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Warley, known usually as Brentwood, is Essex, not far from London, served by London’s Green Line Buses.   The railway bridge on Warley Hill,  adjacent to the Brentwood (and Warley) railway station is the official boundary between Brentwood and Warley.  Those who walked out of  the railway station and turned  left towards Warley might eventually see on the right hand side a forest or  mass of trees behind a  steel fence.  Behind this fence and  the trees was Warley Hospital.   Some of  these rail travellers however, did not reach quite so far.  They were on their way to the Brentwood cricket  ground, one of  numerous used by the Essex County Cricket Club for its fixtures.   They would have been unaware that the Brentwood Cricket Ground was in the grounds of  Warley Hospital.   Warley Hospital was the largest hospital in Europe, if not the world, with two thousand paitents.  The official figure was around that..buit nobody knew for certain how many patients there were in a  mental hospital.  The London Hospital  in Whitechapel is not the largest hospital in Europe but the largest general hospital (i.e. not a residential institution).   Warley was one of over sixty mental hospitals that encircled London, usually accompanied by a nearby Public School.

Acccused-dad occupied the office of  Senior Hospital Medical Officer and in his curriculum vitae it  states that he was responsible for setting up a  ‘neurosis unit’.   The Accused was aware there was a hut in the grounds known as the neurosis unit.   He thought it must be something to do with roses.   However, it is likely that this was first place within the British state medical system or National Health Service that non-punitive (known as not ‘physical’ - without  disabling drugs or  electroconvulsive therapy).       

In later years a famous Scottish novelist wrote a multivolume autobiography in which he described, to the amazement of  book reviewers,  miraculous details includng the names of  all the participants.   The Accused’s colleagues at Cambridge University enthused about this great great man’s  astonishing  memory.   The Accused was astonished at the naivety of  what were supposed to be (and were) the most intelligent youth in the country.   It was not a novelist’s job to remember but to tell stories - to be able to expand the idea with fantasy rather than to describe in accurate detail.   If the details of this cricket match were written up in the newspaper, then it was within the powers of  the novelist to check up on the details.  If  there was no record, then the readers had no way of  checking up!   The Accused’s colleagues were amazed at this wisdom.   This had not occurred to them.   The Accused went on to say that memories might well be reconstructed by amalgamation with other memories or  by confabulation being incorporated into what appeared subjectively to be a genuine memory.

The Accused did, however, with the other children on the site, Jeremy Nightingale, David Copeland and Yvonne Morgan, attend the cricket match between Yorkshire and Essex.   The other three were very keen to see Trevor Bailey the Essex player (and Captain) famed for stonewalling when batting for England  and the Accused would have liked to see Fred Trueman, about whom he had read in the News Chronicle.   Neither were playing.   At the match the Accused was more impressed by a handsome nineteen year old youth who had come into the side as a reserve.  This ground was also the site of  a fair in which the Accused, a small child never famed for his physical strengh, but by banging a button with a wooden hammer  so that a piece of  metal hit a bell he turned out to be a Samson, a man of  super-strength.

It was at first not clear where the Accuseds were to be housed.  They were thus supplied with a flat on the first floor of  the main building.   The Accused was warned not to exit via the door to the flat which led to The Wards.   This led to a carpetted corridor on which the Accused would be soon obstructed by nurses or  atendants (the name then given to male nurses in mental hospitals).   So the Accused had to enter and exist via the steel fire-escape.   This reminded him of  the Eiffel Tower - or maybe the Eiffel Tower reminded him of  the fire-escape....full of gaps through which the unwary might tumble.

The fire-escape opened to a main drive opposite which was a lawn.  Behind the lawn was the fenced off swimming bath or reservoir,  adjacent to the water works and  water tower (mental hospitals could be recognised from a distance, if  the trees were not too high,  by the presence of  the water tower).   On the right of  the field was the Accused’s private garden, surrounded by a hedge and a steel fence and entered via a gate.   This consisted of  beds of  vegetables, such as raspberries and rhubarb, and of  flowers, such as asters,   In fact, it was the Accused’s private garden. 

For some reason, probably because it was necessary to arrange for transport of  further furniture to St Albans, when The Acused’s first moved into this flat, the Accused’s went off somewhere, or it may have been that  Accused-mum,.for some reason, had to return to St Albans briefly.  So Frau Spatenka,  Accused-dad’s mother, known as Oma,  was temporallly imported from Ireland or  Austria.  Frau Spatenka claimed to be a friend of  Enid Blyton, the childrens’ writer, and to translate her works into German.   So she produced a book  by  Enid Blyton about a Pixie called  Pip and would hide it at night under the Accused’s pillow together with letters supposedly written by Pip.    

The garden was intended to be a  private haven for the Accused where no supervision was necessary.   The Accused is not certain whether  this right was exerted and (unsuccesfully) challenged when his mother was in residence or whether it occurred during the Oma period.  The Accused would entertain himself in this garden while Accused-mum remained out of  sight in the flat.   This liberality, however,  was a hazardous privilege.   One day a woman passed by  and in the other direction passed a second woman.  “A child!  A child!”,  agitated the busibody,  “A child!  A child!  How terrible!”.  More women were recruited into a little army on the road wailing  “A child!  A child!”   The Accused, however, hid behind the hedge.  “There isn’t a child after all”, they eventually admitted and went their way.  Some days later the Accused  noticed two busibodies following him as he approached the garden.  He waited near the gate.

“Hello!”, quoth the Accused, “I am sorry that I don’t recognise you.  Do you live or work on the Estate?”

“You can’t come in here.  This is private property.”

“Well... whose property is it?  Is it yours? ”

“It’s private property”.

“Private property?  The gardens people have in front of and behind their houses are private property.   If you see someone walking  through their front gate do you rush after them to tell them they are on private property?  

“I am sorry...I don’t know who you are.   If we have met before  I’m afraid I have forgotten...My parents and I have are allowed in here.  I don’t know about anyone else.  I don’t know who you are.  Maybe there is some confusion...Maybe this used to be your garden and they gave it to us not knowing you were going to come back.  You had better see the hospital secretary.  I don’t know anything about it. ,,,”

“This is private property..”

“The gardens in front of and behind houses are private property, arn’t they?   If  you were down the road to your house and went through the garden gate,  would you be expected to be followed by strangers and to be told you were on private property....!

“This is private property”,

“I don't think this is common land.   It may be.  But I think it is government property.   Tresspapssers might be locked up in the Tower of  London.   Kidnapping on government land could be high treason...get your head chopped off.   I’ve got to attend to the Brussels sprouts.  You can come and look at them...You can if you like, so long as you don’t damage anything...”

