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Accused-dad arrived from Shaftsbury one day to inform the Accused that they were going to move to St Albans.   “St Albans?”, asked the Accused.  It turned out that he was supposed to know this was a place in Hertfordshire, not far from London,  known to the Romans as Verulamium and possessed of an Abbey of which Cardinal Wolsey was once Abbott.  It was also the home, or not far away from it, of  Francis Bacon, the famous Minister of  Police,  not to be confused with Roger Bacon, inventor of Gunpowder and friend of Guy Fawkes, Pope Clement lV, not to be confused with Guy Fawkes, also connected with gunpowder, a mixture of sulphur, saltpetre and charcoal.   Accused-dad was to work at Hill End Hospital, St Albans, as a ‘Fellow in Child Psychiatry’, one of  two, the other being lady doctor,  Dr Rosenberg.  These Fellows in Child Psychiatry were expected to pioneer the occupation of  Child Psychiatrist in Britain and prior to this appointment the Accused was interviewed by John Bowlby and the Superintendant of  Hill End, Dr Kimber.

This aggravated Accused-mum’s fear of landlady’s and her reminiscences of  her wandering around Glasgow, refused lodgings because she had a child.   Landladies did not want children.   That was clearly the Accused’s fault.  Because she had only one child - clearly the Accused’s fault - she did not qualify for a council house.   The Landlady turned out to be a Mrs Kybird, who lived on Sandpit Lane.  Accused-dad was required to live in St Albans.  It turned out that the front part of  the house was in St Albans while the back part was in Hatfield, enabling her to pay Hatfield Rates.

Behind the house was the factory and aerodrome of  the De Havilland Company, which was then developing and testing the Comet, the world’s first supersonic airliner.   Across the road was Ministry of  Defence  Keep Out (The Government Aeronautical Research Institute).  To the left of a person standing at the gate of  the house, facing the road, the road curved round, alongside De Havillands towards what was more definitively Hatfield - where lived the Working Class, the De Havilland engineers.  To the Accused, Working Class meant rich and superior.   The Accused’s lived in the upper storey - the Accused at the front, presumably St Albans, his parents at the back, presumably Hatfield.  Mrs Kybird had a sitting room downstairs, which we did not greatly use, and lived in a bedroom somewhere in the back, behind the kitchen, presumably the former Breakfast Room (or ‘Back Kitchen’ as it is known in the East Midlands).

Mrs Kybird had a phobia of ants.  Brown Ants (known as Formica Fusca) were marching continuously in column, through her side door, across the kitchen floor, up the wall and back the same way.   There must have been some reason for this.  Maybe the attraction  was the syrup impregnated with ant poison which she purchased to feed them.  There were also on occasion flying ants which Mrs Kybird was convinced wre a separate species.  It proved impossible to educate her or to demonstrate.   She expressed great terror of flying ants, insisting that they were flies.   The Accused eventually decided it was best to let Mrs Kybird persist in her delusions.  n front of  the house, to the left of  the path, was a bank, as Mrs Kybird called it (‘My bank’).   The Accused has its doubts about it being a bank.  It contained no money.  It was more a hill, hillock or tumulus.   It contained yellow ants (known as Formica flava).   Brown ants and, particularly, the large ferocious red ants (known as Formica rufa) are prone to legislating genocide policies against these yellow ants - but yellow ants had a monopoly of  yellow sandy soil and kept themselves underground.  They make their presence known however by means of  molehill like hillocks on the surface of which there is an alopecia of  vegetation.  The Accused dug into one of  these hillocks - a little bit - to find and study the ants.  He was spotted doing this by Mrs Kybird who was convinced that he was demolishing her bank.   There was no danger of  this.  The Accused indeed was intending to put turf over the patches where the ants had removed it.  The stability of  the turf, the Accused supposed, depended on the binding effect of  the roots of vegetation.   The Accused explained to Mrs Kybird that he was studying the anthill and the ants.  He would be careful not to cause the ants too much inconvenience.  Mrs Kybird yelled in terror at the word ‘ants!’.  There were no ants, she declared.  The Accused replied that these ant need not trouble her.  Yellow ants monopolised yellow sandy soil and except when the winged forms came out to fly.  Yellow ants were unfairly treated by the red, brown and black ants which, for some reason, did not inhabit yellow sandy soil and left the yellow ants alone.  They did not invade kitchens.   Mrs Kybird wailed that ants invaded kitchens.  There were no ants in her bank.  The Accused invited her to look and he would demonstrate.  Mrs Kybird refused to look.   There were no ants in her bank.  The Accused said these were quite different from the brown ants who had some interest in the kitchen wall.   They would be living under the paving stones.  Ants under the paving stones, yelled Mrs Kybird in alarm, there were no ants under paving stones.  If there were she would have to get The Man to lift up the paving stones and kill the ants.  The Accused said that was not the way to deal with it.  If she put the delicious ant poison just outside the kitchen the ants which were in any case harmless and after the resin exuding from her wooden shelves would be so delighted they would not go any further.  There were no ants in her bank, yelled Mrs Kybird, there were no ants under the paving stones!   So the Accused decided it might be best to let her go on believing  that.   anThis was a minor incident, though it gave Mrs Kybird the opportunity to make a fuss.  Accused-mum, when she heard about it, however, supposed it to be a great calamity.   Mrs Kybird would evict them - but Mrs Kybird soon forgot about it.  It had just given her the opportunity to make a fuss.   

Accused-mum lived in fear of  being evicted and in fear of  offending Mrs Kybird.   She believed landladies to be deities and feared that the Accused would offend Mrs Kybird.  Landladies were averse to children and tolerated them only on sufference.  The Accused would point out that Mrs Kybird had formerly lived in the house with her husband and child but was now a widow occupying only one small room while they occupied the entire first floor.   The first floor might be considered to pay for the room.   It would be very inconvenient for Mrs Kybird, even temporally, to sacrifice this income.   But Accused-mum wailed on and did not listen.

