy
screen, but | would still guess that any kids anywhere could enjoy this natural climbing frame and
fantasy stimulus. It was less popular with parents than their kids: injuries were frequent as sharp
outgrowths snagged clothes or flesh, and falls attthieker end of the trunk broke limbs from time

to time. Cbviouslyit was far too enjoyable for Health Safety to leave there indefinitely.

¢CKS LI NJQa 20KSNJ IANBFG AyadAaddziazy ol a GKS t 1 GAf
small sweet ounter and tea and coffeeurds ¢ KS 1 A Ra Q RiNdeye|fldoregcénNgieert, dzNA R Y
toothpaste blue, Orange orange, these were the additively colours of the fizzy beverages on sale;

they looked lethal, in an early anticipation of WA Y  VKBoyABl & @ktail and perhaps even the

Dignitas sleepinglraught. Later the very same liquids were used in lava lamps. The sweets were hardly

Fyed o0SGUSNY | 2dz PehaE R AISH 42 dOK SHAQY 1B2ANI W2 G 32 Ay
without involuntary orthodontics. And the material bore a resemblance to pink carbon fibre, so that

it had to be accommodated in the mouth for several minutes and marinated in saliva, before there

was the slightest chance of even leaving a teothrk on it. You hatb be brave to take on one of

these. And haréitten. Apparently the manufacturers planned to withdraw these chews in the 60s,

but they were saved by a petition from the British Dental Association which claimed that this would
destroy the livelihood of manof their members and fundamentally undermine their pension plan.

| liked the Fruit Salad chews, four a penny, which were softer, but the material had never been
anywhere near a pip, stem or leaf, nor did they resemble the fruit salads my mother useakes m
with far too much sour apple and not enough of everything else. Rather than the fruit of orchards, the
ingredients were delivered to the factory in Wigan by ICI tankers, and children could never claim that
GKS®& 6SNB 3JF22R FT2N-&EaRKSEQA YR WLI NI 2F GKSANI p

The second most popular activity in the park was football. Sometimes we could get big proper games
together, 8a-side or even 13, but usually it was just the two of us, bickering about who was going to

be Danny Blanchflower. We used to play for t®on end, often missing mealtimes, but afraid to

answer the calls lest they turned out to be calls to chores. My mother insisted on a flag system which

gra ItG23SGKSNI 22 STFFAOASYG YR RAFFAOdAA G G2 S
cllA YSR Al KIR Wof26y oleQod LG 61 & 2yS 2F (Kz2asS 2
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word (hard to believe, | know) and her eyes followed us out of the room like Inspector Jack Reagan
al@Ay3 452y Qi &2dz 62NNESJARSYOSYE DS ySEG GAYS LQf
G!'yR Al F2ft26a a GKS yA3IKIG GKS RIFI&gXoddé ¢KS LI
could play unsupervised and unmolested while busy housewives cleaned and cooked in their neat
semis around the perimeter. And yet. As the memsriopped into place for this piece, one was a

little reluctant to take a bow. Then it snappeg@en, as it were, in a flasb. and | had been circulating

the park on our bikes for some time, doing laps on our professional racing bikes, his repainted by a
mouth-LJk AyGAy3 SELISNISE YAyS S@Sy Y2NB &KFYAy3Is | 3A
oFaisSd 4 GKS FTNRBYyU AT L KIFIRYyQd aSd FANB G2 Al o
with our two heavilydisguised Claud Butler maales, deciding to do one more lap before it got dark,

fori KSYy 6SQR 3SG Ayid2 GNRdzofSd 2S5 aGFNISR 2FF o0& |
off at a good pace; but it might well have been the 20th lap of the day and so the pace soon slowed.

All the while the dusk was falling with more determination and by the time we finished, dropped our

bikes and fell into the shelter for a rest, it was quite murky. It soon became clear that we had a
companion in the shelter. He fidgeted and said, almoStiwNA f @ aL 0SG @2 dz2Q@3S ySg¢
GKAA O0STF2NBKE YR NBY2OSR KAA ySgall LISNI FNBY KA a
L adzldll2asS A0Qa 2yfte FILANIIFIYR F0OOdzNFX 4GS G2 NBO2NR
brief viewings in football changing rooms. But without going too far into tasteless detail, the truly
remarkable thing was not its overall length, but the girth: you could have covered it in icing sugar and

put it on a Sunday tetime table and its impersonen of a family size Swiss roll wouldvealasted

till someone tried to cut it.

2S RARYQUO NBLIX &z ¢S NIy> AONIYOoftSR 2yiG2 2dzNJ 0A ¢
before. We looked back once, when we stopped for breath, and there he wamsy dpihis trousers

as he scuttled out of the park gate, fleeing retribution. We told our parents in the certain knowledge
GKFGO AG ¢2dzZ R 6S Y2adte W2dz2NJ FldZ 6Q F2NJ adleAay3
along time. They phonedthept A OS odzi (KS@ RARY QU OFGOK KAY® 2K
@2dz NBrffe ySSR GKSYK /FLIIdz2ZNE KAY 2y | aYINILK2y
Roll, and brought to the evidence to court in our pockets. Not to mention our disbelipeimglarity

in the playground, likéwo David Attenboroughs, bringing home some exotic reptile from the Tropics.
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12 SCOUTING FOR BOYS

L NBFffte Sye22eSR o6SAy3a | 22¢f{F /[/dzod LGQa GNHS GK
one of the first DIY electric drills which was also, coincidentally, called a Wolf Cub (before the Black &
Decker hegemony gained its grip on the markBt as soon as | established that | would not have to

get the bit between my teeth and be driven into walls | joined the organisation with enthusiasm. |

liked the whole thing. Having a uniform was good; learning to roll and tie your scarf was frankly
baffling: not the process, the purpose, because it was purely for decoration, and within the spare and
sparse aesthetic of the rest of the uniform, a teensy bit camp, you might say, if you were given to bad

puns. And as for the woggle: what a gift did Badew@&bbestow on the Benny Hills of this world: so

very few words have such a bditt smirk value. | enjoyed the Protestant Ethic of working hard to

acquire skills and the capitalist principle of being rewarded with small fabric badges depicting the skill,
which your mother was supposed to sew on to your sweater. | supposed boys without mothers or who

had feminist mothers had to manage with Copydex, slightly humiliating as the badges were not
supposed to have white edges, nor fall off during solemn cub cenés. | accumulated these things

d adzOK F NYGS GKFG Y& Y2GKSNRa GKAYotS &dz00dzyo !
strives for, the counterpart of our badges for kragting and mapreading etc. Possibly Velcro use, and

Satnav setting, withmore advanced skill levels in Phetbopping, group facilitation and massacre
counselling.

LQY | akKlFYSR G2 al e (reldl theL Cuds.AButSkils dob Kil& hiafdrdhigali I NJX & °
organisations in which they know their plagebe it ever so lowly; and can see a clear path to

betterment through promotion, based on diligence, obedience and loyalty. What a wonderful model

for a society, by coincidence. Anyway, my early lust for power and status saw me rise through the

ranks quite quickly (perhapsthé dJA G+ € Aad |y f238 Aa y2id LISNFSOO o
2y Lye2ySQa FI0OS 2y GKS gte dzLlood L az22y oSOIFYS
AAE o028ax SIOK OFIttSR | WAAEQI ¢ KAtkeReadértiough 1 Ay R
GKAA ol a atAakaGte GNRdzofAy3a G2 YS G GKS tS@St 2
people orthingg2 K= £ SGQa y20 32 GKSNB® 2KIGSOHSNI AlG g1 as
06S8502YS { Sy A2 NJhiva thSdedbepr oapoRii dapafttiose days but | felt like the

nearest thing to it Oakwood N14 had yet seen. Only without the violence, just a very becoming wisdom

and gravitas. | was practically management, and certainly management material. Omhegeriv
FOGFrOKAY3 (2 (GKA&a gl & I fSFER NRfS doyrelyG8MNBiINGg2y A Sa d
to do with campfires or logs (this was pre Health and Safety) but every evening used to start with a

whole pack session, the most solemnpart W OK ¢l a |y AyOlydal A2y 2F O2
much really, and all expressed in ritual acronym shouting:

{SYA2NJ { AESNY  2dxff 5.. 5.. 5 . 652 . 2dzNJ

5 B 5 5

t I O1Y 2S5Qff 5h. 5h. 5h. 652 hdzNJ . Sado

L 2dzQf f 4SS K2¢ Al ¢ hdshow ver@éady® woliB e ltdopt & thevirdhg W £ S |
round in the heat of the moment. And how very difficult to come up with a mnemonic to help
remember.

During my term of office there was a Scout and Cub camp which the oldest cubs were allowed to go
on. Naturally, | wanted to go because this was what it was all about. Who knows, one might actually
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get to tie a knot for a purpose? This bit is very hard for me to write, almost exactly 60 years on: on the
first night in camp, | wet my sleeping bag. The shatime humiliation; and as a Senior Sixer, too.

| sought out the Scoutmaster early next morning, who kept telling me to speak up, until he got the
message when he became very soft and kind. He told me to pretend to have a stomach upset and stay
behindwhent t f (KS 20KSNB ¢Syl 2dzi 2y | KA1S aFyR 6SQ
later, with the camp emptied, we hung the bag up to dry out on a large bush. And | was still very upset,

so he put his arm round my shoulder and comforted me. Helsain in a folding chair and gestured

YS G2 aArxd 2y KAa fFLD 'yYR GKSYXXodiKS GF LIS 3I32Sa
NELINB&aaA2y YR RSYAFfXZ 2NJ aayLie o0SOldzasS y2aidKAy3
tell my parerts.

It would be only too easy to fill in the blank in the tape: that is what may happen in reconstructed
memaories¢ which can sometimes feel as real as the real thjrtience the powerful emotion and

conviction of someone who feels they have been abusechitdhood. These are murky waters: on

the one hand a victim may be unjustly disbelieved: on the other an innocent and kindly person may

0S WTNIYSRQY dzy|ly2¢Ay3dFe | g BENBENY SIREZFTHNHO dz
sympathy. Sometimes a fiagmay be put on the scales, by an individual or by the culture.

(4

C2NJ SEI YL S w{O02dziYIaGSND dzaSR G2 o068 ltyvyz2aid | &
one of those nudge nudge, wink wink kinds of reference. It was a kind of stereotypeotgpeaehave

long had a bad press, being almost synonymous with prejudice and racism, for example. It is true that
they are an important part of prejudice, but they are not the same thing. A stereotype is simply an
overgeneralisation: for example, that &llSf a KYSy Kl @S 06SF dziAFdzA aAiAy3aiy3
we could show that 60% do, compared to 42% of Italians, and 13% of Ethiopians, there would be some

small justification for the stereotype as something which differentiated the Welsh from othepgro
¢K2dAK Ad ¢2dAZ R (St dza OSNEBR fAGGES [o2dzi ye 2y
tarred with the stereotype of paedophile, and there have been convictions of scoutmasters for
paedophilia. This is why we can so readily fill inkitaek part of my experience with a strong suspicion
ofabusecl YR Ff a2 gK& ¢S aKz2dzZ RyQio

L R2YyQl 1y2é6d LF L KIFIR (2 Lidzi Y2ySeée 2y Ad LQR 3
rebuffed and it ended in apology and mutual embarrassment. Why? Bedab#k | remember that

he was prosecuted a couple of years later for abuse, and that somehow tips the balance slightly. But
GKFG Aa faz2 NBEO2yailiNHzZGSR YSY2NEXX®PIYR Al R2S:
am absolutely certain of, thayh, is that | have not thought about the incident from that day to this.

Why am | opening the hidden archive, this one with a door shut tight for over half a century? Because

LQY gNAGAY3A F062dzi GKS [/ dzoa | yR KAk delgandhgto @2 NI S
be filled.

Did | encourage him? Was | only too ready to be cuddled and comforted, because | was away from
home and my parents, the usual comforters, and | was miserable and frightened of being shamed in

front of the other boys. But some wtidiargue this is irrelevant: it is not possible for a young boy to
WASRAzOSQ |y 2ftRSNI YIY AF KS A& dzygAftAy3aod LG A&
most concerning thing: why the blank in the tape, when | can clearly remember ewgyytefore and

after the incident? | could tell you the exact colour of the sleeping bag; | can recall him being a smoker

and smelling it about him; that there were spots of rain and | worried that it would rain hard and the

troop return. But absolutely rihing from the moment he pulled up a folding chair and sat me on his

lap.
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13 WHITE HART LANE

L yF3I3aSR Y& FIFIOGKSNI Fff GKNRdzAK Y& OKAftRK22R (2 i
NbHzZo & Y|y Iy RdeRtang 6ol sé iingn3 br@adhieddt, the newspaper came up. Odd

in a way, because it is essentially a simple game and you can enjoy it without being able to understand

the offside law, or explain why a33 formation may be fine at home but at AnfielOld Trafford, the

Emirates or the Etihad, it is tantamount to a suicide note written in your own blood. It might have
0SSy a42YSUKAYy3 (G2 R2 gAGK LINAGFGSte G buyhpwh y3a (GKI
ironic was that, as his son haitked the most Jewish dzLJLJ2 NII SR Of dzo Ay GKS 02 dzy
Arsenal, they are not strictly kosher). Or maybe that was the problem: he feared being exposed and
marched out of the Gents with a yarmulke on his head, crudely constructed from aogatichpper,
andforciblyg I £t { SR NBdzy R (KS gK2fS (2dzOKfAyS aiAy3aiay3a al
RSOSyid &a0GNRTSN az22yé¢d  Sasx OGKIFIG 6Fa LINRPOolFofe Add
I knew a great deal about football, but it was mostly theoretical. | was at that age whenirboys

particular become totally obsessive about something and read everything they can get hold of about

it, many times, virtually committing it to memory. So ask me where Carlisle United play and | would

rattle off Brunton Park, capacity 16,683, and thrawthe club badge and motto for good measure.

