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The Accused, when in Leicester, maintained his former contacts and at his chess club and the Wyggeston School.   He would ride round summoning chessplayers for matches - including another young Wyggestonian weekend footballist, Paul Nutt, who lived on the Ayres Monsell estate.  After one visit to the Wyggeston School he emerged from the North drive pushing a bicycle wearing indeed no school blazer - but Mr Mackley,   a youthful Maths and Sports teacher who was accident prone vis  a via the Accused was standing at the end of  the drive and snapped ‘Put on your school cap, Graf !’.   The Accused informed him that he had left the school - which Mr Mackley insisted was an embarrassment to him - though the Accused was surprised that it should be so.   It was just an explicable event.   The school had ceded territory to the university and in return was to get new buildings which rapidly arose.   The originally intended wing however was not built but instead more of  a modern glass palace with a bridge over the drive.  The swimming bath in line with modern progress was filled in.   The school was now to have language ‘laboratories’ and mathematics laboratories on the walls of which were displayed the graphs which the Accused had drawn in l957.  The Accused would meet Jeremy Baker while he was walking or cycling home or back to school during the dinner hour and accompany him to his destination.   Tony Wayne came to Briarwood for coaching for his exams.   Nick Stewart now had moved to Bedford and attended Bedford Modern School, a mixed State and Public School - which the Accused occasionally visited when passing through Bedford on his bicycle.  Mick Miller and Malcolm Hartwell still visited Briarwood and played tennis

There was a routine where the Accused, when in Leicester, met Mick Stokes and sometimes also Kingsley Harmer to discuss chess club politics at Scotney’s corner, outside Christopher Scotney’s School Outfitters in the centre of  town, beneath one of  Mr Levy’s casinos.   They regularly departed to the Accused’s favourite pub, the Dixie Arms (since demolished and replaced by the Dixie Arms).  According to Garth Pratt the council discussed every year a proposal that the Dixie Arms be demolished.  Everyone wholeheartedly approved until the Chief Constable (Robert, later Sir Robert, Mark) informed them that they must not demolish the Dixie Arms because if  they did so the police would not know where to find the criminals.   Mick Stokes liked playing darts - which enabled him to perform rapid arithmetical computations - too rapidly for the Accused to keep up!   The Accused had been educated in darts by an expert at the Red Cow in Cambridge whose techique was to throw the darts with great speed so that he would be aiming direct at treble twenty, the usual destination of  his arrows, instead of  the darts traversing a parabolic curve.   Although the Accused imitated that when throwing right handed he may have been more accurate when throwing with the left hand in a more orthodox manner - though he was still impeded by his ophthalmic reliability - or at any rate, it took a very long time for him to get his eye in.  But his performance was mediocre whatever method he used.   Also when being cajoled into playing billiards his main concern was coping with his eyesight while helpful friends were trying to tell him how to hold the cue (advice which he ignored).   At Cambridge, too, he was forever conscious of  his shortsightedness and also of  what he supposed was ugliness induced by his being compelled to wear spectacles continuously.   Although he could not see clearly without spectacles he hoped to strengthen the presumably weakened eye muscles by throwing darts at a board in the college junior common room (without spectacles) and on Parker’s Piece (a Cambridge park) would, without spectacles, throw sharply sharpened scalpels into the air and catch them by the handles as they descended.   The Accused was in the habit of  staying late in the college building before cycling  back to his lodgings in Cherry Hinton.   Ken Lund, who lived nearby, shared this habit.   On one occasion Mr Lund grabbed the Accused’s glasses (he obtained a new pair every year and had reverted to wire lenses but now removed the plastic covering)  and bounded into the main quadrangle expecting the Accused to pursue.   The Accused, however, had impeded vision, had to take his time descending the steps and even on flat ground could not run at full speed because of  the difficulty in orientating himself and keeping balance.   The Accused therefore felt himself greatly humiliated.   Although it may not have been, in the Accused’s case, obvious to other people, the severely shortsighted are seldom seen in public,  play a diminished part in the world and have to walk in continuous fear because they cannot defend themselves against assault or violence (and cannot afford the expense of  replacing spectacles).    It becomes necessary to compensate and pretend to hide this continuous anxiety.   The Accused had the compensatory advantages of  rapid reflexes and of  being able to run at a speed which no one else could emulate and even was more adventurous and less fearsome than his contemporaries - but he nevertheless had to be calculating continuously to ensure his safety. The Accused regularly went swimming in the Cam, the Council swimming bath and the (open air) University swimming bath, showing off his usual trick of  swimming three or four lengths under water.       