The sandpit itself was on the same side of  the road but to the right (of the person at the gate facing the road).   The site was decorated with notices proclaiming Danger Keep Out and Tresspassers will be Prosecuted.   Such notices were littered all over the countryside.   Adultoids however sometimes get the idea that Danger means Danger or  Keep Out means Keep Out or Prosecuted means Prosecuted.      It is true that the pitworkers opined that the pit itself was dangerous because they shifted around the escavators and when doing so might overlook and escavate a visitor.   However, as regards the rest, the Keep Out notices were derelict or had fallen over during the reign of  King George lll and had never been repaired  again - and there was nobody to deter or prosecute anyone (though it was well known, at least to the Accused,  that nobody could prosecute in the absence of damage and that these notices were just put up to avoid liability for mishaps to visitors).   There was a need carefully to examine the site to verify whether or not these notices were obsolete.   There might have been some danger when the notices were originally put up and an adultoid straying over the ground at night might bump into a hillock or trip into a hollow - but besides that danger had long evaporated.   Accused-mum however was convinced that Danger Keep Out was Danger Keep Out.  The Accused then heard a rumour that there was Public Footpath through Danger Keep Out and indeed there was an undoubted public footpath between the houses and  De Havillands and that was continuous with the presumed Public Footpath through Danger Keep Out and, further more, this was in line with the Public Footpath to St Albans through a field on the other side of  the road.   The Accused reported that according to English Law,  because the route had been used by Francis Bacon when visiting Robert Cecil the right remained with the Accused.   What was a public footpath or common land in those days was known to locals but not marked with any signs and  there was no law that it had to be marked on any map.   Accused-dad however announced that he had verified this story about a Public Footpath and so The Accused was, despite the wailings, permitted to invade Danger Keep Out, provided that he kept to the Public Footpath, which since Accused-mum would not be looking anyway, could be interpreted liberally.     

The gate of  Ministry of  Defence Keep Out was at the end of  a drive which, on the left hand side was separated from a cowfield by an electrified fence - but not barbed wire as most such fences known to the Accused had been.   The shock emitted was slighly more powerful than most.  These direct current electrified fences were not not intended to deter intended dung-robbers or  mushroom-robbers.   The mild shock - even though this one was a little more powerful than most - was hardly a deterrent.  The purpose was to persuade cattle that if they insisted on leaving the field they should go via the gate.  To emphasise this message there was also trench on the inner side of  the fence.   However, they terrified Townies and amusement could be provided by teasing farmers with discussion of  what measures a determined dung-robber might take should have an aversion to gates or styles  or the ubiquitous public footpaths.   The official story was that this particular electrified fence existed to protect the Ministry of  Defence from being prosecuted by tresspassers on the path who had been trampelled by a herd of  three cows.

The cowfield contained cows - though not many of  them.  Occasionally, however, it contained what in the USA came to be known as Unidentified Flying Objects or UFOs.   It is true that these UFOs when seen had always disappeared next day and not even the Accused saw them fly away.  Nobody else admitted seein them.   But then people do not notice things.  Unless they have been told about UFOs on TV - in which case they see them everywhere and familiar objects such as planets, stars or  the lights of  helicopters become UFOs.   A common phenomenon is that a single light is seen on an otherwise dark background.  This results in the stationary object to be perceived as moving.   This phenomenon, well-known to experimental psychologists, is attributed to the absence of  environmental objects relative to which the light can be perceived as positioned.  Unidentified Flying Object is however a term that was neither acceptable to science nor to the Accused.   They are objects to be identified.   It costs several millon pounds to build an airliner - or, in those days, perhaps a few thousand or a few hundred.   It would not be economical to test a barometer for use in an airliner costing two hundred l949 pounds and then to throw away the airliner if  the barometer does not work.  Instead cheaper flying machines are purpose built to test the equipment.  The most famous of  these is the Flying Bedstead used to test the vertical-takeoff engine, which was known as the Flying Bedstead - and most of  these UFOs, in fact, resembled bedsteads!

Every now and then there would be a fair in the cow field and there would then be on the field in addition to cows and cow-dung an RAF recruitment tent and outside it a Lancaster Bomber or a Spitfire.   There were also items of  more general interest such as roundabouts and coconut shies.  One day the Accused was invited by some coeval boys, or perhaps marginally older, to accompany them to the fair.  He feared that his mother might regard such conduct as a great catastrophe, but was assured that he could provide legitimate excuses and that he would get back before she found out.  No money was required to explore the fair.   The Accused insists that he did not and does not know who these locals were.   But it was usual for the Accused’s coevals to amalgamate this way, without introduction, when passing along the road.   The Accused considered himself as at the bottom of what TV natural historians call the order of dominance.  He was a newcomer, or relatively so, had to rely on others for local information and custom and was Not Working Class, without any forseeable future.

The Accused examined the Lancaster Bomber,  read all the blurb and even penetrated the recruitment tent to entertain and interrogate the RAF officers.   The other boys hung around but, to the Accused’s surprise, were not greatly interested.  He expected they would be, not as he was in order to obtain information about technology, the internal organisation of  the RAF and the lives of  RAF officers, but because the RAF and Lancaster Bombers were the subject matter of adventure stories and young boys might want to join the RAF (which the Accused, as an only child, wouldn’t).   They also went round  but were not greatly fascinated by the other attractions.  As they hung around the vicinity of  the Lancaster Bomber the other boys wondered how they should occupy themselves.  The Accused, partly to avoid them getting into mischief about which Accused-mum would hear, with resultant hysteria -  not that any such intention was expressed - had to think something up.  He had noticed that there was a nearby hedge in front of which was various overgrown vegetation and, to his surprise, they readily showed interest in the flora and fauna of  this region.

The Accused had not previously walked far enough up the path from the gate to discover that it reached a white flat roofed building on the left hand side which he termed ‘the laboratories’.   This building could now be seen on the other side of  the hedge, standing closeby, in a lawn, across which, at a distance of  some four hundred yards, there was a country house, which he assumed to be an administrative centre.   There were young men in military uniform who were lying on the lawn sunbathing in front of  the door of  the laboratories.  This door reached the main path via a short pavement and there was no evidence of  (nor was there) any other entrance.  This posed the theoretical problem of  how a succesful spy would penetrate these laboratories.