On one of these faefinding sweeps | came across the information that Danny Blanchflower, captain

of Tottenham Hotspur, lived in a Club house in Southgate, just down the road. So why stand at the
clubgatesoY G OK Rl &% UGKNHzZaGAY 3 @2 dzNJ I dziddwsNIo bliome 2 21 (|
visit instead.D and | reasoned that there would be quite a small selection of Blanchflowers living in
Southgate, and in the telephone book, and there was precisety hitial D, 62 Morton WayiN.14

2S O0eO0f SR GKSNB AYYSRAF(GSte FyR 02tRfé& ¢gSyidxiaz
door, invited us in and we sat round his kitchen table drinking instant coffee with a side of digestives,
and asking questionKtl & g2 dzf Ry Qi NB@GSIf 2dzNJ AJy2NF yoOS (22
KdzZNNE dza 2dziz S@Sy (K2dAK AGQa LlaaiofsS KS KIR 0o

N

Blanchflower was a brilliant player, a captain on and off the field and something of an intellectual. He

went onto lead the Doublevinning side of 196®1 (collecting the League title and the FA Cup in the

same season, the first time any club had done this since 1897). After retirement he wrote a regular
column in the Sunday Express which slightly tarnisnes h@#&a o0dzi y202R&Qa LISNF S
other respect he was a Gent.

{K2NIfe FFOGSNI 0KA& Yé LINBydaQ FNASYR {daFy 1 |3l
Adrenaline flowed, sleep was lost, food refused, in the bupdo what felt like thebiggest day of my

life: actually, it probably was. Walking to the ground, picking up the pace of the fans streaming along

the pavements, a dark blue and white trickle then stream and finally, inside the ground, that great sea

of people, 50 times more thahhad ever seen gathered in one place . The noise and the excitement

sucked you in, dissolved you, losing you in the identity and the emotions of the mass. There is nothing

like it, and I have to say that whoever | have taken with me to White Hart LaneMeo uninterested

in football, have been bowled over by the sheer spectacle, particularly at night matches.

My involvement lapsed inthemid n & T gl & Ay [/ FNRAFFT FyR GKSyYy . NA:
to thoughts of sex, radical politics, rock muaitd the enjoyment of learning how to live as an adult

within the cultural revolution that was taking place. But even before | returned to London in 1974 the

1970 World Cup régnited my love of the game and my Tottenham loyalty. Soon | was thrashing up

and down the M4 in my minivan, as often as | could afford to go to home matches in N.17. My
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attendance has been constant since then, culminating in my first season ticket in 1983, maintained

ever since, and now cut to hglfice as a Senior, by far thegiest discount | have come across in any
ALKSNB 2F fAFTS® C2NJ 0KA& L Y NBFrffe LINPdzZR 2F (K
admission to Tate Moderexhibitions.

Football is occasionally tedious, and if it were always like thatiasft R y 24 0SS WiKS oS|I
and the most popular game in the world. More often it is engaging and compelling, dramatic, thrilling

even, and an extraordinary blend of many other disciplines: athleticism, gymnastics, something close

to dance, intelligace, perception, judgement and anticipation, and of course the pure footballing

skills of passing, shooting, heading and bringing the ball out of the air, under control. There are players

who can do all these things supremely well. My personal favourlesrGHoddle would give a weekly
masterclass in these skills and just as he could seemingly make the ball do anything he wished,
propellingit 40 yards with unerring accuracy, and then feinting and shimmying past 3 or even 4 players

when he received it bag made the crowd go beyond cheering, to a kind of purr as they voiced this
ultimate approbation. The Hoddles are rare. How lucky are we at White Hart Lane that we have had a
whole procession of world class players in recent history, players who woulé gac team,
IYyBoKSNEZ SOSNE LXF&@SNR ¢K2 ¢g2dd R RSASNWS (KS SL
YR a2YSOAYSa WdzyoStAS@lIotSQd [SG YS 2dzad Nizy |
Greaves, Mackay, Hoddle, Ardiles, Allen, @igse,Lineker, Klinsmann, GinoRale.And, in embryo,

Kane Now measure my pulse rate. Exactly.

Tottenham holds many distinctions: The Double, first English club to win a European trophy, and so

on. But the most distinctive and weird distinction is te the first club in the Premier League (or

probably the world) to be diagnosed asMilar (aka manidepressive). Similarly, many Tottenham

fans have received the same diagnosis as the club, after following the team for a number of years. The
synchrony issimple and explicable. It is impossible to give your heart and mind to your club, as all
serious fans do, and not share in and absorb the mood states it provokes. For Tottenham, always, just

as a spell of brilliant results, adrenaliobarged exciting pla individual virtuosity, and massive

collective will and endeavour have suckered the crowd into thinking the millennium has come and
GKSe oAff &adNF GKSANI 228 |ttt (GKS ¢gFe& G2 GKS tNB
turns to depressionas elementary errors creep in, needless points are lost, matches presented to
inferior teams on a plate, injuries mount up, managers lose the dressing room and the confidence of

the board and the merngo-round starts up agaig even as we slide down th@ble a brilliant new
YEYF3ISNI FNNAGSE FyR NBLISFGa gKFEG SOSNE YIFylF3ISN ¢
the present squad, dropping them in and out of the team to see how good or bad they all are; then

some inspired purchases in the new ted@r window, who turn out to be not as good as advertised,

away from their familiar mates and ways of doing thiggshich applies equally to the new manager.

Some of these things are true of all clubs. For Tottenham in the last couple of decades thbgérave

repeated like a compulsion. The absolute nadir of the process was when the chairman appointed a
yS¢é {s6Aaa YIylFIaASNE dzyly2¢6y SOSy (2 KAa Y20KSNE ¢
concerns as soon as he landed at Heathrow by getting dabe, not into a taxi, and getting off at
¢C200SYKFY [/ 2dz2NII w2l R® t AQO0dz2NE GKS RNBAaAy3dI NB2Y
expected to strain every sinew for this clown? But his Christmas present chose dgeffZ.

You gotta laugh. Aatlly you have got to be able to laugh in order to cope with the slalom of emotion
at White Hart Lane. We do have a sense of humour and it is probably the most ironic and sarcastic
crowd in the country, which is a mixed blessing as far as the playersmaeceraed, but usually it has
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a soft humorous edge. The current favourite occurs during slow or boring passages of a match when

gS 2dzad OFyQd 3IS4G GKS oltf Ay GKS ySioe hyS SyR

I SI Sy 0 a[ SEQANBNBSYRFERI SHREQ LINBEGISYR 6SQ08S a02NB
a goall Whereupon everyone cheers, jumps up and down, and waves scarves, just like they would if

they had scored. The opposition fans and -offievisitors look completely baffledYou have to be

there.

When | was 14 | went to the Cup Final and it was also my first ever visit to Wembley. Spurs were
playing Leicester. They had already won the League and were poised to win the Double: it would be
an historic monumental success that eyene said would never be achieved in modern times. What

a day: the tension in the crowd was tangible. More #imlieving Tottenham fans prayed to God on
GKIFIG RIFe GKIY S@SNI 0STF2NBY adzaNBfe (GKSe g2dzZ R gA
hurdle? It was after all, recognised as the greatest team since the War and was expected to go on and
win everything in sight. Well, they wonr@ And the team carried the Cup round Wembley like the
Holy Grall. Let Joy be Unconfined! Did | enjoy it? Dieblitsmy head off, whirl my scarf around my
head, jump up and down and generally be a proper Spurs fan? Well, no. None of the above. Because
my father, Bless him, had obtained my ticket through one of his contacts in the Mafia. For a seat
situated right inthe very middle of the opposition fans from Leicester. So | sat through the whole
momentous match with my teeth clenched tightly closed and my hands squeezed tightly between my
thighs, lest | give away my allegiance and bring down the wrath of the burgh@shbyde-la-Zouch

upon my head. In another age this would have been called the shit hitting the fan.

Two glimpses of the heart of Tottenham help to explain my deep affection for the club, unswerving

loyalty and intention to walk up the High Road, amd/é& lunch at the Bit¢o-Eat, so long as | am more

or less perpendicular to the ground. In 1981 Tottenham drew a Cup Final with Manchester City. A
couple of weeks earlier my #1 stepson, Daniel, aged 7, had done a brilliant drawing of the team (at

that time, he was obsessed with Spurs, and that obsession got him through a major problem he was
having with learning to read: he stole my programmes from my coat pocket when | came home from

the match, and pored over them until he could master every wEducaionalists please note the

role of motivation in acquiring reading skills). | had sent the drawing into the club thinking it might

amuse the players. Three days after the Cup Final and two days before the replay, when you might
imagine things would be ratmdousy, we received a letter from Keith Burkinshaw, the manager. It was
handwritten, it was quite long, it was definitely not mapsoduced and most importantly it was a

sincere and considerate thank you to a little boy for his efforts. It also contaioe@ bits and pieces

of badges, some team photos, an invitation to come to the ground for a free guided tour, and the good
gAaKSa 2F (GKS LXF@8SNR 6FyR Fff GKSANI IFdzi23aNFLIK&AD
aslsay,inthemiddle 6fKS o0dzaASad FyR Yz2ad AYLRNIFYyG GAYS 27

Much later, in a home match against Bolton, we realised with a growing horror that one of their
players who had fallen to the ground was not getting up. Even at a distance it was cleahf&om t
AdZNNR dzy RAy3a LI I @SNARQ o02Re fly3dzZ 3S yR 3SaiGA0dzZ |
transpired that Fabrice Muamba was having a coronary arrest and that a drama was being played out

on the green sward stage in front of us. The traingnsrged across the pitch, desperately urged by

the players who were themselves acutely distressed, some to the point where they kept looking away,
unable to watch. Unlike most dramatic events, the crowd became actors, and the Bolton fans started
tochantMdz Yo I Q&4 Yy I YS YR AYYSRAFGSte GKS ¢2G0SyKFY
volume because of their greater numbers, so that now the whole stadium resounded with his name.
Never, ever can there have been this much unity between football fansddbod Muamba hear, did

he register this cacophony of support, this immense group will that he should survive?
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Then two extraordinary things happened: a heart specialist made himself known to the officials, and

then raced across the pitch to direct operations. And as the CPR started, the crowd took their cue and
clapped in time to the movements, which were easilgible. It was thunderous, 36,000 people

clapping in time, willing him to live in the only way they could, and expressing their common humanity.

It was immensely moving, and nobody who was there will ever forget it. Muamba survived thanks to

the rapid intevention, the sophisticated equipment and the skills and experience of one heart
specialist who was also a fan. It would be fanciful to suppose that the fans helped to keep him alive,

0dzi KI @Ay3a 06SSy UGKSNBX L ¢ 2 dzitRpidbliémsdr@n hbdligardisimf & dzN1
to crass commercialism, but it has a heart.

In recent yearshe club has been transformed. For a while managers came and went like clockwork,

just like most other clubs. After promising spells by Harry Redknapp and Martifdofjcio

t 20KSGGAY2 6FA FLILRAYGSRE YR SOSNBGKAY3I OKIFy3SF
never achieved before and coached to play skillful, {sigged football which was highly competitive

and often beautiful: the fans purred and itwld only be a matter of time before trophies followed.

Massive investment produced the best training facilities in Europe, and then a stunning new Stadium
which compared well with any in the Worl@onsistently qualifying for Europe, by finishing in the to

four of the Premier League, the league title itself eluded the club by narrow margins. Unbelievably,
GKS®& ljdzr f ATASR T2 NJ {ifcl8ding tiwd nvatche@whighteutfalS dge@erecC A y I { X
among the best ever seetf)ey fell in the Final ta bad penalty decision and its aftermath. To be fair,

their form had been faltering before then, and this was a hamtview. A very poor start to the new

season, and unbelievably Pochettino was sacked. Jose Mourinho was appointed within hours, the man
who had won everything in sighicross Europeonsistently. While that was true, he had failed in his

two previous appointments, at Chelsea and Manchester Unltaljing both clubs in chaos and low

morale.

2SQftf asSSXX

14 ¢h ¢I1Lb9 h2b {9[CXDd

(article published in Multicultural Teaching, 1995)

My childhood was straight out of the pages of Janet and John, it seemed: a respectaln@nielired

middle class suburb, a professional fathgno went off to work in a hat, a housewife mother who
0F1TSR YR RARYQU ¢ 2 Nitached witR deat laynS gnil bdrdars. dMich later,d S Y A
though, | discovered why these pictures from the childhood readers, frozen in the Fifties, never felt
comfortable even then. | had never felt quite like John, and my father, far from being a pillar of the

f 20 f OKdzZNOK o0l & W2KyQa FlIUGKSNIJ adzNBf e Ydzad KIF @S
sister and myself to protect us from afBemitism, andd allow us to make up our own minds about

our faith when we were old enough, my parents said. In this state of ignorance | grew up, passed
through Church of England schools and sang hymns in Assembly. Everyone else went to Sunday School,
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so | wanted to. Earyone else had been christened, so | opted to, at the age of eleven. It was the
perfect opportunity to reveal the alternative, but nothing was said.

My father was one of six children of immigrants from Kovno, Lithuania, around the turn of the century.

His parents died young and when he married my mother, who was not Jewish, he effectively left his

family, though how far this was voluntary is hard to determine. Nevertheless it reinforced his
agnosticism and alienated him from his cultural roots. He |effiitoe him all things Jewish and became,

AY {ININBQa GSN¥XYa Iy QAYylFdziKSyiAaAO WSsQY 2yS GK?2
OKAf RNBy Q& S-Eaniffigdid I6 MoatSLoridn it ktiyf fiodrished, before black immigration

brought easier tegets for racism. But if the diagnosis was correct, his solution was terribly misjudged.

L OFly ¢Sttt -oRBGIOf A HIKSENKRWS g 623ISGKSNI Ay 2yS O2NYS
target of merely nhameealling, sometimes worse. Because my parergseniberals they brought us

up not to do these sorts of thing, but it would have been so easy to be dragged into it. Then where

would | have been when | discovered the truth? As it was, simply the fundamental wrongness of the
decision appalled me, at soany different levels. It still does.