Stories about Cambridge University usually refer to the proctors and the punts.   The proctors supposedly roam the town accompanied by bulldogs (college servants who are temporally seconded to this duty) to ensure that all students wear gowns.   Courageous and athletic sportsmen supposedly are unable, by exerting all their evasive powers, to escape this dedicated pack of  hunters.   Unfortunately not.   The Accused, in town without a gown, did on one occasion espy a proctor with two bulldogs.   They immediately vanished round a corner.   However, soon thereafter, the Accused found a proctor and two bulldogs standing directly in front of  him (outside the Red Cow, on Petty Curry).  “Are you a member of  this university?”, asked the Proctor, unable to contain his mirth.   The Accused confessed he was.  Probably he could have safely said he was not.   The Proctor then apologized profusely.   He had done everything he could to keep out of  the Accused’s way.   The Accused, however, had walked straight into them, an accident that was on both sides unintentional.   It was the Proctor’s obligation, he apologised again, to dish out a   ticket declaring liability to the compulsory fine of  three shillings and eight pence.   He could deliver the sum to him on a later occasion in his office.  Where was this office, asked the Accused.   The Proctor, a venerable Nobel Prize winning Professor of  Physics, was somewhat surprised that the Accused should wish to know this or should have any intention of  paying the fine - even though one of  Bulldogs worked at St Cath’s College and knew the Accused, for which reason the Accused might be reluctant to give a false name.    The Accused later paid his fine, with the Professor again profusely apologising and assuring the Accused that he had done all possible to avoid catching him.    Nor was the Accused’s time at Cambridge a glorious era of  being entertained by beauteous young ladies at May Balls and in punts.    There is a fee for hiring punts.    The Accused was occasionally invited by other science students at the college to join them on a punt and he even propelled the boat by wielding the stick.   This caused his comerades anxiety since they supposed that he showed so little cause for concern in his technique of  propulsion that he might fall into the water - though the Accused did not fall into the water and would not have been worried had he done so.   Indeed, he regularly would leave the boat deliberately for an exploratory swim.    But travelling in punts did constitute a major aspect of  the Accused’s career.  Cambridge students did not have a very entertaining time.

The Accused had no dealings with Julian Branston who was now reading Law at Queens’ College (at the back of  St Catharine’s) after being awarded a scholarship in mathematics.   He encountered David Thompson once.   The Accused neglected his duties as secretary of  he Phrontisterionists - He was short of  time.   Nevertheless David read a paper on economics (which he was studying at Cambridge).  Whoever organised this, it would not have been the Accused.  Most likely it would have been Geoffrey Webb, who was reading Classics at Oxford.   The Accused did not suppose he had any knowledge of  economic theory (actually he had picked it up from his mother, who studied economics) but nevertheless liked the sound of  his own voice and imagined that everyone else did.  So he monopolised the discussion with his supposed demolition of the principles of  economic theory.  It was not just that he was self-opinionated, however.   He felt that orthodox economic theory was dangerous and took a view of  what was desirable and of  what was undesirable that was inconsistent with the long term survival of the human race (as well as being  directed against impoverished intellectuals such as himself and favouring zombified persons who pushed buttons).  Economics has been defined as the study of  the short and long term provision of  what is needed - but there is a tendency to suppose that it is the study of  ‘wealth’, a term whose meaning becomes, on objective observation, mysterious!

The Accused was a biologist, brought up in the countryside and educated by a mother whose ancestors were farmers.   He therefore did not envisage an economic theory that applied only to humans.   To the Accused a beehive was a place in which inhabitants lived - and so was an antheap, Buckingham Palace or Manchester.   A bicycle carried a human from Cambridge to Newcastle, and so did a pair of  shoes, a bus, a train or  a Rolls Royce.   It did so if  he was using it, irrespective of  whether it was his private property.   If a man had three beds, he could only sleep in one of  them at a time.   To the zoologist a colony of  termites is not wealthier than a colony of  ants or a colony of  Africans living in the sun or a colony of  Mancunians living a rich smoky city.   A snail’s shell is a snail’s shell whether it is cheap chalk or whether it is gold plated.     So as far as biologists are concerned animals need food, shelter and a reasonable chance of  survival and reproduction.   Human beings, who have a more introspective view of  their own lives, require security, happiness and friendship or to belong to a community or family.   Economists put differing values onto objects or operations which are equivalent, though they may be part of  a different social system or structure.    They are apt to think in terms of  appearances which have no objective reality outside the minds of  human beings instead of  thinking in terms of  functions, objectives (or needs)  or machinery.

Economists suppose that human beings, through ‘work’, create wealth.   This was untrue, claimed the Accused.    A lion might suppose he is creating wealth when he eats an antelope.   Franz Kaffka wrote the autobiography of  a dog  which supposed that it produced the food that came down from the sky by the ‘work’ of  standing on its haunches, waving its front paws and whining.  Wealth was provided by the earth and the sun.   The sun replenished - replaced energy that had escaped from the earth or its impingent energy maintained an equilibrium in which plants and animals could survive.   But it was also responsible for the ‘creation’ of  wealth - which was due entirely to photosynthesis, the conversion by plants, through absorption of  sunlight,  of  carbon dioxide to complex organic compounds that provided food and also fuel which released the energy that drove machinery.   Humans did not create but used up.  The amount of work performed was not a valid measure of  wealth - though it was a measure of  waste.   The emphasis on work was a justification for a social system which was wasteful and allocated privilege or the right of survival to social classes which depended more on force on gangsterism than work or virtue.   If  work was really the measure of  worth and rights to the economic cake were determined by ‘production’, then the money should be paid to the machines and not to the people who pulled the handles.   If  the machines did not then need the money, it or the available wealth or necessities should be distributed by the machines to all.   It was not justifiable to create a high expenditure economy that permitted only the button-pushers to survive.   Since it was machines which produced the modern tendency was to convert people into machines and to permit only the most mechanised to survive - which was inconsistent with long-term evolution or survival.    The system depended on obsolescence - on waste - and that so that the robots could be paid or could survive it was necessary for necessities and the means of survival to be taken from other people in this country or from people outside the industrialised world.    It was a mistake also to equate wealth with price or money.   Prices depended on psychology and ideology - mistaken psychology and ideology - rather than essential principles of  economics and value.   The identification of  wealth with money led to people being deprived of  essentials in pursuit of  illusionary wealth - obsolescence and  appearances.   Such measures as the gross national product were measures not of  increasing wealth but of  waste - of  increasing deprivation.    The ideal was not to increase the Gross National Product but to minimise it while maintaining an adequate standard of  living for all - one based on necessities and not status and appearances.    What was produced should be preserved, minimising the necessity for further work.   A system of waste and unnecessary work was being promoted because the factories and the whole industrial system were misorganised to depend on this continuous unnecessary work and waste - the effort was not for the robots but existed to keep the robots occupied in a world of  deprivation, a world in which fear, deprivation or the threat of  deprivation was systematically cultivated to provide a motivation for the unnecessary work.