For some reason, when The Acused’s first moved into this flat, the Accused’s went off somewhere, or it may have been that  Accused-mum,.for some reason, had to return to St Albans briefly.  So Frau Spatenka,  Accused-dad’s mother, known as Oma,  was temporallly imported from Ireland or  Austria.  Frau Spatenka claimed to be a friend of  Enid Blyton, the childrens’ writer, and to translate her works into German.   So she produced a book  by  Enid Blyton about a Pixie called  Pip and would hide it at night under the Accused’s pillow together with letters supposedly written by Pip.    

Later, after  Oma had left, Accused-dad discovered there was a free Roman Catholic School behind St Joseph’s Church on Warley Hill,  on the left, immediately next to the hospital.   The teacher was a sister from a Scottish Order with which wore large floppy hats.   She asked him to give her regards to her colleagues should be bump into them on a trip with his parents to Scotland.  He saw some but did not dare pass on the message.   The class (for 5-7 year olds) was divided into two groups - the older boys and the younger - taught by the same teacher.   The Accused  probably belonged to the ‘older’ group.   The Accused was induced to learn his ‘tables’, that is to say the memorised produced of  n x m, where n and m are integers between l and l2 inclusive.   There is a separate table for each n, called the one times table, two times table and so forth.   Although it is always possible to calculate forgotten prodicts by addition of n’s or  m’s to a n x m that is remembered (which is cheating and not done), the Accused found that some time and effort was required to remember 7x 6 = 6 x 7 =  42  (it is, isn’t it?)  and  7 x  8 = 56.  Those facing this task have the consolation that many of  these products are not too difficult to remember  and that with each table there are less new products,  the only new addition in the  l2 x table being 12x12.   The Accused had heard much about how difficult long division was.   The Sister suddenly decided to teach this.   She explained.  “Is that all there is to it?”, the Accused wondered with incredulity.   So he worked through several examples that were presented.   Really, is that all there is to it?   He was  informed that it was.

After a few weeks in the flat,  the Accuseds were moved to a house on the hospital estate, The Beeches, on Warley Hill.   The house was reached via the hospital drive which led to the original house of  the estate which was occupied by  the Medical Superintendent,  Sir Geoffrey Nightingale Bart., a relative of  Florence,  the original house belonging to the estate,  his wife,  and their son Jeremy.   The first house on this drive (approaching from the main hospital buildings) was occupied by Dr Copeland,  his wife and their son David and was separated from the Beeches by a common drive from which was reached by a well concealed path a gate opening onto Warley Hill.   There was  another main drive on the other side of  the Copeland House and opposite this lived the caretaker  Mr Morgan, his wife and daughter Yvonne, their pigsty,  two enourmous pet pigs and several piglets.  The Accused, when no alone, would be in the company of  one or more of  the three other children, but mainly with Jeremy Nightingale, who was around a year younger than he was.

The Accused’s  parents somehow obtained a bicycle of  adolescent size.   Jeremy Nightingale insisted that the Accused ride this.   The Accused protested that he could not ride a bicycle.   Jeremy, however, insisted.  So the Accused rode the bicycle.   Later Jeremy explained that he had not believed that the Accused had never ridden a bicycle!

The garden in the Beeches was well supplied with frogs and grasshoppers, as well as other flora and fauna.   There were even a few toads living in a grass bank.   Toads are not commonly encountered in Britain, though they may then have been commoner.   They are not considered by humans to be very beautiful and the unkind are inclined to scream and run away at great speed when they see a toad..except that very few Britons have ever seen a toad and toads maybe never made themselves known to humans who behaved in such a disgraceful manner.   In childrens’ books frogs were always displayed as bright uniform green, resembling  Mexican tree frogs.   Frogs of  this description, the Pretty Frogs, were on rare occasion seen in the garden.   The author does not know whether they were a British species or whether they were a species now extinct or which perhaps had never been described other than by illustrators of  childrens’ books.    Acording to most texts there exist in Britain the common frog, which is mottled brownish-green and the edible frog which is orange, yellow or  brighter green.   The present author cannot say whether these really are separate species or whether they are just vary in colour  - differing colours being commoner in differing regions.   The frogs in his present garden are nearly all common frogs but a small number  abide by the edible frog description but seem not to be a separate species.   Britons commonly refer to the common frog and sometimes also to the edible frog as a ‘toad’ - because it does not accord with the appearance of  the Pretty Frog of  childrens’ books.

One day the Accused walked to the back of  the Copeland’s garden.   There was a frantic rustling noise and the Accused set eyes upon what seemed to be snake or snakelike animal wriggling at the base of  a young apple tree.   It may have been trying to progress by its very rapid wriggling or waving movement or maybe it was just trying to draw the Accused’s attention or was telling him to go away.    It seemed to the Accused that this very vigorous wavy motion  (with no visible progress during the brief time the Accused viewed it) was not typical of  a snake.   He therefore ran at great speed to the top of  the garden and reported what he had seen.    Consultation over the adultoid grapevine on the hospital estate brought, via Accused-dad and Dr Copeland, next day the news that this must have been a sloe-worm, which, he was told was not a reptile (like a snake) nor a fish (like an eel) but an amphibian (like a frog).   Sloeworms lived in marshy ground and were to be found in the vicinity of  a lake on the hospital grounds in the direction of  Warley Village.   The Accused never managed to find this lake though he was persistently told it was Over There.

Behind the garden, across the drive, was an uncultivated field or  meadow.   At the side of  the path through this meadow, on the right side of  the border of  the wood  to which and through which the path led,  was a an air-raid shelter, covered with turf and vegetation, which provided amusement though the entrance was later blocked off  because it was supposedly dangerous.   Despite the varied vegetation, the Combine Harvester arrived to convert the meadow into haystacks, in which the children amused themselves in the sun.   There were flowers in the field which Accused-dad informed the Accused were cornflowers and poppies and there were flowers in the wood which Accused-dad informed the Accused were anemones and lesser celandines.   Other plants were identified by the other children who had been there longer and were more familiar with the local vegetation, or local names for it.     Accused dad, as he had also done in Abergavenny,  suggested that the Accused preserve plants by pressing them between sheets of  blotting paper provided by  drug companies (They had drug adverts on the non-blotting side - though they were more objective than modern drug adverts.   The custom of  drug companies distributing educative literature or useful objects to doctors was later to be stopped because it might be bribery and instead drug compnaies were to wine and dine doctors and to pay them commissions for prescribing or  advertising their drugs)  by means of  large tomes placed over the blotting papers over which, in turn, were placed weights from the kitchen scales.   Although such specimens  preserved by Accused-dad in his own childhood remain,  there are no relics of any preserved by the Accused.   The Accused found that under leaves lying on the ground of  this field there were large numbers of  what seemed to be small dark brown lizards.  They would run away and vanish too rapidly to be seen clearly.   The Accused reported this to the Sister at the school, saying that he provisionally was referring to these animals as lizards since since it was the most likely alternative.   However, although this lady belonged to a Scottish Order,  she appeared to be Irish.   St Patrick had banished all reptiles from Ireland.    He appears to have been doing a good turn to the protestants, since according to the Bible Christians are immune to snakebites.   Maybe the Sister thought she was still in Ireland.