Shortly after the Accused mentioned this the other boys examined the hedge, each taking on another section to explore and it was rapidly announced to the Accused, who had not taken part in the exploration that a gap in the hedge had been found, and shortly thereafter the boys penetrated the hedge and were briefly interviewed by the guards.    The Accused claims he had not intended his companions to do this.  He says he only mentioned the penetration of  the building as a problem in theory.  It is true that he had mentioned the possibility of  penetrating over, through or under the hedge.  However, he had done that merely because he wished to demolish that suggestion,  which he supposed his companions would suppose to be the obvious solution, before revealing his own solution -  that a person acting on his own should enter the door of  the ‘laboratories’ via the  drive.   Since the guards seemed asleep or relaxing, with the eyes, if  open at all, directed towards the sky, it might appear that their field of vision was limited.  So it might appear that it was possible to penetrate the hedge to the side of  the building, approach via the narrow strip of  lawn between hedge and building and then sneak between the building and the guards relaxing on the lawn towards the entrance.   The Accused felt however that although the guards might be apparantly asleep they might be aroused as a spider sleeping in its lair jumps out when thee is a vibration in its web.  The guards would respond to a challenge, and would be challenged by people coming through a hedge.  They could even be described as expecting this.  Similarly, if  the boys or boy entered via hedge, whether within the guard’s potential field of vision or hearing or not,  whatever route might be taken there would exist no known route whereby anyone could arrive that way without first having passed up the drive (which the guards would have reckoned to notice).   The Accused claims that he was expecting the boys to make theoretical suggestions.   But when he mentioned that it was possible to go over and under and through hedges he was immediately inundated with questions: “What do you meant by go through a hedge?”,”What do you mean by a gap in a hedge?”.  The Accused was deviated into a lecture on the characteristics of  hedges.   Before he could deter them, the boys then went off to look for a gap, found one and, despite his advice to the contrary, penetrated the hedge.  The Accused had previously ascertained that the hedge, at least in the region where the boys were operating, was not reinforced with a wire (or other) fence,  which could at least be claimed to be a sign that penetration was not a major offence, so long as the hedge was not damaged.  He had explained to the boys that they needed an excuse or cover-story such as that they were looking for rose-hips.   It would not matter whether there were any rose hips or whether it was the right season since they may be looking for rose-hips despite there being no possibility of  finding them.   As a matter fact, there are always rose hip and there were then.

Next day the Accused tested out his own method.  He walked calmly up the drive,  past the ‘guards’ and into the ‘laboratories’.  He found the building entirely deserted.   There were six rooms - three on either side of  a corridor, those on the left being classifiable as ‘offices’ and those on the right as ‘laboratories’.   But there was very little in them.  The Accused examined what equipment there was and read through what files or papers he found - though there was nothing of  great interest!   As he emerged from the building the guards, without getting up from the grass, asked whether he had found what he was looking for!   He said that he had been looking for the toilet.   They offered to accompany him thereto but he said that he had already been.  They found it hard to believe that he had found them, but he  declared they were at the end of  the corridor and round the corner [to the right].

So it seemed that there was no great prohibition against penetrating Ministry of  Defence Keep Out.  One day when the Accused was wandering up the drive of  Keep Out, not far from the entrance from the road,  there was a swishing sound and a missile approached rapidly through the trees on the left of  the drive.   The Accused had little time to study this phenomenon.  The missile was around eighty centimetres in length and shaped as a missile might be expected to be shaped - a cylinder with a point, fins at the side and fins at the back.   The Accused calculated the speed and although his memory cannot be trusted he said he calculated it as 210 mph.   It was not obvious that there was any source of  power or fuel within the missile itself and supposed that it was powered by magnetism or  magnetic rays or whatever term children use for an electromagnetic field.   He supposed also this must be controlled from the country house on the site but suspected also that the ‘magnetism’ was produced by electricity travelling down a wire on telegraph poles on the cowfield side of  the electrified fence.   He had not been told that an electric current is surrounded by an electric field but felt that this had to be postulated to explain the motion of  the missile - and also found it natural to imagine that an electric current would be accompanied by such a surrounding field.   However, the Accused is convinced that the missile was flying through the branches of  the trees, though apparantly at speed and in a straight line.  The Accused supposed, therefore, that this device had some subsidiary internal control system which enabled it to avoid collisions with branches.   The Acccused was presumably mistaken about the missile travelling through the trees but he insists that is what he saw.   What would happen to the missile when it got to the end of  the drive, wondered the Accused?  As it happens, as soon as it emerged from the row of  trees it rose into the air, and taking a parabolic path, descended and, in view of  the Accused, hit the ground some three miles from where he was standing.

The Accused mentioned this to his father who, next day, informed him that the device he had seen was called the ‘Flying Arrow’.  Later that day he was addressed, as he passed by the entrance to Ministry of Defence Keep Out, by three policemen.   They had heard, they said, that he had reported seeing a flying object on the previous day.   They asked a great many questions and his answers appeared not to satisfy them and merely to generate more questions.   He thought that perhaps his interpretations of  the science and technology might be erroneous - but it occurred to him eventually that they had not the slightest idea what he was talking about!

   “Oh I see”, he suddenly exclaime, “You have lost your missile!”

“We have not lost our missile!”, replied a policeman emphatically, so emphatically as to arouse suspicion.

“You’ll find the missile three miles in that direction in an overgrown field surrounded by houses”.

“How do you know that?”

“Have you been there?” 

“Do you have a map?”

The Accused replied that he had never been in the direction indicated but that his solution had to be correct.  Nobody every set foot on overgrown fields or bombsites in built up areas.  People were afraid of  them or thought them dangerous.   Had it dropped on a farm, on a countryside field or anywhere else outside a built up area it would have been found by now.   The Accused added that three miles was his estimate but that there would be plenty scientists in the country house who would be able to calculate an exact figure.   It had to depend on the speed of the missile, which they would know, and there would be some known method of calculation.  He did not know what it was but, if it mattered, could conduct experiments to find out.  If  the distances corresponding to different speeds were already known or a method of  calculation known that would probably more accurate than the experiments throwing stones and estimating speeds which he had in mind.  With that the previously agitated policemen were satisfied and went off.up the drive.

One day three Wolsey Police Cars drew up in front of  the house.  These appeared to be civilian police cars containing officers in civilian police uniform but rumour reached the Accused that these were Military Police.  Then the door to the house opened and Accused-dad marched out in style and in full army battle dress (as khakhi uniform was called).  The officers lined up and saluted and Accused-dad saluted.  He entered the car, the officers followed and the convoy drove off at speed with ringing bells.   The Accused heard that his father, whom he had supposed to have left the army, would be away for two weeks on army business.  He had no explanation for this.  In later years, when his father referred to his ‘going behind enemy lines’ to discover whether Russia had an atomic bomb, the Accused supposed that this must be the occasion.  Since that made no sense, the Accused wondered whether his father had been imprisoned for some offence and was inventing a cover-story.   It turned out that Accused-mum also did not know how Accused-dad was then occupied and that she was to suffer anxieties - as the Accused also came to suspect - that Accused dad had a secret history of chasing after little girls.  However, it turns out that Accused-dad was involved then in the Court Martial of an officer accused of espionage in which he was chief witness cum defence council, the outcome of which was that the defendant was found ‘technically’ guilty and transferred to Accused-dad’s custody.

The De Havilland test pilot, Mr Cunningham, who was a nationally known figure even though the engineers were unknown, was killed when the Comet prototype (one of two) crashed.   Although the Accused was not aware of  himself being aquainted with Mr Cunningham it turned out that he was well known on the road and in Hatfield and he was assured that he must have been acquainted with him.