It is not recorded what the Accused spouted, but it was something on these lines.   David Thompson dismissed the Accused’s speeches with one word.  All he had said was ‘obvious’.   It has not however been so to the great consensus of  economists.    Views similar to the Accused’s were being promulgated, attemptedly, by the American maverick, J.K.Galbraith.   They are now identified with the ‘Greens’ or ‘Ecologists’ and the Ayatollahs in the Middle East lick their chops as the Western economic system continuously runs into trouble because of  its misconceptions (though, to date, it has blundered along very successfully, nevertheless, though increases of  wealth always accompany increasing and unpropagandised poverty, exclusion and economic euthanasia).   The Cambridge school out to have been discounted mavericks in the world of  economics - as has Cambridge thinking in everything else.   The intellectual Roman Catholic and well intentioned Cambridge economist, Norman Lamont, who perhaps in those days was not such an elevated scholar as David Thomson,  was to become entrammelled in the world of  politics and the use of  economic theory to provide bread and circuses, to anaesthesise and curry favour with the slaves rather than as a blueprint for survival.  

It would not be true however that the Accused was not entirely a monetarist.   Mick Stokes and Kingsley Harmer played gambling card games (in a small way).   The Accused had little time for such games.  In his view they were a form of  cheating or robbery where the stronger party determined what would be the rules and changed them as play proceeded or according to outcome.    However, the Accused had discovered that it was possible to exert a surreptitious control over the game by  regulating the money supply or  the denomination of  available coinage.  Monetarist theories provide a short term view on the operation of  markets but reality eventually intervenes. 

The other immediate school contemporary of  the Accused (besides Branston and Thomson) was Michael Lord, who was scholar in physics at Jesus College.   The Accused saw rather more of  Lord.   He was surprised that Lord should wish to see him, but nevertheless called at his college room regularly.   To reach Jesus College it was convenient to traverse a park called Jesus Green.   Immediately prior to reaching the Green there was a pub which sold dozens of  types of cider.   This included their own ultra strong four pence a pint vintage cider in which the Accused occasionally partook (he never touched malt alcohols, that is to say, beer or vinegar..well, vinegar sometimes, if sold as vinegar).  On the Green itself there was what the Accused was to learn in later years was called a ‘cottage’ (and looked like one), a small building erected to give the artistic community the opportunity of  mutual masturbation.   Famous individuals within the entertainment industry were there to be espied (as was usual in the environs of  such edifices) - but the Accused was more deterred by their lack of  attractions than inspired by their fame and traverse this part of  the park rapidly with pack of  foxhounds vainly in pursuit.   This was somewhat cruel to the middle aged and famous, who are not greatly appreciated.   Mr Lord introduced the Accused to the Cavendish Laboratory, where dozens of  electron microscopes were poised on every corridor, to the university’s ‘observatory’ - a telescope through which the Accused at least learnt to recognise the planet Saturn and the University’s  radiotelescope,  a great field covered with chickenwire.

Malcolm Hartwell however was to be victim of  his own three years earlier prophesy.   It is not clearly recorded whether this occurred during the Easter holidays or  the Summer Holidays.   It seems more likely that it was the summer.   On the day the Accused arrived back from Cambridge he was near the back fence which ran along Avenue Road when Hartwell arrived at the other side of  the fence.  Hartwell, who was in excellent health, reported that he had aroused maternal anxiety.   This is because one afternoon he had bought a day return ticket to London, had visited the West End and had returned home around seven o’ clock the same evening.   The reason for this performance, Malcolm said, was sexual deprivation, though the Accused did not inquire further.   The West End of  London was famous for its women.  The Accused privately felt that if a youth decides to run away from home it is unwise to return immediately.   Hartwell-mum’s anxieties, Malcolm averred, surrounded two fairy tales.   On his return he had been crossing the road and some person had pulled him back, convinced that Malcolm was in danger of  wandering into traffic.  Malcolm said there was no such danger.   Do-gooders do occasionally meddle to prevent others from crossing the road under such circumstances.   The Accused timed his road crossings finely and perhaps Hartwell imitated him.   However, this man then reported the incident to Hartwell-mum who was convinced that Hartwell had tried to commit suicide!   The second anxiety was that Hartwell-mum had searched a matchbox in Malcolm’s clothing and had supposed she had found a black pellet which might be cannabis.   Hartwell said that he had no cannabis in the matchbox, unless someone had slipped some in without his knowledge.   Hartwell-mum had handed this matchbox to the police who supposedly had sent the contents for analysis which, supposedly, had revealed the presence of  cannabis.