“You liar!”, she cried in shocked tones,  “You will go to hell!  Confess and repent to escape the torments of  damnation!...”

The Accused was somewhat surprised to this reaction to scientific research.   It turned out that the Sister was not prepared to accept the existence of  lizards in the British Isles.   The Accused would not repent.   He described what he had seen,  said that  he could not guarantee that the animals were lizards.. he had mentioned them in case someone else might be familiar with them.  Lizards however were believed to inhabit the British Isles and even if  they were rare in Essex there was no reason for a colony not having survived in the hospital grounds.   The grounds of  mental hospitals were effectively nature reserves.  The Sister however became progressively more alarmed about liars,  sinners and eternal damnation.   His wickedness was beyond her province, she declared.   She must consult the priest.

Next day the Sister was full of cheer.  All was well.   The priest had reported that he himself had seen a lizard on his lawn (next door to the Nightingales).   This sounded somewhat unlikely.   “I don’t know whether what he saw was a lizard.   It makes no difference to what I saw...”.   The  Sister was not to be deterred however.   The Accused was not damned after all.  “Where was the priest when he saw this lizard?” asked the Accused.   It turned out he was looking out of  a first floor bedroom window.  Surely not?   The ‘lizard’,  the Sister informed him, had been three feet long, with a long tail,  brightly coloured green, blue and red.   What the priest had supposedly seen was not a lizard but a dragon.   Childrens’  books always depict lizards as dragons of  this description and also claim that their tails (including caudal vertebrae, spinal cord and muscles) regrow if snipped off by an eagle.   As far as the Accused was aware,  there were no dragons of this description in England (nor, as fara as he was aware, anywhere else) and if  the dragon was native of  Brentwood there would have to be at least two and they were unlikely to go unnoticed.   The Accused was aware of no circuses in the area and there was nothing in the newspaper about a circus or  zoo having lost a dragon.  The Accused  suspected that Father Hurley had a liberal view as to hell fire when it came calming down nuns and that he would end up a bishop (which he did).

After l948 patients were seen increasingly rarely in the grounds of  mental hosptials.   At Warley they were classed as high grade, low grade or various intermediate grades ...the higher the grade, the less the need for supervision.   Supervision was provided when patients worked on the hospital farm.   They might also be attached to the households of  resident staff  in various capacities and thus Accused-mum came to supervise James, who provided her with company in the kitchen and house,  and Mulholl, who worked in the garden.

Accused mum was amused by Molholl’s vocabulary, which she repeated to the Accused.   A spade was called neither a spade nor a bloody shovel, but a bloody spade.   The Accused mentioned this amusing fact to the Teaching Sister only for there to be another fires of  hell reaction.   Molholl was a monster of  great wickedness who would be consigned to hell.   Accused-mum and presumably also Father Hurley had to plead for greater tolerance for  this Molholl who had been deprived, through poverty, of  all civil privileges and liberties except for a few tobacco plants.   It might be unfair of  the Good Lord to puinish Molholl in the next world for being underpriivileged in this  one.

   Molholl however did not escape punishment.  Molholl cultivated for himself  a bed of tobacco plants.   The Accused however had heard a great deal from his mother about the evils of  tobacco.   There existed no excuse for tobacco under any circumstances.  It was unequivocably evil.   The Accused therefore uprooted Molholl’s tobacco plants.   It is perfectly true that they could have been replanted and that the leaves were large enough for them to hung up to dry and to be converted to cigars.   The Accused cannot recall whether either of  these happened or whether his mother, when she discovered the crime, to avoid  Molholl encountering this shock, threw the plants into a bin.   Nor it known how Accused-mum squared up with Molholl.

However, then The Trade Unions complained that patients must not ‘work’  for doctors unless they were paid the Trade Union wage (and presumably only if  they belonged to the Union, which they didn’t and in which they were unlikely to be welcome).   Doctors could not afford such an expense.  In any case, it would have been taken away and used up in rent or  given to the Public Trustee.  So Molholl and James were no longer permitted to work under Accused-mum’s supervision.   The Trade Unions also closed down hospital workshops and farms.  Molholl and James therefore were henceforth permanently locked up in the hospital wards.

The reader may have read that George Washington confessed when it was discovered that he had chopped down the tobacco tree.   It is suggested that there existed some alternative.   However, there were rather more tobacco trees in Virginia than there were in Brentwood.   Also, there might have been some alternative candidate to George, such as a fly-chopping delinquent lumberjack who had ridden into town and then immediately vanished into the unknown.   There is no record however of  anyone other than the Accused being suspected of  having chopped down Molholll’s tobacco orchard.   It turned out that the probition against the evil of  tobacco did not apply and that the Accused had deprived Molholl of  his most cherished and only possession and of  the purpose of  his existence.

Beyond the Meadow (behind The Beeches and across the drive) there was a wood, which Jeremy and the Accused sometimes explored.   On one occasion Jeremy brought with him a box of  matches.

   “If  I put a lit match to this bush”, asked  Jeremy,  pointing to a bramble patch, “will it burn?”

“No”, answered  The Accused.

“Why not?”

“Its branches are green.  That means they are damp.   Wood doesn’t burn when it is damp...”

“Its not wood..”

“It’s still full of water...”

“So which bush would  burn...”

“Well, this one would..   Its all dead wood.”

The Accused was not recommending such a procedure.   He was just answering the question.  Bu t immediately  Jeremy lit a match, applied to the dried dead bramble braches and they burst explosively into a fire too fierce to be expunged by available means (A  sall fire can be put out by treading on it or beating it with branches_.  A rapid discussion took place.   The heat might dry adjacent vegetation and the fire might spread - though it would eventually go out.   This was bad news for the animals living in the forest.  Jeremy said he would contact contact the hospital fire brigade, which had two engines in a glass fronted garage six hundred yards away.   That having been agreed and the Accused not wishing his presence to cause further discussion and delay - that is his story - and fearing Accused-mum’s reaction immediately ran at great speed back home.   The Accused, although he never revealed this in competitive events, could break any world record in running and therefore arranged to be back home so briefly after the start of  the fire that he could not possibly have been there.   Dr Nightingale phoned up to report that Jeremy had come home in distress but accepted that the Accused had been at home all along. 

“He is standing right hear”, quoth  Accused Mum.