Perhaps we should have realised without being told. Our surname might have been recognised by
Jews, but equally there have been ennobled British Imperialists who bore the same name, so it was
easytosee ourselvesa¥o 9y I3f AakK ad201 O6AF y20 2F | NRAG2ONI
were the key: he was Jacob and his siblings were Eve, Esther, Ephraim, Isidor and Harry. Now these

are not Home Counties Christian names, but still the penny did not drop. Wbdwdtold that the

family had come from Russia originally so there was room for some slightly odd and exotic names. We
came to know them all to a degree when there was a partial reconciliation coinciding with the head

2F GKS FlLYAfR@Z 20020MME = LIGt X2 LIRBYSREANRAG | O2dzaAiy 2
dropped the truth around this time, in a conversation in my room. | was surprised, shocked even and
struggled to conceal it. Very soon afterwards | became quite pleased with my newtydetut

distinctly displeased with the deception that had kept it under wraps for so long. | dropped some hints

FYR 3F @S Y& FFGOGKSNI GKS 2L NIdzyaAde (2 woO2yFTSaaQ
me that it had all arisen because hew8iR (2 WLJI 44aQ +FyR (KFd ¢S KIFIR (2
do so.

| once asked him why brothétarry was the only one who di@have an Old Testament name and

what did H.G. stand for in the H.G.Milner sign above his shop in Eltham? He replied tiead he

changed his name from Aaron Gershon to Harold Geffatim the beautiful to the banalpnd
A2YSGKAY3 LI aaSR | ONRPaa KAa FIFOS 4KAOK Aa KIFNR @
me, then and since, the sacrifice of two beautiful namestfar of the more mundane ones in the

English lexicon, speaks more eloquently of the heavy costs of assimilation and acceptance than
anything else | have encountered.

This enforced ignorance of my Jewishness in childhood was not a privation at the tinaidribe
discovery in adolescence cause any trauma, though it certainly was a surprise. Perhaps it resulted in
an artificial emphasis thereafter, a heightened identification with the Jewish intellectuals | met later
in politics and academic life, and agiee of pride that would not have been acknowledged as
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Fdzi KSYGAO o0& WNBIfQ WSgaod . @& ¢ KewsKactordingdd tife 2 F (0 K
teachings, because it is a matter of matrilineality. But | am geneticallyJbalish and | would be

cuturally halfWS g A a K ¢ SNB Al y2( TFiErtNdght dhe fripartanSeNalXtie 085S y A I §
of that cultural heritage should not be underestimated. It was Muhammad Ali who said, of white
LIS2 LI SQa Sy atIYBENRDIY avF a!l¢KKERory ardl v§ was awakking ekad
YIyéd L Y y20 F grf1Ay3 RSIR YIYy YR 06S0OldasS L
(which owe nothing to logic, still less to biology or Psychology) and assert that | atiewah,

because | feet.iBesides, as a student of racism for the last 35 years or so, it is clear to me that much
ofaminorityd N2 dzLJQa A RSy dAdeée Aa GKIFIG 6KAOK A& AYLRASR
indelibly inscribed on contemporary Jewish identity, as wewknidad Hitler crossed the Channel all

those years ago, the debate over my lineage would be sophistry and | would not now be writing this
article.

It is absolutely not a matter of reriting history, of wisdom after event or romanticism when | say
thatla I €4 FSEtd WRATFSNBYIQ FTNRY G(GKS 2iekishNtammdty G A€ S
specify how or why this was true, but | know that it was. Much later | told a friend at University of my
background and he replied that he was first surprisaud then relieved to understand why there was
Ya2YSUKAY3 2t A0SQ lo2dzi YS® L FSSt O2yidSyid 6A0K

Before | visited Jerusalem for the first time in 1994, | wondered how it would be, for me. Would |
connect,feel some profound historical or religious resonance, or simply imagine | did? Jung talked
about the collective unconscious, and folk memories. Surely such an evocative place would set in
motion some emotional archaeology, or some echoes of my Jewislsiypckeshould say that | was
there for a conference not a pilgrimage, and therefore this was not my purpose. In the event it did not
happen quite like that, though a visit to the Holocaust museum, Yad Vashem brought a shock and an
unexpected link with th@ast. Through my work | have seen and read more material on the Holocaust
than many people, but | was stopped in my tracks, not by some obscene perverted image of death,
but by one large photograph with a caption describing how these Jews were beingechbuipdfor

GNF YAaLRNIFGAZ2Y FTNBY Y2Q8y2e LG sl a GKS FANRG GAY
birthplace, and its name in print, and although that is a trivial matter, in essence, the place
immediately became a concrete reality, not an uniimadple word in my head, and | felt quite close

to tears. Two other experiences stand out, above the general delight in being there in one of the most
breathtaking cities on earth. | had a conversation with an elderly Belgian Jew at his house in the Old
City in which | told him some of this story. He said nothing but took my hand and arm and in an
acquaintanceship of twenty minutes made me feel more accepted as a descendant of Jews than
anyone else has ever done. The other general perception is a poliddétylt one: | am certainly no
Zionist but the demeanour of young Israelis, so comfortable with their sense of self and identity, was
striking. The contrast with my father, staying silent as some of his closest friends maeanitic
references aroud hisdinnertable (and the rest of the family died inside) was painful.

What did | miss in my childhood? Culture, primarily: tradition, custom, language, humoulgrielk
cuisine and maybe even religion. Just as importantly, there was a loss, oreamsEntation, of self,
properly located in time and place. Not that | was aware of it, of course, and so it was an averagely
happy childhood in many respects. Only later did | realise that | was not who | had supposed, and that
I had to start again to catruct a different identity. | certainly cannot say that | had the best of both
worlds, though now perhaps | have the advantage of passing between these worlds with greater ease
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than many. Sometimes this has unexpected consequences. Because | do noteleakypically

Jewish, people who do not know me very well feel free to make S@tiitic remarks or jokes in front

2F YSI lFaadzyAya L +Y W2y (GKS &l YS in%ad¥@plyiswl (G KS NJ
a{2YS 2F Y& o0Said LIsudyyoitdated) B provés dol b i dnore efféctive
conversationstopper.

| regret that | never forgave my late father for his mistake. | still had enormous affection for him,

enough not to write this piece in his lifetime, however much | have wanted tdhdpsrnow that |

have my own bulging catalogue of flaws and errors, | understand better why he acted as he did. People

R2 (GKS o0Said (GKSe& Ory odzi YIS 4NRBy3d RSOA&AZ2YAE 6K
In his shop, not far from the BBC naytfer kept an autograph book for me under the counter to entrap

the celebrities who passed through. In his beautiful handwriting he had inscribed the first page to me,
GAGK t2f2yAdzZaQad FFY2dzaA | ROAOS (2 KAa az2ysx [ SNIS

GCKAA | 020S |t wue &l it inustiollo athe yiightitisetddy, thimBcanst not then
0S FLrtasS (42 lye YlIyéo

Wonderful advice that it has taken me half a lifetime to appreciate and to try to enact. What a pity,
for both of us, that he was unable to follow it himself.

15 CUTTING CREW

| needed a haircut. | really did need a haircut, not because mine was particularly long or unruly, but
0S50l dzaS Al ySSRSR G2 221 LI NIGAOdA I NI & avwt NIo L
brother Harry was going to get married, at an advanced age, and my parents had agreed to host the
reception, at our house. However, the layers of irony beneath this bland topping, if they could be
expressed in sponge, cream and fresh raspberries, waad decimated any competition in the Great

British Bakeoff contest. And those ironies were indeed delicious. Just two will do, to convey the

flavour. It had been brother Harry as head of the family who decreed that the family should no longer
includemyFF § KSNE F2NJ YIFINNBAYy3 2dzi 2F GKS WSgAakK FlLAd
marrying out of the Jewish faith. Would he now kick himself out of the family? My guess is not.
Secondly, his wife Eve was a far more devout and practising merfltee €hristian faith than my
Y2U0KSNJ KIFR S@SNI 6SSyyY a2 Ay | aSyasS | FNNE ¢l a WY
with the genuinely Gentile.

{2 2FF L ¢Syl (2 {2dziK3Fr S 2y (GKS o0dza G2 ICAyftl &Qq
glanced at the photographs of different hairstyles, realised that most of them involved generous

jdzt yGAGASA 2F /FadNRt D¢ |yR GKIFIG ¢2dAZ R 2dzad Y
seem to spread oil on their hair like runny butter? Ityhe 2 OO dzNNBR (2 YS GKIFG AT
AARSEAQ LINBAONRLIIAZ2Y ¢t & SEGSYRSR (2 &akK2NI oF O1
GKAOK L KIFIR Ffgleéa o6l yiSR I yR ?Yehaddlobiftyitiaad s®I2 dzf Ry G
wasem2 t RSYSR G2 al F2NJAGEZ yR 2yfeé aNJ CAyfl&Qa
cause for concern. | kept my eyes closed as it was happening, and not just to keep the hair out. When

| opened them and saw this diminutive blinking convict reing my stare with increasing alarm, a

smidgen of doubt tiptoed across my mind. | paid and left. As the bus trundled down Chase Road my
confidence departed me at the speed of mercury running across ice.
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| entered our house by the side gate, hopingtostu® dzLJ G KS adl ANEBR |yR KARS A
gKFG L GK2dAKG ¢2df R 6S I OKASOSR o0& RStleéAay3a (GKS
mother smelled a rat: she admitted herself to my room by the simple expedient of sweeping aside the
waRNRo6S> OKSaida 2F RNIgSNAR YR 6SR L KFR Yl &aasSRr
as religious as she got)shesa@ @S NJ YR 2@FSNI¢ 2 KeK 2Ke KI @S &2dz
We were joined by my father who seemed to be working offeay similar script, only a bit more
YSyFOAy3 2SS OFyQi R2 FyeiliKAYy3a y2¢3 odzi &2dz | NB
usually work as a double act but | have to say that they were very effective in convincing me that | was
thescumoftheéS I NIIK ¢K2 KIFIR RSfAOSNI GSfte asSid 2dzi G2 NHzA

I FNNE YR 9¢S LINBGSYRSR Al RARYQO YIGGSN® 9@S 41
forbidding: she had probably campaigned for the return of capital punishment for irseimbol

dyslexics. As she held my hamdo tightly that | was near to losing bladder contt@nd assured me

that it was alrightc she had a rictus smile which suggested that someone may have stuck a golf club

right up into her small intestine, but she waequired not to let on. We feared for Harry.

What was the problem? What was so very, very bad about a-Gelel K LG Qa y20G a AT
with a Mohican. You have to understand that this was the early 50s and for various reasons there was

still a lot of antrAmericanism about, and the crewcut was part of the uniform of the American

military: crewcut = Yank. Although they helped us win theqarK A OK ¢S 62 dzf Ry Qi KI @S
them, they were latecomers, staying out while we were taking all theghument, fighting alone;

and then they seemed to want to take all the credit for the victory. Even during the war they lorded it

over us, alienating us in our own country, stealing our women, buying them with chocolate and nylons

and gum, while their menfo{ F2dzZaK{d I 6NRI R® ¢ h @S NEhStRvES the @S NLI- A
problem with the Yanks. And their mainland was largely untouched, while ours was bombed into near
submission. Whole tracts of London were razed to the ground while a handful of bombae fék o

U.S. And after the war we were on our knees, short of everything, while America prospered. Wealth,
FdzZA € SYLJX 2eYSyidsx oA3al K2dzaSaxz FilakK OFNAZ O2yad:
portrayed on television and in the movies from the Hollpddream Factory.

So the ultimate badge of Yankiness was not a good look around then. Most of all it was somehow seen

as discordant, even disruptive, on this special day and yet nobody recoiled from me or ostracised me

so maybe my parents gotit wrong, ®NNB I OG SR ¢ KIF G ¢2dz RyQiG 6S GKS ¥
be. It all went smoothly although one of the speeches was odd. My father was Best Man and his speech

was typical: quite polished, some horrible puns, and no temptation to make risqué gil@g

bedroom Olympics which would have been inappropriate to the point of tastelessness given the
FRGlIFIYOSR 38 2F (GKS QKI LR O02dzLd SQ® | I NNEQa NBLIX
Then a young friend of his rose to speak. He reminged

GKFG AG KFELIWSYSR G2 06S W9YLRAN
Empire had made the country great, how much we owed

our colonies for their part in the war effort, feeding us,

sending us troops who died for us, how the papers were

talking about a kind of United St of Europe. What use

gl a GKFEGK ¢2 Fffe 2dNBESt@Sa o
LI dzy 3SR dza Ay id2 61 N iKAa OSyic
AadZNNBYRSNJ a az22y lFa Ftyez2yS al
Italians who just ran away rather than fight. How we had téwodd our strength through alliances

with the Colonies, how we had to be as patriotic in peacetime as we were in the War. We had let in

too many foreign refugees during and since the War, we needed to build a Britain for Britons, not
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become some awful mongrel tian. It went on and on and on, until people just accepted it was a
political lecture and had nothing to with the wedding. Except that the Bride was furiously taking notes
throughout. And when it stopped, there was rather more applause than you mightcexgped Eve
closeted herself with him in another room, exchanging addresses and telephone numbers, and they
were deep in conversation, for the rest of the party. And there was something odd about the whole
thing. There was a sense of something stirringp@ople, as yet out of sight, but familiar and
comforting.

A little while ago, noticing that many older men now had ci@vts and wondering if | still had enough
hair to sustain one, | remembered this day and its weird political resonances. And | wondeareid,
just possible that in our own front room | had witnessed the conception if not the birth, of UKIP?

16 THE ELEVEN PLUS

tKS 9fS@Syb gla GKS . SOKSNDRDa . NR27]1 2 7Fdedtrydd. . NRA (A &
It was supposed to be the means by which children were allocated to schools appropriate to their
abilities, determined by exams in maths and English, and an 1Q test. These were not schools which
were simply better or worse, they were qualitagly different: the grammar schools would be the
natural destination of the children of the middle classes, preparing them for academic, professional,
executive, administrative and similar occupations, roughly the top 20% of the social spectrum. And
the seondary modern schools were created for The Rest, the children dithpenproletariat who
would labour in the fields and factories after receiving a more technical and vocational education. To
call the system Latin vs Metalwork would be an exaggeration. To describe it as thpenfmt
mechanism for the reproduction of the British Cl&stem into the indefinite future would not be.