Accused-mum was not anxious to spend money but the Accused felt she was vulnerable to sales-talk.   There was plenty of  this at the Ideal Home Exhibition, which the Accused’s regularly attended.   While she lived at St  Albans Accused-mum bought a set of volumes of  the Childrens’ Encyclopaedia.    The  Accused knew nothing about this until the volumes appeared later in Leicester, where they were in a bookcase in a locked room - and he read this encyclopaedia only at Chrismas when the room was opened.   The Accused had bought his own Chambers’s encyclopaedia for five shillings at an auction sale.   It emerged eventually that Accused-mum had paid some enormous sum for this encyclopaedia,  around seventy pounds - two years’ income - and  that she had paid in installments.   The Accused felt it was misguided for his mother to buy items specified as for children.   There was no difference between a device  used by children and a similar device used by adultoids.   If  the term ‘children’ was used, the item was likely to be a toy or  a fraud.    A salesman had called at the door and had persuaded Accused-mum that the encyclopaedia was necessary to enable the Accused ‘pass’ the ‘eleven plus’ examination.   At any rate,  Accused-mum had not during this period exhibited any thoughts about the eleven plus,  could have passed it there  and then, had he been old enough to take it, and it made no contribution to ‘passing’ the eleven plus.   On the other hand,  necessary money for his studies and career proved not to be available.

The Accused was not aware at that time that Mrs Rustenburg had written a final chapterr in ‘Common Sense in the Nursery’ on ‘Choosing the School’.  Had he been so he might have had some explanation for what in more plebeian circles was very strange behaviour.   The choice was probably between a state school in Hatfield or a state school in St Albans (though for the purposes of  his contract of  employment, Accused-dad was living in St Albans).   The Director of  Education informed the Accused’s parents that Fleetville School in Central St Albans had a ‘good headmistress’.   The Accused, when he heard this, supposed that Accused-mum took this too much at face value and that the message might have implied that nothing else about the school was deserving of  praise.   In the l980s,  another Fleetville School, with which the Accused was also acquainted, was declared to be the Worst School in Britain, by which was meant it high a percentage of  Caribbean children.   It could hardly have been worse than this Fleetville School in Saint Albans.

The Accused, to his astonishment, was dragged by his mother to this school to make inquiries.   There were three classes,  each in a large caravan parked in the playground.   Accused-mum did not visit the headmistress but somehow identified the classroom where the youngest children were taught in which the Accused, on the basis of age, should he attend the school, might expect to sujourn.  Accused-mum collared the teacher outside the classroom and started asking questions.  “He can’t come here”, snapped the teacher,” we are full up!”.   That was hardly likely, though the Accused.   State schools were obliged to accept anyone within their catchment area.  “He can’t come to this school”, she continued, “He’s backward!”.

The Accused cottoned on immediately.  However, to the Accused’s alarm Accused-mum took this seriously and replied: “That is strange.  The Headmaster at his previous school said he was unusually bright.   Why would...”, she wondered, not ironically, but perfectly seriously.

“We have standards of our own”, snapped the teacher, “By our standards he’s backward!”

It turned out that Accused-mum did not even suspect that this should not be taken at face value until the Accused managed eventually to explain it to her when she was 83 years old, not long before she died.

Nevertheless Accused-mum did not diagnose that there might be something seriously wrong with this school and the Accused duly entered.   Since the Accused was ‘backward’ the teacher of  the youngest children refused to accept him and he was put into the class above.   The teacher there was obsessed with the Working Class.  “Working Class!  Working Class! Working Class!” was the continuous refrain, though, admittedly this teacher was not unique in that respect.  Although everywhere “Working Class” meant good or respectable or acceptable and Not Working Class meant not acceptable,  “Working Class” had different meanings in different locations.   Here it meant  ‘criminal’.  Children were lectured on the importance of skiving, stealing and cheating the ‘bosses’ who were the enemy or opponent that had to be outwitted.

It is necessary for children to learn to read and write, announced the Teacher.  The  Bosses  did not have to know how to read and write, she continued,  because they got somebody else to do it on their behalf.   The Working Class had to know how to read and write because they might be employed as a clerk.  The Accused was beginning to suspect that the Superbitch was confabulating - was out of touch with reality.   Clerks existed in the days of  Charles Dickens.  Nowadays everyone used a typewriter and carbon paper.

The teaching of  ‘reading and writing’ consisted of  the children being required to copy writing on cards into exercise books.   Every school and every class used a different handwriting script and it would be considred essential that the children all used that which was being taught in their particular class.  Not that this was relevent to this particular technique.   What was actually written on these cards - or its meaning - was ignored completely (and there was no ‘reading’ as opposed to ‘writing’).   The Accused duly wrote out wht was written on the card and took his exercise book, as instructed, to the teacher.  To his astonishment she was interested only in dots on i’s and cross bars on t’s.   She didn’t notice anything else and it did not escape the Accused that the teacher might find herself able to recognise anything else (though he would have been perfectly willing and able rapidly to educate her had she confessed to this).   There was a dot missing, the teacher announced.  “It doesn’t matter”, remarked the Accused, “it still means the same”.  There was a dot missing the teacher insisted.  “All right”, said the Accused, “Pass me the pen!  I’ll put the dot in”.   The dot seemed not only to be a major issue to the Superbitch but she seemed incapable of  putting it in place herself.  No, the Accused had to write out the entire card again, insisted the teacher.

So the Accused wrote out the passage again and this time the Superbitch pointed out a supernumerary dot.  “No, that’s not part of  the writing”, explained the Accused, “It’s a bit of dust which has gotten stuck on the paper”.   “Do it again!”.  “No, really, it has nothing to do with the writing.  It doesn’t affect what the writing means....”.  This went on and on.  The Accused was wondering what the other children in the class were doing.  He assumed that they must have completed many cards, since he had entered the school not at the beginning but during the course of  a school year.   On the other hand, there certainly was no daily queue of  children who had copied out the writing on cards.   The Accused was beginning to suspect that this Superbitch imagined that she had declared war.   But “What if she has?”, he told himself.   The correct strategy would then still be to act innocent and to carry on copying this card over and over again.   “We’ll see who breaks first!” the Accused told himself.

The Superbitch seemed to be getting increasingly desparate.   The Accused had noticed however that she was not resorting to violence, despite her professing herself to be violent superbitch and according to the Accused, who may be reconstructing memories after jumping to conclusions, actually was so.  Could there be a connection with his parents knowing the Director of  Education (and the Deputy Director of  Education)?   Children would every now and then be invited to gather around the blackboard, on which the teacher had previously pinned various teaching aids.  “Everyone back to their seats!, yelled the teacher, “Last person to sit down stands in the corner!’.   The Accused supposed that it would alarm his mother were he to stand in the corner and should she find out about it.   It would affect her for life and he would forver be hearing about it.  He was also aware that he sat at the back of  the classroom and was at the back of  the milling crowd.  So he crawled under the children sitting in front of him to reach his seat - which took a split second.   The teacher however noticed, which the children under whom he had crawled apparantly had not and she was unlikely to have done had she not been watching him especially!

