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Alan Edwards reports that he was paid a derisory wage when working for Baruch H. Wood’s magazine ‘CHESS’.  This did not however deter The Accused from answering an advert inviting readers to apply for the post of   sub-editor.   It turned out that B.H. needed a ‘controller’ (or ‘comptroller’) for his postal chess club.   “CHESS” operated from an office, printing house and warehouse situated under a former railway line in Sutton Coldfield, a suburb of  Birmingham.   The Accused arranged to commence work on a Monday but ten minutes before The Accused was depart to catch the bus, Dan  Buster arrived, unexpectedly back from prison.  Interested parties are never given advance warning of  the release of prisoners.  Had The Accused been given such advance warning, perhaps he would not have taken the job with  “CHESS”.  The Accused departed however on schedule and  Dan was to say that he was subsequently unable to keep adequate control over events at 9 Harley Street during or because of  The Accused’s absences.

The buses from Nottingham to Birmingham were operated by the Midland Red or Birmingham and Midlands Omnibus Company.  The company had a stop on Derby Road, not far from Harley Street, from which, when The Accused commenced work at “CHESS”, the first bus departed at 10.30 a.m..  But because the stop was not very aggressively marked and hardly anyone knew about it, however, The Accused, on the first occasion, to be on the safe side, departed from the Victoria Centre Coach Station.  He disembarked at a stop in Sutton Coldfield a few yards from the”CHESS” warehouse.   Mr Wood remarked that he had known The Accused’s mother very well.   Whatever had happened to The Accused’s mother, asked Mr Wood.

The Accused had to apologise that this was a mistake in identity.   He was referring to Sonia Graf, a Hungarian chess mistress, who had worked with Hugh Alexander,  Baruch Wood and other chess persons during World War ll in the Naval Intelligence Unit that was to become the modern G.C.H.Q. (as related by Mr Wood when writing Hugh Alexander’s obituary).   The Accused had no reason to suppose his mother was the same person or related to her but it is quite possible that they had also in other contexts been confused.   This appeared to give a possible explanation of  some previous mysteries.  When  The Accused had appeared on the chess scene it had been automatically assumed by those who had been there already during World War ll that The Accused was the son of  this Sonya Graf.   When The Accused had applied for entry to the ‘Secret Service’ he had mentioned that his mother was Hungarian, which, perhaps, enhanced the delusion.  So it would then also have been assumed that in common with the alleged mother he was an expert on Eastern European languages (which may tie in with l964-5 events)  - and hence also B.H.Wood’s assumption that The Accused understood Hungarian.   B.H.Wood offered The Accused wages of  65p or some such sum an hour.  This was not a great deal, he said, but when The Accused became more experienced it would go up.    The Accused said it did not matter.  He had a private income (that is to say that from savings and shares he had an income then of  around four pounds a week).  By most standards it probably was not a generous wage - but The Accused had never earnt more, was unable to earn a wage by any other means and was glad to be offered this amount.   He did not suppose he had the necessary skill and experience to be worth any more.   He was never offered more - and never supposed he had learnt enough to be worth more.   The Accused also felt that the low pay gave him a licence for his unusual working hours.

The 10.30 bus was later taken off  the timetable and the first bus then left at 12.30 and The Accused could  not arrive at work before 2 p.m..   The last bus back from Sutton Coldfield left around 8.30 p.m. but it was also possible to travel by train.  The bus could alternatively be caught from Birmingham, from which it was possible also to travel by bus to Leicester (the last bus leaving soon after midnight).   The Accused became an expert on the available routes (such as taking a train, jumping over a wall at Derby and taking a Barton’s bus) and an expert on the various places en route that had train stations.   The Accused became familiar with Birmingham and adjusted his income to a more reasonable level through regularly finding pound notes on the pavement behind the bus station.   He also once found some silver  Victorian coins deposited for safe keeping in the pan of  a Birmingham  Bullring toilet.  But he then put them into a jam-jar in a  cupboard at 9 Harley Street and Dan Buster found them and spent them.  The Accused would arrive, at “CHESS”, at first at 12.30 or, when the bus services were curtailed, not before 2.30 p.m. .. but would then work through the night..sometimes taking a bus back in the morning, sometimes as late as the following evening.

Mr Wood turned out to be one of  the world’s great geniuses.   The magazine itself ran at a loss but it was a vehicle also for marketing goods, which made a profit.   There was a permanent bank overdraft of  several thousand pounds - which was supposedly covered by the value of  stock.   Mr Wood arrived every morning to read the post.   He read it all and then passed it on, if appropriate, to one of  the two sub-editors (sometimes with brief instructions added).   The Accused as a student and doctor had become used to working at nights rather than mornings and had subsequently maintained a similar rhythm.   He was never at his best during mornings and regarded the standard practice of  work commencing at 8.30 p.m. at the latest as discrimination against those who had a rhythm similar to his.   The Accused worked more slowly during the mornings than during the afternoons or nights - but he noticed that also everyone else seemed to do little work in the mornings.   He suspected that if everyone in the country started work earlier and worked shorter hours they would be more awake and do more work overall.   During most of  the day Mr Wood would be at his house.  Amongst the tasks he accomplished there was his excellent kingsize daily column in the Daily Telegraph, believed to be the main source of  income for the business.   As soon as Mr Wood left a Miss Bickertwist, a lady who worked in the office - possibly the telephonist - would start ranting and bellyaching - mainly about Mr Wood - but she would also be expressing her admiration for the young man who assisted the man in charge of  the Press, who had been working with Mr Wood since he started the business.   The Accused found it difficult to work amid this continuous ranting.  Mrs Bickertwist had a seven year old son who sometimes arrived (and a pleasant enough husband who also occasionally turned up).   The Accused recalled that he had found in the Nottingham paediatric casualty department that there had been occasionally, with a seven or eight year old child, a hysterical mother-child relationship (though this was typically eight rather than seven).  Mothers with seven year old sons were sometimes a pain in the neck at work.  Maybe this was what was called the seven year itch - the seventh anniversary of  the marriage, the birth of the child or the episiotomy.   The Accused, in his usual fashion, dressed in the summer in shorts and plimsolls (but carried additional clothes in his bag) and would occasionally nip out to work in the sun via a French window that led to a minute patch of  land with a few solitary grass and dandelion plants.   So Mrs Bickersmith , who referred to The Accused as Tarzan,  ranted - and Mr Wood intimated that she objected because she was unable to walk around without wearing a shirt.  The Accused was unaware that anyone was forcing Mrs Bickersmith to wear a shirt - but did not comment.   

According to The Accused’s recollection Mrs Bickersmith was the telephonist.  Whether she was so or not, when The Accused wanted to use the switchboard he encountered obstruction.  The lady would faff around.

“Do this!”, or “Do that!”, The Accused would suggest.

“Are you telling me how to do my job?!”.

The word ‘jobsworth’ is used for people addicted to the phrase ‘more than my job’s worth’.   There should be some word for those addicted to ‘telling me how to do my job!’.   However inexperienced or experienced they are, tellmejobs are never prepared to learn from anyone else.   Maybe they regard it as a challenge to their security or  expert status.

Mr Wood found it necessary to hire a secretary from an agency.   This cost him a great deal of  money - but it produced an attractive part-time secretary - Miss X, a sixteen year old  blonde lady adorned with a leather jacket, a leather mini-skirt and various pop-culture ornaments.

The Accused’s duties consisted mainly of  the organisation of  the postal chess club.   Mr Wood, overestimating The Accused’s receptivity, spent a few seconds soon after The Accused’s arrival that a separate file should be kept for each tournament plus an extra file for letters that referred to more than one tournament.  Reference to more than one topic in the same letter is a common cause of  bureaucratic mishap.  Unfortunately most of  the letters received referred to more than one tournament!  The Accused found himself regularly in a muddle with his files,  partly, he wot,  because he was allocated limited space.    The Accused hoped to alleviate his difficulties by importing some lever arch files of  his own (for which he had paid some price, rather than their being found in a skip)..

“Are these for the business?”, asked Mr Wood.   If  they were, he said, he should pay for them.

However The Accused, thinking that these were imported without authorisation, that  they might not accord with Mr Wood’s requirements and that they might not turn out to improve efficiency, said that Mr Wood should not pay.

CHESS published all the games in the Hastings Congress Premier Section and The Accused had to transcribe the games and write notes.  He supposed he was particularly entitled to comment on the eccentric openings introducted by  Michael Basman since he claimed to have been the original inventor and to have played them over a greater period (though not against plausible opposition).

Basman,  however, on this occasion did not play the reply 1.. a6 against everything.  This had originally been invented by The Accused in 1961, in circumstances that have been related, following it up with ..e6 and ...c5.  This did not prove succesful against the most eminent opponents, though The Accused played it against them because he was scared and supposed he had to circumvent their knowledge of opening theory (not a profitable approach).  1.. a6 was later independently discovered by younger English players who followed it up with ..g6 and ..d6 (on which theme, independently of ..a6, they had been conducting much investigation).  Basman decided to name 1...a6 the St George’s Defence (since England is one of  the countries with a St. George as patron saint).  The Accused protested however that he had already named it the Dover Attack (after the Dover Castle in Leicester, one of  the places where it was originally played).  Basman suggested that they compromise by calling it the St George’s Defence to the Dover Attack.

Tony Miles was Britain’s first chess grandmaster.  At any rate, over-the-board grandmaster.  A Mr Mansfield was a grandmaster in composion of chess problems and Hugh Alexander and Adrian Philby were grandmasters in correspondence chess.  For all the author knows, they may have preceded Miles.  Mr Wood was very delighted  at procuring from Tony Miles a few handwritten notes on one of  the Hastings games.  The Accused’s own notes to the games are likely to have been pretentious rubbish - but since nobody knew he had written them this was not noticed.  

The CHESS warehouse was cluttered with copies and unbound pages of a book on chess openings by one Estrin.  But this was not the only book which Mr Wood had difficulty in getting off  his hands.  There were a small number of  copies of a book of chess problems.  The Accused was apt to be comical rather than flattering when writing book reviews.  In writing a review of  the aforesaid chess problem book he presented as an example a well-known problem, introducing it as “which is attributed to Joseph Bloggs (1888). Readers may have been under the impression it was composed by Emmanuel Lasker”.  Readers of earlier volumes may recall Emmanuel Lasker as friend of  Accused-dad-dad.  The Accused feared that perhaps nobody had ever attributed to Lasker and that he find himself in trouble.  But Mr Wood added “who would claim so when demonstrating it all over Europe”.

Miss X one day began earnestly pleading with The Accused not to Tell.  Apparently she had committed some great crime.   Whatever this crime was, The Accused said, he knew nothing about it and could not Tell.   He had passed by, she said, when she was canoodling outside the building with a young man.   The Accused said he might have done.  He thought she was with a friend but did not suppose it was his affair and had not looked closely.   Had the swain come all the way from Birmingham for a two minute meeting?  That showed great devotion.   No, she said, they were not devoted to one another.  He was just somebody she knew.  The Accused was entreated not to tell.   Did Miss X really suppose that there was something to tell about, that The Accused had any intention of  telling or  that there was anyone to tell, that they was anyone who wanted to know or that anyone would consider it great virtue on the part of  The Accused to spy and tell?   Or was this a pretext for a conversation?