Mrs Hartwell may have been influenced by British Medical Association pamphlets which fanned maternal anxieties, focussing on the behaviour of  young people harassed by their mothers and claiming it was diagnostic of  various forms of  degeneracy.    This was an old medic tradition and part of  the medics’ class war, focussing onto children of  above average intelligence and particularly those not of  their own social class.   In the l960s BMA pamphlets trotted out the standard spiel in relation to suspected drug addiction.   Contrary to Press propaganda, no drugs were then taken by young people other than perhaps rich debutantes.  Nobody in Leicester indulged in cannabis and neither did Hartwell smoke cannabis nor did he know anyone who did so.   This espionage and reporting to the police was recommended to mothers in B.M.A, pamphlets.   The Accused, being well-educated in the sciences, knew that ‘expert evidence’ with which suspected criminals were confronted was spurious.   It was a means of  eliciting confessions.   The naive suspect would think that he had been irretrievably found out and plead guilty.   It was however also becoming traditional for spurious expert evidence which was misinterpreted to be produced in court cases and to be the basis of  many miscarriages of  justice.   Lawyers had no scientific training (not many did) and did not know what it was that these tests, if anything, determined.   The Accused did not comment on the supposed ‘analysis’ of  the alleged pellet.   The Cannabis plant in those days grew wild in Leicestershire but it is unlikely that any Leicester policeman would ever have seen a  specimen of  cannabis, be familiar with its odour when smoked or be familiar with its effects.   They were thus not in a position to administer the suspect substance, if any, to a police cadet and observe the effects.   As the Accused understood it, there were two methods of  tackling the problem of  detecting cannabis by analysis - biological assay and X-ray diffraction.   The X-ray method could be performed only at Cambridge University.  Analysis of  suspected cannabis had a low priority and a large fee could be expected to be charged - more than the Chief Constable would be prepared to sanction.   Biological assay consists of  observing the effects of  administering the suspect substance to living or dead animals, to animal tissues or plant tissues.   The Accused was not aware of  any standard procedure, but it would have been possible to devise such procedures.   So, in the Accused’s view, the police were bluffing, trying to get a confession.   The Accused, however, made no comment.   He felt he could easily deal with this problem.   He had behaved too impersonally with Hartwell in the past ..but he could defer discussion.   Hartwell would, no doubt, drop in over the weekend.

However, on the following Saturday, Hartwell-mum arrived at the door.   The Accused answered it and Mrs Hartwell began informing the Accused that he had had a reputation at the Wyggeston School for understanding ‘psychology’ and Malcolm had recommended she consult him.   In particular, she said, she had been told that she was too fussy, that she gave Malcolm insufficient freedom.   There was some truth in that allegation.   Malcolm and the Accused, for instance, had contemplated going on a camping holiday and Mrs Hartwell had come up with the idea that a chaperone should accompany them!   The Accused was used to this sort of  approach from parents of  young friends (particularly those with no brothers or sisters) and of   being urged by them to pay more attention to their sons (who supposedly had great admiration for the Accused).   It may not be clear what might be the reason for such requests - but that is not relevant.   However, before the Accused could say anything,  Accused-mum arrived at the door flapping.  What was going on, she inquired and wailed in a panic.  “I have come to see Roland”, explained Hartwell-mum.  Accused-mum appeared however not to hear this and went on flapping, wailing “What is going on?” while Hartwell-mum and the Accused tried, in vain, to explain to Accused-mum that they were engaged in private conversation.

Then Accused-dad arrived.   Accused-mum continued to flap and wail with incomprehension.  “This lady had come to consult you!”,  announced Accused-dad.   This type of  misinformation, intended to boost Accused-mum’s self-confidence or self-image, was not atypical of  Accused-dad.   It was also not atypical of  Accused-mum to swallow this unlikely story.   It seems from Accused-mum’s l990s accounts of  the incident that she supposed that Mrs Hartwell had called because Accused-mum had a Certificate in Social Work and she supposed also that Accused-dad had arranged this.   She was not aware of  ever having met Malcolm Hartwell, before or after this event (though she had met him several times when he had come to Briarwood to see the Accused).   She also did not know that Hartwell attended Wyggeston, was acquainted with the Accused and was a member of  his chess club.  In fact, she claims to have been unaware he had a chess club,  transmogrifying his chess activities into various delusions.

The outcome was that Accused-mum dragged Hartwell-mum into the front room (the dining room) and the Accused was banished.   He did however later pop in to discover Accused-mum sitting on one side of  the large oak table in social worker mode,  with a pencil carefully laid out in front of  her.  Hartwell-mum was sitting on the other side and wailing “I came to see Roland!  I came to see Roland!”.   This Accused-mum did not hear.   She was reciting the Laws of  Bowlby.   Mrs Hartwell had come to see Roland, explained Accused-mum, because she had been told that she was too fussy and allowing Malcolm to little freedom.