“Let me speak to him”, said Sir Geoffrey Nightingale.

Accused-mum maybe had not anticipated this - and it did not occur to the Accused that this was the first time he had spoken to anyone over a phone.  Accused-mum handed him the receiver.

“I’m not bothered about the fire.”,  said Dr Nightingale, “I was just making sure you were alright.   Jeremy arrived back  in a state of shock.   I know what happened. ...”

“Was there a fire?  We were earlier on in the wood behind the field.   If  there is a fire, the main thing is to put it out...”

“That’s been dealt with.   There’s no sign of  a fire.  Don’t worry about it.  Leave it with me.”

Accused-mum however was not convinced.   There was persistent interrogation.   The Accused was threatened with the Juvenile Court which was a great disgrace and far worse than an ordinary court.   ‘Juvenile’ was pronounced in acordance with the Hell Fire Scraganoodle.   The Accused retained the belief that a Juvenile Court was some horrific procedure reserved for children.

The Accused’s reports are not entirely consistent with the claim that that his father paid little attention to his education.   His father’s belongings turn out to include collections of  pressed plants which he himself compiled in his childhood.   It was his father who informed him that the plants abundant in the forest were aneones and lesser celandines.  His father also encuuraged him to press plants using sheets of  blotting paper provided as adverts by drug companies, pressing them between enormous tomes upon which wieghts were placed from the kitchen scales.   It was more in later years that Accused-mum impeded communications between father and son.  Accused-dad also several times too the Accused to visit the pathologist’s guinea pigs, used for the Koch test for tuberculosis.   There was a battery of  several hundred of  these guinea pigs, each in a separate cage.

The drive behind The Beeches went up towards the Nightingale house and then curled round to open ned via gate onto Warley Hill  - so that when walking upwards from The Beeches, the gate would be on the left and the house on the right.  Also,  before the gate and house were reached there was on the left hand side a field and between that and the road a  copse of  some twenty large trees.   There was rookery - a collection of  large rooks’ nests - in these trees.   In order to tease people the Accused insisted on calling the rooks ‘crows’.  [The term ‘crow’ was said to apply to smaller birds which did not live in communities].   There were also to be seen in the trees some four hundred cats.   These were of  varied appearance - manily tabby, black or black and white, and were said to be descended mainly or entirely from domestic cats.   They were asleep during the day but were alleged at night to raid the dustbins behind the hospital kitchen and also to infiltrate the kitchen itself.   One day a gang of  men were pointing guns at the trees shooting the cats.   Allegedly the cat population was getting out of  hand and too powerfully threatening the dustbins and kitchens and maybe the cats might have rabies.   The Accused was not entirely convinced by this.   The cats appeared to be flourishing and not threatened with overpopulation and famine and, if they were, their population would control itself.   Four hundred cats, in any case, did not amount to more than one tiger and  the hospital and surrounding area was sufficient to support one of  them.   Also, there was a need for a refuge or holiday resort for  the independent, homeless or battered cats of  Essex.

The Accused’s  parents bought a (small) car - a Ford Anglia (later renamed the ‘Popular’),  RNO 339, the NO registration indicating Essex.   Accused-dad failed his test but passed next time.   Accused-mum was given lessons by a Mr Green, who had a van aand some connection with the hospital, on the private hospital grounds,   Mr Green advised her not to take her test: she was not ready.  She was examined by the dreaded Mr Snell who was famed for failing everyone.  Mr Snell was however well pleased and Accused-mum arrived back home in the car minus L-plates.

The Accused however soon thereafter overheard on the BBC  (radio)  news that the Law had been changed to make it illegal for a learner driver to drive a car without being accompanied  by a person without a licence (which had then been permitted_.  The Accused knew that he would have difficulties in evading his mother’s ambition that he become a doctor and also that for his generation it would be impossible to be a doctor without a driving licence.   The Accused realised also that his parents would not be prepared to assist him financially with driving lessons and that they would not be prepared to accompany him when learning and that there was nobody else.   So this enhanced an underlying anziety or  feeling of  having to battle against hopelessness.

It turned out that when the Accused was seven years old his post office savings book had to be transferred fully into his name and he was required to append into the book his signature.   The Accused’s  parents made a great ceremony of  this, sitting at the kitchen table indocrinating him over and over again that the signature would have to written neatly and apparantly  under the impression he was incapable of  signing his name.   In retrospect there reader might suspect there was some psychology behind this - a breach of  the First Law of  Heterozexualism or relunctance to accept that the Accused was growing up.   The Accused decided that the only way of  combating the parental anxieties was to sieze the book and rapidly sign his name.  His parents squawked and wailed and accused him of  making a mess of  it and continued to wail for a considerable time.   The Accused could see nothing wrong with the signature, which his parents urged him to erase - and said so.   The signature is still preserved and the reader would see in it nothing amiss further than they might suppose it was an adult signature.

The Accused was taught by the Sister the art of genuflecting in church.   For this it is necessary to distinguish between right and left.   The importance of  this was not explained, but it may be that medieval man could distinguish between right and left .   In those days churchgoers who inverted right and left were considered to be witches - or possibly so.   Since an individual  might refer to the hand which accomplished the more complex operations or  to the stronger hand as the ‘right’,  left handed or ambidextrous persons might find themselves at a  handicap and be burnt at the stake.   It  might appear that if  a child can read a clock or a sundial and therefore distinguish between clockwise and anticlockwise rotation  it automatically distinguishes between right and left.   Apparantly not.   Maybe the Accused did not see the connection.  The Accused did not have what might be termed an internal body image of  what was right and what was left but more remembered that certain objects in the outside world which could be recollected had a right and a left side and worked out from that on any occasion which was his right hand and which his left.   When the Accused was over fifty years old he still found it easier to understand ‘that way’or ‘this way’ than right or left and had to accomplish a mental calculation when informed to move to the right or the left!  On this occasion therefore the  interior of  St Josephs Church had a right and a left.  When he faced the alter, that side was right and that sie was left.  However, when he turned round and faced the other direction  all changed.   He would be facing this direction when standing in front on the desk in his father’s study.   So he knew which was the top right  hand drawer.  In this were to be found some papers und  beneath that confusion and various loose trinkets, including some loose sixpenny coins.   These coins appeared to be abandoned,  remaining there whenever he sneaked   a look and he therefore transferred them to his post-office bank acount which which perhaps therefore grew by half a crown (five sixpences-- despite his getting no pocket money.   The Accused felt that  he could justify this theft on the grounds that the sixpences were merely in storage in the savings account,  from which there were no withdrawals, they were abandoned and Accused-dad did not know they existed and they were earning interest.   Nevertheless it was imperative not to tell his parents and he was to confess the matter to a preist  siz years - a long time to a child - later.   When he mentioned the matter to his mother when she was 83 years old she was not greatly concerned - perhaps relieved that the Accused was not, as he had appeared, unequivocably unnaughtty whereas she had been accused of  wickedness when she was a child (and had believed it).