Next day, however, (Miss X’s last at CHESS) the beauty  encountered The Accused on his way from the bus-stop.   Now she even expressed eagerness to live at The Accused’s house at Nottingham.  The Accused did not suppose this suggested there was some attraction in being Tarzan.   Mrs Bickersmith had not given that impression.  9 Harley Street was not very attractive a place for a lady, The Accused explained.  Didn’t matter.  The Accused said he sometimes took a bus back from Sutton Coldfield at 8.30 p.m..  Whether for that reason or otherwise,  Miss X arrived in the building around eight o’clock.   The Accused had indeed been intending to return to Nottingham by the 8.30 bus and had been in a panic to get finished, but was in such a muddle and had so much accumulated work that he was now panicking to finish in time to catch the bus from Birmingham at ll pm.  The Accused  was intending to spend the next day away from work.  The Accused was in such a panic that he ignored Miss X.  Then Miss X disappeared into the lady’s toilet.  Then Miss X came out again.  Would not The Accused wish to converse with her briefly in the lady’s toilet?.  “In the lady’s toilet?”, muttered The Accused.  Men were not allowed into the lady’s toilet.   There was something she wished to show The Accused, she said, in the lady’s toilet.  There could not be anything important to show in the lady’s toilet, thought The Accused.  He was getting overwhelmed with the complications of  this work.   Such unreasonable behaviour of  typical of  The Accused.  He had forgotten about the previous day’s conversation!

The Accused Accused earned around nine pounds a week from his work at ‘CHESS’-minus cost of travel, plus whatever pound notes The Accused found lying around Birmingham.  The Accvused might travel to Sutton Coldfield via Leicester rather than directly from Nottingham - remaining in Leicester several days to ‘help’ his mother with her Open University studies.  The Accused’sparents had a habit of refusing financial assistance when The Accused was in the most dire plight.  When The Accused had originally moved into 9 Harley St Accused-mum had not paid The Accused for this ‘help’.  Her explanation is that she thought this would make him ineligible for social security payments.  The Accused supposed however that it was more that Accused-mum adopted whatever policy she felt was most likely to enable her to keep control.  Accused-mum might now pay The Accused as much as nine pounds for for one session of ‘help’.  The reader might however still not regard this as equivalent to commercial rates since The Accused found have to travel too and from Leicester and it would perhaps take The Accused several days to read up Accused-mum’s ‘units’ and produce his own asnwers to her assignments.  The Accused might have to wait for several days before his mother produced these units and assignments - and she might not produce them at all - so that The Accused would leave eventually without any payment.  Accused-mum in this way could prolong The Accused’s sujourn at Leicester.  The Accused would phone up his mother to arrange to visit her in Leicester - though thepurpose of the phone call might more be a futile attempt to get out of it!  There were occasions in which Accused-mum pleaded and whined desparately that The Accused must come to ‘help’ with the Open University work - that this work was due urgently and that Accused-mum could not manage without him.  he Accused would then travel to Leicester for a weekend,a matter he regarded as an inconvenience, and his mother would be nowhere to be seen (and it would also prove impossible to contact his parents in London).  It would then turn out that The Accused’s parents had gone away on a Workers’ Educational Association trip to Yugoslavia (or some such thing) and had deliberately misled The Accused.  Although these payments for Open University work provided cash, The Accused felt, as he had done when this device was used instead of paying him an allowance when at clincil medical school, that the time spent and his being at his mother’s beck and call both resulted in losses because he was unable to attend to his own affairs and prevented him from attending to the higher priority of finding some means of earning a living.

The Accused claims that seven pounds a week was a realistic estimate of The Accused’s actual income while working at “CHESS”.  Sometimes it was more and sometimes it was less.  The government was still reckoning that this was appoximately what was required to survive, that is, to avoid starving to death, not including rent.  The Accused, as previously explained, had to recken ‘rent’in terms of depreciation of 9 Harley Street, approximately £4 a week in l974 money.  He had previously however had hardly any income at all and it was to be so again.  The Accused, unlike other people, had never lived in the certainty that necessary income would be supplied.  As a child he was refused pocket money, was accused forever of being ‘not working class’ and aware of a future without employment or income.  He saw himself already when five years old being forced into becoming a doctor, though his parents would not provide the necessary finance and this was theone occupation he could never enter.  He was refused a succession of scholarships he had earned beause he was supposedly ‘not working class’, severely impeded when a student at Cambridge by his parents refusing to provide a cash allowance but at the same time exerting a tyrannical control over his affairs.  As a clinical medical student he had been on the verge of starvation because he was victim of the parental means test on students grants.  He saw himself as having no chance of earning a living without a driving licence.  For most this would be a minor matter -but The Accused had no relatives in Britain besides his parents, was tyrannised by his mother, had no right to any income whatsoever. His mother, who insited that The Accused did not learn to drive a car and that all financial support would be withdrawn if he did,  ensured control by persistent secret interference into The Accused’s affairs - and then by the subterfuge that led to the mysterious admission to the Maudsley Hospital in l964 was able to remove what possibilities of employment and income The Accused had set up and to ensure control through the threat of making delusional accusations and putting The Accused under threat of  psychiatrisation.  The Accused found that the parental means test was effectively combined with laws which prevented victims from procuring some ancilliary means of earning a living.  If a victim of the parental means test gave up his studies because of starvation he was banned from employment and state benefits and supposedly had to ‘pay back’ tuition fees paid by the government.  The Accused, because he had been a grammar school pupil who had entered through his own achievements rather than social background was able to work only in ‘closure list’hospitals, where work was difficult to find, foreign doctors were preferred and the fact that colleagues were subsidised from aborad allowed hospital administrators to be make draconian deductions from wages which, in his case, were already lower than those of colleagues.  He claims to have been paid around eight pence an hour when the national minimum was around a pound an hour.  He found himself working in hospitals subsidised by Arab sources in which he faced persecution because of supposed Jewish origin which led to his eventually abandoning his work in fear and in living rough and without income.  He had then resumed practice, but to avoid further similar persecutions, had worked onlyh locums.  But the government then issued an edict that onlyh agency locums were to be employed.  The Accused found himself refused unemployment pay, tax rebates and repayment of superannuation and living on £2.30 a week social security, with which he had to subsidise an army of other people.  He again found himself the victim of  continuous discrimination, all being geared to to maintain and improve the lot of  those who because they had been early school leavers or because they had had generious parental subsidy and to prevent those without ever catching up.  The Accused needed capital to put himself into the position of other people, to provide security.  The Accused therefore did not consider himself as more than adequately financed - though his lifestyle and intended means of escaping from this trap would not necessarily have failed had it not been for that a compulsory purchase order was put on 9 Harley Street eventually  by mistake, that possession was taken by mistake by some people purportedly acting for the council and the council lawyer, The Alleged Bullying Liar, refused to pay compensation.

There existed, and exist, various fiscal devices, known as the ‘poverty trap’, which prevent those denied income from remedying their plight.  To obtain a state pension it is necessary for victims to pay National Insurance Payments, a form of tax.  The Accused, as a student, up to the age of twenty six was unable to pay these because he had inadequate income.  There were periods following that during which The  Accused neither had any income (nor any state benefits) and was not paying national insurance.  We have seen also that when The Accused was working as a locum, although he was working longer hours than anyone else in the country, the NHS prohibition against locums setting themselves up as ‘self-employed’ resulted in full National Insurance not being paid. 

 The Accused now found that the minimum National Insurance payment was eight pounds a week.  The Accused was supposedly not even earning eight pounds a week and, be that or not, he did not in any week earn more money that the maximum for which no payment was required.  This meant that The Accused was entitled to a ‘rebate’.  The Accused was convinced that the term ‘rebate’ meant ‘doesn’t have to pay’ and argued with Ministry of  Employment and Department of Social Security officials that that was what it meant.  How he came to be under such a misapprehension we do not know, but ‘rebate’ meant, in fact, ‘paid back eventually’ when already paid.  If The Accused had paid this money in the hope of eventually receiving a repayment he would have had insufficient on which to survive in the interim.   So he did not pay.  It is not clear to the author that The Accused thereby broke any law.  The Accused himself felt that he was not risking prosecution.  Had the government sued him for non-payment of these contributions then The Accused had the plausible defence that the government could not confiscate from him that to which they were not entitled and the government also risked exposing what in justice even if not law was a crime they were committing against The Accused.  Under the more modern European Law the government would be guilty of a breach of human rights.  Although The Accused ‘got away’ with not paying these contributions to which the government were not entitled anyway, it reduced his eligibility for a state pension.

Those on low incomes or who operate in the so-called ‘black economy’ in which employers and workers pay no taxes sometimes overcome some of the ‘poverty trap’ difficulties by claiming social security payments without full declaration of  their incomes.  The situation facing those who are born into the ‘black economy’ -for those whom it is an inborn social class membership - differs from that facing such as The Accused who are rather born without any class membership or prospects at all.  The propaganda media make a great fuss about ‘social security fraud’ but may be unaware of some of the more unfortunate practicalities.   It was the general experience that it was impossible to survive on state benefits.  It is possible to evade the incompatibility of state benefits with survival through sickness benefit, theft or swindles.

‘Sickness benefit’ requires that the victims actually are ill or handicapped.  Possibly the handicap is hysterical or self-afflicted, but it is real nevertheless.  Illness or handicap is the price paid for survival.  This policy can be seen as derived from the old Degeneracy Theory, or the Beveridge Report which produced a blue-print for the ‘Welfare State’ with Degeneracy Theory in mind.  This theory sees unemployment as the result and proof of an inborn inferiority.  The objective is that degenerates must not reproduce.  The illness ensures this.  The best-known example of this phenomenon of effectively compulsory adoption of illness is that of  the so-called mental illnesses (and in the modern era, alcoholism and drug-addiction).  The price for survival includes sacrifice of  sanity, as well as the right to indendent home, family and income - the right to marriage and reproduction which  appears in the European Convention on Human Rights but is contrary to Degeneracy Theory.

There are others who survive by taking off others.  The ‘schizophrenics’ or those who end up taking the treatment and labelled as such are those who cannot defend themselves, the victims, those from whom is taken and who are always found guilty.  There is another category, the bullies or psychopaths, who survive.  Conventional neodarwinism or degeneracy theory nods its approval.  Degeneracy theorists complained that the degenerates ‘breed like rabbits’.  ‘Schizophrenia’ is a term which embraces a multiplicity of phenomena but it is nevertheless fair comment that schizophrenics do not reproduce.  If ‘schizophrenia’ is, as medics claim, inherited, this inheritance takes place by some other means than schizophrenics fathering or giving birth to schizophrenics!  Alcoholism, drug addiction, just about everything else, is inherited -but ‘schizophrenia’ is one of the least inherited of the phenomena of poverty!  On the other hand, psychopaths are winners and therefore genetically superior and their reproduction is to be encouraged (and it is also best for the schizophrenics to be blamed for their crimes).  The neodarwinists claim that if the survivors survive within society, then genes are preserved compatible with society and society also survives or wins the war (which are seen as the objectives).   Whereas the author does not advocate the persecution of psychopaths in the manner in which their victims have been persecuted, he nevertheless urges some revision of the anti-victim utilitarian ideology.  The survival of society does not depend on the bullies.  It depends on the victims.  The victims need to be allowed to set up their own society without being bullied or thieved.  The superior classes, after all, did not set up their privileges by their own efforts.  They may have undergone the training course, but it was not their genetic endowment that led to their being admitted to the training course.

Journalistic readers will however say it is not a matter of being bullies and the bullied but a matter of  working without paying taxes or of bogus claims for state benefit.  Maybe so.  On the other hand, readers will never understand society if they sit in judgement on individuals.  If they do so, it is because they do not live amongst them and so not understand the circumstances they face.  The world is unjust.  But it does not follow that the reader should regard himself as clever enough to impose changes on others.  Revolutions deprive people of  their livelihoods.  That is either murder or psychiatrisation - and can never be justified.  When being moralistic, always look first at yourself.  Why are your fiddles justified when those of others are not?  Those who are continuously in debt, because they are a powerful majority, are continuously applauded.  In the past there were those who eventually paid their debts, but they were paid through the devaluation of money - at the expense of other people or at themselves at the end of their lives.  Now debts are paid through the diminution of pensions and the elimination of the old or supposedly unproductive.  The reader may claim that those who depend on fiddles are inefficient in their use of money.  But then, if it so, then it is so.  The conventional economists at the same time glorify waste and inefficiency.  It is stimulation of the economy, whereas efficiency and non-waste is the dread ‘deflation’ - and it is the lowest wage earners who most suffer because of the waste.  The money is all recirculated.  The author cannot understand how in the present day economy anyone can survive by paying their full taxes, let alone become rich.  Those who supposedly are in least need show the worst example, whether it be legal or not, in greed and fiddles.  In practice without fiddles or black economy there are many who could not survive - and they may be paid very little for their work - for them, the only work available - or be paid for such supernumerary work only occasionally or, despite working, not at all.  The country depends on the alleged black economy and, if the government fiscal agencies ignore it they save a great deal in bureaucracy - which would cost them more than they would save (and it would in fact be quite impracticable) and increase the expense paid on psychiatrists and charnel houses (as well as closing down factories, shops and other services that depend on the supposedly ill-gotten gains).  The author is unable to risk the repercussions of fully revealing even his and The Accused’s limited knowledge of  the alleged fiddles, but hopefully the reader will not in this work see the proponents of social security fiddles and black economy as being overendowed with prosperity - though, indeed, from the richest to the poorest, everyone appears to depend on fiddles and the social system is one of  people being kept under control through the threat of  being Found Out.