“You must never give in!”,  Accussed-mum recited the Bowlby Law by rote, “Parents are tempted to give in.   It is very easy to be seduced by the child’s distress or its appealing eyes.  But you must never give in!  Parents are older, more experienced and know better!   If  the parent gives in then the child in later years will not thank her!”.   The Accused felt that children in later years are highly unlikely to thank their parents, whatever the merits of  the situation!   Accused-mum advised Hartwell-mum to consult a psychiatrist.   It may sound to the reader as if  Accused-mum assumed that Malcolm was a young child rather than a young adult.   How she envisaged Malcolm is not known, but Accused-mum had no concept of  the adolescent or  young adult as a person obliged at least temporary to become independent and to break the mother-child relationship (though it may then be reconstructed in another form).  Accused-mum’s Bowlby theory for a son to break the ‘mother child relationship’ (in the Bowlbyite sense) was ‘homsexuality’ and anyone who took a contrary view was a corruptive and evil homosexual!

The situation, the Accused thought, was hopeless.   The reason for this was that he lived in a world in which the Housewive’s or Mother’s Trade Union reigned supreme.   Nobody dared oppose the tyranny of  the housewife.   Anyone who did so would be hounded and destroyed.    The mother’s ally in this tyranny was the psychiatrist - though his purpose was also that of  maintaining the child’s status of  slave, with the more intelligent child condemned to being owned by and kept down or destroyed by the Mother.   Accused-mum had laid a claim over Malcolm on behalf of  the Women’s Trade Union.   Anyone who opposed Woman and her ally, the psychiatrist, was branded by the Trade Union as an evil influence.   Friends were condemned by the Trade Union just as friends of  slaves might be condemned  by a Trade Union of  seventeenth century slave owners.   It is true that Mrs Hartwell turns out not to have belonged to the Townswomen’s Guild, but nevertheless the Accused saw his mother as the local ringleader of  the Housewife’s Trade Union and Power Clique.   The Accused concluded that he had lost a friend:  that nothing would now save Malcolm from mothers and their psychiatrists.   He therefore did not go to visit Hartwell-mum to talk to her independently.   He took it that once Mrs Hartwell had been brainwashed and had been recruited into Housewife’s  Trade Union obsessions any attempt to rescue the victim would be interpreted as ‘bad influence’ and expose both Malcom and the Accused to further persecution.    The Accused however recognised this incident also as consequent on the persecution of  the most intelligent young people in the city through the educational system, through them being retained as slaves of   parents who were the instrument of  reactionary politics instead of being given employment, income and independence.   Early school-leavers could simply leave home and set up alliances with anyone they chose!

Hartwell was to tell the Accused in the l990s that he had not been aware that his mother had had dealings with Accused-mum.   However, several weeks after the incident in the dining room, Malcolm reported to the Accused, on bumping into him by accident (the Accused had not made any attempt to contact Malcolm because he was afraid of  Accused-mum and the Trade Union), that matters had evolved much as the Accused had anticipated.    The reader has been acquainted with the classical and similar case of  Little Hans or Herbie.   Hartwell-mum had run to a psychiatrist, Malcolm said, and poured out her stories about attempted suicide when crossing the road and possession of  cannabis.   Then and for several decades after this Malcolm continued to insist that these allegations were untrue.    The psychiatrist had said, without having set eyes on the victim (Freud also had not set eyes on Little Herbie) declared that the victim was suffering from schizophrenia!    In practice the mother initially runs to a General Practitioner and the General Practitioner then advises she consult a psychiatrist.   This gives the mother the opportunity to misreport to the psychiatrist what the General Practitioner has said - or else the G.P. may misreport facts.   Some G.P.s belong to the schizophrenia association and automatically make such a diagnosis in reponse to parental  laments.   According to Malcolm, as a result of  the interview with the ‘psychiatrist’ (or General Practitioner?), his mother formed an obsession that Malcolm must be driven into the clutches of a psychiatrist.    His mother did not stop tormenting him.   Eventually he gave in.   His excuse, as is usual for victims of this syndrome, was that there was nothing wrong with him and that therefore nothing would happen to him.   So he accepted an admission to the Towers Hospital in Leicester.   He supposed that he was under observation and that since he was sane he would be released.   He supposed this was the only way of  relieving the maternal anxiety.  We shall discover later that mental hospital staff do not accept that anyone enters their building for ‘observation’, since ‘this is not a holiday camp’.    All are ‘schizophrenics’ and subjected to punishment.   Malcolm was also under the impression that he was a ‘voluntary patient’.  Again, there is no such thing.   The patient is ‘voluntary’ until he tries to leave!