The Accused’s parents went off t o Austria and Oma was reimported to look after the Accused.   The Enid Blyton book about Pip reappeared under the Accused’s  pillow  together with a letter from Pip bemoaning that the Accused had forgotten about Pip.   On Saturday afternoons the Accused would be sent to the Odeon Cinema in Brentwood  where there was a ‘matinee’  for children.   The term matinee means ‘morning’, but as Accused-dad previously explained in anothr context,  actors work in the evening and go late to bed and so as far as the theatre and cinema is concerned the morning is in the afternoon.   The Accused felt apprehensive about the cinema.   To Accused-mum the cinema belonged to the modern world and was wickedness or low status.   Accused-mum, if she found out,  might erupt into a catastrophe  reaction.   Accused- mum also would not have permitted such an adventure because there was an entrance fee.   Someone else was being paid to look after the Accused instead of  her getting the fee.  Oma, however, claimed that it was permissible.   The  film shown every  week was one of  part one to twelve of  Riders of  the Range.   The Accused, however,  could not understand what it was about - suffering apparantly from some defect of  hearing or comprehension.   The film concerned  men riding on horses while the background remained unchanged.

When Oma sat in the garden the Accused supposed he was expected to remain in her vicinity.  Although the Accused might go on travels on the site with Jeremy,  if  Accused-mum had been sitting in the garden she would have become alarmed as soon as the Accused went out of sight.  Oma however chided him that he should not hang round her, which suited the Accused admirably. 

Oma related that in Russia everyone spies on everyone else.   The spy denounces the spied upon as a ‘capitlist’.   Oma would spring upon the Accused yelling ‘Capitalist!  Capitalist!.’  One day the Accused was walking up the stairs when Oma sprung  from out of  sight on the landing.  ‘Capitalist!  Capitalist!’, she yelled.   “You are capitalist too!”, replied the Accused.   Oma was distraught,  or, in Austrian, emport, the name given to state of  mind of  the offended female deity.   The Accused was ‘keck’, she yelled.   Oma ran to the priest.

The Accused also, it turns out, wet the bed, though we do not know how often.   In textbooks written at the time it was declared that girls never wet the bed though a small percentage of  boys did so beyond the first year of  life.   For a child to wet the bed after the age of  three would be a severe mental distrurbance or abnormality.   Thus there were no bedwetting children, just as there were no adolescent masturbators or  homosexuals.   Questionnaires to this day ask  victims whether they were guilty of  childhood bedwetting and, if  they confess to such a crime, it is proved that they are guilty of  a serious psychosis or inferiority,  guilty of  anything accused.   The Accused never wet any beds when away from home and therefore wondered whether this might be due to anxieties which affected him but of  which he was not aware - that stresses affected behaviour even though through habituation they were not noticed or just considered the norm.   Oma ran to the priest and the teaching sister about the bedwetting.   The Accused was to discover later in life that childhood and adolescent bedwetting was very common and textbooks gradually raised the age at which children wet the bed to eight years old or beyond though the questionnaires and the conclusions drawntherefrom remained.

.     

In the case of  Little Hans; persecution there is reason to suspect also that he was guilty of  bedwetting, though that was suppressed and fantasy accusations put in their place.   Bedwetting was a great diisgrace.   In the Accused’s earlier experience concerning chicken eggs he had also been accused of  being ‘keck’ when supposedly engaging in the first defiance.    The Accused, however, felt that the reign of  Oma was one of  comparative freedom from restriction and anxiety.   When Accused-mum returned the Accused suggested to her that he might be permitted to go to the cinema to see the last episode of  Riders of  the Range.   He did not know what it was about, but  wanted to see the last episode.   Accused-mum  was incensed.   Certainly he could  not go.   She was not a slum parent abandoning her child in a cinema.   The Accused pleaded by Accused-um emphatically yelled him down.   When 83 years old Accused-mum was reminded of  this and said she was not aware that the Accused wanted to go.  She thought that  Oma had dumped him through negligence or  laziness.

The Accused’s shortly afterwards motored to Southampton to pick up the Accused’s cousin Ingrid, who had come over from Vienna,  stopping at Bath and Winchester on the way.   Ingrid was  enrolled into the local private girls’ school, the (Roman Catholic) Ursuline Academy.  Presently she returned to Vienna. 

The Accused one day  was attacked suddenly or suddenly noticed a severe headache, which he made known to his parents.   Since the Accused had never previusly complained about anything, Accused-mum took this seriously.   The  Accused refused analgesics, pointing out that they took away the pain and not the disease and that for self-protective purposes it was better to know when something was not in order and to react  accordingly.   It could be, for instance, that a person needed a rest and the body was telling him so.   Although the Accused recovered in some hours, or less than a day,  he was told he was suffering from measles and  confined for  several days to bed.   Dr Nightingale bought  Jeremy a ticket to a  pantomime that was to take place in Chelmsford  (the capital city of  Essex).   As far as the author is aware, pantomimes took place at Christmas.   Jeremy however  also caught measles, or some other illness and was unable to attend.   So  Dr Nightingale took the Accused instead - in his car.  On arrival at  Chelmsford Dr Nightingale parked the car in which looked like a cinema car park, informed the Accused that he had  briefly to go on a visit and  that the Accused should wait and  should not touch the controls of  the car.   He then strode off  in the direction of  the windowless wall of  a tall building and  walked through an unmarked door.   

The Accused  was of   the opinion that what could be  done could be undone and that what was not known, as far as the world was concerned, had not taken place.   So he examined the controls.   He  exained also a lever that stuck out from the ground.   The reader must temporally forget that this is the handbrake handle since the Accused did not know this - or maybe not.   He did release the break and the car rolled forward.   The Accused suspected that this handbreak could keep a stationary car from moving but that it was not powerful enough to  stop a moving car.   On the other hand,  it was difficult to reach and experiment with the pedals and therefore he fiddled with the handbreak handle,  pressed it and pulled it in what turned out to be the required manner and the car stopped.     So he sat innocently for what seemed to be not a brief period until Dr Nightingale arrived.

“The car has moved”, commented Sir Geoffrey Nightingale,  “How did you stop it?”

“Oh, I didn’t notice.  I don’t think it did..”

“Somebody saw it rolling down the hill...”

“Could have been an optical illuision, due to a  rotating searchlight..or the headlights of  a moving car..”

“I noticed when I came that it had moved.  It was opposite that door when I left it...!