The Accused, however, was not able to remedy this failure to pay national insurance contributions by making a social security claim despite earning some low income - possibly income low enough to entitle him to top-up payments.  Theoretically, this could be done legitimately by making a declaration of income.  In practice, this is never done.  The Accused’s income was variable and it was not possible to determine what it actually was or how long it would last - and the necessary expenses (such as busfares) diminished the effective amount - and the need to be absent from home diminished other losses.  The Accused was also handicapped through earning little or nothing previously - in having been unable to set up the necessities for viable self-sufficiency.  Bureaucracy cannot cope with such complications and had anyone outside the working class payment system tried to make an accurate declaration it would only have led to excessive and unrealistic wage deductions with the impracticable and illusionary prospect of a readjustment at a later date.  The Accused was also not in a position to make what might be regarded as a fraudulent claim.  Those who do that do so because the government has no remedy.  There is no way it can take anything away from the victims, either because they have nothing to take (or to take it would commit the government to spend even more in providing replacement) or because they are so rich that they can they can purport for legalistic purposes to have nothing even though for practical purposes they have.  The Accused however was in the eccentric position of having been consistently refused support and on depending on ownership of property - in particular, his house, 9 Harley Street (and also his father stood to lose his job if The Accused was caught misbehaving).  The Accused had therefore to engineer a lifestyle of abnormally low income and expenditure.  If he did so, the reader should not suppose that anyone else could have done so.  His case is unique and eccentric.  In the l980s, under the Thatcherite administration, it would certainly have been impossible for anyone to survive in the manner of  The Accused in the l970s - or for anyone to survive without the inborn right to income conferred by social class membership.

The British Team Lightening Chess Championship was held in Birmingham.   The rules permitted a club to enter only one team.   So Mick Stokes regularly entered a Highcross team - and a Foxhunters team.   In the tournament hall Mr Wood was recruited to play for the Highcross team - as was Mr Wood’s assistant editor, Mr Fox.  Since The Accused was also playing for Highcross, the “CHESS” editorial team comprised three out of the four players in the Highcross team.   The Accused asked Mr Wood to play on top board.   He supposed this was merely respect for age.   A man of  his seniority, surely, could not expect to excel at lightening chess.  Nevertheless,  Mr Wood won every game!   B.H.Wood was a much more accomplished chess player than The Accused had realised.

Soon after his arrival at CHESS The Accused, who was naturally prone to misprints,  made a mistake in when writing out the score of  a chess game to be published in the magazine.   Mr Wood informed The Accused that it was unwise to commit errors.  If there was a misprint it was necessary to reprint a page or  the entire magazine.  That might cost as much as four thousand pounds.  However the magazine did not go into administration and The Accused was not sacked.   The gentleman who operated the Heidelberg printing machine, although not a chessplayer, had a remarkable capacity for recognising errors when he was setting the type.  Mr Wood, then in his mid-seventies and suffering from diabetes, visited late one night while The Accused was at work.  The Accused described himself as a ‘stateless’ person.  Mr Wood said he was so too.  He had himself, he admitted, regularly worked through the night when he had first started the business.  But he felt that The Accused should was in danger of  damaging his health.  On later occasions he suggested it would be better for The Accused to move to the West Midlands and work more orthodox hours.   This however the reader will judge to be unrealistic.  One of the competitors in the postal chess league wrote in to complain about the conduct of  an opponent and claiming the game.  It was not in the nature of  The Accused to impose penalties and he supposed this was something that happened regularly and would impede the progress of  the tournament if encouraged.  He said they should play on.  The competitor  wrote back to The Accused  complaining about the decision.  Mr Wood saw this when reading through the post in the morning.  He was not pleased.  Complaints of  this nature, it turned out, were very rare.  The competitor who had complained was a friend of  Mr Wood, a contributor to the magazine and  a long-standing  patron of  the business - and could be trusted not make a scurrilous complaint.  Mr Wood said the penalty stipulated by the rules should be imposed.   There was also some other dispute which Mr Wood felt The Accused mishandled.  Mr Wood was not delighted by this ‘inefficiency’ and eventually decided also that The Accused could remain only if  he settled down in Birmingham and  worked regular hours - which The Accused was unable to do.

The Accused was not unequivocably delighted at all he discovered to be happening at 9 Harley Street while he was away in Birmingham and Leicester.  Dan Buster said this was because The Accused was perpetually away and that he, Dan, was unable to keep control in his absence.   The Accused would, when he visited Lucy and her household moan about this - as people will moan - but he did not intend that any action be taken against Dan.

    “Does Frankie take Hebe to your place to shag her?”, asked Lucy, her elegant form clad in her underwear as she ironed her dress.

    “If  he was”, answered The Accused, “and I knew about it, I couldn’t tell you, could I?  It might cause trouble between you and Frankie - and there would be no trouble with you not knowing.   So if  I can’t tell you he is, then I can’t tell you he isn’t..because, were I to do that, it would mean that if I refused to tell you, that that meant that he was!”.

    “It doesn’t matter.  I know he goes to your place with Hebe... though, to be fair, nobody knows what there are doing when they are there. ... 

    “People sometimes stick their nose into other peoples’ business.   When I was a school  I was attached to this boy... well, I wasn’t attached to him.  He was a boy.   Then one of  his friends came along to tell me that this boy was chasing after another girl.  He thought he was doing me a good turn.   If  I had found out, the boy would have got...a slap in the face.  I didn’t really care, but he would have done!  But another boy telling me..that was none of  his business.   He was the one who got the slap in the face!”

   Lucy decided that she wanted to get married and lead a more orthodox life, being financed by some man who went out to work (which, surely, means that The Accused was not a candidate).  Social workers had also suggested that her children were affected the absence of  a father (She was divorced or separated from their father).   The boy needed a male role model so that he could learn how to beat up women and other essential aspects of  masculity.   So Lucy reviewed her men friends.  Really, given the requirement that the lucky man had to go regularly to work, Tony was the only candidate.  The Accused, however, got his turn - whether or not this was connected with this quest.  The Accused was invited to spend the night.   Some Neodarwinist medic had removed her Fallopian tubes, she mentioned in bed, and she was unable to have further children.   She feared this might reduce her market value in the eyes of  men.   The Accused had had no sleep for several days and nights, had not been expecting this honour and was very tired.   He confessed that he might be more appreciative in the morning.

When The Accused woke up in the morning.   There was yelling and shouting.   Lucy was shooing her children off to school in a panic.   Lucy several times popped her head into the bedroom informing The Accused that he had no need to leave.   Nevertheless The Accused did not suppose that Lucy was anxious to despatch her children so as to return to her slumbers but instead that this was a housewife making a fuss absorbed in her morning chores and that his presence would be unwelcome.  He was also worried what might be happening at Harley Street.  So The Accused wandered off.   This might have been an error.  Lucy may have supposed she was not appreciated.  The matter was never mentioned again.

He was however asked by Nikita.  He was asked by a lot of  people, always with much the same outcome.   Nikita was a blonde bombshell whom The Accused had supposed to be attached to a male blonde bombshell,  Mad Max,  who lived in the house next door to Lucy’s (on the first floor), slept with a hatchet under his pillow and put on a terrifying act when he decided that visitors had to leave.   However then The Accused found Nikita sitting on the floor with Horatio who was teaching her step by step the art of  masturbation.  Horatio was some manner of  relative of  Skinny John.   Lucy did not speak of  Skinny John in flattering terms.  He had murdered his father, she claimed.   She was surprised that The Accused knew him and The Accused was surprised that Lucy knew him.  Later The Accused was babysitting,  that is he was sitting in the breakfast room while the children were asleep upstairs.   The blonde bombshell sat in front of  him, against the opposite wall, flashing her legs and knickers.   The Accused noticed this and it was something that did happen (though it this phenomenon was to be prominent in its absence when he was over fifty years old) -  but The Accused did not suppose that it was ever deliberate or a test of  the viewer’s response.   The Accused noticed and Nikita smiled - which is what usually happened, but The Accused took this regularity to be a coincidence.   Then she interrogated The Accused as to what exercises he was willing to perform with women.   The Accused said that in theoretical terms, though practical or moral circumstances might override, he had no prejudice against exercises with women.   The Accused had no reason to suppose that the practical and moral circumstances did not always supervene and he had no reason to suppose that anyone would ever be motivated to ask but thought it polite to say that he did not have such a prejudice.   Was The Accused willing to copulate with women?   The Accused, on the same basis, said he had no prejudice in that direction.  Would he be willing to copulate with her?  He did not suppose this was an invitation and supposed that it would be bad manners to reply other than in the affirmative.   Miss Nikita said she was going into the front room, that she had some alterations to make to the furniture and that he should keep out and then perform for her the required service.   The Accused still did not take this seriously.  Why should have a blonde bombshell have any interest in The Accused?   He considered also the various prohibitions against this suggestion.   Her two hundred boyfriends might complain, somebody might see through the window, the children might wake up and come down.  Lucy might return and disapprove.  The Accused (who had no practical understanding of contraception) could not afford paternity payments....  Nikita then opened the separating door slightly, declared that she was ready and that The Accused should come in.   The Accused could not believe any of  it.  He remained where he was!   The Accused was prone to such disrespectful behaviour and Miss Nikita might have felt thereafter that she had been rejected -though The Accused had nothing against her.  Nikita had as much chance of getting a response out of  The Accused as from a stone statue, but the Accused’s ignorance was motivated by low-estimation rather than any disdain of Nikita.  But he might not have committed quite as gross an error as seems.  Lucy friends at La Chic who had also noticed Nikita, supposed that she was eager for male company and suggested she was under-age and therefore a dangerous hussy.   It had never occured to The Accused that she might be under sixteen years of  age.

Then there regularly appeared at Lucy’s Lucy’s friend Megan, whom Lucy had recruited as business associate as well as friend.   The Accused began to whine because he had put it into his head that Judd was being stand-offish because The Accused was not so colourful and attractive as Judd’s other associates.   Actually, Judd was being no such thing - as The Accused well knew -but The Accused was basking in self-pity for his social inferiority and so Judd, since after all he was attractive looking and friend of  The Accused, was a ready scapegoat.   Mad Max pointed out that The Accused should mind his own business as far as Judd’s affairs were concerned and that he should not expect anything else since, after all Judd, was attractive looking and The Accused was ugly!   Lucy suggested this was an unkindly tactless veracity.   The Accused pointed out that at the age of  thirty two he was perfectly entitled to be ugly. 