“Stand in the corner”, yelled the teacher,   She seemed upset.   This had to be connected witht the adultoid knicker fetish.   “Now why exactly that?”, asked the Accused.  He felt the Superbitch was in need of some psychotherapy and reassurance, but he could not cure this adultoid unless she confessed her malady.  “Stand in the corner!”.   “There has to be a reason.”, replied the Accused, “There is nothing to prevent you giving a reason!”  “You know exactly why!”.  “No, I don’t know.  You tell me!” “Er, ah, It doesn’t matter! Go and stand in the corner.”

The Accused stood vaguely in the corner.  “Gather round and look at the blackboard!”, continued the Superbitch.  Shortly afterwards the Superbitch noticed that the Accused was standing in the vicinity of  the corner looking at the blackboard.   In Wales it would have been considered a deliberate attempt to mock the teacher not to face the blackboard in such circumstances.  “Why are you not facing the corner?”.  “I can’t see the blackboard when looking at the wall”.  “I said ‘stand facing the wall’”.  “No, as a matter of fact, you didn’t.. or you forgot.  You said ‘Look at the blackboard!’. ‘When did I say that?”. “Just now, several times.  But it doesn’t matter.  I have to face the blackboard to see what is on it”.  The Superbitch gave up.  “Go and sit at your desk.  Everybody, go and sit your desks”. [Or it may have been ‘in your desks’].

Eventually the Superbitch gave up also regarding the card from which the writing was being copied.   The Accused did not know why.   Had she been warned off?  She produced a card and was satisfied at the second reproduction of  that.  She merely glanced at the third card, turned to her cupboard to look for another and began looking through the pile and then perhaps realised there were no more cards!  She turned round: “You are backward!”, she snapped, “You are too backward for this class!  You cannot remain in this class!  Go and see the headmistress!”.  The Acccused was a little alarmed: “The headmistress won’t know what I am coming about...”.”I will tell her...er, she has been told!”.  “Where do I find the headmistress?”.   “In her office.” “Where is her office”.  “You know where the headmistress’s office is.”  The Acccused didn’t but nor, apparantly, did anyone else.

There were separate boys’ and girls’ areas of  the playground and, as was customary, girls entertained themselves by turning cartwheels or performing handstands against the walls while the boys gathered round to spy on their knickers.   When not thus occupied the boys would wander around the playground asking each other “Can you beat up A?” or “Can B beat up you?” or “Can your dad beat up my dad?”.  The Accused diagnosed that to break this adultification it was necessary to give some unexpected reply.  The Accused said that he did not know, he did not consider the question of  any interest and that were he able to beat up A, B or C it would not be particularly in his interests to broadcast the fact or to seek to test the theory since however ‘tough’ a person might be, there was always the possibility of  his losing a fight through ill chance.   He found that if  he spoke rationally,  these boys who had been previously adultified out of rational conversation or attitudes spoke rationally in reply.   There was a boy whom all supposed to be the toughest in the school, whom we shall call, since nobody remembers his name, Tommy Williams.   Nobody dared even to speak to Tommy Williams who regularly went round with two other boys whom everyone else supposed he was protecting and were his gang.   The Accused, wondering what this was all about, deliberately spoke to this Tommy Williams and found him friendly and not in the least aggressive or  adultified in his behaviour.   However, shortly afterwards, the Headmistress, during the morning assembly which took place in the Hall, which was in a brick building, announced the death of  Tommy Williams. “You all knew”, she said, “That he was not as strong as other children.  He had a for a long time had an illness - an illness of  his blood.   He had to put up with a great deal of pain and you should think of it as that his death has saved him from continuing pain and suffering...”.

Accused-mum believed everything she was told and it was contrary to her inbuilt Rules of  Society to take any notice of  what the Accused told her.  So she believed and continued to believe that school broke up at  3.30pm.  This teacher, working class by name and working class by nature, as she understood working class, shived off at 3-15pm or 3pm.  There was some excuse such as that workers flooded out of  the factory at 3.30 (they didn’t) or 3.30 was the time when lorries came down the streets (they didn’t).  Accused-mum came with the Accused by morning by bus, or maybe she did so, but insisted that he did not return home (some miles away) by bus or on foot.   The Accused therefore had to wait in the playground from maybe 3pm, when the Superbitch knocked off, and maybe 4pm when Accused mum arrived.  This was worrying.  It encouraged attempted vicimisation by older boys, some from the neighbouring junior school, which broke up later.   The embarrassment was that he if  he laid a hand on these youths his mother might find out - and she would consider his violence a great calamity.   At that period of  his life the Accused did not seriously suppose he could deal with these gangs of  older boys.  He had it all worked out - but felt he could not do anything unless he was left with no choice.  However, each time the occasion arose,  he was rescued by some gang of girls (all boys are terrified of girls) or by adultoids.

The bus stop was on a main road which was reached by turning right at the school gate (that is to say ‘in that direction’, since the Accused did not readily distinguish between left and right).  On the main road, opposite the road on which the school was situated (called, presumably, Fleetville Road) was a large portrait of a young lady wearing underwear, beneath which was the word Ballito,  the name of a manufacturer of  lady’s stockings.  Miss Ballito looked as if  she had been there a long time.   The Accused, apparantly, eventually did travel back by bus or travelled to the bus stop to ascertain where it was.  On one occasion he saw his father standing under Miss Ballito.   His father greeted him from across the road and he greeted his father and went on without crossing over.  He felt that his father had been spying on him in order to feed his mother with ammunition and this incident contributed to a lasting mistrust of  his father.  In fact, his father spoke to him much more freely on neutral sites outside the territory of  Accused-mum but the Accused felt that the shadow of  his mother was always present and never took the opportunity of  speaking to his father on such occasions which perhaps the father, unable to speak to his son at home on account of  the matriarchy,  had deliberately contrived.

On being told by the Superbitch the Accused duly went in search of  the Headmistress but took the opportunity of  looking into the more unlikely places first so as to have the opportunity of  exploring the site.   Eventually he located her office.   This was in what seemed like a corridor alongside the hall.  The Accused entered the door and saw the Headmistress writing at a desk at the other end of the corridor, a long way off.  The Accused wandered very slowly up the corridor, pausing to read and digest all the notices on the boards on the wall.