N s + Qn One of the architects of the system was the most famous

The Cyril Burt Scandal British psychologist of all, Sir Cyril Burt. A conservative, a

reactionary and a eugenicist, Burt believed in the inheritance
of intelligence and itsarrelation with social class. It transpired
that he fabricated the data to support these arguments, and
campaigned for an education system that embodied them.
Thus the British secondary education system was founded
upon a series of lies which relegated Imits of children to
schools which limited their lifeghances. Burt was like
taeoOK2f238Qa | FNRfR {KALIIYySZ 0c
patients Burt simply maimed children by forcing them into his template, constricting their lives with
his ideology. Psycholgghould hang its head in shame at having given birth to him, lionised him and
then lacked the courage to pursue him with the necessary vigour when his data reeked of falsity and
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political biasMany would argue thaBurt was responsible for far more danetp the lives of British
children than Jimmy Savile.

| digress. Passing the Eleven+ should not have been an issue for me: it was made for me. | was a middle
class child, in a good new school, in a comfortable suburb, with supportive educated professional

LI NBydaod tlaaiyd GKS 9ftS@Sy L) dza aKz2dZ R 0SS | F2I
{2YSH6KSNBE Al 6Syild oNRy3I>X (K2dzZa3Kd LIQA AYLIRaairot s
probably in my penultimate year in primary schooltf@srun-up to 11 + approached, the atmosphere
OKI'yaSR® LG 06SOFYS &aSNAR2dza FyYyR Al o6l & Of SIN GKI
how, but it became known to me that my father saw a failure to reach the grammar school as a
catastrophe secondnly to the Holocaust. His background was one of hard educational labour and

the absolute necessity of academic success to pull his own family out of the immigrant underclass; his

need to support younger siblings; the iron discipline which persuaded hatrothmeeting my mother

he could not interrupt his studies and take her out for one single evening before his final exams, 18
months hence.

The other term in the equation was ability: setting my natural modesty aside, | was arguablyojoint T

Gun in my yar, along with Ya scholarly and sicklgokinggirl who wore pink NHS spectacles and

floated along rather than walked, her lightness of being, and frame, making her a poor bet in-an arm
gNBaGt Ay3a O2yiSad oAGK | ¢oRdvaul. Surely. Anf yeRWItR $hQ G LJF &
months to go | began to seriously doubt it; or at least the pressure to succeed and the awful
consequences of failure became so starkly apparent that anxiety began to cloud that reality. What if?

Inthe next few months Igrew 2 £ S Ny G KS NBI f itsyfulylvigcarsl effecisTEvewyl Yy EA S
morning | struggled to eat my breakfast, increagy | felt nauseous, and thdh and | had to change

our route to school from the street to the partgainst the strong possiliif that | was going to throw

up the small breakfast | had managed. | obliged on a daily basis.

So bad was this anxiety that the only logical solution was to ensure my success in the exam by having
SEGNY 021 OKAyYy3 Ay (KS SEIKVNIdzo 23 PERD FI2 NRA KRG RAY
Al odzi SOSNE $SS7T L GNR2LISR 2FF G2 aNB / KAfRQa
and was drilled in 11+ questions, and passively chainked while she lit one from another. The
notionthat 1A K2dz2t R ySSR SEGNI O2F OKAy3 RS&ALAGS | f NBFRe
volumes, but volumes about the near hysterical climate of aspiration around me in my family.

So | passed. Surprise, surprise. My father was delighted, and said igvidwWK £ £ GKS SFF2N
though he never knew what pressure his ambitions and expectations for me had created, nor of my
vomita  NE gy 22dzNySea G2 a0Kz22ftd .dzi L RARyQil 7FSS¢
the ordeal was over. Ahvery determined, that if | ever had kids | would never put them through the

same experience, or myself.

Sometimes | have reflected on this period and wondered where this intolerable pressure came from.

Was it the Jewish tradition of study, and the ndedgain professional qualificatiorswhich would

guarantee a living wherever ariemitism chased you? Was it the immigrant tradition of the next
ASYSNYGA2Y Ffgleéa Y20AyYy3 dz) G6KS fFRRSNJ FNRBY (KS
success and feaf failure was projected onto me, requiring him to drive me away from the abyss of

the secondary modern. Or maybe it was the profound sexism of the 50s which assumed that girls
would get married and breed and so it was boys, the future breadwinners wigetkto excel in their
occupations to bring home the bacon (other foads available). Or perhaps all of these things; but
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somewhere there should be a Governnigfiealth Warning educational pressure can seriously
RFEYF3S @2dzNJ OKAf RCBatlgassedt 6 K ' yR KI LAYy Sa

17 SOUTHGATE, LONDON, N.14

{2dz6K3AF S Rdz06 SR AdGaStT WvdsSSy 27T -redg&f(and 8eNP dza3 K a Q
satisfaction) when there were other convincing candidates for the title and no election or coronation.

There had been a small village in Southgate for ceasufbut it was the extension of the Piccadilly

Line from Finsbury Park in the 30s which brought a building boom, spreadinglstohed dwellings

in every direction and completing the suburbanisation of the whole area. It became another
constituency of Bé 2 S YMeyfdaad. In the 1950s there was really not very much to the place: some
minor historical features , like the stocks at The Cherry Tree, nice parks, a couple of ribbons of shops
of little interest; somewhat halhearted as the West End in all g&amour and variety lay only half an

hour away on the tube. By the tube station there was a large irregular roundabout known as Southgate
Circus. How many generations of children must this have disappointed: they expected wild animals
and acrobats, but Athey got was the 244 bus trundling around on its way to Highlands Hospital. The
only places I liked were the Wimpy Bar, and its foretaste of jazzy, American fast food, the tube station,
a superb art Deco/streamline moderne structure by Charles Holdesuigkbreaking designer of
YEye 2F GKS LINAYS adrdAizya 2y GKS ySig2Nl0 |yR
bar and believed by anyone over 30 to be an orgiastic ffexh

We went there every lunchtime we could escape school unnotiaed,manynights after school. The
sound of the steaming milk machine, the smell of coffee, the condensation running down the misty
windows- screening us from passing teachers or parenend the Everly Brothers thunderous but
LR AIYFYyG [/ | adys®Reddito énd éhdhg Pkelak, as it dominated the charts week after
week; this is the film of my early adolescence. It feels almost as potent in recall as it did at the time.

That was the good part of Southgate, the very tiny good part. But as | gdewlatame to loathe the

place. lIts political colour did not suit me: Sir Beverley Baxter, a Tory grandee, had held the seat for
years with one of the largest Conservative majorities in the country (36,000). Liberals were regarded
_as dangerous revolutiomgs and socialists had to

| wear a bell. But it was not just the overt politics which
irked me, it was the Stepforlike conformity of
culture and of perspective where it was always
assumed that, like us, you must support hanging,
whereas you absolutely wbuRy Qi £ A1 S of I O
example. Back then, Southgate always looked as
though it had recently been ethnically cleansed, in as
routine and matterof-fact a way as those magic
motorised brushes swept the gutter.
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But | suppose, in fairness, it was jusiddie-class, semdetached England, which was composed of
many Southgates, though this one was simply a more refined and distilled version capturing-middle
Of FaaySaa Ay Ada Lz2NBald SaaSyoSo 9aaSyo0S RS {2
It was absolutelyight that it should have a good grammar school, and it lay just off the High Street,

in generous grounds, the buildings formed from an absolutely beautiful Georgian mansion, and some
modern additions which were anything but beautiful. The centrepiecejdbe and the source of the
iconography was a tree, a huge, ancient oak tree which is reputedly mentioned in the Domesday Book,
and definitely had the largest canopy spread of any tree in England. The Minchenden Oak became the
symbol of Minchenden Grammarli$ol, and oakelated material spread its branches into many
aspects of school life, from the logo/badge to the School song: an early example of successful
branding.

Many grammar schools, anxious to underline their difference and superiority to the sagond

moderns, chose to look upwards to their superiors, the public schools, for guidance as to how things
should be done. Minchenden did this with some enthusiasm. And so there was a House system, about

the most meaningless and fatuous way of categorisitagge group of pupils into four smaller groups

GKFG 82dz O2dzZ R SOSNIAYIAAYS 0a2 A4GQa 2RR GKFO aA
to all secondary school problems). There were Speech Days (notable only for the hétocking
embarassment of the pupil whose mother turned up in the most outrageous and inappropriate hat:

child suicide attempts peaked on these occasions); there were Sports Days, excuses for mass
voyeurism as the sunny weather persuaded some Mums to wear a bit lassatas advisable; and

there was The Play, a real treat for the luvvies, but who only got to show off in King Lear, not the West

Sde Story they craved. Fartob 108 F2NJ aAyOKSYRSys> fSiQa 02NB GKS
there was a prefect system folhe anointed with their own common rooms. Strangely, none of the

political pupils (Young Socialists, Youth CND) were made prefects even though some of them were
headed for Oxbridge or other distinctions, the usual criteria for elevation to the schochgeerAs

far as | know the School did not follow any of the public school traditions of flogging, fagging or
buggery. But we did have a School Song, whose melody was about as inspiring as the National Anthem,
though its lyrics far surpassed it.

The SchooBong was a masterpiece. Firstly it centred on oak trees to an excessive extent: real ones,
dead ones, metaphoric ones, an arbour of trees populated its verses. Secondly, it was authentic in the
sense that it came from the heart of the poet/lyricist/librest without being unduly influenced by
his/her brain; thirdly it employed the novel device of rhyme, fortunately, as this was the only clue to
the fact that it was indeed poetry; and finally it was so hilariously bad in every aspect that it reduced
singersand audience to helpless mirth before the second verse was out. This persuaded me to make
it my party-piece, which | performed at many drunken student parties to deafening applause. So, here,
ladies and gentlemen, for your delectation, The Minchenden &ciong.

The oak lives long. Long live the oak!
Scribes wrote it fair in the Domesday Book,
And its fame still lives for to us it gives

The good name of Minchenden, proud be it spoke.
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The oak lives long yet its birth was small, as in\ery premature, low birth weight acorn?)
Books and exams and the straight sped ball,

And the Race and the Play and the viidliéd day

. dzi LINBf dzRSa GKS&asS G2 dKS INBId ¢2NX RQa OF t ¢

The oak lives long, may its branches spread
CINJ 2QSNJ (i KS spe,NI R & K I nb-¢ne inSever §ed me
Through the Seven Seas to the Antipodes 0KNRdzZAKK 2 2dz RYyQi @2dz RNR S

Though the beech be felled and the chestnut dead.

As the oak lives long, long live my song! oh,guh-lease, NO!)
Evil condemned, in the good truth strong, in?(whaddya mean?)
Working brain or hand, by this we stand  working brain? As opposed to comatose/ brain dead?)

LONG LIVE MINCHENDEN! THE OAK LIVE LONG

The scandalous thing tisat had any of us submitted this for homework it would have been returned

with a red line through it on grounds of serial cruelty to the English language, numerous grammatical
SNNENBEZ fSEAOIt O2yFdaAaAzy 0 S ® 3 (wheréSlid thi bSectOand/ QG 6 S
the chestnut pop up from? Are they allegories?), and the uneasy coexistence of-rabbieg

rhetoric and bathos. | could go on, but even one paragraph is more than it deserves.

| went back there recently. The old building stittks beautiful with its curved Georgian bays and that
uncanny eye for proportion those architects maintained. But stroll round the end of the BTECH art
studio (nee Gym) to the rear of the building, and you find that the glorious fields, pitches and wild
place have become a large housing estate which might as well have been a trailer park, so totally
wrong does it look. Shockingly, there is no blue plaque to commemorate my coming last in the 440 on
my first Sports Day, despite having bought spikes forptimpose.

l'YR L KF@S (G2 G4Stf @&2dz dKFd G4KS 211 RAR y2i4 fA@S
permission to fell it to make way for the housing estate. More likely it was surreptitiously poisoned

by the contractors. Or is it possittieat the Oak Who Had Seen Everything, did not want to see any

more?

18 MINCHENDEN: DRAMATIS PERSONAE
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It was a very good school, despite the fact that it seemed to us to be run by a group of eccentrics, at
best, orlunatics and grotesques at worst. There were many ordinary straight teachers, of course, but
also a supporting cast of monsters and one or two perverts who had no business having access to
children. This is just a flavour of those who formed us in our rimygtessionable years.

Dr J.H.Walters the Headmaster, who deserved none of the above epithets. He was an upright
scholarly man, having something of the senior cleric about him. He never raised his voice, ever, but
his quiet authority prevailed everywheréle always wore a very long academic gown which hid his
shoes, so that he had the appearance of a saintly Dalek gliding along the corridor, like a hovercraft. He
once taught me a lesson in charity and humility. | approached him for an Oxfam donation one
Chistmas and he baldly refused. | must have shown my surprise and disappointment for he quietly
explained that every year he and his wife sat down between Christmas and New Year, and worked out
how much money they would need for food and clothing, and tldd treat like the theatre or a

K2f ARF&8X adzodiN}¥ OGSR (GKA&A FNBY KAa alflINBX FyR 3t
@2dz2 GKSNB 62yQl 0S Sy2dzZaK G2 32 NRdzyRé®d® L g1l &
thought charity was smething you did by putting your hand in your pocket when you saw a collector

¢ for a few coins, not a significant share of your income. Wow.

There were some great teachers at Minchend¥RandDRfrom the English Dept stood out because

they were young ath radical and were beginning to catch the mood of the cultural changes that were

taking place at the start of the 60s and to take our side in the conflicts we had with the traditionalists.

Even better, they came on CND demonstrations with us, got arrestedthen cheerfully accepted
GKSANI FILGS a GKSe atrd 2y GKS ylrdzaAKGe OKFANRAR 2dz
But there were also some brilliant traditional teachers, who simply had the gift of instructing,
entertaining and enthusing ddren with their subjectsMiss Kfrom History always put on a good

show through sheer force of personality: imagine a sterner version of Victoria Wood. She had
STF2NItSaa ONRBgoR O2yiNRt 6KAOK &aKS | OKASOSR (KN
teachers should try. | only ever saw her lose it once, and that was down to me. At the end of one term

aKS KFIR |y tye vdsSailArzya aSaaizyo / £t SOGSNI 5407
2dzad alea a5SGSyiGAz2zy¢o

Mr. B:a really nasty piece afork who was my form master in the 6th form. He always wore a khaki

coloured lab coat and he had kind of halbon specs which he peered over: the overall effect was of

a beaver who had become a greengrocer. He had a political stance which viewed theelxajiaph

Fa | /2YYdzyAad NI} 3IZ 6KAOK Aa FAYS a2 f2y3 | a @&2d
| began to wear a CND badge he lost no opportunity to pick on me, insult me and belittle me. This
reached its highest or lowest expressionemhthe time came for us to fill out our UCCA university
application forms. For some reason, instead of him just doling out the forms in class, we had to troop
into the hall then climb the stairs to the stage, ebhg-one, pick up a form from him and go dowre
20KSNJ aARS o011 G2 Ofraad 1I'S OFftfSR Y& yIFYS |y
020KSNJ aAfySNE @2dzQNB (22 addzLlAR G2 3SG G2 ! yA
hy | y2iGKSNI 200 adudelyoltself vary lavwRstaddards f affdSdhEistedtly fail to live
dzLJ { 2 -far koS creser to be original but stunning nonetheless. These days | could probably have

a few grand off him for defamation. What a bastard, the things we put up with fronpéople who

abused their power, and us.