This might have confused Mad Max since The Accused meant by ‘thirty two’ thirty two and not fifty eight, which is what it usually meant.   The number ‘nineteen’ was usually substituted for ‘thirty two’.  Years were counted slightly differently by women, for whom any age between twelve and forty five was ‘sixteen’.   The consequence of  this was that anybody aged actually sixteen, twenty two, thirty two or whatever supposed themselves to be uncommonly decrepit and senile when compared with others who were sixteen, twenty two, thirty two or whatever.   So Max looked confused and puzzled.  He had not realised The Accused was so old, he confessed.  He had not actually ever met anyone who claimed to be as old as thirty two, but whereas The Accused might be not qualify as the world’s most beautiful sixteen year old, The Accused was remarkably well preserved for thirty two (or, as The Accused might prefer to put it, twenty eight or thereabouts), that is to say, one hundred and eight.   Nobody knows whether The Accused was uncommonly ugly or not.  Since he could not see himself in the mirror without glasses and only straight ahead if  he was wearing them - he did not know.   Some snapshots taken at the time suggest that he was and some not.   Some witnesses report that he was decidedly the ugliest person in the universe and others that he was best looking!   Half an hour after this humiliation, The Accused dropped into the La Chic Club,had  already forgotten about his mendacious laments and and conversed with Judd in the same friendly manner as they had always conversed.

Then for some weeks whenever  Dan or The Accused knocked at  Lucy’s door  Megan would answer, claim that Lucy was with Tony at the Bowling Green (a nearby pub, on Bowling Green Road) and that she, Megan, was looking after the house.   She had instructions not to let anyone in.   The Accused did not consult the Bowling Green because he supposed himself to be insufficiently noble to set foot in a pub.   This resulted in Dan and The Accused adopting a resentful and bitter assessment of  Megan.   

The Accused paid a routine visit to La Chic, accompanied by Dan Buster.   Since Dan wished to keep apart from gay affairs and the attention of  male patrons of  the club who might be attracted to his face, the two were not conversing with any other of  The Accused’s acquaintances.   Then  Lucy and Megan came through the door with some friends and sat down at a table some thirty feet in the distance.  Then Megan trotted up and told The Accused she had a question to ask.   The Accused told her repeatedly that he was not interested and that he would not cooperate whatever the question might be.   This was very foolish.   The Accused, as it happens,  supposed that  Miss Megan was intending to offer to palm of  The Accused to some man aged three hundred and four - for which the man would pay a fee to the Megan Lonely Hearts’ Introduction Agency.   The reader can possibly think of  as many as one alternative theories.   The Accused did not consider himself  sufficiently attractive a specimen even for a man of  three hundred and four.   This was not however the reason for The Accused’s unreasonable and stupid behaviour.   If  that was all that was to it, The Accused would at least have let her make the suggestion - or any other suggestion.   The cause for resentment was still the series of abortive visits to Lucy’s house.   This might have enhanced The Accused’s self-estimate of  inferiority and universal rejection - applicable also to any hypothetical men aged three hundred and eight but  per se, without this irrational cloud of  resentment, there would have been no impediment to the conversation.   After all, Miss Megan was buxom wench and he would have felt honoured to be adressed by her.   Megan supposed however that The Accused was still brooding over the supposed stand-offishness on the part of  Judd and stalked off muttering some bitter comments to that effect.

Jesse Philby’s wife,  Sheba Philby, had been in prison.  Shopkeepers’ wares had appeared in her childrens’ dinners but no compensatory cash had been lodged with shopkeepers.   The first time The Accused saw her she was standing at the gate of  numer ten, or where there might have been a gate had such a thing been possible at number ten, gazing with longing eyes at number nine.   The Accused went into his house and instructed Dan, as he had instructed him before, that on no account must he let a woman into the house.   All men saw in women was a pair of legs and a pair of  tits.  But if  he let a woman into the house, the next thing would be that she would import a man and  Dan (and The Accused) would find themselves bullied out.   Where there is a woman, there is always a man - or there will be.   And the man who attaches himself to a woman is always a bully - and becomes effectively her instrument.   He did not mean by that Miss Snow White, whose only interest was importing Dan into the house, or even into her parents’ house nearby, nor Miss World, who insisted on turning up at 9 Harley Street to conduct reseach into the size of  Dan’s penis when she should have been attending her last few weeks at school.   The Accused did not want to be accused of  aiding and abetting her truancy but he could not stop her coming - and if she didn’t come, she would go somewhere else even worse .  So on the rare occasions when Miss World was in the house and the Accused was also in the house, his shortsightedness became even more severe.  Mr and Mrs World did on occasion arrive primerally to check up where their daughter was and spoke to her as was their duty - but they too could not do anything about it - and if she was not there she would be somewhere worse.

Dan arrived one day with a troupe of  girls.  Could they move into the attic?   They would pay The Accused a rent.   “No!”, said The Accused.   If  they came to visit Dan then The Accused would not necessarily notice,  but there would be no arrangement whereby any girls were residents in the house, or officially so or known to The Accused, and there would be no arrangement whereby anyone in the house paid a rent.   If  girls were imported, boyfriends would follow and babies.   The boyfriends would take over and turn everyone else out.   The household could not cope with the complication of  babies. which were a device for blackmailing home owners out of  money.   Nevertheless, Dan took the girls up to the attic.  Now, surely, their eagerness would be dispelled.  No, they came down again even more determined.   Could they move in?  They would pay a rent!  They would not have any boyfriends.   They would not have any babies.  They would not interfere or take over.   They would not run to the rent officer asking for a bathroom and inside toilet.  The Accused replied that he was very flattered that humans with their anatomical characteristics should wish to grace his humble abode.   Nevertheless a decision had to be made rationally and not by the cerebral organ of  lasciviousness.   They could not move in.   They could not pay a rent.   The Accused did not suppose that would make any practical difference to anything - except for the payment of  rent.  But they conceded without further argument and disappeared never to be seen again.   Except for the biggest and oldest of  the  girls, who declared herself to be nineteen, which The Accused saw no reason to doubt.   She had all along made it clear that Dan had promised to copulate with her and that she regarded this promise as contractual.  So Dan now vanished with her to fulfil the contract - for which he was probably paid a rent.   She was seen again - by The Accused two years later - when she proved to live on the way to the University and to be thirty four years old.  She had no recollection of  having been at 9 Harley Street, of  having met Dan or of  having been nineteen years old.   She had always been thirty four years old.    

The Accused applied for a part-time post at a pig-farm near Nottingham.  Since university graduates could not get jobs, it was necessary for the Accused to assume a false identity and masquarade as younger than he was.  He reached the farm by bicycle.  He noticed the great bags of  meal that were used to feed the pigs and learnt their lowly price.   This he supposed could be the answer to the Potato Marketing Board which was threatening the 9 Harley Street economy.  The Accused during interview had difficulty in remembering that he was Daniel Jones, but this did not appear to matter.   The farmer, since The Accused lived in Nottingham, was dubious whether The Accused would fit the bill.  He could not convince himself  that The Accused was a country person with country values.   The Accused assured him that he was.  He had been brought up in the countryside, next door to a farm.   The farmer was still not convinced.  He said that he would contact The Accused if  he was unable to find a genuine country person.

The Accused had for some time being neglecting his duties towards his chess club in Leicester - because he could not afford the bus or train fares to attend matches and meetings.   Mick Stokes, when The Accused phoned up from a public phone box, repeatedly informed The Accused that Sue Brumhead that was - she was now married to a worker at GCHQ, Mr Axelroth - was currently staying in Leicester and attending meetings of  the chess club because her husband was attending a course at Loughborough University.   In the mid-l960s, according to Alan Edwards,  Miss Brumhead,  yet another blonde bombshell, had been a female version of  The Accused.   Andrea Smith who had also been a member of the l964 Highcross Ladies’ Chess team at the Dover Castle was now attached to Mick Broadhurst and Diane Davis had married Mick Stokes, but Sue Brumhead (seventeen years old in l964) had passed out of  the scene.  The Accused should come to club, said Mick Stokes, to renew his acquaintance.   Were The Accused then suddenly to rush down to attend the next meeting, that might be construed as obviously motivated by the alleged presence of  Mrs Axelroth  - and so The Accused did not come - nor the next time nor the next time.   Eventually The Accused did make an appearance at a club meeting at the Manchester Hotel.   He conversed with Mrs Axelroth.  It turned out it was her last day in Leicester - and her husband’s last day in Loughborough.   He was to return some time after midnight and they were off back to the South in the morning.   They were living on Springfield Road, two doors away from Briarwood.

This was a house converted into flats.  The groundfloor flat was occupied by an Irish gentleman who when met on the road would embark on interminable speeches about his bad back.   If  anyone called at the door to contact any of  the other occupants this gentleman would answer and inform the callers that he knew nothing about the other residents and that they were out.   If  anyone phoned - the phone was in the corridor outside the gentleman’s room.  The Irish gentleman would answer, to the same effect.  So it was guaranteed that nobody had succesfully called on the Axelroth’s during their stay in Leicester.

Mrs Axelroth suggested that they leave the premises to exchange notes without being overheard.   The Accused however felt obliged to exercise responsibilities to the club.   Miss Axelroth suggested they walk back to Springfield Road - a distance of  a mile and a half.   This seemed very sensible - but then Mick Stokes offered to give them a lift in his car.  This could not be refused.   The car parked opposite Briarwood and Mrs Axelroth and The Accused got out, crossed the road and conversed on the pavement.   The Accused however did not find himself in a mood for conversation because Mick’s car, with Mick inside it, remained mysteriously stationary.   The Accused felt he was being spied upon.   Perhaps Mrs Axelroth had some useful information to impart but The Accused subject to this surveillance was in no mood to be imparted any information.   He waited uming and arring and arring and umming while the car remained in situ and Mick Stokes in situ in his car.   So The Accused suggested to Mick Stokes that perhaps he might wish to come to Briarwood for a cup of tea and to play three-handed bridge (a Highcross Chess Club version of bridge, which each player keeps a separate score and whoever bids the highest contract takes the dummy).  Mick did not however wish to do so, but still remained stationary in his car.  So The Accused  suggested to Mrs Axelroth that perhaps after such a delightfully long conversation of  umming and ahhing she might wish to return to her lodgings.  After all it was getting late.   So they walked to her gate, The Accused took his leave and Mick Stokes drove off.  The Accused and Ms Brumhead were not to meet or communicate again.

Mick’s failure to depart at an earlier juncture (despite taking no part in the conversation) seemed to The Accused mysterious, even a form of espionage.  The Accused suspected that an explanation might somewhere lie in the fact that it was usual for club members, after meetings, to depart to Phil Lucas’s house in Braunstone to play bridge.  Mick Stokes would then leave relatively early.  Although The Accused had not worked this out, it was likely therefore that Mick had been transporting Susan to Phil’s and that she had then either remained there until morning or else spent the latter part of the light at Mick Stoke’s house or Mick Broadhursts - so that Mick Stokes would not have known that Susan was living on Springfield Road, two doors away from Briarwood!  He would have supposed therefore that Ms Brumhead lived somewhere else and that he had to transport her there!

Irish Mick, who had been expelled from her home by his wife, now appeared on the settee in Lucy’s front room.   Irish Mick described himself as a carpenter.  Could he made chess boards, The Accused asked.  Mick said he could.   The Accused asked Mr Wood whether he needed any wooden chess boards.  Mr Wood said he did.  How many?  As many as you can get!  So The Accused told Mick and Mick said he would make the chess boards.   The Accused when interrupting his journey at Measham (in Leicestershire)  on the bus route between Nottingham and Birmingham noticed a farm house for sale, together with a yard and accessary buildings, provided with a high wall surrounding the premises and gate.   This was offered for five thousand pounds.   Whether or not The Accused could raise five thousand pounds (which was not expensive for these premises) he supposed they would be an excellent and secure residence and place of  business, with accommodation for workshops and printing press.   Even a carpenters’ shop could be accommodated.   He considered this plan very seriously, suggesting to some associates that perhaps they should come into partnership.  Irish Mick however made no progress towards constructing chessboards and The Accused was noting that he was making no progress.  