“Oh, I see.  That door, not some other door...”

“Yes,..I’m sure it was the same door...”

“It could appear to be in a different place because the lights have come on since you left..There are lights everywhere...The shadow of  the car might have shifted.. or, it has several shadows...”

“Which light have you in mind...”

“That one there....”

“No, that one was on when I left...”

“Are you sure about that?”

“Yes, I remember noticing it was on..”

“You can  remember that can you?”

“I’m not blaming you.  It  is my fault for leaving you alone in the car..”

“No it isn’t.  Nothing happened to blame anyone for.   If  you worry about everything that might happen or  which is never known to have happened,  then you won’t be able to do anything.   There would be no cars and no cities and no theatres...”

“I don’t understand how you stopped the  car...”

“I don’t think I stopped the car.   I don’t think it was moving.  But, surely, you aleays stop something the sae way as it started,  by the same actions only backwards...”

“Is that so..?

“I think thast’s a rule, isn’t ?  If you return on the same path you end up where you started....”

 “I didn’t realise that was a rule...”

The Accused had heard about pantomines - that they were an English institution  - plays in which  the leading  man or  person who lived happily ever after with the fair maiden was a woman dressed up and in which men dressed up as women witches.   He was surprised that his mother had permitted such a thing.  But maybe the judgement of  a baronet could not be questioned.  However, he made little sence of  the

pantomie,

The Accused wrote a  (rhyming ) poem which was mainly about frogs.   As the Accused relates it however this must have been on Christmas Eve.   Accused mum was in  a room in which she was arranging a Christmas Tree and  presents.  The Accused had not been allowed in while this was taking place but when he came indoors his father informe him he was to enter the room in question.   The Accused remarked that he had written a poem and wanted to read it.  “Your  mother has done a great deal of work preparing the Christmas decorations”,  he snapped,  “She has not got time for that.  Go and see the Christmas Tree...”

Or words to that effect.   The Accused’s  parents refused to take any notice of  this poem and he was only told that to draw attention to its existence was an irritation.   So he did not mention the matter further, though he felt a little hurt at this treatment.

The Teaching Sister insisted that the Accused should apply for a free place at the Brentwood   School.   His parents were unlikely to encourage this but she insisted that  places at this Public School should not be restricted to the untalented sons of  rich whose standards were lower than those at her school.  On the basis of  merit, she insisted, he was certain to gain such a scholarship.  The Accused was not aware that his parents had been approached over this but one day he was told by his parents that next day he had to sit an exam at this Brentwood  School.  He was not told where it was, further than it was ‘down the road  towards Brentwood’ His parents insisted that he take with him a business card with on it the address The Beeches, Warley Hill.   This was supposedly in case he forgot his address.  The Acused, who knew his address, regarded this as typical adultoid stupidity.   If  an adultoid could not remember his address, he would also forget that he had a business card.   It was substituting two things to remember for one.  However, because his parents could not be dissuaded and to allay their anxieties, he took it and put it in a blazer pocket. 

The Accused deliberately  made few inquiries as to where this Brentwood School was.  He had to get there by 9 a.m. and left himself sufficient time.   However,  when he made inquiries he was told he wanted the Prep School.   The Accused did not know what a Prep School was.  He was told that he should go to Brentwood School, not the Prep School.  Maybe he was.  It turns out, though the Accused did not know this, that Public Schools cater for children  who were thirteen years old or older and that between seven or eight those who intended to enter Public Schools entered a Preparatory School - between the ages of  eight to thirteen.   The Brentwood School catered only for boys, just as the Ursuline School catered only for girls - and both had pupils who lived on the premises.

The Accused’s adventures on first arriving at the site have already been related.  Nobody knew anything about any examination nor where, if anywhere, the Accused was expected to go.  However,  he walked along a corridor and  entered a room in which small boys were sitting in front of  desks and man in a red gown was preenng himself like a peacock.   The Accused sat himself down at one of  these desks.   On each desk was a pencil and a booklet of  questions.   They were all of  the form:-

 “Horse, Sheep,  Cowslip, Goat,  Chicken”: underline the odd man [sic] out:

or  “Table, Bed,  Wardrobe,  Chairman, Cupboard”: underline the odd man out -

But not so difficult.

“Do not pick up your pencils until I tell you”, announced the Peacock, repeating this exhortation several times. “The first question reads Red, Blue, Green, Cat, Pink” continued the Headmaster, “You have to underline the odd man out.read.   I will explain that.   It  means Red, Blue, Green, Cat, Pink, underline the odd man out”.   This was repeated question after question.   Since at no time did the Peacock instruct anyone to pick up a pencil, the Accused picked up no pencil.  But when the Peacock’s speech was over the Accused noticed that everyone else was wielding their pencils.  So in the final minute he rushed through the paper, completing as many questions as he could.

The Accused was then in some manner informed that he was expected to visit the Headmaster in his office.   He located this eventually and was told to wait outside - for what he supposed to be a disrespectfully long period.   The Accused saw no reason for this and assumed that this was some sort of  adultoid (i.e childish) trick to empasise the Headmaster’s business and importance.   He was eventually invited in.   The Headmaster, indeed, The Peacock,  was sitting behind a desk on which there were two piles of  papers.

“What is your address?”, asked the Headmaster.

The Accused felt this was a another attempted insulting act.   The Headmaster would know his address.  But he decided to be polite about it.

“The Beeches, Warley Hill.   You’ll find it in the papers on your desk...”

The Headmaster involuntarily stretched his hand out towards a  pile, it wavered towards the other pile and then he withdrew it in embarrassment.

“No, I don’t have your address.   What is the number?”

“It doesn’t have a number”

“It has to have a number”

“It hasn’t got a number.   Of what are you a doctor?  Of music?”

“No,  History.”

“Of History?  How can you do original research in History?  It all happened in the past, didn’t it?   What is  known about it remains as records.   They are written down already...On what did you do your thesis?”

“On the Carpenters Guild of  Essex...”

“????? ​-  Carpenters?  People who make furniiture?  Is that very interesting?  What is known about them besides that they made furniture?”

“Quite a lot.   There is a lot in Public Libraries and in various record offices - about their accounts and the various regulations.   In some parts of  Essex they had to belong to Guilds, in others not.  It changed over the years....”

“That is very unfortunate for the carpenters who did not belong to Guilds.   Was that really fair...!

“It might mean they had to move to another area...though that did not happen very often.   The rules were flexible.   There would be arrangements made for individual cases...”

“They didn’t then set up these unions to cut out competition?  Was it better than it is nowadays?”

“They do seem to have cared for the community or  people at large, not just for themselves.  There was surprisingly little awareness of  competition.   There would be craftsmen who came from abroad....”