“What is a ‘rota’?’, he asked nonchalently,  The Headmistress explained.  “I though it might be the same word as ‘rotor’ ..or that that might be its origin”. “It could be I suppose”. “In which case you would expect the timetable to repeat itself.. but it doesn’t.  On the notice halfway down the corridor..” “Oh, it might be.  Those notices have been up for years.  Nobody bothers to take them down...”

“Then there is all this about the music room... and the sports hall....where are the music room and the sports hall and who is the sports teacher and who is the music teacher.”

“Oh, that was a long time ago,  We can’t get teachers these days...”

“Then there is that notice encouraging people to drink school milk.   The milk they send is the milk nobody else will drink...sour and undrinkable milk...”

“Oh, is it?  It may be as you say, but I go out of  my way to get the best milk available.  I feel it should at least be there for the children to drink, whether they drink it or not.   Some of  the children get nothing else to eat or drink all day...”

“Don’t they? Why not?”

“I don’t know whether they do or they do not.  But I suspect...everything may go on drink.   I suspect some of  the children get nothing to eat.  But I don’t know.  I have to rely on people like you to tell me....”.  She looked down again on her papers and wrote for a bit.

Then the Accused made some other comment about the notices on the wall.  The Headmistress looked up again.  Then a thought struck her.

“You can read!”, she exclaimed.

“Of course I can!  Can’t everyone?”

She returned to her papers and then looked up again.

“Why exactly have you come to see me...”

“The teacher says I am backward...”

“Oh, does she?”

“You know all about it...”

“I don’t know anything about it...”

“The teacher says that I am too backward for her class.....”

The headmistress reoccupied herself with her papers.

“She spends her time teaching the pupils to read and write”, added the Accused.

“We have to spend our time copying out writing from cards...”

“Oh, is that what she does?”

The Headmistresses carefree attitude was beginning to encourage the Accused to speak without caution.

“I don’t really think that is reading and writing.  What matters is the meaning of  the words or sentences, not the exact shape of  the letters. ... I think she can’t read and write herself!....Well, I didn’t mean that exactly....”

“I wouldn’t be greatly surprised.  It is impossible to get teachers nowadays.   Everyone gets jobs in the factories and they pay a great deal more than teachers get paid.  I just have to put up with what I can get.....

I am sorry that I am a bit pressed by work at the moment...”

“Oh, I didn’t mean...”

“No, it makes no difference.   My secretary has the day off   today.   She is ill every four weeks and has to take a couple of days off...”

“Iam sorry to hear that...”

“Oh, there is nothing wrong with her.  She is just ill every four weeks...I wonder whether you could help me.   I am trying to get the letters written by the four o’ clock post from the pillar box...Can you write some of  the letters for me..?”

“I can do, yes, but I don’t think they would be up to the required standard of  neatness...”

“Oh, that doesn’t matter...Here, there’s some paper.  I have to requisition stock from the depot...I have to send them a list.   I need what’s on this list...that stands for ‘reams of foolscap plain paper’.  I also need a dozen 8”x4” exercise books ...’.  “I see.  To what address is to be sent and what does this stand for...?”.

The letter was duly written and put into an envelope and addressed.  The Accused offered to post the letter but the headmistress said she would post it on the way home.

“The teacher says that I am too backward for her class.   There would seem to be no solution to that..”

“There are plenty solutions.”

“The teacher says that I am too backward for her class...but I only went into her class because the teacher in the class below said I was too backward for her class....That means there is no solution...”

“There are plenty solutions...”

“It means that there are no classes available in this school. Are there special schools for people who are backward?”.

“Yes,  there are such schools.  But none in these parts.   You have to pay.   They are for the children of reach people and they are only to be found where richer people live...Would your parents wish to pay?”

“No, I think not.  ..There isn’t any solution”

“There are plenty solutions.   I’ll think of something.  Come and see me on Monday morning.  I will have thought of something...”

The Accused duly reported again to the Headmistress next Monday.  She informed him that he had to report to the class above, that for the oldest children in the school.

“Will that satisfy you?”, she asked.

“Well... if I am backward for the class below, I am backward for the class above...I wouldn’t wish to upset the teacher of  the class above...”

“I wouldn’t worry.  Don’t you want to go into this other class..?”

“Its not a matter of that...I could go and try it out to see how it works...so long as the teacher is warned and doesn’t mind....”

“Oh yes, I you can do it on that basis.  But I don’t anticipate you will have any difficulties.”

Nor were there any difficulties.   Although there was no more ‘teaching to read and write’, the teacher did pause at one point to advise the pupils to use connected handwriting.  The first that the Accused noticed was the far greater pace at which the new teacher proceeded.  There might be a talk about some topic, or  the pupils might be expected to copy down some dictation on some topic or to draw a picture and append some notes..the topics were varied and interesting...but eventually the Accused would feel tired..and as soon as that happened the teacher would change topic ..she always managed to change topic before the pupils became weary and there was no competitiveness or humiliation of pupils.

There was a separate brick building which housed the kitchen and dining hall.  There was a high table on which sat the teachers and their friends and guests eating a sumptuous meal cooked in the kitchen while, for the pupils, what was described as food came in large metal containers.  This was not regarded by the pupils as edible.  The culinary prize went to the ‘gravy’ which contained not only gristle, but pieces of stone and indeed, regularly, nails and pieces of metal.  Accused-mum worked as a dinner lady.  She would come along and encourage the Accused to eat his food.  It was good for him.  Not being partial to iron filings he would slip the plate out of  Accused-mum’s sight under the table.   Accused-mum refused to believe that the children were not getting resplendent food.  She would recite that there was roast turkey and fresh vegetables and that the teachers and staff took every day home with them great bags full of  meat, chicken and vegetables.  Since the food was intended for the children and it was illegal for the teachers to provide themselves with free food Accused-mum refused to believe that the children were not eating it.   The headmistress, who ordered the food, clearly did not know what was going on.   But then she was socially inferior, not full working class, and not entitled to the income, plunder or proceeds of  crime that by tradition belonged to the Working Class by right.   There was an administrative class that effectively was a class of slaves while the WC plundered and carried no responsibility.

Later Accused-mum took on the post of  assistant watcher at the Play Centre that met on the school site during holidays.   Accused-mum was continuously whining at the Accused that the chief watcher did no work and was always criticising.   This was a fat Superbitch with a passion for beating children with a stick who had the required characteristics of  a carer for children.  She sat in a chair somewhere indoors while the play group spent their time in the playground.  She was WC.  Accused-mum did not understand that WC had privilige and income and were required to do no work!   Accused-mum would entertain the children with origami.   The Accused was astonished that these unruly children showed such interest in his mother’s demonstrations and teachings to which they attended assiduously without any misbehaviour.