R
?S
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After | got my PhD certificate | thought | might drop in on Mr B and wave it in his fat Capt. Mainwaring
style face. | was denied by this pleasure by his demise, which was disappointing but does demonstrate
the powerof prayer.

Mr. H, on the other hand was a very niseiencemaster and a very good teacher, his only drawback

being that he was a gay frotteurist wio ¢ KSy OANDdz | GAy3 GKS flFo G2 |
pressed himself against you, tickled your danblew in your hair and, saving the best till last, reached

down under the seat of the laboratory stools, inserted his fingers in theoatiand tickled whatever

he couldg which was usually the genital area. And we never said a word, we thought hpistas
SOOSYiNRO® b2¢ KS g2ddZ R 6S Ay LINAR&Z2Y [jdzA O] SNJ (K
Mr W, was an English teacher who in wartime or an accident had lost the lower part of one arm (and
sustained a leg injury causing him to lifngavily). His other major physitaisability was a massive

chip on the shoulder which weighed heavily on him. In summertime he would remove his hook and
associated metal work, roll up his sleeve and expose the stump of his arm, daring anyone to show any
reaction. Then he would walk rounidK S Of  aaNR2Y NBadGAy3a KAa aiddzyLl 2
or less obliging the child to look at it. He was not a campaigner for disability rights, he was a sadist.

He was obsessed with handwriting and his own italic script was beautiful. At guertaeg of the year

KS 2FFSNBR | LINATS (2 GKS LISNER2Y ¢6K2 LINRPRdIZOSR (K
0S0ldzaS L RARYyQl tfA1S KAY FYR NBaSyuSR GKS 0O2SND
a prize for my distinctiveld Yy R2Y &adGef S Y& NBLR2NI &lAR &, 2dz I NB
2F GKAA Aa @&zZdN) KWIRY KBKEG AESENEDT WwnQ F2NJ Yé Sy dAaN

Miss Pwas the Head of Biology. The problem with trying to describe her is that she mas a
extraordinary looking woman, who might well have been cast for a Harry Potter movie, but having
done so been deleted as stretching public credulity too far. | have never seen a human being who
looked more like the stereotype of a witch. She had iron dyay which closely resembled steel wool

that had been teased out of the main bale and tied up with bits of knitting wool. She had the requisite
longish rather pointed nose with a wart/growth/bulbous thing towards the end, with hairs. Many of

her clothes vere knitted: sometimes she knitted during lessons. Now this is the point at which a reader
could be forgiven for thinking the account crosses the line into fiction; unfortunately what follows is
absolutely 100% true, as any Minchenden student can confiiiss P knitted her own bras. Not only

were the knitted straps visible through her fatally filmy blouses, the support and restraint given to a
more than ample bust was minimaglthis in the time when many women wore bras with the rigid

pointy effects of M R2y Yyl Qad® LG gl a y2d t2SGNER Ay az2iAz2y3Z
Maybe | was making some comment to this effect when in her very piescirggchyscratchy voice

she ordered me out of the room. In any event, for some reason she decideil tmd in the next
$SS1Qa Y201 SEFYZ o6& GKS aAYLX S RSOAOS 2F RSRdAzO0
Lz GAy3a +Fy WSQ FFUSNI GKS WLIQ Ay RS@GSt2LIYSydo po2
crime¢ but she did teach me soething about the abuse of power.

My last selection was simply a harmless figure of fun with no hint of evil; she was just a member of
the slightly dotty and deluded tendency, accidental mirth divisidiss Awas the music mistress.
Really she was a Perfoer, an Artiste, a Chanteuse even, bestowing her gifts on Education while
waiting for the call to the stage, an arena far more suitable for her prodigious talents. Within her
bubble was a vision of a prima donna soprano, a rival to the great KathleeerFaino could fill
Albert Hall. The reality was that Miss A could empty it much more easily.
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Occasionally, for no obvious reason, she would treat the school to an unaccompanied solo in
laasSyofed L NBYSYOSNI 2y S LISNF 2 N¥i /0 12 T fad 2 Yy BB
considering them as hard as | could but still not being able to blot out the awful sound of her voice.

{KS O2dzZ RyQl K2ftR | GdzyST akKS 02dzZ RyQi S@Sy f1 @&
gull on the High Seas. Onske decided to dress the part and wore a very filmy pink number which

was more transparent than anyone would wish for, and she scuttled back and forth across the stage,
jumping slightly. And heavily. Presumably the stage directions said skip but thealdgso. Apart

from displacing her pitch even more randomly, the visual aspect was troubling: the garland of paper
flowers in her hand and the one on her head suggested that she was engaged in some kind of floral
hoopla with herself; a bit like those clesr people who can catch peanuts in their mouths in pubs.

Miss A had a round face, more Bridget Jones than Keira Knightley, and so the leafy flomdidssad

was illadvised, as she appeared to be singing through a hedge, or have stuck her head through a

fdzy SNIY £ oNBIFGK®d hT O2dzNBS (GKS WSgAAK 1ARa YAaasSR
bitter resentment grew between them and the rest: why should they get off seatX At the end of

Assembly Dt. I f § SNRA GKS KSI RYI & (YS2NJ &2 dif 2Ry STIMAYSS al NISX (R BIA S
dS0dzf N3 hy (GKA& 200Faixzy KAa GKSYS gFa WAL A&
have given him a preview performance. In the closing prayer, we all devoutly asked God for Autotune

to be invented soon

Miss A genuinely loved music, so it was surprising that she invited our +f@wwied group (trsl.
WolyRQU G2 LXF& 2dzNJ FANRG Lzt AO 3IAT Ay FNRBYy(H 2
managed to impart a soulfulness to the guitar sol& | & KI R S&AO0F LISR ¢KS { Kl R2 g
the simple expedient of playing it at hapeed or less, and pouring all my teenage angst into every

note¢ KSy a23> GKS fGSNYylLragsS €SIFIR 3IFdzAGFNAR&aGT LX &S
Ventures! YR S Of 2aSR ¢ A (MEmbbri&S (A y! (6] KMYyQIKQ LO fal 333 ASQ/ (UNHza
guitar licks. Verses 1 and 2 went like a dream but in the home straight it became a nightmare when |
completely screwed up the guitar flourish in verse 3 and thd& in embarrassing discord. It was a
O NJ ON} aKo la CNIYl1AS 1 26SNR ¢g2dAZ R KIF @S &l A
aSFdt2FF 2y GKAAY WH 2dzi 2F o IAyQld o6FRQ> Iy
comforting until INB I t AASR GKIG 6AGK KSNJ WSFENR aKS LINPOIFOf
have made my debut my swansong and retired from rock stardom then while | was still slightly ahead.

R
R A

19 THE MOMENT

It wasabout 5pm and we had just come out of detention. It had been a long shift because the presiding
teacher was the deputy head, who had Victorian morals and penal instincts as well as shiny stiff collars

from the same era which were making visible inroads ims neck. Worse, it had been him who had
apprehended us and brought us to book, for a major misdemeanour this time. We were not strangers

to the detention system. After all we were third years, that delicious platform for delinquency where

you are no loger overawed by the place and not yet weighed down by studying for G&igkall the

while that heady cocktail of testosterone and adrenaline was bubbling away daring you to push the
SyoSt 21 2F o0FR 0SKI@A2dzNJ 2dzad GKFG tAGOES oAl 7

44



Minchenden hada religious assembly every morning. Our group of 5 or 6, who were neither religious

nor respectful, developed within the generalhyrfinA y 3Ay 3 'y Ayy2@F A BS o6 NbS
acapellag with a difference: rather than six different parts withihg same key, we attempted six
RAFFSNBYG (1Sea FyR 2FiSy az2YS Y2 RXKBAGISHXE2 y SOF YBK
those iNnBENEf 2F o/ ¢ 3 &a2YSdpestivenésghpdd bé §ymrey, we fltBt was2
remarkable that it took them so long to find the source of this discordance and a little disappointing
GKIFIG 6S 6SNBYQl AYy@AGSR (2 LISNF2NY f2y3aARS W2¢
f SO0 dzZNBR RRAMLKIS2 MRENEQ | SIR:Z ¢gK2 fSTd Ad G2 GKS
made it clear that he thought the garrotte was too namgmby for us. Serial detentions until a

simple majority opted to take up holy orders was the solution.

So, after an houor two of copying out sections of The Bible backwards, we were dismissed. As we
walked along the corridor and entered the New Building, and were negotiating the business of kicking
a2YS2ySQa alOkKz22f o613 dzZJ GKS o 2 NJse comiigSbdithe 6 S 0 S
direction of the Hall: it was muffled and distorted, it was rattling glass in doors, it sounded quite
percussive but in there somewhere was music. The nearer we got the more we could distinguish a
repetitive beat, the high notes of a rfaely, and a human voice. We rounded the last corner to the

Hall corridor, and started to run to the first door which had glass panels. There was a revelation, of
biblical proportions: there in our own fusty school hall was A Group. With electric guitads. A

' YLX AFASNEB® tflFe@Ay3d tADGSd | xhappyd KAG LQY 3FA2Ay3A (2

Every night | hope and pra#,dream lover will come my way.

A girl to hold in my arm#ind know the magic of her charms

‘Cause | want (yeaheah, yeahA girl (yeakyeah,yeah) To calkall- all, My ow¢ow ¢cown

Iwannadreamlove{ 2 L R2y Qi KI @S (42 RNBIY [f2ySao )

OK, so the lyrics were the usual rafross, and ambiguous enough to be a kind of verbahdiyping.

But the music, at that very moménvas something like divine. It played your emotions like a slide
guitar, nudged you to tap your feet involuntarily, maybe even dance, and thelip@ssesonated
through your viscera, reaching the parts that other music had not reached. It was a full body
experience.

If that sounds a little exaggerated, then consider the context. We were starved of rock music: we knew

it was happening in the States and we knew about our pale imitations here, but the music was
ghettoised. In 7 days programming there wasyamme pop music show on BBC Radio: Pick of the Pops;
beyond that there might be one or two pop records on request shows like Two Way Family Favourites

¢ a bit of Elvis sandwiched in the middle of 20 midadégeed standards by Edmund Hockridge, Perry
ComoaR | . Syyeé I Aff WwWO2YSRe&Q NBO2NR® b2 wlRAZ wmX
Tunes or Spotify. Ditto on television. It was a desert, and the only oasis which stood outside this system
was Radio Luxembourg. Fabulous 208. dsttmp pop musichrough the evening and into the small

hours. Slight snag: you had to have a small transistor radio to conceal it under the bedclothes from
your parents, so it had a speaker the size of a frozen pea: the reception was often terrible, not
noticeably differem from white noise, and even when it was good it was bad. (Plus you had to put up
gAGK GKS SyRfSaa NBLISOAGAZ2Y -w@rhinglsy@rs Nie anfrafCRaNd | 2 NJ
Method, Keynsham, speltKEY-N-SH-A-M, Bristol).
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So the pure, untaintedainds from these electric instruments, filling the school were quite magical
to us and we were simply thrilled. We realised that this was what we were supposed to hear, supposed
to feel. It was like a partially deaf person suddenly, miraculously, reggieirigct hearing. And so, 6
would-be hard cases, forbidden by the macho code to show each other any emotion, are standing
there, bopping around, smiling at each other, showing glee even, absolutely glorying in this tipping
point, this peak experience in¢éir enjoyment of music.

L R2dzo0 GKFG LQ@S YIylF3aSR G2 02y @Se LINRPLISNI& K2
lifted you onto another plane. Some years ago | had my first (and only) opportunity to drive a Rolls
Royce for a few minutes; &n only describe it as being able to sit down in a very comfortable chair in
an extremely luxurious apartment, only to discover that it had wheels and an engine (barely audible
of course). You get a completely different sensory experience and view ofatié from the smaller
cheaper cars you are used to. The live music we heard in the school hall that day was as different from
Radio Luxembourg, or a coffee bar jeth@x, or a television loudspeaker, as you could imagine, it was
literally the Real Thinghe Rolls not the Mini. Not only that but the guitarist was not some remote
figure on the tv, he was one of us, a siktiimer, with a credible rock voice, and a gleaming white
Fender lookalike guitar which he had made in the Woodwork Room, and we hadassdecorned in

its skeletal stage. It was not that we all wanted to rush off and make gujt@nybody could see that

was beyond us then. It was the fact that this group had brought rock into the realms of DIY for us: we
could have a group, we could rg@nd wecould make that wonderful, blistering, haunting, soulful
sound. And we would, that much was certain. We knew we were a new generation, we knew we had
a kind of mission to kick out the previous ones, make things different and better, and we vitng ge

a vision of a different society, politics and culture; and here in our old familiar school hall, mired in the
traditions, good and bad, of the old society, was the magnificent soundtrack to our cultural revolution.
Bring it on.

And the Deputy Head vggpleased to discover our new enthusiasm for Reverse Biblical Studies, which
saw us complete our tasks and be on our way in half the usual time, every week, just in case there was
a concert to be had down the corridor.

20 NOT THE HIEL CALIFORNIA

In the early 60s, my parents decided that we should go away for Christmas to a hotel, to save my
mother all the work of a Christmas at home, for once. We booked into a hotel on the outskirts of
Oxford, an enormous Victorian pile which magleu wonder what on earth was the source of the
wealth that built it.

After the main journey there was the inevitable circumnavigation of the city while we tried to progress

from the general (Oxford) to the specific (our hotel in Oxford). It was a strhnggh NJ Ay Y& T (
personality that he had to do routfinding entirely on his own, without assistance from map or

person. However much my mother or sister or | managed to spot pertinent-saads, he would be

unable to take this advice unless he hath@ssed them with his own eyes. He only ever heeded maps

when the three other occupants in the car began to mutter about mutiny, planks and sharks. Stopping
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to ask a passeby, likely a knowledgeable local resident with a 20 year acquaintance with the area
was a kind of humiliating defeat bordering on castration.