The Accused would moan at Lucy about Dan Buster.  Dan Buster may have been a major criminal in numerical terms, with a with innumerable entries into his scoresheet, but he but was not a committer of  great crimes.   Lucy did not suppose that The Accused wanted anything done about it.   However Irish Mick overheard these conversations and supposed that he was called upon to offer to expel Dan from Harley Street.   The Accused pointed out that if  Mick succesfully expelled Dan, that would prove that Mick was the bigger nasty.   To employ the bigger nasty to expel the lesser was not clever politics.   If  The Accused was inclined to expel Mr Dan and could not do so himself he would be wiser to let Dan remain.   As matters stood,  Dan had nowhere else to live.   But however often The Accused explained this logic (and however often Lucy explained that The Accused had no intention of  expelling Dan,  for whom she may have been regarded as a surrogate mother, and however often she explained that by local standards Dan was a minor evil) Irish Mick remained convinced that he would do The Accused a good turn by expelling Dan.

While The Accused was at Lucy’s the telephone rang.    It was Dan, from a public phone box, for The Accused.   This had never happened before.   Was Dan is some urgent plight?  Not so!  Three men in a car had drawn up outside Harley Street.  They looked like plain clothes police officers.   Their leader asked for The Accused.  His name, he said, was ‘Jake’.  The Accused would know who he was.   So The Accused did the unexpected.   He phoned up the Central Police Station.  Did they have any officers out looking for him?  Did they know anything about three men in a car on Harley Street.  The police turn out to have been very efficient in answering such questions.   No police of  any description, they said, were trying to contact The Accused.   They knew nothing about any three men in a car on Harley Street.  They drew a red line round Harley Street on their map,they confessed and pretended it did not exist.  But three unknown men in a car in a no-go area such as Harley Street were an interesting phenomenon.   The Accused said he might as well also check up with Canning Circus.  They wouod give no different answer, was the reply - and they didn’t.  So The Accused rushed back to Harley Street and there was nothing interesting to be discovered.   This routine was repeated on several occasions.   Other Harley Street people would confirm  the story.   The Accused could not recall anybody called Jake.   Maybe there were three such men and maybe not - and maybe it would have been in The Accused’s interest for them to be there when they arrived and maybe not.  But also on several such occasions The Accused found Sheba Philby in the house.

 On another occasion (unconnected with men in cars) The Accused arrived at 9Harley Street to find it apparently empty.  But he happened to wander up to the attic and found Sheba’s son Absolom, around eight years old, therein, hiding in the loft which was accessible via a hole that had been cut into the (cardboard) partition wall of the attic.  This loft was continuous with similar lofts of the other houses - and it was possible via it to enter number eleven,  So the Accused, fearing a heinous plot, departed to the public phone box and contacted Lucy, who sent Megan by taxi.  But by the time she arrived, Absolom had vanished.

On another occasion,  The Accused,  on arrival after a three-men-in-a-car phone call, wandered up to the attic.

“No, don’t go to the attic!”,  Dan pleaded.

“Why shouldn’t I go to the attic?”

“You shouldn’t go into the attic”

“Alright”, said The Accused, “then I won’t go into the attic”.

So The Accused proceeded into the attic and found  Absolom Philby lying in a bed which had been mysteriously set up there.

“I have not been in the attic”, said The Accused, “But why is Absolom Philby in there?”.

“What are you talking about?  There is nobody in there.  Come up and I’ll show you”.

  There wasn’t.  Nor was there anyone in the loft nor in the room-sized cupboard opposite to the loft.

“Satisfied?”. 

“The fact that there is nobody there does not prove that nobody is there, let alone that nobody was there... if  Absolom was to be there without his mother’s knowledge we could be accused of  kidnapping or worse...”.

“But if  he was there his mother would know”.

 “Why that?”

  Apparently what would have happened would have been that Sheba Philby would have been entertaining a gentleman at maison Philby and  Dan Buster would have been given a cash donation to get Absolom out of the way.  Absolom would then have been retrieved when the gentleman was gotten out of  the way.  The Accused remarked that if  that was the case Dan would have already invested the proceeds or have budgetted to invest the proceeds and it would be awkward were The Accused to sabotage his private business.  Nevertheless it might all be a trick.  Dan insisted that it would not be a trick and that were such circumstances as he suggested to arise it would be his duty to grant the favour requested.

 Sheba Philby turned out then more often to be in 9 Harley Street when The Accused arrived back home in the evening and also at times Absolom was located in the attic during her presence.   The Accused insisted on calling Mrs Philby “Titwoman”.  Mrs Philby was neither offended by this nor by all the other insults he levelled at her.  Being a Titwoman, she wot, was better than being a Philby.   She related her unexpurgated life story.  Her great desire, she confessed, was to be pregnant.   But not with a  Philby.   She had no veneration for the procedures that led to pregnancy, further than that they were a means to pregnancy.   Pregnancy was a wonderful and addictive experience.  She was to meet the ideal candidate.

Lucy arrived one day - the only known occasion on which she visited Harley Street - and declared that she was researching the possibility of  being  Matron of  Harley Street.   It might be an ideal base for operations.   The Accused said that he was surprised and flattered - but would she not be put by Dan and his crowd?   Dan posed no problem, she said.  She could handle him.  He was preferable to her own crowd.   She looked round and, to The Accused’s surprise, said she was well pleased.  But then in the front room she found Sheba.

  “Hello!”, said Sheba in friendly tones.

  “Hello”, snapped Lucy, with a scowl on her face and walked out.

  “Do you know Sheba?”, asked The Accused. 

“I know of  her and her associates.  She is not an acquaintance of  mine”.

  The Accused replied that he did not know Sheba had associates.    Sheba, explained The Accused, was a friend of  Dan’s, not of The Accused, merely a visitor and hardly ever there.  She was a friendly person and, in any case, no match for Lucy as a directorix.   Nobody was a match for Lucy at anything.   It seemed incredible that Lucy should have been put off by Sheba.   Lucy declared however that there cannot be two women in the same house and, because of  Sheba’s alleged presence, never visited again.   

Back again at Lucy’s, Lucy had discovered that Irish Jake had been claiming from the DHSS a rent he supposedly paid to Lucy.    If  a rent was paid to Jake by the DHSS then it came off Lucy’s DHSS payments..   She had two children to feed.  She could not afford to pay Jake a rent.   Claiming a rent off  the DHSS was the unpardonable crime.   So she informed Jake that he must up and leave - and never return.   Jake was a powerful person.  The Accused would not have wished him in his house and he would not have dared to turn him out.  But Mick humbly agreed presently to oblige.  

So Irish Mick eventually obliged and meekly left.   The Accused remained.  But when he departed later Mick happend to be hanging around outside and started walking alongside The Accused.  He was going to stay at The Accused’s house, he said, and was going to turn out Dan.   The Accused replied that Mick could not stay at his place and that if he wished to evict Dan he would not use someone elses’ physical force.   Mick insisted that he was going to stay at Harley Street.  No, he couldn’t.  Why not?  That was The Accused’s affair... There were good reasons but he did not discuss with others internal matters affecting his household.  It was quite impossible.   Did a prostitute live at The Accused’s house?  Not as far as he was aware.  There was a prostitute living on Harley Street?  Mick had been to a house at Harley Street that was occupied by a prostitute.  There was no prostitute living on Harley Street.  He was referring perhaps to  Sheba Philby.  The Accused gave a brief description.   Mick could not remember what she looked like.   Mick described the house he had visited.   It sounded suspiciously like 9 Harley Street.   Was The Accused a victim of  a conspiracy?  Mick was going to stay at The Accused’s place.  No he was not.   Yes he was.  He had nowhere else to stay.   Why had he not said that while still at Lucy’s?   He had distinctly said he had somewhere to stay.   This was very unfortunate but he could not stay at 9 Harley Street.  Yes he could!  He would perform the service of  kicking out Dan Buster.

In order to escape, The Accused took his leave and dived into (side door of) the Bowling Green Pub.   There he dallied.   It cannot be claimed that reason overcame fear - since had he resorted to reason he might have thought of  departing by the other (main) door and darting across the road to the La Chic Club.  But he supposed that Mick would be long gone.   But he departed from the pub by the side door and Mick again was there and walked beside him.   There was nothing he could do about it!  Mick expounded on the fortune that could be made by producing babies...thousands of  pounds before the baby was even  born..enough to feed a regiment for five years.   It was not possible that all babies commanded all the allowances that Mick listed.   That would have bankcrupt the government!  But it was always that some people got allowances while others knew nothing about it, did not apply or were refused.   There would be category of  people who lived on baby allowances and instantly recognised by the DHSS as the legitimate target of such allowances.   So The Accused suspected that Mick might be a babymonger ..that he perhaps had generated the equivalent of  ten years’ wages by producing one baby with one wife and had then been on a search for another wife to generate another baby.   The Accused was getting more and more suspicious.   If  Mick was a babymonger,  that would be built into his character as if instinct and would be enacted in behaviour rather than conscious intention.  They arrived back at Harley Street.   Sheba, Dan and some Dan friends were waiting in the front room.  Sheba’s eye’s popped out in admiration.   The Accused suspected even more that he was victim of a conspiracy.   Sheba however, after an adequate amount of  drooling and admiration, departed to Maison Philby.

Then Mick insisted that he and The Accused had to visit Little Mo.  Little  Mo was an inoffensive Irish lady who visited Lucy.   Mo was separated from an ex-husband and appeared to have decided that that was enough men for a lifetime.   The  Accused did not know where Little Mo lived.   He was not aware that she was on friendly terms with Mick.  He was surprised that Mick should know her address.   The Accused said that as far as he could recall the only words he had ever spoken to Little Mo were “Good Morning!” (at eight o’ clock at night).  She had not replied.   He had no reason to suppose that she wished to see him.   If  Mick felt certain that he was welcome, then he could go on his own [and, hopefully, stay there.]   For The Accused to go with him when he was not welcome could amount to harrassment.  Yes, The Accused would be welcome!  No, he would not!  Oh yes he would!  Oh no he wouldn’t!  But Mick insisted.   The Accused was led to a house, only two hundred yards away, on the other side of  Sherwin Street.   The Accused stood back.   He did not believe that his presence would be welcomed.   Mick knocked and knocked, knocked at windows, tried to peer into windows.

“Perhaps she does not want to see us!”, suggested The Accused. 

“Yes she does!  She must be asleep!  There must be some way in!”.

“No there isn’t! Forget about it!”.

Mick persisted.

         “Is he never going to give up?”, wondered The Accused.

Eventually Mick gave up and returned with The Accused to Harley Street. 

Next evening, at Lucy’s, Miss Little Mo appeared and began yelling at and berating The Accused.  He had led Irish Mick to their house.   They had tried to break in.  It was The Accused who was the guilty party.   Little Mo was going to enrol every thug in Nottingham to punish The Accused.

    “It was Mick’s idea to go to visit you.   I didn’t think you wanted to see me.   He insisted.   It appears he is a friend of  yours.  I didn’t know where lived.   Why should I want to force my way into your house?”.

“You know very well why!”

“How can I know why?  I don’t even know you!”

“You know very well why!”.

“How am I supposed to have found out where you live?”.

“I don’t know!  You’ll have some way!”.

Lucy said that The Accused was a very well behaved person and that Little Mo’s allegations could not be true.  Could the facts of the case perhaps be more clearly delineated and assessed?  It was all true yelled Little Mo!  The Accused had come to her house, bringing Irish Mick as an accomplice, and had tried to break in!   This went on four twenty minutes - and The Accused was feeling there was nothing to rescue him from the thugs of  Nottingham.

The Accused was trying to give his side of the story, though he had long despaired of  this making any impression.

        “Mick came to my house and...”, said The Accused.

Suddenly Little Mo stopped and looked for a few seconds at The Accused.

“Do you mean that Mick came to your house?”

“Yes, of course he did!”

“Roland was here last night.”, Lucy explained, “I kicked Mick out and Mick followed Roland

home.”

     “He came to your house?  I did not realise that!  Then it is not your fault.  It was Mick.  It was nothing to do with you.   I’m sorry!  I’ve been falsely accusing you!  I didn’t know that Mick came to your house...”