Malcolm, according to his story, realised his mistake and tried to escape a via a window.  He was captured however and beaten up by the nurses  while an Indian doctor, a Dr Alexander looked on and did nothing.   He was given electroconvulsive therapy and prescribed a heavy regime of  tranquillisers as a punishment for this attempted escape.   In the l990s Malcolm suggested that he had, in fact, been admitted to the Carlton Hayes Hospital and had been attended by Dr Agami.   This seems unlikely,  Nevertheless, had Dr Agami been in practice at that time he would have had no training in medicine or psychiatry and would have been imitating the custom of  his Public School superiors of  labelling any young man who came into their presence as ‘schizophrenic’.    Grammar school pupils were particularly likely to be the victims of  misguided parental anxiety and therefore the attitude of  this far from bright and highly class prejudiced senior psychiatrists was one of  persecution to prevent class mobility - to destroy the minds of  the most able of  those not of  their own social class - and the custom of  employing what were technically bogus doctors in psychiatry in preference to British graduates (such as, in later years, the Accused) was in furtherance of  this persecution.   It is possible that there exist genuine cases of  ‘schizophrenia’, where such a mental illness exists without any prior medication by self or medic - but the great majority in the l960s were evidently bogus cases such as that of  Malcolm Hartwell.   There was not the trace of  any evidence of  any mental disorder.   However, once a diagnosis is made - and once a victim met a psychiatrist it was inevitable - there followed the tranquilliser.    Once the tranquilliser is prescribed it can never be stopped.    The schizophrenia association or  Royal College of  Psychiatrists say this is because there is an underlying mental disease - but it could equally be that there is habituation to the tranquilliser and the danger of  withdrawal symptoms - that is to say, the tranquilliser causes the ‘schizophrenia’.   From a view within society rather than from the psychiatrist’s desk the evidence of  such iatrogenic causation was overwhelming.

Those such as Malcolm Hartwell and the Accused who were not members of  any social class and were condemned to the state grammar school and ‘competitive’ progress were under such persecution and faced such odds that they could not carry those who could not help themselves.   The victim of  the psychiatrist was thus an outcast.   If  a person had no social class, he had to see the class system as against him and never to succumb to the pressures of  the representatives of  such a system, whether psychiatrists or anyone else.    Malcolm Hartwell had previously been a good looking highly intelligent young man.   However, the tranquilliser turns human beings into zombies - or worse - and it also results in a great increase of  weight which removes the youthful good looks and scuppers the evolution of  relationships.   The Accused regarded the psychiatrist as the vampire who steals innocent and sane friends and takes them into his own society.    Once a person has accepted the advice of  a psychiatrist (or lawyer, or any agent of the class system), then he becomes the property of  the psychiatrist or class system and nobody can save him.    He has no further place in society other than as the psychiatrist’s pet zombie and source of  income.

Malcolm was to persist for decades with no tranquilliser effects (and therefore no ‘schizophrenia’) other than zombification and increased weight.    The deterioration or  arrest of  progress in such cases depends on economic circumstances and it is usual for there to be arrest of  downhill path but not recovery if  the victim inherits money.   Inheritance is the basis of  survival within society, whether it be inheritance of  class membership or money.   Although initially some economic stability seemed to have developed,  Malcolm developed in the l980s a typical acute Restart Letter Psychosis.   The victim of  RLP usually makes extravagant claims about his prestigious and lucrative employment - which contrasts with the presence of  the Restart Letter.   This was a widespread malady which resulted from unemployed people being threatened with withdrawal of  state benefits if  they did not make some attempts to gain employment that were unrealistic - a threat that amounted to victimisation or persecution The widespread psychosis induced by epidemics of  restart letters is occasioned not only through fear of  losing payments and through the persecutory effect of  unrealistic demands to seek employment but, in some cases,  the fear of  discovery of  unofficial paid work or income which is required in addition to the state benefits. Also, the father, the more down to earth, though diminutive, parent, who had given support to Malcolm and his mother, died.  At that time confusion ensued.