The hotel was quite impressive, if a little tired. However, even two days can seem quite a long time

when you are not surrounded by your usual props. The television was monopolised ¥\t tH@F $ NER
longterm prisoners. The games room promised much and delivered nothing: a billiard table with no

cues, a tablegennis table with nonet, and a selection of disabled boardngas which had inter

married. Cledo, in exactly the kind of hotel which wasade for a cheesy detective series, offered

2yt e LISOdz AFNI ONAYAYLFf az2fdzixzyay aLa Al GKS Wt
¢KS RINIo2FNR ¢la ySg FyR @OSNEBE OKSIFL) gAO0K | o6dAf
flightless and blunted fairground dart.

Meals were a trial. It was as though they had been delivered by the WVS in one of their vans on
Christmas Eveand#€ Sl 4§ SR S@OSNJ aAyOSo® aé& FFGKSNI gl a NBFRe
5 SQNB LI & Algeruly setailed tdziiim What hey did in prisons to the food of people they

RARY QiU fA1ST FyR KS OKFIy3aSR KAa YAYyR® LGEQA FYIT,
the toilet.

¢tKS K23GSf oO0NROKdzZNBE | RS NI A &S Frentedpyising ksé 6f #he Boydi S NI I A
nightly, to indicate the time of day at which this entertainmérppened rather than the frequency.

Christmas Eve passed without anything resembling conjuring tricks. There was a rumour (though
nothing in print) about somethig on Christmas Night called a Grand Gala. Not even a large apple was
F2NIKO2YAyYy3 tSG Ft2yS GKS aidlr3sS aK2g ¢S KIR adzl
Fd dpodon 2y [/ KNR&GYFra bAIKGE L &dzlllMea S> o6dzi G KI @

There was entertainment on Boxing Night. People gathered in the Dining Room at 8pm, to find it
transformed into a Dining Room plus a Few Lame Decorations. A dancing area had been created by
pushing a few tables back. My father selected one of thesed, perilously near the action. | smelled

danger. But what on earth was | going to do for the whole evening while all the middle aged people

glided round the floor with that ridiculous 1930s film star dreamy faraway look in their eyes? After a
ittewhA £ S a2YS2yS aAYAfSR FyR gl @SR G YS FTNRY {(KS
A0NY y3IS K2g 62YSy 2F Y& LINBydaQ 3ISYySNIidAz2y 41 @€
way my mother used to wave at the camera when my father insisted bnimk y3 & { 2 NB
K2f ARF@¢ SLIAO gA0GK KAa FANRG OAYS OFYSNI® ¢KS yS
Y& LINByGtaz Grt{1Aay3 G2 GKSY® L Oz2dzZ Rydid € ALI NBIFR
and partly because her stet lipstick had been applied by a standard 11 inch paint roller, and so

liberally that it was all over her teeth, making the movement of lips indecipherable. But | knew. Of

course | knew, she was looking in my direction the whole time. ButtheyhddBe8 R YSY (KS@& KI
aFAR aLUQA OSNER yAOS 2F @2dzx odzi KSQa wmnxX OSNE &
would rather put out his own eyes with a blunt chisel than dance with a sad old paedophile lush with

the delusion of aresemblande2 [ I dzZNByYy . I OF ff a®

LyadSIR GKSe& 2dzad alAR dae2dzQR o0SUGSNI Fal KAYéEX
FSYR 2FF GKS [GGSyGAaz2ya 2F WHgaQ Y2UKSNE a0SydaAn
only to adjust the handcuff wbh had appeared on my wrist. There was applause and the floor cleared,

as though we were the star act. With one individual step in my dance repertoire (i.e. forward) it was

hard to see how | was going to move round the dance floor. Anchored, | looketiNp f3 dzA Rl y OS &
AK2g e2dzx asSSUKSINIé¢d L GKSYy FStd | of2¢ G2 GK
went black. To overcome any residual resistance, she had pulled my head to her chest in a rather
percussive way causing an impact betwegnmose and her sternum. Rather like parking a boat, bow
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to the dock, she had expertly parked my face between her breasts in a slot designed for the job as her
breasts were the kind of otturned ones that look as though they may not be talking to eachrothe
This stance was ok except if | wanted to breathe: while a slight inclination of the head in either
direction opened air access for one nostril, it very decidedly closed off the other one.

Embarrassment, humiliation, meR2 gy = O f f A & a udigule émotioRabistaté dekignad A G Q
to make the human body experience everything it can. First the searing heat, comparable to a
crematorium furnace, suffusing every atom, bouncing off the inside of the clothing then rushing to
the face to escape in the fim of heat, colour and sweat. The victim believes his skin is about to split
like aboiled tomato, yet sweat and probably some tears will not be sufficient to extinguish the
inevitable blaze that will break out of the fissure, as when an internal dootdapen in a housére.

No sooner has this calamitous rise in body temperature peaked than it is replaced by an icy cold wave
that engulfs him like m avalancheas though some cruel prankster had tricked him into an ice bucket
challenge inside a weduit. It is intolerable. Paralysis, loss of speech, deep feelings of shame, and the
conviction that vengeance must be visited upon the perpetrators and accomplices; and this trauma is
so total and, well, traumatic, that the feelings can be vividly recaptgreeken reexperienced 55 years

later sitting in the car outside Waitrose in Mill Hill, just thinking about it.

As it happened, there were no samurai swords or Uzis to hand, otherwise there would have been a

OF NY I 3S adzNLJ aaAy3a (Kds {IRNNISANY B OSNISK W& TIYRAEE . ¢
their mirth behind paper napkins. And of course, true to the samurai tradition, the shame and loss of

dignity would have to conclude with my death by my own hand: fkéniaorselff A f £ SG A yedkd L RAF
to my family for seven years after this episode, which | felt eloquently expressed my feelings. | have

now forgiven them for the craven weakness which made them complicit in this crime against their
youngest relative; he who had done nothing to degeity apart from possibly stealing some Easter

egg chocolate when his own had been finished. Several things were learned from this episode: parents

are useless, drunk old ladies are more sexually voracious and brazen than several hen night parties,

and tha although you may think that being hadtibmerged in an oversized Christmas sweater (with
snowflakes and reindeer) at a glamorous Ball affords some kind of protection against sexual predators,

you would be wrong.

21 SHORBTORY

My sister Jacky and | did not suffer from sibling rivalry. This was because it was no contest, there was

no competition, it was dait accompli | had lost, probably before |[Ra 6 SSy 02Ny ® LG 61 &)
of her triumphing in some protracted battle, emerging with a bloodied sword

; - and her foot on my head: | scarcely remember any serious conflict. It was

X more a kind of demographic victory, in which one party was always younger,

shorter, more immature and gemally wimpier, while the other was older,

taller, galloping away in the maturity stakes, able to get round my father, and

FoftS (2 a2YSK2g AIYy2NB Y& LINBYyGaQ ogA:

Ay | gl @& GKIG L RARYQO® bw®ag goingitk SNBE Yo

mention. Yes, she was extremely gelodking from Day 1. She was

modelling knitting patterns when the rest us were merely itching in the
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products. Attractiveness is much prized in our society. Attractive people are treated better, are viewed
as nicer, more intelligent, likely to get better jobs and attract other attractive people, to list a few
common findings. So they do get a good deal, get lots of friends and generally become socially skilful
YR &adz00Saa¥fdzZ o 2KFiQa y2id G2 fA]lSK

ltwasnotd O1 e Qa FldzZ & GKIFIG aKS KFR NI}YGKSNI Y2NB 27F (K
constantly comparing myself with har jealous (I was rather proud of her) was far too busy

comparing myself with my friends, and finding myself wanting inateikey ways. | had started out

on the small side of life and slowly got relatively smaller, so that by the end of Primary School | was
202SO00GA@PSte || O2dzLX S 2F &@8SINA O0SKAYR® LiIQa Ittt ¢
@2 dz2ONB I & &3 RSIOSt 2 LISNE & 2bde@heh they haeSedn domdN® forisévera LIdzNII
years, and nothing has happened, you begin to doubt their truthfulness or evidence. And the dream
GKFG 282dzQff 2yS RI® 0SS cQH¢ fOfl QY R KIAKESS 02SNIASS- T (i8Kk2! dal
G2 NBOSRS® oLY (NMziK L RNBFYSR 2F 0SAy3 | cQT1é 0
Dt 20SUNRGGSNE YR LQOS ySOSN) 62Ny SR 2dzi 6KFid ¢S
theme of my earlyadolescence. It was sufficient to bend me out of shape for several years.

Unfortunately my closest friends at secondary school (AP,RC,RF,PW) towered over me. It never
occurred to me at the time but we must have looked odd as we walked round and roursttioel,

eating our sandwiches at lunchtimes: 3 very tall ones, 1 medium, 1 short, something like the fingers

on a human hand walking towards you. There was one other boy in the class (GS) who was a similar
height to me: but he was allowed to wear Cubarlse so there was no solace there. For some reason,

g2dz OFyQl 0SS aK2NI FyR YIOK2 ¢gKSy @&2dz NS F GSSy
in the adult world, in films and in history. So within the 1950s value system there was no way to
presentoneself as boyfriend material, and other than a few forays at parties, nothing happened. What

did happen though was that precisely because | did not present as a viable boyfriend, girls began to

see me as a friend who could be trusted not to do anythirmgg or unwelcome, someone they could

confide in or get a male perspective from, or just spend time with, without threat or expectation. The

OGN} yatl GAz2zy Aa y2i SEFOG odffir AQ®d SO ANEK | 618 yR2 2R
enjoyed their corpany and learned a lot about girls and women.

Of course, | eventually grew, just enough to feel ok with it. Coincidentally the height I finally reached
6pQyéuv gta Yé& FlIGKSNRa KSAIKGE FyR SEIFOGteée GKS Y
moved up, and due to climb further when current teenage giants are included in the equation.

Does size matter? Well, allegedly not, but while we can be sanguine about it as adults, and a person

can rely upon their personality, sense of humour, accomplishsjestcial skills, funds of experiences

and anecdotes to project an attractive persona, and compensate for their physical shortcomings, that

FAY QG Sl ae ¢gKSyYy @2dz FNB mMod® ¢KSys GKSNB YlI& 0SS |
the simple phygality of the person is the clear, number one attribute on display.

Lack of height is still a disadvantage in adulthood: all else being equal, taller people are seen as more
powerful, more intelligent and more competent than shorter people. It is a kezfact that every

American president in the 20th century was taller than his unsuccessful opponent in the Presidential

9f SOGA2yd ¢KA&A AyOftdzRSa YSyySRe @& bAE2Y Ay wmdc
WgAYYAYyIQ GKS (SYSOKSESRI RRARLGSEAaBSGdSSWE2aAy3aQ
There is a universal preference for the man in a couple to be taller. There could be a variety of

ethological/evolutionary reasons for this, and any of us could make one of thess igpusually the
casewith those theories. As an alternative | submit the K&libsHypothesis: | recently had a date
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with a woman who was a little taller than me. After a very good evening we paused to say goodnight
outside her house. Suddenly there was a dilemma: to kissmjgbtiwas the natural thing, but she

was slightly out of reach, vertically speaking. Should | manoeuvre her into the roadway while |
remained on the kerb, giving me the necessary elevation? Or should | move back onto the first of her
house steps, with theame effect. It is difficult to conceal a collapsible trampoline on a date. Paralysed
with indecision, | missed the chance of doing either as she dipped down slightly to kiss me. She stoops
to concur? Never again, | felt like @Bce more At the other exreme | have to admit that the satlest
girlfriend | ever had (LQ did make me feel almost macho (these things are relative); ironically, instead

of enjoying towering over her, enjoying the feeling, we sperfaia amount of the relationship
horizontally.
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22 THE GUITAR

In the late 1950s there was a rumble from across the Atlantic, like a gathering storm, and within that

'y AyOSaalyids ANNBarAadAofS RNHzYoSFHG fA1S d/20KAY3
it too: Tommy Steele, the chirggockney from Bermondsey, whs now difficult to see as a cutting

edge musical guerrilla, but he certainly horrified the older generation then; the Larry Parnes stable of

Very Angrily Named rockers, like Marty Wilde,yBiury and (presumably tranquilised) Vince Eager;

and of course Our Cliff, who rocked for a while before settling for a more menopausal constituency,

like a comfortable pension, and for eternal youth via healthy living and diet, or possibly prodigious
amouwnts of surgical intervention. He was responsible for dashing my illusions about the purity of the
marketing and PR industries: in an NME profile he claimed to have four dozen pairs of (fluorescent?)

pink socks. But he lived only about half a mile away fusnand by the simple expedient of knocking

out one or two knots in his high wooden fence it was possible to view his entire washing line. This was

full of stagey clothes, and others which were intriguing, but not a single pink sock. Thus do we discover

ouNJ AR2f Qa FSSi 27F Ofleé o0GK2daAK y2i Of20KSR Ay LJ
seemed like a parody, AmDrams compared to the Hollywood, of Elvis, Buddy Holly, The Everly
Brothers, Little Richard and the whole Bubble Gum rock machatertas churning out authentic rock

records by the hundred.

So we listened, tapped our feet, jived, which was gredétut we wanted to make the music. This
NEIljdZANBR G fSIFad 2yS 3JdzAdGrN® b2yS 2F dzEeekKl R GKS
in the school hall. And all of us had the same problem: no money and concerted opposition from our

LI NByida ¢K2 KFEGSR UKS yS¢g YdzaAO: IyR ¢gSNByQd |0
created it. | began a campaign: wear them down. | knewoitild take many months of synchronised
FA1{AYy3X yIFI3I3AAy3 IyR 6S33TAy3 o6L RARYQlH 1y2¢ i (K
and has Never Worked). By Christmas | felt there might be some progress. Dare | hope? There was
indeed a weirdshaped parcel behind the Christmas tree, though a bit small, maybe. Well it was a

guitar! A four string Spanish acoustic guitar with a lot of crevices in it, formerly occupied by mother
of-LJISIF NI Ayfl &z y2g Fdzf 27T Rdahad ofviNBlyYbeahdvaitinl it y (0 & Q
the last twenty years to surprise and delight me. It was actually quite a cute little guitar, viewed from
Y263 odzi GKS FyidiAdKSara 2F 6KFG LQR AYlFIAYSR |y
Fender Stratocastet & Y& Ay adNHzySyd 2F OK2AOST g&Kited LQR :
flamenco guitar discarded by the Brooke Bond Chimps Mariachi Band.

| faked an orgasm of pleasure at the gift. Two weeks later | confessed to my parents that | would rather
dive intoa carcrusher than be seen outside the house in daylight with this guitar.