     “It was probably wrong of me to go with Mick.  But he was persistent about it.  There was no intention on my part to force my way into your house.   As far as I was concerned, if  you didn’t answer the door, either you weren’t in or you weren’t in.  But I can’t see why it makes such a difference that Mick came to my house first.”

     “You wouldn’t.  It makes a lot of difference.  You did nothing wrong!”

     “As it turns out, I shouldn’t have gone with Mick when he asked me to.  We learn by our mistakes...!

     “No, you did nothing wrong at all.  It was Mick!”

We do not know why the fact that Mick visited The Accused’s house first made that much difference..but it did and saved The Accused from the thugs of  Nottingham.           

It appears to the author that Tom Ashcroft moved into 9 Harley Street after Dan Buster had departed to the North Sea Camp detention centre.  Then Tom was deposited, without any charges having been brought, into Lincoln Prison, where he was apparently  confined to a sensory deprivation chamber and interrogated about The Accused’s imaginary activities.  Then Dan Buster returned, without The Accused being forwarned, and immeidately after that  The Accused began working at “CHESS” - on account of  bus-timetables, on an irregular basis, working through nights and taking days off.   Tom Buster began inviting Sheba Philby, who had been serving a period of  imprisonment,  to 9 Harley Street.  Then Irish John moved into the house with Sheba.  Soon after that Tom was transferred to Mapperley Hospital, after a bizarre court case, was rescued, but returned after a mysterious acute psychosis attributable to poisoning with hyoscine or a related drug.  The Accused then ceased working at “CHESS”, largely because the first bus to Birmingham now left at 12.30 pm instead of  10.30 a.m. as previously.  Then Tom was released from Mapperley and while John and Sheba were still living at Harley Street, probably in l976, The Accused briefly sujourned at a Department of  Employment Skillcentre at Letchworth.

The Accused claims that his part in Irish Mick’s moving into 9 Harley Street was what medics call ‘voluntary’.   Mick was bigger than The Accused.  The Accused was an only child with no family in Britain apart from his parents.   He needed to build a family or equivalent of  his own and so within his resources and with people who might eventually blend in with his ambitions and means of  survival.   He had previously set up an establishment on East Park Road in Leicester but had to abandon that amid terrorism instituted at his place of  employment,  Nottingham Childrens’ Hospital, apparently in retribution for his having, during his appointment before that, at Carlton Hayes Psychiatric Hospital, sought help from the Regional Board and Ministry of  Health, on behalf  of a consultant, to deal with criminality.   His companions had been of  his own age or younger and, at least had The Accused not been obliged to wear spectacles to see clearly, would not have been physically more powerful than The Accused.   The Accused did not wish his security to be threatened by the presence of  anyone over whom he could exert no control.   He also felt that Mick had a different lifestyle to the Harley Street crowd (and also to Lucy’s at Kings’  Meadow Road),  more a view of  life in which the male dominated but which was also dependent on the production of  babies.

 Social status, as The Accused saw it, depended on income.   Those of  lower status had to cut themselves off from those of   higher status or else find themselves contributing to a world of  higher expenditure and losing all they had.  The Babymonger was a socially recognised class which received incomes not available to other social classes or to the least of  all, the unclassified, to which The Accused belonged.  So whatever might be Mick’s merits or dismerits, the reader may conclude that The Accused did not feel that Mick fitted into the scheme of  things and felt that in his presence the scheme of things would be undermined.

Sheba was said to have previously consumed alcoholic beverages, though this was not evident at Harley Street.  She confessed however to being a pregnaholic - that the only cure for a longing for alcohol was the exhilarating exprience of  pregnancy.   When Mick arrived she immediately recognised him as the fulfilment of  her ambitions.  She and Mick therefore rapidly affected the necessary introductions.   Dan was edged out very rapidly and went to live with Snow White, at her parents’ house, and got married to her.   Mick took over the upstairs back room which previously had been used by Dan (or anyone else) when he wanted privacy.

Sheba appeared in the downstairs front room.

        “Don’t tell Mick about...”, she pleaded.  Mick had high principles.

The Accused had not had the slightest intention of  telling  Mick or anyone else who didn’t already know about...   They had surely been all in it together!   Sheba appeared to have overlooked that.   The Accused did not deign to point that out.

    “Has Mick got a wife.   I’ve been told he has a wife.  He has not got a wife, has he?”

    “What does he say?”

    “He says not.  He hasn’t got a wife, has he?”

     “I don’t know.  I know nothing about him.  It is not my affair.  Is it important?  What makes you think he has got a wife?”

     “I was told he had a wife.  So I asked him...”

     “You say you ‘asked’ him?  That sounds like confrontation!  If it gets to that..if you accuse him of  having a wife..which is creation of argument, not an attempt to discover information...and that doesn’t provoke him...then that means that two of you are already closely attached .. that the question is no longer relevent to anything.   It does sound as if  you were being a woman.. that you were provoking him, trying to establish a psychological supremacy!.....That’s risky.  It is best not to be a woman...”

    “Oh, no! I’m not a woman! .. he isn’t violent, is he?”

    “I know nothing about him.  You know him better than I do...”

    “He told me all about it.  He didn’t hide anything.   He had a wife, but they are divorced.”

    “If that is what he says, then that is what he says...He knows more about himself than I do.   I know nothing about him...You want me to say he has got six or seven wives.   Then you will go straight to him and say that I have said he has eight wives.   Then  he will come down and accuse me of  telling you he has ten wives.  How am I to know how many wives he has or has had?

    “How may wives have you had?  Ninety eight at the last count... or was it a hundred and twelve?   I forgot about the fourteen in prison...”

    “Actually it is not anything approaching that number ....”

    “I really don’t know how many wives he has got, if any....He’s had a real divorce, has he?   Prince Charles or  Aristotle Onassis might have a divorce.. but other people just separate and then perhaps go and live with someone else.   ”

    “He’s not got a baby, has he?”

    “I know nothing about him...”

    “Can you find out?”

    “Not really...no more than you can... You might suppose you have some excuse for spying, but I havn’t...”

    “Mick says you don’t mind him staying here..?  You don’t mind us staying here, do you?....”

    “It makes no difference if  I mind or not.  If  he had anywhere else to go he wouldn’t be here.  It has nothing to do with me.   This place is not suitable for families and babies ..put yourself on the council housing list...”

    “There’s no baby...”

    “I’ve looked up ‘baby’ in the encyclopaedia.  It tells a different story.  Apparently there is some sort of  ritual for producing babies....There is a great skyscraper city of  impressive council flats at Basford...I was there last week.....”

    “Yes, we’ve put our names on the council housing list....”

    “Did you know Nottingham Council was the biggest landlord in Europe?   Their accommodation is very good... But you have to tell them you have nowhere to live...”

    “Yes, we know that!”

 The Accused was did not at all feel delighted.   As he saw it, Mick and Sheba had just forced themselves in and they remained because he was afraid of  Mick.   Next thing there would be a baby.  Baby’s were an instrument for blackmailing home owners into all manner of expense and an excuse for taking over.   The Accused was a persecuted  classless person  refused  an income or  any means of  earning a living.   He had been hounded all his life.  He could never afford to pay a rent.  He had nowhere to go.  He depended on owning his own house.  Mick and Sheba by contrast had been born to be paid by the state to make babies.  To them 9 Harley Street was a stepping stone to the council accommodation.   From their point of  view the best thing that could happen to the house was for it to be pulled down so that they would be given a council house!      

As The Accused was walking that evening across Slab Square on his way home (so it sounds as if  this was Summer l975) a young man was sitting on the wall with a transistor radio.   He was Italian, he said, from Milan and passing through Nottingham on his travels.   The Accused said he, The Accused,  was only the local Capo Mafiosi checking up.  How were things in Italy?  Very bad!  At any rate, bad in the cities.   The badness was attributable to the matriarchy and the Roman Catholic Chuch.   Italian cities were suffused with crime, drug addiction and alcohol.   The Roman Catholic Church created sexual repression and the sexual repression created drug addiction and the drug addiction created crime.

Much of  the Catholic Church in England , said The Accused, hailed from Ireland.   The Irish Chuch had something of  a fundamentalist tradition.   It could be that this was self-protection, to enable the Irish Catholic Church to distance itself from the Protestants.   But that sort of  fundamentalism could put the emphasis on the wrong fundamentals.   The Irish were reputed to be keen on alcohol.  So it might be that Ireland and Italy, as the youth described it, bore some similarity.

But the British Catholic Church was becoming rather more progressive.  Similar problems existed in mainland Britain, but as yet they belonged more to the ruling classes - though there was some danger of  them spreading.   It was not so much a matter of  religion as of  social system or the militaristic tradition.  The Accused was surprised to hear that the Italian church was not more tolerant.  In medieval times it may more have represented the artistocracy but he had supposed that many Italian priests hailed from and lived amongst these same poorer city people whom the youth said were being driven to drug addiction by intolerant religion.

Yes, that was probably true, confessed the youth.  The responsibility did not rest with the priests.  It was the upper echelons of  the Church that converted it more into an instrument of  politics and oppression, the tool of  the plutocracy and matriarcy [So at least they had that in common with the British Medical Profession or its gerontocracy!].   The Italian youth spent the night at 9 Harley Street.  The conversation continued on and off during the night but The Accused was still trying to decode critical Italian phrases when Mick arrived in the morning , with The Accused still in bed, that is lying on a mattress covered with blankets and the Italian kneeling on the adjacent matress, to inform The Accused that a police inspector had arrived. 

The Accused said he was too tired to get out of  bed.  Mick should send the policeman up.   The Accused hoped the Italian would be aware that police inspectors were regularly to be found in the homes of  Capi Mafiosi.  Nevertheless The Accused reassured the Italian that he was not immediately going to be arrested for being a bankrobber or illegal immigrant.   The police in Britain were not overzealous.  This inspector had not been sent to arrest the youth for kissing a twenty year old non-Catholic girl in Milan and therefore would not do so.  The Inspector had been following up The Accused’s complaint about Tom being held incommunicado at  Carlton Hayes.   This was no longer greatly relevent since Tom had been rescued and had since returned.   The Accused did not wish to fuel any hostility at Mapperley that might be directed against Tom.   The point had been made by reporting the matter to the police.  The Inspector said that in any case there was not much he could do...that is to say, the point had been made.  He would be glad to assist if  there were any further problems.   The Italian however may have become nervous at the presence of  a policeman, announced that he had to continue on his travels (to Derby) and left during the conversation.

Mick insisted on paying a rent.   The Accused said  “No!”.  That went on a while, but Mick insisted.   Then Mick was satisfied with paying two pounds a week rent.  Then he insisted that if  he only paid two pounds a week rent he would be scorned and despised by the DHSS.  He had to pay  five pounds a week rent.   Mick had been expelled from  Lucy’s because he claimed a rent from the DHSS which was then deducted from her payments, which she claimed reduced her to intractable poverty and rendered her unable to feed her children.   The Accused may have been receiving supplementary benefits some of  the time that Mick and  Sheba were at 9  Harley Street - and there would have been a deduction for the rent.   But that was not the main issue that upset The Accused.   He feared perhaps  more that he might become liable for tax and all its complications  - and more especially he considered  Mick an uninvited guest who had turned his friends out of  the house, whereas rent conferred residency and rights to demand.   Besides that The Accused did not believe in the concept of  a rent.   He had been told he could make a fortune by charging rents - and some did.   But The Accused believed that people should live with those with whom they wanted to live and that they should share.   That meant also that they had to be economic equals - not a tenant born with the right to income paying a rent to a landlord born with the right to none.   Mick and Sheba believed, perhaps, that The Accused would be pleased to receive a rent and that he would aggreived it he received none.   But The Accused considered this rent forced upon him.  He tried to avoid accepting it - to no avail.   To avoid any accusation that he was accepting a rent from them, he used it to buy food and other provisions for the premises - though Mick and Sheba said this was not necessary.   It was the payment of  rent, perhaps, most of  all that caused The Accused to fear and resent Mick,  to feel that his home and privacy was unfairly stolen from him by greater force - that the weak or lesser were always turned out of  their homes by the stronger and greater.   Mick and Sheba however did not notice this.   They  thought that The Accused was a very reasonable landlord.   As far as the author can ascertain, for a good many months nothing occurred to justify The Accused’s fears.   The couple procured maternity grants and baby allowances in profusion and made no demands.   The Accused had misgivings though that Mick appeared to lord over Sheba’s pregnancy and her care of  her child,  even to tyrannise her - to teach her every aspect of  prenatal and childcare technique and to insist that she obeyed.