It is usual for the innocent and sane victim of  psychiatry to be identified with what the Accused calls the ‘cock and bull story’.   This is some verbiage which is written into the case notes when the ‘patient’ originally presents himself to psychiatrist and is thenceforth repeated whenever the victim’s name is mentioned.    It is either something that never happened, something that is misrepresented or else some perfectly normal item of  behaviour which is reported regularly thereafter by the psychiatric confraternity as if  it were a major offence or  justification for great anxiety and lifelong psychiatrisation.   Similar cock and bull stores are attached to people imprisoned because of false accusations, particularly those in psychiatric prisons.  The Labour Party Leader was once condemned for wearing a duffle coat during a November llth ceremony at the Cenotaph in London - a very sensible item of  clothing for the occasion and one which a high percentage of  the population would have chosen.   The cry went up however “Wore a duffle coat at the Cenotaph!  Wore a duffle coat at the Cenotaph!” whenever Michael Foot was subsequently mentioned.   The psychosis lay not with Michael Foot but in those affected by the collective hysteria of  those who had attached inappropriate associated thoughts, emotions or phobia to normal behaviour, though only with reference to this particular person and occasion.   “Wore a duffle coat at the Cenotaph” was thus a  Cock and Bull Story.  In Malcolm Hartwell’s case the Cock and Bull Story was that he had had a lump of  cannabis in a matchbox and that he had run into the path of  some motorised vehicle when crossing the road.   Malcolm maintained for several decades that neither of  these events had ever happened - but even had they happened they scarecely justified lifelong psychiatrisation and zombification.    It would however have been impossible to convey such a sentiment to any member of  the psychiatric industry.    It is common for the victim himself to come to believe the Cock and  Bull Story.   There is no solid evidence of  Malcolm having been assaulted with electroconvulsive therapy - but the loss of  memory and confabulation in line of  what environmental humans claim to have been past events which ECT causes is a suspected aetiology.    Also, the victim may come to re-enact the cock and bull story - so that for instance a politician accused of  wearing a duffle coat at the Cenotaph who has never actually done so may escape from Broadmoor,  put on a duffle coat and take a trip to the Cenotaph.   The victim accused of  Cock and Bull Story hears the C.B.S. every day of  his life.  It is constantly repeated.   It becomes the substance of  his dreams, of  his reconstituted memories and of  his fantasies.   A person may practice his footballing skills or  skills at some athletic event just be thinking about them.  He practices them in his own mind and the fantasy athlete or footballer becomes the actual athlete or footballer.   Similarly, the person induced to see himself as cock and bulling goes through the imaginings so often that eventually he becomes a cock and buller.    Malcolm in the mid-l980s, after being affected by Restart Letter Psyhosis, did come to believe that he had had a pellet of  cannabis in a matchbox and also believed that he had been standing naked on the side of  a road and had deliberately run into the path of  an oncoming lorry [a procedure known to young females as ‘hitch-hiking;!].    His memories however had the qualities of  a dream and the events as reported by him were not physically possible.   The victim of  psychiatry - the so-called schizophrenic - is apt to find himself surrounded by a world of  schizophrenics, medics and health workers in which the expected beliefs or delusions are forced onto him and eventually become faith.    Although it is not believed that this was part of  the Cock and Bull Story,  Malcolm also came to report that he had been, in his middle age, nipping off unofficially to London in an attempt to relive the search for ladies in Soho which had been his original undoing [Similar reports from other victims of  psychiatry are not uncommon].   When his finances were affected by his father’s death and threatened by Restart Letters, he reported, he also broke into a tobacconist to retrieve expensive nicotinic substances to which it is usual for ‘schizophrenics’ and other people who cannot afford them to be addicted.

Hartwell, latterly, has claimed that the cause of  his anxieties, or his mother’s anxieties, in l962 had been that he failed examinations - the mock GCE or  the GCE.   In fact  he claimed, as far as could have been ascertained, to have failed the mock A level GCE and to have been prevented by the psychiatric intervention from taking his A levels.   It is our information that Hartwell was in the Remove Stream, took his O levels in l961 and would in l962 have been in the first year sixth.   The Accused was unaware of  any problem relating to exams.   Further inquiry is necessary.    The reader has learnt that the Accused did not perform adequately in his A levels.  Professor Roland Littlewood also produced a reminiscence, unknown to the Accused, of  having failed A Levels - which, he reported, caused parental despair and made life difficult for him.    These stories about failures at examinations spelling catastrophe do not suggest an equality of  opportunity.   The ‘competitive’ educational system, supposedly, provided a means of  survival which did not depend on class, parental influence or money.   There is little evidence of  this.  Where class, parental influence or money are operative, either exams are not failed or failure does not matter or is even an advantage.   Had the Accused been aware that Hartwell had any difficulties relating to exams he could have dealt with them.  People fail examinations only for psychological reasons.   Instead the influence of  psychiatry on mothers was used to render classless victims incapable of  ever sitting or passing examinations again.

The reader will become acquainted with several situations in which Accused-mum had a manipulative influence in the presence of  delusional beliefs.   In such cases she behaved as if  she was trying to fend off the truth - yelling at the Accused or abusing him if  he tried to draw attention to the actual facts.    In l995., not long before she died,  Accused-mum admitted that she had been misguided and misinformed in the matter of  Malcolm Hartwell and other such events.   However, although she had recorded Mrs Hartwell’s name in her address book she had no contact with Malcolm or with his mother after the dining room incident.

The Accused still regularly attended a two week chess congress during the summer vacation.   Unfortunately the Accused’s reminiscences consist of  isolated significant events or  traumata.   We know that the Accused attended chess tournaments in Whitby at least twice.   The Accused remembers the first occasion as one of  the happiest or most significant of  his life - and it therefore cannot be omitted, even though we are not sure when it took place.  He claims it took place in l962 and, if so, it was a congress of  the British Chess Federation.   He attended also a Whitby Congress organised independently by B.H.Wood.   As the Accused recollects events he travelled to Whitby, for some unknown reason, from London by an all night bus to Middlesborough, where he arrived at five o’ clock in the morning.   He found the local council swimming bath open and for a small sum partook in a slipper bath - that is an ordinary bath for washing in, a facility then generally available.   He also went for a swim.   He then took another bus to Whitely, which traveled past the Flyingdales Early Warning Station.