Brat! On the other hand, Cheapskates! They had been given it for nothing, and not even cleaned it up!
Six months passed and my birthday approached. Did my fatherdkiwal of triumphal look on his

face ¢ from the certainty that he had got it right thitme? Yes! The new guitar was a rather good
looking folk guitar, acceptable in every way except three: the strings were so far above the fingerboard
that a vice would be needed tdgy a note or chord; the machine heads appeared to have been welded
on, so tuning was impossible; there was a split in the front of the instrument which produced the
sound of a bangaw when the strings were struck firmly.
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The next Christmas approacheddatihe world of rock music was surely impatient for my definitive
contribution. In a second hand shop near Warren Street | spotted a beautiful little black Gibson Les

Paul Special Copy, and | fell in love. It was cheap enough for my father to afford (Wwhitkerified

by going through his wallet when he was in the bath). So we went to see it. He dismissed it on the
ANRBdzyRa GKFG A0 GRARYQU 62N)]l ¢ YR Y& RAfTSYYlF 4l
amplifier as well (= expensive and noisy). Weipmmised on a serracoustic Hofner Club 60 which

could be played, after a fashion, without an amp, though I never did. | was very happy, suitably grateful

to my parents and immediately removed all the pins from their wax effigieasamplifier kit, bought

on trust from he small ads, a case made@ (G KS KI yR&YIl y [rdm gvlite, T (G KSN.
F LI NBydtesz yR @SNE -onORyhg S Fabligh NehdNdvaR good taign.S NI/ S R

The only thing was, the guitér 8y Qi @GSNE & S25@ Yatlf [ogA (A y. SNJI5 128%8dR L i
a bit cuddly and cherubic, a little bit like the lone guitars you would see in a Big Band, not the raunchy,

hard edge, solid, aerodynamic rock guitars that | really wanted. So when the Beatles ran out onto the

stage at Shea Stadium and Paul was clutching a Hofner Club 60 bass, the bass version of my very own
3dZAGFNE L (K2dzAKIGI LQR RASR FyR 32yS (G2 KSI@Syo
AO2yA0O St SOGNRO 3IdzA (I NA if ¥he Warld. Prond a sedorid BaBdRshap Q1 K S
2 NNBY {G® C2NI MHnd® . I NBIFIAYSR R2gy o6& Y& Tl iKSNJ
Ye tAGGES IANI (2 LIXIe& Ay KSNI 6KSSt OKIF ANKE¢ NERdziA

L O2dzZ R 32 2y | 62dzi RA T TshnB t6dk lessoak forla Mdile ftofd Po8is K R Z
DFff2X | ¢62yRSNFdzA | 3SAy3 LGIfAlFIY DeéLAe 3Idz2 o6GKI
with Django Reinhardt and his room was papered with sepiasifedtd A O F2NJ G KS &2y 3a
and recorded You had to sit right opposite him, and close, and while he whistled the melody you had

G2 F002YLIye KAYO® CKAA& O2dzf RyQié 62N} Y KS-KIFIR (K
laden, garliestrewn, dogbreath ever, and it was absolutely inryiace, like the wind. | gave up when

| found | was getting anticipatory nausea half way down on the tube, somewhere around Bounds
Green. The big old jazz guitar that he insisted | buy from him quickly went into Exchange and Mart.

My career in the music lminess left few footprints. There was one distinction: because of my growing

political awareness | started to play electric versions of folk songs and protest songs about 4 years
0ST2NB 58fly YR ¢KS . &8NRa WAY(lNBROG2SHBNasiak?A & Ay Y
t23aaAiotex AT AU ¢6layQd F2N I 2-&mhe andibthe@Shion LJ2 2 NJ -
for the small, wimpy, neurotic antiero hadalso arrived 4 years earlieRylan Woody Allenand |

could have wiped the flor with Peter, Paul and Mary.
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23 SNOGBLOG

t KAEALI [FNJAY 6NRGS GKIFIG WaSEda t AyGdSNO2dzZNBES 0S¢
group, but the lower slopes of the learning curve started aroli®@0, when we were 14 and going to

parties which had the sole purpose of mass snogging (and for the braver ones, 50 shades of groping).

L OFly 2yfé NBYSYOSNI 2yS Ay Fyeée RSOGFIATT G wCcQa ¢
and left 20 or sdhormonally eruptive boys and girls to do whatever they wanted. It was good that

GKS8 RAR 0SOFdzaS y202Re& o0dzi YS FLIINBOAIGSR KA& ¢
disliked him chairsmoking rolups. So constant was his habit, with each @ttarheld in exactly the

same position in his mouth (whatever he was domtglking, eating, bathing?) that there was a

nicotine stain curling up his cheek from his mouth to his forehead, like a birthmark.

| suppose the first hour or so was spent playiagords, with only girls dancing in pairs. | could jive

because | had an older sister who would practice on me for hours, after she had broken the dress
making model off its stand. So | dasd with Cheryl Eearning the lifelong hatred of all the blokes in

the room, for breaking male solidarity and basically being a bit of a girl. Suddenly, as though there had
been a prearranged signal, everybody stopped dancing and grabbed a chair and a partner and got
straight into the snogging. | was taken by surpregwas Cheryl, and having both glanced round the
NRE2Y YR &aSSy y20KAy3 o0SGGSNE K22{1SR dzLJ FyR G221
of piling into this chair so clumsily that she wound up sitting down first and me effectively sitting on

her lap. | so hope this is a trick of memory and my desperate need for comedic effect, or | shall feel
completely humiliated, even now.

Two things here: one is that | was still really small at 14, had not had the big growth spurt (yeah, what

did happen tahat?), just a boy, pipey voice, enough spots to join up for a picture, and so on. Whereas

my mates BC (5ft 10, shaved every day, deep voice, body hair like a Real Man) and AP, 6ft, blond
Adonis, looked like a different species to me. Secondly, | wasfcdnp St @ Ay SELISNA Sy OSR.
Fye@dKAY3 Y2NB GKFy | LSOl 2y (G(KS OKSS1:z S@Syo {
required to do it all properly.

¢tKS akK201 ¢6la (2 RA&AO2QOSNI GKIFG Al @ehblihatQandef A { S G K
gentle, lingering stuff (there was no real sex on the cinema screen then, and it was all about romance,
az22y AY WdzyS> GANBAYyAGE 0STF2NB YFINNAIFISSES | yR 0 dz
mine and she silently turned omandustrial grade bagless Dyson hidden in her mouth it was terrifying

¢ and very hard to protest as my lips were disappearing down her throat. | was very grateful to Cheryl

for rescuing me from the sad spotlight when the dancing stopped. But an alligatdd have been

less painful to kiss.

Salvation came in the form of Lesley W who gave me a sweet smile during the half time interval when
people consumed unbelievable amounts of lip balm, tongue splints and swabs, and she joined me in

my chair. This was me like it: she was very petite, probably less than a foot taller than me, and she

gra GASsAY3ad YS aAGlAy3d R26yd L ol a a2 NBfASOGSR
Cheryl and seemed to enjoy the gentle touch that a mangled mouth atldctvewed tongue must

necessarily employ. This must be love. | was ready to propose to her there and then, because she
could kiss properly, and she was very goaoking. That about covers it at 14. What else is there?
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The thing about confessional blogsi & 2 dzZQ@S 3I20 06S LINBLI NBR G2 SYol NI
Lesley and | arranged to meet the following Monday at Oakwood Station which she came through on

GKS mMnt 0dzA® 2Sffx aKS RARYQU aK2gd [ lwinoMd L f S| |
2y GKS (2L FEt22N) 2F (GKS R2dzofS RSO1 SN® LiQa yz2i
in love with me, but feared that our passion would badly affect her studies and her ability to care for

her invalid parents. Yes, that would kiedefinitely.

24 BASHING THE BISHOP

Young readers and people of a prudish disposition may prefer not to read this section. Having read it,
my younger daughter has not yet decided whether to expunge my surnamehfeosnor simply treat

me with the contempt | deserve (no change there, then). | think it is reasonable to argue that if it's
acceptable in the Bible (‘fand he did scatter his seed on stony ground') then it should be OK anywhere.

Someone once said that mashation is preferable to sexual intercourse because you meet a nicer
class of people. Yet it has a bad Press and mention of it is effectiddgtenin most contextsan
illogical and unjusttawCwhich should be brokerlt is mired ifin a dangerousythology (it makes you
deaf/blind/mad/grow hairs on the back of your hand) euphemism (see title) and slang (wank, toss
etc).

So here is a tacit embargo on reference to masturbation in our culture; even in jokes it receives less
airtime than most kinds of seial behaviar, despite the fact that it is fairly harmless (except where,
through an unfortunate choice of location, it becomes potentially dangerous to pabggrhis veto

is strange because most adults will have done it at one time or anetti@ugh with great variation

in frequency (from 'once in a blue moon' to ' every morning during Thought for the Day while my
spouse is downstairs making the tea'). | suppose it is because of shame. The culture has instilled in us
that it is a shameful thing, ardictionaries often define it as 'sedfbuse’. As a young teenager, ignorant

and confused, | spent many hours hurling insults at myself in the mirror, to no effect. Clearly there is
a need for sex education to cover this, but teachers have told me tlaipitecisely this aspect that

they dread the most, even more than describing full penetrative sex, and often omit. Curious. | wonder
if this is because it is something the kids can actually visualise them doing, whereas full sex requires
them to see the tacher as attractive to someone, akin to trying to see Michael Gove as Johnny Depp.
Having spent a lot of time in schools doing research or supervising students | soon learned how to
identify which teacher in the staff room was doing sex education aftemimgrbreak. S/he was the

one whose daily Hobnob was left untouched, had eschewed Nescafé Gold for a quarter bottle of Tesco
Value Brandy and who froze when the bell went, then left the room with the stiff, short steps of a
suicide bomber on a long fuse.

| salute Philip Roth for his brave breaching of the embargo in Portnoy's Complaint (in which
masturbation is the hero's whole raison d'étre) which brought him considerable wealth and fame but
years of vituperation from the elders of the Jewish communityti@nging disgrace to the race. It is

an extraordinarily observant and funny book, with the proviso that you will probably never feel quite
the same about liver and jam jars again. Work it out. One distinguished reviewer wrote: "l would like
to congratulateMr Roth on his achievement, but | don't intend to shake his hand".
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Living in London, albeit in a middle class area, there was an understandingkoie@ohyming slang,

even if it use sounded like poor pronunciation of a foreign language: unnaturatited.sThere can

be no better example of the organic nature of language than the evolution of the verb 'to wank'. In
the 1950s, the expression was ' to have a J.Arthur, (as in J.Arthur Rank, the film distributors, whose
'man with the gong' preceded virtlig every feature film in the cinema). However, by the late 60s,
Harold Wilson's 'white heat of the technological revolution' had forged another term: 'having a
Joddrell’, from Joddrell Bank where the massive radio telescope was sited.

I'm sure there wergnany more intervening ones but I'm guessing that the Banking crisis of 2008 must
have been the most fertile ground for new rhyming slang. Though it doesn't rhyme, 'having an RBS'
has an uncanny goodness of fit, combining abuse of self and others withrafishame.

As schoolboys we smirked and tittered our way through books, nudging each other at any words that
were ankrelated. We delighted in the crucifixion of young, gullible, often female teachers with the
nails these words provided. "Please Misan you recommend any particular kind of bank?" Watch
the colour drain from her face as she realises she has to provide an answer which does not
acknowledge the real thrust of the question NOR provide any further basis for innuendo that will set
off barelysuppressed hysteria amongst the class. They were never so4eyghtand bushy tailed
again, and were probably destined to become one of the hardened harridans whesthaked their

way through every break in the school day and were on-fieshe termswith the family who ran the

off licence Job done.

Perhaps the worst atrocity we visited upon a teacher we saved for the most vulnerable. As | have
argued before, this kind of cruel, unusual and vindictive behaviour is essentially what young boys are

for. The RE masteHoly Joe' MPonald,was a mild and ineffectual man who probably lived with his
Y2U0KSN) S@Sy (K2dzZZ3K &aKS RARyU4ld ySSR t221Ay3 | F4S
man herself. He had a distracted air, as though he weresimpnent silent conversation with God,

only he was straining to hear Him because of all the noise of the Real World, like a bad telephone line.

At an agreed time GS got up and said "Please sir, could we have a mass debate, boys against the girls?"

He reddeed and left the room, which was surprising as it was a-wefth pun, and he should have

learned how to deal with it by then.

I don't think it was that incident which caused him to leave the school at the end of the term; nor the
inflated condom full ofvater that somebody left on his chair for him to sit on; nor even the copies of
Men Only we put in his briefcase, for him or his mother to fidd, | think it was probably when they
chocked up his Morris Minor on four piles of bricks, removed the whewlsalled them all the way
down the school field to the rough area ('The Wilderness') where it really wasn't very easy to find
them.

Lord of the Flies? Amateurs and lightweights.
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25 MY VITAL ROLE IN ANGEERMAN RELATIONS

At the stat of the 60s my father began to get the rewards from the very hard labour he had put in on
his business, which started to do extremely well. After a childhood that was quite straitened, more of
the middle class trappings started to arrive: two new carkfta# firm, a grander house, and foreign
holidays. The first wave of package holidays to the
Costa Brava had begun and we found ourselves in
unspoilt Lloret de Mar, in a brand new hotel, fully

- equipped with flirty waiters and Germans who did
callisthenicgn the early morning and put their towels

on the best sunbeds, before these things became a
cliché. It was wonderful. And for me at 15, topped off

by meeting an older German girl, Ulrike, who | hoped
would induct me into the wonders of love and sex. In
o the end, | had to settle for some fairly moist kissing
and an exchange of promises that we would love each other till the end of time, or Christmas,
whichever was the longer. In the meantime | was comforted when she left before we did by a terribly
sympathetc and rather glamorous middieged English lady, a friend of my parents, who | later
NBIFfA&aSR ¢ a LINRPolofeée FdzRAGAZ2YAY3I F2NJ GKS NRES 2
| was even too thick or too shy to get it when she would manageésial previously unseen regions

of her body via strategic adjustments of her sunbed. Anyway, accidents will happen, and it is
ungentlemanly to refuse a request for a zip, tie or button to be adjusted that a lady cannot reach
easily.