Later the play centre was moved to a large house with a large garden..the children, and accused-mum,  spending their time in the garden.   The Superbitch sat indoors in a chair in what she described as her ‘office’.   Children would be summoned to this ‘office’ to beaten with a stick.   It seemed to the Accused that they would not have been beaten had they not wanted to be beaten since the Superbitch was so fat that she would not have got out her chair to chase after any child that kept its distance!   There was an apple tree in the garden and the the children were beaten for stealing apples, after being denounced by their comerades.   It seemed to the Accused that there was an agreement between this sadistic Superbitch and the children that they would be beaten, since it would have been very easy to apprehend apples without anyone noticing.   The Superbitch noticed that the Accused had never been beaten.   This irked her greatly.   When waddling in at the start of  proceedings and when waddling out at the end she would forever be coplaining about this.  He was being protected by Accused-mum, she alleged.   She exhorted the children that they must entice him into stealing apples.   In this they were unsuccesful.   The Superbitch then asserted that it was very mischievous of  the Accused not to commit any crime for which he could be beaten.   She would beat him, she declared, for the unforgiveable crime of not being naughty.  “Let her try!”, though the Accused.   He was amused at the thought of  her wallowing in her chair waving her stick and unable to reach him.   She went on threatening to wallop the Accused for not being naughty..but never made any attempt to fulfil her threat..or, maybe, if he was summoned to the ‘office’ the Accused just ignored the summons.  Since she was confined to her chair, never actually set foot amongst the playgroup and presumably was illiterate (which was compulsory for a Superbitch)  she had no officially recognisable means of  delivering a summons.

There was one boy who was considerably taller and, presumably, older than the other boys.  It was advisable to be on good terms with this boy.   The big boy asked the Accused whether he could catch wasps.   It was easy to catch wasps, said the Accused.  Wasps settled regularly on the rasperry bushes which were to be found in a fenced off garden in which some other vegetables and some garden flowers were also growing.   A jam jar could be held on one side of  the wasp and the wasp then persuaded to enter the jam jar by moving the lid towards the wasp from the other side and the wasp could then be trapped in the jar by putting on the lid.  However, it was essential that the wasp was then released and allowed to fly away.   The Big Boy said that he intended to release any captured wasp and went off to return shortly with a jam jar (with a lid).  The Accused captured a wasp and the Big Boy took the jar out of  the raspberry garden to the lawn in the region of  the apple tree where a row of girls were jumping up and down squealing at him.   He then deposited the wasp into one of  the girls’ knickers - from which it rapidly escaped and the procedure was then repeated and so again....  The Accused noted that the girls were cooperating with the procedure and also wondered whether the same wasp was being captured on each occasion - and that the wasp was cooperating too!

The Accused discovered a field at the back of the site on which the grass for the most part was dry - as hay - and there were also some wild strawberries and blackberries and some broken bottles.   The other children would not join him in this field.  They went nowhere near it.  It was too far away for them.  They were afraid of  venturing beyond the region of  the apple tree.  On one exceptionally sunny and hot day the Accused was standing in this field when there was a sudden explosive noise and the grass burst into flames and the flames rapidly spread.   So the Accused returned to report that there was a fire.  After some discussion one of  the boys went to the street, where there was a telephone box,  to phone for the fire-engine, which duly arrived - or several arrived - and they put out the fire.   The Accused explained to the fire officers that they could park on the road alongside the field and train a hose over the (stone) wall.

Next day the fire officers arrived to interrogate the Accused, which took place mainly in the field.  How did the fire start.   The Accused stated that it was ‘spontaneous combustion’.   There was no such thing as spontaneous combustion the fireofficers declared.   There had been several fires in the district, said the Accused,  which had been attributed to this cause.  There had been a brief report to this effect in the local newspaper.   The Accused supposed that the officers would be aware of  this.   So he did not mention the newspaper.   The fireofficers insisted that there was no such thing as spontaneous combustion.  How could spontaneous combustion occur, they commented with incredulity.   The Accused pointed out that the grass was in fact dry hay and that it was a hot day.   The grass was hot.   For it to burst into flames it would be necessary for the heat to reach a certain level at some small location on the hay.  There would be variation of  the heat continuously at every point on the surface of  the hay, but occasionally it might reach the necessary level.   The fireofficers did not believe this (nor understand it).   Could it have been caused by a match, asked the fireofficers.  Fire officers are always convinced that all fires are caused by matches.   There were no matches on the site, said The Accused.  If there had been a match lying on the field, said The Accused, he would have noticed it.   The fire had been caused by the broken bottles.  A broken piece of glass might act as a lens, causing rays of  the run to converge to a point or small area.   The officers neither believed this nor understood this.   The Accused was beginning to suspect that the fireofficers were somewhat limited in their knowledge of undertanding.  Had somebody walked along the road and thrown a match or cigarette end over the wall.  Nobody had gone past,  asserted the Accused, neither pedestrian nor car, and, in any case, it would have been impossible to throw a match or cigarette end so as to travel all the way to the point where the fire had started.   They should try some experiments with broken glass before dismissing his explanation.   However, they had matches on their mind and spent the day searching the field for matches without finding one!

The Assistant Director of  Education dropped in shortly afterwards.  He introduced himself to the Accused and discussed various scientific topics.   Where was the Superbitch, he asked.   The Accused confessed that he was unable to see through opaque brick walls and could not guarantee certain knowledge.  However, it was generally believed she was located in an ‘office’ on the first floor of  the house, probably that window up there, which was reached by a staircase to be seen when entering the front door.  Why did she need an office, he asked.  She had to have an office, explained the Accused, because she needed a chair.   What did she do in her office?  The Accused confessed that he had never been in the office but that he understood that most of  the other boys had.

The play centre was then moved to a field in the countryside.  The Accused cannot recollect seeing the Superbitch at this new location.   But he did not see his mother a great deal either.  It was a large site and the Accused would be pointing out to and examing with numerous varieties of gall apples and other protusions found on the branches and leaves of  a coplse of  bushlike oak saplings (and engaging in other investigations of  natural history).