The Headmaster corrected himself.   “What is the house number”, he asked again.

“There is no house number”

“There has to be a house number.   It is the Law.”

“Oh, since when has there been such a Law.   Perhaps they have not got round to giving all the houses numbers...”

“There has to be a number.  Otherwise the postman would not be able to find the house.”

“The postman does not know the number of our house.   If it was put on the envelope - which it never is - it would not help him.   If there is a number, nobody knows what it is!!

“There has to be a house number.  It is the Law....!

“It may be the Law.   But, still, there are houses with no number.  Do none of  the pupils at this school live in houses with no number?”

“There has to be a number..”

“ That may be so in towns or cities...But in the countryside it will be ‘Jones’ Farm’, ‘The White House’,  ‘The Vicarage’ or just the names of  the people who live or used to live there....  In Warley Village there is a White House and a Manse...”

“There has to be a number outside the house...it’s the Law.”

“If you have a few houses dotted on a mountain or  one house on a  Scottish moor a twenty miles from somewhere else....”

“There has to be a number....”

“The house is built on the Estate.   The houses are built just anywhere, not in any particular order.   There is no way of  telling what would be the right  number....It is a private estate..”.

“You live on a Council Estate”, sneered the Headmaster.   The Accused gathered that there must, in the Headmaster’s view, be something despicable about living on a  Council Estate, whatever that was.

“What is a Council Estate?”

“An estate belongig to the town Council...”

The Accused supposed that an ‘estate’ was a stretch of  land surrounded by a wall or tall hedge and provided with a large gate.   

“You mean a sewage farm?”,  he asked.

“That sort of  thing”

“Are there any of  these Council Estates round  here?”

“Yes, several.”

“Really.  Where?”

“In Brentwood....”

“Where in Brentwood.  How would you get to them from here?”

The Headmaster explained the location of  one of  them.   But the Accused still supposed the Headmaster was referring to a sewage farm.

“No, we live on the hospital estate..we call it The Estate, the hospital grounds.”

“Your are a hospital patient!”, exclaimed the Headmaster triumphantly.   He seeed to think that he had scored a point.  Obviously  the Accused was not a hospital patient, but there was apparantly something opprobious about hospital patients..

“No, my father works at the hospital..  You live in the school, don’t you?  He lives at the hospital.”

“Your father is a patient!”, exclaimed the Headmaster in even greater triumph.

“No,  he is a doctor.   The patients don’t have families...They live on the wards...!

“Is he a family doctor?”

“What is a family doctor?  A doctor who has whole families as patients, who deals with illnesses of  families?    There can’t be much need for them.”

“They have surgeries in the town everyone is registered with a family doctor...!

“We are not.  You mean that there are some doctors who deal with people who are ill or injured outside hospitals and do not work in hospitals....Is that a good idea?   No, I don’t know whether my father is one of  these family doctors.   Every doctor has to go when he is called when somebody is ill or injured.  It is part of  the Hippocratic Oath.   He may occasionally be called out  because people living in the district are ill...but he works at the hospital.   There are over two thousand patients.   Sometimes they fall ill.  So they need a doctor.   The person in charge of  the hospital has to be a doctor...though there is also an administrator.   Or there can be...”

“There isn’t any hospital on Warley Hill”

“There is no entrance on Warley Hill, but the grounds run alongside Warley Hill...”

“I’ve seen no hospital on Warley Hill...”

“You wouldn’t.   The grounds are hidden by trees and if  you there weren’t any trees you wouldn’t see the hospital buildings...The buildings are near the entrance  main entrance but are hidden by a wall...”

“There’s no hospital on Warley Hill...”

“It’s called a Hospital.   It is the same word as hospice or hotel, isn’t it.”

“Probably so..!

“Yes,  that is what it is ..not a hospital as you mean but a hospital in the old fashioned sense.  As with the Knights Hospitallers...is that what they were called? -  a mental hospital..”

“There is a mental hospital at the back of  this school!”, yelled the Headmaster, with importance and alarm, “A lunatic asylum!  Why weren’t we told?”

“An asylum, yes,  that is what it is...a  place of  safety...nowadays, for some reason, they are called mental hospitals.  But why do you call it a ‘lunatic’ asylum - is that some sort of  medieval joke.  Were they once supposed to be a refuge for witches or  werewolves or people affected by the full moon?  A ‘lunatic’ would be a person whose behaviour is affected by the moon, wouldn’t it be?   There’s nothing to stop such a person becoming a patient, but I havn’t heard of  any.   People tend not to believe in vampires and that sort of  thing nowadays.  If somebody was supposed to be a witch or werewolve he could seek refuge in an asylum...but that’s a bit old fashioned, isn’t it?”

“There’s a  mental hospital at the back of  this school.  I will have to write to the Ministry...”

“It’s not exactly at the back, is it?  It is on the other side of  Warley Hill...There’s no school at the back of  the hospital..!

“I will have to inform the Minister...”

“Oh, he’s a busy man and already knows.  You mean our Minister...the Home Secretary...Don’t bother him.  If it’s that important I think I can get a note slipped to the Home Secretary.   It’s  his hospital...!

“Nobody said there was a mental hospital on Warley Hill...!!

“Oh, the local people are bound to know about it.  It’s Brentwood’s claim to fame...the largest hospital in Europe!”

“It is hazard to the boys at this school...!

Why do you say that?  Are you worried about infectious diseases?  The patients are not ill.   They are people who started life without homes or jobs.  If you don’t have a home, you can’t get a job.  You need an address.   But if you don't have a job, you can’t afford a rent.   There is no way out.  You need a start.  These mental hospitals, or asylums as they were called,  were built to provide a home for people who did not have this start.   They were villages in the countryside for  people without a start.   They were self-sufficient..had all the facilities necessary in a village and did not depend on the outside.   Warley Hospital has its own farm, kitchens, workshops, doctors, cinema, waterworks and sewage farm, shops and post office...”

“It’s a disgrace.   Nobody told us....”

“You don’t have to worry about infectious diseases.   This school is a boarding school, isn’t it..with boys from far off places such as Romford or  Billericay....That is so, isn’t it?  So they could, when they first arrive, import Billericay’s  Tuberculosis,  Smallpoz or Plague....”

“Do they have plague in Billericay”, asked the Headmaster in shocked tones.

“No, they don’t.   It would not matter if  they did.  It can be treated.   Infectious diseases are not a problem in Britain.   However, if  they were, then to catch them it would be necessary for them to be carried from somewhere else.   You might catch one from someone from Billericay or from a rat that had walked over from Billericay...but you couldn’t catch it from a patient at Warley Hospital...since they have been there all their lives and and don’t have any infectious diseases...”

“We can’t  have a lunatic asylum at the back of  this school....”