Whitby was then a fishing village on the banks of  the mouth of  the Esk, a river laden on its banks by what the natives claimed to be sewage.   On the southern (‘West’) bank there was the town, or the council estates, in which the locals lived - and the Abbey.   On the northern (‘East’) bank was devoted to entertainment, tourism and landladies.   A bridge connected the two.   There was a dredger permanently at work not far from the bridge.   The trawlers were lined up on the quay on the northern bank and on this quay were great piles of  equipment covered with tarpaulin, upon which sat a gang of  local youths.   The Accused was befriended by one who described himself as leader of  his ‘merrie men’, whom we shall call George, and by a youth with long ginger hair, whom we shall call Terry, who sat on the tarpaulin with his friends and the Accused playing a harmonium.

“How many steps are there up to the Abbey?”, asked George.

“A hundred and ninety nine”, said the Accused, who had counted as he had climbed them, “but it depends on whether you count the top and the bottom..”  (The Accused was anticipating that he might have miscounted).

“That’s right.  There were two hundred but one was knocked away when the Germans ships shelled  Whitby (in World War l).   Whitby is the only town in Britain to have been shelled by the Germans..and that was a mistake.   They thought it was Middlesborough...”

Since he was a friend of  the locals the Accused enjoyed free rides on the dodgems.

The Accused, during the first week, slept on the East Cliff, near the statue of  Captain Cook, who sailed from Whitby, then Britain’s major port.   As the Accused recalls it the flashes of  the lighthouse were relatively dim compared with the flashes of  the nearby Belisha beacon (which appeared to have no function other than as accessory lighthouse).   During the second week, however, the Accused decided to stay at the local hotel, which was near the Western end of  the bridge.   This was not expensive, or, at any rate, he was not charged a great deal.  The Accused mentioned that he was playing in the chess tournaments, in the hope that the landlord might be motivated to reduce his charges in the hope of  attracting chessplayers (who could be crammed several into a room) to his otherwise not overpatronised establishment.   The Accused’s local friends supposed that he must be extraordinarily rich to afford this!

The Accused gained some familiarity with the local Whitby language (There were then several local ancient languages in Britain).  The Accused was informed by his local friends that it was compulsory in Whitby to wear a Sou’wester (headgear protective against maritime winds).   The Accused was not certain what a Sou’wester was but obtained one for five shillings at a local grocer’s.   The Accused’s friends intended to work with relatives on trawlers and to save up to buy trawlers of  their own.   The Accused however was unable to sail out on a trawler.  He was informed that there were gale warnings and that it was too risky to take a landlubber aboard.   Since the Accused was outrageously fit, was never sea sick and  was a strong swimmer this did not seem a reasonable excuse.   It turned out, however, that it was bad luck to have a woman aboard.   The local regatta took place during the Accused’s sujourn, but the author does not believe a story that the Accused engaged in the traditional swim from Whitby to Robin Hood’s Bay and back.

Bill Hartston, later British Chess Champion and a humourist,  then a young boy, diagnosed that the Accused was a mods-and-rocker type yobbo and kept his distance when walking behind him on the street!   The Accused, however, was befriended by the tearaways amongst the younger chess players,  David Parr and Michael Basman.   They liked to draw the attention of  the police.   Apart from the activities of  Parr and Basman there was little or no requirement for policing in Whitby.   There would be two policemen, at the most, on the East side.   One of  these would stand at the East end of  the bridge.   Everyone had to cross the bridge to return home.   Another amused himself by tracking Basman, Parr and the Accused.   He would be seen following some distance behind, then vanish and then reappear suddenly in front of  them.   The Accused asked him how this was done.   It was his job, he replied.   He was good at it.   It helped to have a thorough knowledge of  local geography. 

The Accused did not excel in the main tournament.  Nevertheless he chose to enter, for amusement, another tournament, with a faster time rate, in the afternoons.   To his surprise he performed better in this than did his more exalted friends.  The Accused, when he left,  suggested he keep in touch with his local companions by letter.   This did not go down well.   Only queers wrote letters, they averred.   The Accused had forgotten that many believe that they do not know how to read and write.

The Accused, as a fellow organiser, was on friendly terms with the congress controller,  Peter Simmons, of Scunthorpe, who had borrowed a young lad from Leicester, a David White, who became attached to the Accused’s chess club, to help with tabulations.   Mr Simmons informed the Accused that it was obligatory to use a recognised form of  chess notation.   This included the British Telegraph Notation, which the Accused therefore, for amusement, occasionally adopted (It resembles the notation used on modern computers).    Dr Fazekas’s scoresheets, he confessed, had been difficult to decode - but the worst offender was a Mr Melitus, who had invented his own shorthand notation.   He had gone through one of  Mr Melitus’s game scores.

The game had began with, as white’s first move: ‘dot’.

“ ‘Dot?’, what does that mean?”, Mr Simmons had asked.

“Pawn to King Four”

“ I see.  Now on Black move eleven we have, again, ‘dot’.  Is that pawn to king four again?’.

“No”, replied Mr Melitus, as if  this was obvious and Mr Simmons was being extraordinarily obtuse.  “That’s queen to rook four”.

“I see.  Now  then on white’s move seventeen we again have ‘dot’.  What does it mean this time?”

“That is bishop takes knight.”, replied Mr Melitus, as if he was being forced to explain the obvious.

Mr Simmons confided, however,  that any ‘recognised notation’ could be used - including the International Telegraph Notation (similar to the notation used on some modern computers).  So the Accused, as  joke, occasionally used that! 
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