The Accused’s, according to Accused-mum, moved from Mrs Kybird’s to the house of  Mr Osborne, the pharmacist at Hill End Hospital (and his wife), though the Accused has little recollection of  this.  Then they Accuseds moved to the house, in the grounds, of  Dr Kimber (who was not married) the Superintendent of  Hill End Hospital, where Accused-mum acted as cook-housekeeper.   Accused-mum was a supurb cook and, since she would produce Hungarian dishes with Hungarian names the Accused assumed that she had previously cooked these in Austria - but in the l990s she would claim that she learnt the recipes from cook books.   Dr Kimber would be served these sumptious meals and then the Accused’s would eat when he had finished.  Dr Kimber got the idea that Accused-mum was fussing over him and not providing similar meals to Accused.   The arrangement had been set up for his sake, he informed the Accused.   As a matter of  fact, the Accused was provided, as always, with a great deal of food.  The Accused took a liking to the numerous minute ash and sycamore seedlings on Dr Kimber’s lawn.   He remonstrated with Dr Kimber for cutting them down but Dr Kimber opined it would not be a good idea to have thousands of  sycamore and ash trees on his lawn.   Charles Darwin reports having had similar large numbers of  sycamore and ash seedlings on his grounds and that few of  them, if any, grew into trees.  He may have supposed that this was survival of  the fittest.   But however fit Darwin’s saplings might have been, they would not have been as fit as Dr Kimber! [These seedlings are all exactly the same, but one in a million falls into some location where it will not be molested by a Dr Kimber.   They have wings on the seeds to create this possibility].

Accused-mum, with the Accused and maybe also Accused-dad regularly visited London while living at Hill End.   The Accused cannot recall patients in the grounds, but he was shown the pathologist’s chambers in the basement of  the main building.    The Accused attended the Christmas Party, some time before Christmas, which was allegedly an annual event arranged at the hospital for the deprived children of  St Albans.   The mistress of ceremonies was an attractive young lady - maybe this Dr Rosenberg.  If not, then the Accused never met Dr Rosenberg.   The author understands that the Accused was highly impressed by the beauty of  this young lady and, since big boys did show emotions, made some parting comment to the effect that he could assassinate her - or some such thing.   The Accused’s parents were informed that the Accused, on the basis of  this remark, whatever it was, was ‘highly disturbed’.  Maybe it was a social worker.   We learn that Dr Rosenburg had considerable difficulties in getting a job in Britain because she was Jewish but nevertheless was eventually employed in a small Home Counties Asylum by its superintendent, Dr Last.   Even though Dr Last was ‘German’, race or Jewishness was, unlike elsewhere, never mentioned nor a matter of  interest at that hospital.  We will hear more about Dr Rosenberg and Dr Last.

The Accused’s stayed awhile with Oma’s friends, the Saunders (not with Oma) in Dublin.  As was usual in Capital Cities there was to be found in Dublin a stone column surmounted with a statue.   It had not been clear to the Accused why the elevated statue of  Napoleon should be a venerated landmark in Vienna.  The Accused had on one occasion, when coming across this column the umpteenth time, exclaimed “Look, The Kaisar” - since all statues around Eurpope were Der Kaisar and this was a unifying name for such architecture.   Accused-mum was so pleased that the Accused had recognised Der Kaisar (after this statue had repeatedly been pointed out as that of  Napoleon) that she ignored further questions as to the statue’s identity.   The Accused was rather more surprised however  when his parents pointed out to him a Nelson’s Column in O’Connell St, Dublin.  On inquiring why  Nelson was so honoured, the Accused was informed that Nelson had won the battle of  Trafalgar (against Napoleon ..or at any rate, one of  his admirals.  On inquiring whether Napoleon had been a cause of  great panic in Dublin, Accused-dad delivered a short lecture on English history.  This the Accused knew already.  His question was not answered.  So later, in the absence of  his parents, he asked locals in the vicinity of  the statue.

“Neilson?  Never heard of  him.  Is there a statue of  this Neilson in Doublin? “, “No, there’s no statue of  Neislon in Dublin” “Oh, is it really?”, “Where does it say that?”,  “Horatio?  What sort of name is that? .....!

The Accused was informed that a Saunders held in great reverence,  apparantly the Chief of  the Clan, was going to arrange for the Accused guided tour of  the Guiness Brewery.   Later he was told that this great privilege was arranged.   Such a tour, apparantly, was the greatest honour that could be oonferred on a visitor to Dublin.  The Accused, again, was puizzled.  It is true that he had received over the years via Accused-dad booklets of  comic verse concerning various zookeepers, toucans, flamingos and other characters portrayed in coloured illustrations.   These had been on the theme of  Guiness is Good for You - or at any rate for the humans who starred in these verses, and for some of  the animals.   Guiness had an effect on these similar to tinned spinach on Popeye the Sailor.   But he was not aware that the Guiness Brewery was the  most famous structure in Dublin nor that  the Irish economy depended on it.   This claim did not altogether make sense.   According to his inquiries, more money was spent in Ireland on consuming this Guiness than was earned in producing it.   Having been produced and purchases, it was tipped down people’s throats and  the economy was no richer than it had been previously.

In answer to his inquiries, the Accused was informed that breweries were places were malt was stored in vats within which it fermented with the production of  beer.   Was a vat the same thing as a barrel or cask.  Apparantly not, but since it seemed to be merely a matter of  siize and use, the Accused insisted on using these terms indiscriminately in order to tease and provoke the adultoids.   So the brewery would be full of barrels which looked more or less the same as any other barrel.   If  the malt in the was visible it owuld be a very long time before any change was observed in the contents.  What was special about Guainess Barrels asked the Accused, as opposed to beer barrels in general.   Guiness was different.  How different?  There was a secret formula.   Really?   What was the secret formula?   Did it involve any difference in the process that was visible in the factory.  That too was a secret.   Maybe, suggested the Accused, since this Guiness was advertised as a medicinal tonic,  the secret ingredients were strychine and iron.   Maybe so,

The Accused indeed, with his parents, was taken on a tour of  this Guiness factory.   He was received in a succession of  offices, then taken over a catwalk high above what was described as the main manufacturing area.   The Accused wondered whether any one had ever fallen off the catwalk and how many.   Then there were a few more offices.   The factory appeared to consist mainly of pipes.  Eventually the Accused was presented with a penknife as a momento.  This alarmed Accused-mum when she heard about it and the penknife vanished.  It was to turn up again amongst Accused-mum’s sundry possessions when the family later moved to Leicester.   He then asked for an explanation, thinking perhaps that the dangerousness of  this implement might be the reaason for the theft.   Accused-mum however refused to give an explanation.   She had been performing the Emelia Rustenburg act, seen herself as the boss and the child as the delinquent whose conversation is to be ignored.

The Accused, for Christmas, as usual,  received stockings full of nuts and tangarines - and a Rupert Book.  Accused-mum felt that the Accused was being ungrateful by reading this book in ten minutes (or less).  It had cost a lot of  money, she informed him, and he should take all year to read it!   The stockings were supposedly filled by Father Christmas,  but the problem which occupied the English - whether this Father Christmas actually existed had never been meaningful.   Adultoids had their collection of  extraterrestrials and they belonged to a world apart to which the notion of  material existence did not apply.  In any case, there had never been any assiduous attempt to conceal that his parents filled these stockings.  Soon thereafter the Accused’s moved to Brentwood.
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