The Accused felt that his privacy was being invaded and that he was not free to lead his own life.   It is not immediately clear whether he merely thought that, or that it was potentially so, or whether there was some basis in fact.   Wandering through the Victoria Centre The Accused espied  a girl with long curly hair much like his own.  Or maybe it was a boy.  She appeared to be  a practical person, dressed in a denim jacked and jeans and plimsolls, without cosmetics - and didn’t need any cosmetics.  She apparently had not noticed The Accused (unless she had noticed him before he noticed her).  But then their paths converged or almost so and she turned round and without further ado informed The Accused that she was on a tour of  Britain, passing through Nottingham, needed somewhere to stay - and could she sujourn overnight at The Accused’s house?   She would be hitchhiking to Derby next morning.

They  procured tea at the cheap caff on Upper Parliament Street, opposite the theatre,  discussed the world, amusing themselves by speaking in various trick languages (such as speaking backwards) and played a few games on The Accused’s  pocket magnetic chess set (The Accused, when playing chess in Manchester had obtained a cheap stock of  them from a shop whose owner imported them from Jugoslavia).    The young lady said her name was Freia, or possibly Freiya or Frigga.  She appeared unsure how to spell it.  It was a Norwegian name.  She came from Norway - though he parents did not, nor any known ancestors or relatives, and she had never been there...She was on the run, she said, to escape from two psychiatrists who had been befriended by her mother. 

    “Oh, I see!  It could be embarrassing to have a  Norwegian daughter...if they are not Norwegian,or if they are.  They want to you get married to Robinson Crusoe (He was friendly with a Norwegian goddess - Womanfred Woman) and to have babies - to extend the family, your mother’s empire- Manfreiaham.  But you want to be a brain surgeon... So they accused you of  chasing after men.   They always do.   They do not know anything about neurosurgery ..other than as a  means of preventing you from escaping from family tradition...”    “I’m not clever enough to be brain surgeon...”

    “Yes, you are.....  Or maybe you are going to be a professional footballer or manage a brothel.   Its all the same.  You wouldn’t know.  You probably see things much the same way as your mother.   They always say it’s chasing after men and run to psychiatrists...”

     “They are boring.   They sit in a chair watching television all day.   I think they must have spent their whole lives watching television.   They try to run my life for me...”

     “How old are you?”

    “Seventeen?”

    “Really?  I had thought you might be older.  I don’t mean you look old.  You behave older...You might find modern seventeen year olds a bit...”

     “Stupid...”

     “You could put it that it that way.   Your story is not unusual.... but it more affects boys.  To a girl, getting pregnant and marrying the first boy available is often the way out.. or so they think anyway.

    “In the olden days, girls, whatever their background, were brought up to follow in their mother’s footsteps.   There were always some for whom it didn’t work out.   It happened to my mother, as a matter of fact.  Then there was Joan of  Arc, wasn’t there?  The psychiatrists got her in the end.  I suppose they always do, sometimes when you are seventeen and sometimes when you are a hundred and seventeen...

    “In the past if  you father was a butler, your mother would be a housekeeper and you would be sent to a housekeeper school.. or if she was a professional footballer you would be sent to a school for professional footballers.  Nowadays, you go to school with everyone else in the world, meet all sorts of  people and develope all sorts of  interests your parents understand nothing about.   To parents whatever is outside their understanding is always chasing after boys and orgies...  if they have their way, you end up believing that that is all there is to it...but as you say... if you do that, the knight takes the pawn and if you take the knight, the queen takes the pawn, the king takes the queen and it is mate with the rook... that’s right, isn’t it?... You don’t want to do that...but you are up against it.   From what you have said it sounds as if  you have done the same thing...”

    “She’s chasing after me with two psychiatrists...”

    “Yes, that happens...that is a terrible threat... Have you done anything to justify the psychiatrists?..Worn a green hat? ..Had messages from Saint Elizabeth? .. been selected for the England baseball team? ...Had hormone tablets dropped into your coffee by a mischievous boyfriend? been found in the possession of  the works of  William Shakespeare... Found your bedroom invaded by monsters from outer space....?”

    “No, I am afraid  I am a very ordinary person..”

    “So you are guilty of all these things.. What else?  You havn’t been eating cannabis or  LSD ..or vintage cider or  sunbathing in Mazda corn oil....?”

    “No.  All that’s stupid.   They do that because they are boring and bored with themselves.   I keep away from such people.   Everyone is like that nowadays.   They are all boring and stupid... They can’t think of  anything to do..somebody offers them drugs and they think that is all there is besides being boring....but really they are still boring.   That is what the boring people do.   Their world is their own backyard..the old ones sit in front of the television set, the young ones go to the pub and take drugs.  They think that’s something else... that they are getting away from it all.   Really they are the same as they always were...It is a waste of time playing this game against you.  You always win.”

    “Don’t worry!  I always win against everyone else as well.   I have this weakness of  character...that I must never lose.   But I have my excuses... You have to win all the time.   You’ll find that yourself....”

    “That is a fact I have not overlooked.   I don’t seem to be very succesful here.   Are you Bobby Fisher, or somebody?  It doesn’t matter losing if  you are Bobby Fisher.”

    “That makes a difference?”

    “Certainly it does.   There is always someone you can’t beat.   But that doesn’t matter.  The ones you have to worry about it the ones you can beat...”

    “That never occurred to me.   But now that you mention it, looking back on my own experiences, it does seem to be true.   The ones who can look after themselves don’t find you a threat..they look after you instead of  having to get you out of  the way.   I may have been Bobby Fisher..or would have been if  life wasn’t forever evasion of  the two psychiatrists.... So you are a  swan are you?”

    “Why a swan?”

    “It’s a fairy tale.   Your parents will have told  you about it when you were a little girl or a littler girl.  It has an inappropriate title, a truth reversal, so you wouldn’t have known what it was all about.

    “What you say about people being boring, stupid..stereotyped robots acting according to the script that is presented them...  It’s what we psychologists call extroverted... everything is role-acting imposed from outside, it is all a shell with nothing within.   You may be right.  But you mustn’t criticise or condemn other people.   What happens to them could happen to you, or worse.   They are human beings and trapped.

    “Being trapped offers them survival, perhaps the only means of  survival.   There’s an inducement, a carrot dangled in front of  them from the day when they are born.   It is an offer that cannot be refused.   Maybe you didn’t see the carrot or you weren’t offered a carrot - but if you don’t bite the carrot, then it is the two psychiatrists!

    “You say  they are boring and stupid... but we are all boring and stupid.   You have an excuse for calling them boring or stupid.. because that is what they call you.   Or  they, or your mother, call you something.  It is all the same.  Maybe you are a promiscuous slag, maybe you suffer from a severe behaviour disorder,  maybe you are lazy, don’t tidy up your room and listen to Elvis Presley records... It’s all the same... They don’t know what it is...  If you live in one field, you don’t know what is in the next.  It is full of  threatening monsters from outer space.

    “They call you names, they condemn you, they summon their two psychiatrists.   There is a million of  them.  There is one of  you.  How can you be right and everyone else wrong.   You end up believing them.   So you have to call them boring and stupid    You have to defend yourself.   You mustn’t end up believing what they say.   But you shouldn’t tell them to their face that they are boring and stupid.   It’s not true really.   No, you don’t do that.  I retake and I’m threatening the rook and get out of  it.  My last move was a mistake.  You can take the bishop...

    “Just between the two of  us...when  Adam and Eve lived in the Garden of  Eden, they were surrounded by five million monkeys.   It is they who were abnormal and the monkeys had the two psychiatrists.... and still have... not that I have anything against monkeys.   They are very good at climbing trees ... and there were lots of  trees in the Garden of  Eden, or in Sherwood Forest next door..with delicious pineapples on top... 

    “You know the story.  The psychiatrist came up to Eve.  Or it may have been the two psychiatrists, Tweedle Dum and Tweedle Dee.   There have to be two - so that they can agree with one another...one agrees with the other, the other agrees with the one and that means it is not just one opinion but a consensus and has to be true.  No you don’t do that.  You don’t start attacking with your pieces in the opening...not unless you are sure it wins.   It doesn’t lead to anything.  You develope your pieces.. get them into a better position...   Whatever advantage you may have got, it will more if  you recruit a few more pieces...  ‘You too can climb up the tree and eat the pineapples.’ said the psychiatrists, ‘Then you will be powerful, you will be normal, you will be one of  us, a monkey and you will rule the world!  Here, try this delicious pineapple!...and this fashionable figleaf!’ ‘What do I want with a fig leaf?’ “You have to put it over your fanny!’  ‘Whyever that?’. ‘So the monkeys casn’t see your fanny!’ ‘Don’t be  silly!  It’s there, isn’t it?’ ‘ However could you make such an obscene suggestion..?’.  ‘Whatever is an obscene suggestion?’ ‘Shut up, the fig leaf is compulsory!’  So Eve put on her figleaf and climbed up the tree to fetch the pineapples.   But the monkeys all eagerly gathered at the foot of  the tree.  They could look up and see under her figleaf.   ‘Look at her!   The brazen hussy!  Slag! Slag! Slag!’.  The figleaf is all the pretences, all the notions that have no meaning to man and only to society, all the blind spots and delusions in which people have to believe....

    “Just because there are lots of  ducks and hardly any swans,  that does not mean that one is better than the other.  You have to find the other swans and live with them.   Then the ducks can call you names and you can’t hear them.. and the swans can call them names and they can’t hear you...so it doesn’t matter.

    “But as matters stand, you are on your own.   You are outside but on your own.  When you are outside the nightclub - all you see is the bouncers.   The sort of  nightclub I visit doesn’t have bouncers.   It has a great steel door and someone peeps through a little hole...  But you see the bouncers... the only ducks you ever meet are their bullies, lawyers, robbers, rapists, social workers and psychiatrists - and amidst them is the supreme power, your mother, being brainwashed that you must captured and burnt at the stake for your own good.   You have to confess your wickedness, succumb to the operation and, for good measure, be burnt at the stake as well.

    “It seems to me that you may have made the right decision.  Where there is a mother armed with two psychiatrists there may be little choice.   You could have bluffed it out ..maybe left it until you were a little older.   But as it happens you have gone on the run and what’s done is done.   If  you are on the run, you can’t just return with cap in hand planning a repeat performance.   You will be met with smiles, the fatted calf.... and the social workers and the two psychiatrists....”

    “I know that...”

    “Do you!  You don’t know that I am threatening your queen... Don’t you feel afraid that you may be being cruel to your mother,  that she will be distraught and lonely without you, drowning in a bath of  tears because you have run off  floozying and hussying... that you might be enticed into a cave and eaten by a troll...”

    “What’s a troll?”

    “Oh, they appear in fairy tales.   The eat fair virgins.   Anyway, they may have been fair virgins when they first met the troll.  I think trolls live mainly under hump back bridges.   Wherever there is a humpback bridge, there is a troll living beneath it..”

    “Yes, I know all that.  But what exactly is a  troll?  What do they look like?”

    “Oh, it could be that nobody knows.   They live mainly in the dark.  You only meet trolls in dark places or at night when there isn’t any street lighting.   They hide in dark alleyways.  But they eat fair maidens.  So they have big teeth.  Big canine pointed canine teeth on the side and razor sharp incisors....”.