“They are to be found everywhere.   In the same places as Public Schools.  Bound to be.  It had to be where there was land available...It would be bad for business for you to move the school away from Brentwood...”

“Why would it be bad for business...?”

“I had a look round this building... it seems to me it might have been built as a Victorian workhouse or orphanage....is that what it was?  As in Oliver Twist   The Beadle or whatever he was called would have lived with his wife in the house at the back of  the building....!

“Where is that?”

“Isn’t that where you live?  There are living quarters for a family in that direction, like a house attached to the main building.   Overlooking the lawn.”

“I don’t know where you mean.   What lawn?”

“By the gate”

“What gate?”

“Over that way...It says outside the gate, on the right hand side, on an board on stilts...Brentwood School Preparatory to Public Schools...I don’t know what that means, but presumably it means that the school prepares for something...for these Public Schools, maybe.   The building would have been bought for this purpose around l900, would it be around then?   The school depends on parents who pay fees for their children to be taught here, don’t they.   To do that, they have to have heard of  the school.   Over the years, since l900,  people will have been learning from each other that this school exists and where it is.   The more people know, the more will want to pay money for  their children to be taught here.   If  the school moves to Romford, then nobody will know where it is.   You’ll also have to change the name..and nobody has heard of  Romford School, unless there is one already.   Then when you have moved to Romford it will turn out that there is a mental hospital in Romford...You would be better off  ignoring it...Warley Hospital has been there for longer than this school and it has caused nobody any trouble...”

“It’s a scandal!”, quoth the Headmaster. “What is your house number?”

“There isn’t one”.

“There must be a house number”

The Accused  felt it was time to put the Headmaster out of  his misery on this persistent topic of  street numbers.   He pulled the business card out of  his pocket and pointed out the address and that there was no number.

“You carry that in case you forget your address,”, quoth the snidy Headmaster.   The Accused now thought he saw a possible origin of  his parents’ strange compulsion that he carry this card.   They had been put up to it so that the Headmaster could  put on this act.   The man was incorrigible.

“No”, answered the Accused, “I havn’t been in the habit of forgetting things.  Not yet.  They say it happens as you grow older.   Does it?”.  The Accused said his farewells and returned home.

The Accused was puzzled.  This man had earned respect which was not in doubt on account of  his position and academic achievements.   Yet he found it necessary to prove that he was more clever than a seven year old child and moreover seemed to be openly invitiing himself to be humiliated.   Was this a behavioural consequence of  the Matriarchy, he wondered.  He supposed that it was.   Men, under the despotic rule of  the fearsome Superbitch,  yearned for friendship from each other.  But this was forbidden by Superbitch and they were in fear of  being Found Out.   This invitation to be beaten was a disguise for this yearning for friendship - a cover story understood by the men (or perhaps so) but a code which evaded the scrutiny of  Superbitch.   The Accused that night had a dream about these men wandering alone on the marketplace, as the pupils of  Brentwood School had wandered alone in their garden,  seeking each other’s recognition as fellow secret heretics by their secret signs.    The Accused was soon to leave Brentwood.   Neither he nor his parents learned whether there was any outoome to this interview.   It is not even known whether he he should have gone to the senior school and whether perhaps he was unwittingly interrupting an internal class st the Prep School, where he was not expected and his presence was unexplained.   However, he was later to discover that his assessment of  the Prep School Syndrome was remarkably accurate.

The Accused’s assessment of  the mental hospital regime may not have been accurate.   In his writings,  Accused-dad singled out Dr Kimber and Sir Geoffrey Nightingale as running particularly progressive regimes.   The progressives were in a minority.   However,  the great majority of  patients the Accused never saw.   Maybe the women who perstered the Accused in the garden near the reservoir were patients.   He recalls no other women patients on the site, even though there were over a thousand  recorded on the books.  A mystery remains.   The Accused met James, Molholl and other patients who, until this was stopped,  worked on the site and who were to all appearances entirely normal people and who, indeed, had clearly been admitted on social rather than medical grounds.  In the account given by the Accused of  Warley Hospital it appears that there was a failure to integrate the mental hospital patients with the outside communities not in the sense of  closing down the mental hospitals but in the sense of  the patients being treated as equals.   There should have been progress during which the patients continued to live in the hospital but ceased to be considered by anyone as eccentric lunatics (merely on account of  their being hospital patients).   Instead,  James and  Molholl, who had been allowed to lead a semblance of  normal life at The Beeches, were deprived of  this by The Trade Unions.   Hospital farms and workshops and the facilities to earn a small wage within the hospital were dismantled.    It is not known who were the women who molested the Accused when he was living in the flat in the main hospital building but it seems as if  they were people with prejudices against mental hospital patients.   The Headmaster of  the Prep School displayed also a prejudice against mental hospital patients and the inferior orders (including the Accused) in general.  The unfortunates trapped in mental hospitals by the prewar Nazi-style policies were to become increasingly hidden from the world, increasingly the subject of  lies and superstitions and increasingly isolated.

In l948 the new Mental Health Act was intended by the ‘liberals’ to allow the release of  the mental hospital patients who were detained despite not having ever suffered any mental disorder.  The result however was that concept of  ‘schizophrenia’ was substituted in diagnosis for the former moral deficiency or  chronic unemployment and that patients formerly recognised as not mentally ill were labelled as being so.   The concept of  ‘chronic’ or ‘burnt out’  schizophrenia waas introduced for the chronic mental hospital patient.   Tranquillisers were used to immobilise the patients and there was greater restriction on their movements than before.

The Accused not only roamed the hospital grounds in the company of  the three other children on the site but found himself particularly attached to another boy at  the Catholic St Joseph’s  School called Martin, the son of  a dentist who lived nearby,  to whose home he was occasionally invited.   Accused-dad moved to Leicester and the Accused was separated from his former friends,  bereft of  any subsequent communication.   On the last day, when the giant Pickford’s van had moved off and the Accused’s were about to leave in the car  Jeremy arrived to say his farewells and to express his undying affection to the Accused.   One day there would be a knock on the Accused’s door in Leicester, he said, and it would be Jeremy.   That was never to be.   The Accused had no facility for writing to his former friends and indeed was henceforth subjected to a regime in which he no longer wrote to the Misses Nicol and Rhoda Jack to whom he had formerly written.   The unfortunate boys left in Brentwood were left also to the mercies of  Brentwood School, regarded, it turns out, at the London Hospital, which was the major general hospital serving Essex, as the ideal training ground for doctors.   These unfortunates,  fourteen years later, would look to the Accused, the one who had escaped and was not damaged by the brainwashing, for guidance and leadership,  but because of  the sociological battering to which he was himself subjected he could not or did not do so.
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