I f NXepte3sOstopped halivay through October. Weirdlg and completely by chance | found

myself in her village about seven years later when a long hiké to Sweden went terribly wrong. |

had fallen asleep in the back of a car, and woken to find the dhiak on top of me, brandishing what

may have been a large Bratwurst very near my face; | was not tempted to snack on it. Fortunately, he
was full of remorse and let me go. | ran away and hid in some woods, until daybreak whend wwalke

the nearest town, NeheinrtHusten, which | remembered from her address, and which was datach

by a large factory, Wolfsbu@a =z ¢ KA OK gl & 't NA{1SQa adaNYyIYSod L |
elicited a certain amount of forelock tugging and featthat doffing. | would love to be able to say

that Ulrike ran towards me, sobbing and smiling simultanequéh her three little boys in tow, all

in coordinated lederhosen, all exhibiting the blonde hair and delicately chiselled features that are the
hallmark of Milner men (though the perhaps a tad more Aryédati, Vat€, | can almost hear them

cry (but I have to point out this would have been a virgin birth on at least two levels).

But the doors were barred and the windows shuttered because, ligethey were on holiday. So |

was left to ponder what might have been, the very considerable wealth | might have married into,
becoming Herr David, Factory Unedanager, theherrapparent, and driving Mercedes for ever after

On the other hand, you havet (1 1S GKS Ll2aAxiAdSa :andldfvhe thiigS & A G dz
Ulrike loved me to do in Spain was to lie by her on the beach, where she could admire my body (she

was very shorsighted and always carried a magnifying glass) and listen to me rebdrtérom

Angeligue andtheKitg Ay Y& 0SSl dziA¥Fdz & LINRYy2dzyOSR o6dzi dzy O:
thinking about what torture that would involve over the span of a marriage if one had learnt German

and actually understood the words.
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26 INNOCENCESNORANCE AND No.10

At the end of the first year of secondary school, my mother was helping me by testing me on my
oA2f 238 NBGAaA2YyT ¢S OFYS (2 (GKS W/ KINFXOGSNRAGA
heard her breathing change, deepemdaa blush rose from her neck to the high ground of her face.

bdzYo SNI mn gFa a¢KS& NBLINRRAZOSéd® {KS adlNISR (2 3
rushed from the morning room in embarrassment. | had begun my induction into the great mysteries

of life and wondered when the next clue would come: possibly in that knotty hole in the apple tree at

the bottom of the garden, or maybe rolled up in an eggp where Easteegg treasure hunts

sometimes began. My school left sex education to the paresgdly my parents left it to the school.

It was the 1950s and nobody wanted to talk about it: insofar as they did it was about making babies

and was clouded in ridiculous euphemisgtbe birds and the bees, the stork and the mulberry bush,

and the highly ¥ 6 A 3 dz2 dza  WHl pebiiiding & Kind 6f £0Y, n&taphoric, féote shorthand

for reproduction, and without any reference to dovamd-dirty adult coupling for sexual pleasure

itself. Heaven forfend.

Nature abhors a vacuum: I filled mine by eringllin the Playground University, otherwise | would be
avoiding lowflying storks for ever. It offered daily seminars on sexual behaviour; very occasionally it
mounted the equivalent of Open University Summer Schools for practicals, in the form of gpoggin
parties. From these | learned that some-18 year old girls snogged with their mouths closed like a
bank vault door; others snogged your tongue and face off with the force of a tornado; girls had breasts,
sort of; they also had knees which gripped tdgst like a vice at the approach of a male hand; and
that | would probably do much better when | was 6 inches taller and my facial spots could no longer
be joined upwith a Biroto resemble Guernica.

Without practical experience or reliable tuition, how wase learn? | knew what the male equipment

gla tA1ST odzi S@Sy GKIG gl a O2yFdzaAy3daed !'G GKS |3
erection. | recoiled in disbelief: a mare would have blushed. How could my mushroom stalk ever grow

into that? At 9 | knew that in sex the male and female sex organs came together somehow, but nothing

else. | supposed that the male organ did what it was;fpeeing-6 dziT 2y 2NJ Ay G(GKS FSYI
fortunate that | was a late developer and therefore nowhear trying this technique with a real

human being.

As for the female body, it was a foreign country, glimpsed dimly from abroad. There was no Page 3,
none of those porn videos like visual aids for myopic gynaecologists, no sexual content anywhere. In
the media there was only Love, a romantic confection of idealised heterosexual relationships between
handsome middle class men and gorgeous virgins who miraculously metamorphosed into blameless
housewives/cooks and mothers, destined to have cleahmodelchildren in the suburbs and live
happily ever after. Bliss, and a model for us all.

However, my friends and | got to hear of a source of pictures of naked women, a discovery far more
significant than Tutankhamun, to us. An expeditionary force faked-aftkool activities as an alibi,

and took the tube to Kings Cross, where an evil little man in a squalid little shop sold us some picture
books of women with no clothes on. These were a revelation, but in each photo the genital area had
been retouched leaviyp them looking exactly like shapindow mannequins, between costumes,
unfurrowed.But we did get to see breasts and nipples in all their astonishing varFieityepisode had

an unfortunate sequel for me. Some weeks later my father appeared at the diabér holding a

L3S FNRBY Yé& 062212 aleé&Ay3da aL adzalilzasS GKAa Aa &2d
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remember. He could be so cruel. What did stirag me achievel ever there were a recipe for trauma
and subsequent sexual problems, it was that, and all for the sake of a bad, belittling joke.

As with many kids, what | eventually learned from my peers horrified me and the notion that this was

what my parents did was frankly laughable. They were not free and easy about nudity. | once walked

AY 2y Y& Y2GKSNJ 2dzad FFUESN aKERRANBY2PSR KSNERONIA
known from her. My father likewise: he went to great lengibf contortion to conceal himself when

using public urinals. He was also borderline OCD about hygiene, and after using the toilet, scrubbed

up halfway up his arms, like a surgeon. So it was just not credible that he would do any of that moist

stuff the phayground experts described, not without a waliit and possibly a snorkel, to be safe.

With no 3D moveable girls available there was no real sex: but a solution was at hand: masturbation.

It was as though Philip Roth and | were separated at birth: his\B®pmnasturbated morning, noon

and night and although | could not match his Olympic feats, | could hold my own and keep my end up.
lcouldQd YI G§OK KA & N Mdokniof wamings aboui dre ardéqdences will deter the

British teenager from m@a G dzND | G Ay 3 F2NJ aSEdzh £ NBESIaST Al Ydz&
sport and yet is never ever mentioned.

The tentative steps towards real sex became codified around the age of 14 or 15. British teenagers
RS@PSt 2LISR (KS & ¢S ydofsélfassassmant meashre @ frogeess towards ulysex,
I 3IN) Rdzr iSR aO0ltS 2F | OKAS@SYSyido CKAE& YIe yz2i

1) Holding hands  2) kissing  3) French kissing 4) updtaind on  5) upstairg hand
under bra 6) downstaikshand on 7) downstairsunder knickers) 8) heavy petting (as far as |
remember, this had nothing to do with cute puppies or baby lambs) 9) with (condom) 10) without.
The stunning irresponsibility of locating.10 as the longefbr peak of sexual experience, before the
pill, shows the true danger of leaving ignorance to fester, without sex education.

The schema was crude; and sexist, like the society, but it was a road map, a route through the
confusion andgnorance our parents and schools had dumped us in. Cinemas resounded to the sound

2F o02&a O2dzydAy3a 2dzi f2dzR® ! YR AF &2dz ¢6Syid Ayh?2
no-one believed you anyway.

At 17 | reached number 9, with my firgal girlfriend. An opportunity came when her mother went

out in the afternoon. It was dire: full of ardour and emotigmoo full probably¢ but the shortage of

time and the illicit venue piled on the pressure. Little or no foreplay, or even talk (boysduagkears

and years of talking with girls, but no sex; now we wanted sex without talk. Urgently) | think | managed
G2 LRadlLRyS Y& 2NHIFayY dzyaAft LOR 328G Y& Of20KS
RSt AGSNBR KAA FlLY2@8aA LI 5YS 61 2adORdA ROSEKBEAGSR Y
KIS NBLX ASR af2dzae f20SNK {2dzyRa fA1S YINIGK2y
0S0OIFdzaS L LIN}OGAOS I t20 2y Y& 24y dé b2 L YAZ

a
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27 THE ANGELS

Early in 1963 love blossomed; more exactly, the green shoots thrust their way through the John Innes
compost, and with the watering and fertilising my romantic imagination lavished on it, a fragile plant

was born. She (FA) was in my class, one of thre@fdei f & ONARIKG aAo6fAy3Iasz Ay
star turn, for they were all clearly headed for Oxbridge.

L R2Yy Qi NBYSYOSNI K2g Al KILWSYSR® L R2 NBYSYOSNJ
CNASYRaQ aSSiGAy3a | 2dza Sy afev ménthy/afd¢ i@ Quba Clisksfah évent. i & |
which had done wonders for CND recruitment, and persuaded me to get involved. So | turned up and
immediately realised that | had offended against the dress code. The entire group were dressed in
various shadg of black (occasionally relieved by blue denim, displaying a questionable frivolity),
whereas | had put on a horrendous mohair sweater my mother had knitted me, over a light blue polo

shirt. Suddenly | felt like Liberace.

F kindly ignored the clarion clasf cultures | had introduced and took me round to meet people which

was considerate but begged the question of what do you say to each stranger in each momentary
encounter. It was awkward and | resolved to ask The Queen about it next time | saw heneThado
NEYSYOSNI Oft SINI & ¢gla GKS Y2NB RAFFAOdAAZ G FT2NJ C ¢
GAOK KAYQ 6A0GK2dzi AG oSAy3a Fid Fff Of SINJ g6KSGKSNJI
gone to the meeting for sincere CND reasong; bhad also felt that if going out with F was also,

possibly, on the agenda, then it would be churlish to refuse, just because | was now about to be a
serious political person. What is more, even though my experience of young women was well below

nil, Iwas getting a strong impression that F was similarly minded. One day | may write a little memaoir
lo2dzi GKA& SydirdfSR wt2fAdArAda 9 {SEY Y& FANRG . h
jdzSaGA2y > L O2dzZ Ry Qi KSfahdagedvl dpeadiigovdr hisffdceNaN@iahA y 3 2
an alarming rate that it might sweep over his forehead and disturb his partilegpite the Brylcreem

patina. Hands were shaken too tightly, razor smiles flashed, and something between a grunt and a
cough exchaged in lieu of words. David Attenborough films of stags and lions fighting flashed before

me, and | was relieved to see he was no bigger than me. | pulled myself up to my full height (figuratively
speaking) and we moved on. | noticed that F had gentlgrtaky arm. Only to symbolically guide me,

2F O2dzNAST o0dziX W gl a @FyljdzAaKSRE LQR 328 GKS f
In fairness, | should say that JC got the last laugh, not only did he turn out to be a really nice guy but

he is now a famous and brilliant novelist, whereas | am writing thisisétflgent rubbish for you lot.

CQa FlLYAfez GKS 1'y3aStaz gSNB O2YLX SiSte F2NBAAY
Authority, almost certainly Conservative by upbringifancestors in the Church, good public school),

kindly, not authoritarian, reserved, tolerant, a Good Man. Mum (H) was a German Jewish refugee who,

with her mother Mutti, had escaped the camps. She had three children and her mother and husband

to look afeer and was an incredibly industrious and inventive housewife who stretched their modest
income to the limit to fill the six mouths. She would walk miles to save pennies on instant coffee. They
were a politically committed family (except G who had to beliigal because of his position in the

Local Authority) who were the mainstays of the local Labour Party, Young Socialists and CND, and their
house was constantly the venue for meetings.

For me, at 17, they were perfect, not just because of their polititsbecause they were influencing
YS 2y &2 Ylyeé FTNRyday fAGSNI GdzNBxX NI GKSFOINBZ
harshly judged as bourgeois, consumerist, largely uncultured, politically ok in principle, but with no
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actual practicehostile to CND, and still, still unwilling to acknowledge my having grown up and treat

me anything like an adult. My parents grew rather perturbed, understandably, at this cultural
kidnapping of their son. But of course the hostage was running into éypdivfast as he could. | loved

the Angels and | was immensely grateful for everything they showed me, and | think they were very
F2yR 2F YSI (K2dza3K L &adzalLISOGSR GKFG GKS@& (K2dzaK{
were right. | still hadjuite a long way to go before it would be clear what | could achieve, professionally

and as a person, and very little hint of it apparent then. | was rstihier quiet, fairly shy and

unassertive, and doing only averagely well academically.

The last time | spent with them was a holiday in North Wales in which we divided the time between

the seaside in a lovely little village outside Porthmadog, Bpidlest (where they had rented a house),

FYR GKS Y2dzyil Aya | yR Gidther®avasa ¥eryfpofd@nglithedfrddknder CQ& 2
and wanted to attempt the more severe climbs, but he took time out to coach me in the fundamentals

of climbing, and after | had shown a basic aptitude, would take me on climbs which a novice would

never normdly attempt; but the combination of his expert modg-move tuition, and my neviound

Yugoslavian strength (see #2&8dranska Magistrala) meant that when necessary | could haul my whole
body-weight up from a single hanlold. It was a fantastic experienceé2 NJ 6 KA OK L Qf f | f & i
to D, and it was another brick in the wall of manhood. In folikabing you learn a lot about fear
management. One thing yolearn is that conquering fear is more of an achievement and more
courageous than not having feir the first place.

F & | parted within a few weeks of starting University; it was no surprise as we had split and gone back
a couple of times before. The last time | saw her was agonising: | was passing through Southgate tube
station with a new girlfried, engrossed in conversation. F was standing at the top of the escalator,
waiting for someone, but in a hunched, resigned way. It transpired that brother D had just been killed,
climbing in the Dolomites with a legexperienced friend. The family was daight, D was so loved.

In addition to his many kindnesses to me and

the good times we had in Kosovo, Wales,
Aldermaston, Southgate and Cambridge, there

is a recollection which sums up his courage,
commitment, his passion and his humoute

and another udergraduate scaled the twin
G26SNR 2F YAy3dQa /2ftftS3Ss
F Wt SFOS Ay +#ASGYylFYQ 0l yyS
The pictures were splashed across the national

Press. D gave an anonymous interview to the local paper complaining bitterly that thestat® of

the masonry made it dangerous and unsuitable for climbing. Bless him.

PEACEINVETNAM.
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