    “Oh, I see!  You can recognise them from the teeth...They are the ones with the big teeth who live under humpback bridges.   I know a couple of  them.  They are trolls, are they?  They are easy to recognise.  They are bald and always wear winklepicker shoes and golden earrings and stand outside pubs holding mugs of  ale....   ”

    “I didn’t know that trolls were bald...”

    “A fully grown troll is always bald...The young ones may have short hair.  They moult...”

    “So you are not inclined to run back home lest your mother drown in a river of  tears...?!

    “She won’t drown in a river of  tears....Who’s going to shed any tears?....”

    “Prodigal daughters may suggest that mothers will.  Extensive reasearch by the International College of  Antipsychiatrists suggests however that they may not....  There may be what we call the alternative scapegoat.  You may have a younger sister whom you have left to look after my parents...”

    “They get on very well with her.  They won’t notice I’m missing...”

    “But then why the two psychiatrists?  That is what psychiatrists are for.  To prevent the swans escaping from the ducks.  If they don’t need you or don't want you...then why not just kick you out?...They may think it would be a disgrace to the family if you get eaten by a troll.. but even that is a sort of dependency.. 

    “It does happen that the mother, if  the daughter does not oblige, turns herself in to the psychiatrist instead.   Then maybe you can come back, take over and rescue her.   Or the mother may drive the father to the psychiatrist.   The whole family may turn psychiatric.  Then, again, I suppose it is best to be on holiday and return after a suitably lengthy inverval to clear up the mess....”

    “In the view of  the psychiatrists, lawyers and social workers I may be encouraging  you in your profligacy.  I didn’t do that, did I?  I took you to the television set and your mother appeared upon it. ‘This is your mother!  Turn yourself in!’.  But it makes no difference anyway.  If  you are really suffering from some psychiatric delusion that needs urgent treatment.. if  for instance you were going around sayng you were being hounded by a mother and two psychiatrists .. something that could not possibly happen and must be proof  of  madness - then you would be arrested anyway.   Or if  you have nowhere to stay or put yourself into moral danger by hitchhiking in some car to Derby ... If  you can’t claim social security because you are on the run...anything of  that sort, anything that proves psychiatric guilt, you will be arrested anyway.   It is not an unique story... you will meet plenty people dodging the two psychiatrists.

    “It is very unfortunate about the two psychiatrists.   In the middle ages they just burnt you at the stake and you didn’t have to fear the psychiatrists.  A lot of  people go on the run from the two psychiatrists.  They have to live anonymously.. just disappear.   

    “It is not relevent whether or not you should be fleeing from the two psychiatrists.  The fact is that you are.  It is a fait accompli.  As such, you can return eventually, but first you have to establish your independence.   Otherwise you risk the two psychiatrists.  You could get married, of  course.   Then the two psychiatrists may not find it so easy to empower themselves by manipulating your mother.

    “People do get worried.  It may not be such a bad thing.  It happens.   Some girls suppose that they are out of  it if  they get pregnant, because then the psychiatrists can’t arrest you without leaving the baby motherless.. which is against the rules.   Or you can get married to Lesbian... Then she’ll throw the two psychiatrists into a quarry if  they lay a finger on you...

    “I wouldn’t recommend you to take that pawn.. but even if  you do, you might still get out of  it.  I wouldn’t recommend you to get arrested.   But, supposing you do, that does not mean you have to give up at that point.  You havn’t been accused or found out of  some crime, have you?   It may turn out that you are wearing Joan of  Arc’s old clothes which were taken off  her in prison and taken by one of  the screws to a second hand shop.   That would be a serious crime - but they may not have found out.   According to you they have got nothing on you.   In that case, this business of  two psychiatrists is, at least in theory, a voluntary procedure.  If you don't sign, then, at least in theory, they can’t do anything, because they have got nothing on you until you agree.

    “If  you refuse, they might of  course use a different procedure.  Refusing is a psychiatric offence and then they have got something on you and they can use a different procedure.  But supposing they sign for you and it is still the same procedure - and the chances are that you will be a step ahead of them and it will be - then they carry you off to a loony bin so that they can prove that you are insane.   But even then, if  you immediately sneak out - and they don't see you - and you go into hiding for a month, they then can no longer send the bloodhounds in to fetch you - in theory.   Then, if you don’t manage to escape, then, in theory, if  you are perfectly sane - or if not, since normal people are not sane - they don’t have to find you guilty.  Not in theory.   In practice perhaps it is all a sociological procedure and they are monkeys acting out a script - but in theory you might not be found guilty.   Then even if  you are found guilty - if  they get the idea that you are attracted to men - if  you are woman you won’t be turned into a vegetable.   A woman is a person dressed in a skirt with cotton wool stuffed in her bra - a man has the cotton wool stuffed into his trousers.   If  you are not a woman, you can pretend.   They are only psychiatric doctors.   They know nothing about anatomy.   If  the nurse insists on supervising you while you are in the bath, you have to be very nice to her...or him.

    “It could be that pretending is good enough, or it may be that you actually have to be a woman.   Psychiatry appears to do little harm to women.   They love it.  They spend their lives running to doctors and stuffing themselves with pills.   Some even run regularly to psychiatrists for the electrical treatment...”

They wended their way to Harley Street and partook of  several pounds of  boiled potatoes transferred to a large frying  pan and fried with scrambled eggs and tomatoes.

    “By the way,”, asked The Accused, “As a matter of  scientific interest,  to train my powers of  recognition... You are a girl, aren’t you?   But you might be a boy.  Concealed in those clothes you could be either.  I didn’t ask before since you might have supposed I thought it was a matter of  importance....”

    “I am definitely a girl!”

    “Yes, I thought you might be.   If  people don’t paint it on the back of  their jackets ‘Boy’ or  ‘Girl’ they can’t tell the difference.   Long hair is usually a boy.   If  you are wearing a loose jacket like that, you have to stuff a couple of  footballs into your bra...”

    “I am not wearing a bra...”

    “Then that might be the reason...

Freia or Freya declared that she had had an exhausting journey and wished to retire to bed.   The Accused retired to his usual mattress under the upper front room window and Freiya to one of  the other (large) mattresses.   It now turned out that she was displeased not only because of  the two psychiatrists.  She used to copulate with her twenty five year old elder brother, she said, who was her ideal man.. but then he stopped.  He was afraid that she would tell.  She would never tell.  She was fed up with this rejection and had felt she had to go away...

    “There may not be anything of  any interest to anyone to tell... but if  it is against maternal regulations and he’s the one to be burnt at the stake ... though if  he gets burnt at the stake, you will be so as well ... then you are bound to tell.   Everyone always tells... they run to mother and enthusiastically tell the story...”

    “I would never tell...”

    “Well, you are telling me.. or would be if  it were true.. and next thing I write about it in my autobiography and sell it to the News of  the World...”

    “He thinks I would tell.  He still wants to.. but he is afraid I’m going to tell...”

    “You might not have to tell... Events might tell on your behalf.  Whose name would you write on the birth certificate.... “

    “I would never tell...”

    “I have often wondered about that.   How many girls are there in England who have got brothers?  If you add them all up from the year 3000 B.C. there must be quite a few.  We can exclude Cleopatra, because there is a special Cleopatra law ... but even without her, there must be quite a few, maybe two hundred.  Lets suppose that there are and have been two hundred women with brothers... and brothers by adoption, that’s another fifty.   A good deal of  their life they spend together... They may even be sleeping in the same bed... There could be a family of seventeen and only two beds.   That is common enough.  Now suppose everyone strictly adheres to the regulations.  One sister in her dreams might imagine she is still with the girl next door... and the brother might imagine he is still with the boy next door...  You would expect to happen, with one hundred and fifty sisters, by accident, just once in history....  

    “But have you ever read about such a thing in the News of  the World?  Have you ever heard of  any difficulty in finding a name for the birth certificate?  Now, as a scientist I have always wondered what is the explanation.  There has to be an explanation.  Do sisters have guardian angels?  Has the News of  the World decided that it never happens and that therefore it is essential that nobody ever knows it happens or says it happens?  Is there an automatic infertility where there is genetic similarity? - except in Cleopatra’s family, and King Oidipous’s family and with Adam and Eve, who were supposedly genetically identical?  For that matter, just about every woman you meet claims to have been fondled by her father...”

    “I have never been fondled by my father.  He’s too busy watching television.  Not that I would want to be fondled by my father...”

    “Well, then television is an innovation which its merits.   Before the days of  television it was a different story...”

    “I wasn’t brought up with him.  He is more a half  brother.  I’ve only known him for two years.  I didn’t know he was my brother... I wouldn’t tell!”

    “Oh, I see!  You got married first and then you discovered he was your brother.  Everything was according to regulations until you found out!  Well, in such a situation you have to make up your own mind.   I would suspect that if it was according to regulations, it was according to regulations and that you shouldn’t damage a happy marriage..”

    “That’s what I think.  But he thinks I would tell!”  

The Accused recognised the theoretical possibility that this was an invented story and intended as a hint.   The Accused was infallible in theories, even if  ignorant of  practices.   But why should such a story be necessary? - and nothing further was hinted.

The Accused noticed as Miss Leila got out of  her bed in the morning that Miss Leila’s breasts did not seem greatly developed.   This puzzled him...There was some explanation.   She was not suffering from anorexia nervosa... oh, yes, that might be it..”

    “You are younger than seventeen, aren’t you?”

    “Er... Yes, I am...”

    “Maybe significantly younger than seventeen?”

    “Er, yes I am...Does that matter...?”

    “I’m more used to people saying they are younger than they are.   I had forgotten that they can say they are older.   Yes... this could be something that makes life difficult for you.   I suppose there there must be some way of  dealing with it....”

    “I was thinking of  not going on to Derby today but spending another day in Nottingham.  Can I stay another night here?”

    “No, you can’t do that.   If  you are only sixteen and a half,  this isn’t a safe place.   There are other people staying in this house.  It would soon leak out.  The two psychiatrists, the social workers and all manner of  nasties with all manner of  stories would soon materialise.  Everything here has to be strictly within regulations ... more so than anywhere else. ... You might be able to stay with my friend Oswald.    He is a nineteen year old Karate enthusiast.   Nineteen year olds are allowed to aid and abet sixteen and a half year olds in hiding from psychiatrists.   He wouldn’t be expected by anyone to know anything about regulations.   You could just hide in his cupboard and wait until you are old enough to run away from psychiatrists.   You’ll be alright at Oswald’s..”

     “By the way, do you know what ‘O.K.’ stands for?”

     “Orl Korrekt, probably...”

     “That was it says in Brewer’s Phrase and Fable.  But then it is called Brewer’s because he was drunk when he wrote it.   It is full of mistakes backed up with convincing stories.  Actually, O.K. could stand for ‘All Night’ ... ‘All K-night’ with a silent K - and it stands for ‘Orl Right’ - ‘Orl K-right’ with a silent K.  It can’t mean ‘Orl Korrekt’.  Whoever says that?  Only schoolteachers.  If someone asks you “How are you?”, you might answer “alright” or “O.K.” ... but not “all correct”! ”

 So they trekked across Nottingham to look for Oswald.  But  Oswald  wasn’t in.  They waited and went off and returned and he still wasn’t in.   They returned to 9 Harley Street.  Leila said that she had decided to depart for Derby after all.

 It has been claimed that Mick did not interfere into The Accused’s affairs.  The Accused had been under the impression that Freiya had not met Mick.  He had been under the impression that he

and Sheba had been in the back room upstairs throughout her sujourn.   But Freiya then claimed that “that bloke” had growled at her in the manner of  a troll and let her know she was not welcome.   She was frightened of  him.   Mick later also said that he strongly approved of  the “flea-ridden bint” and did not want her in the place.   He had hatched a selective dislike for her.   It is not known why.  So to that extent it seems that Irish Mick did interfere into The Accused’s affairs.
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