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A short story
By

Allen D. Nicklin

Prologue – Aylesbury Assizes, Buckinghamshire.
‘Call, Nicholas Allen.’ The voice echoed down the corridor to where Nick Allen was sitting. 

Nick stood up and was led into the courtroom by the court usher. As he made his way to the witness stand he could feel the stare of at least one hundred pairs of eyes focused on him. He was physically shaking and beads of perspiration where trickling from his brow. He looked round to observe his surroundings – the judge, defence lawyers, prosecution lawyers, jury, court officials and the public gallery. It was the public gallery that made him nervous. Looking down on him was the roughest, toughest, meanest looking bunch of men and women he had ever seen. Is that Ronnie and Reggie Kray he thought, and I’m sure that’s Charlie Richardson.  
Standing in the dock was Ronald ‘Buster’ Edwards. After taking the oath the defence lawyer began his questioning.
‘Please state you name.’

‘Nicholas Stanley Allen,’ replied Nick, in a hardly audible voice. 

‘Speak up boy,’ shouted Mr Justice Edmund Davis, the presiding judge.

‘Nicholas Stanley Allen,’ bellowed Nick.

‘Lying bastard,’ screamed a voice from the public gallery.

I’m sure that’s my name thought Nick.

‘It wasn’t me,’ yelled Buster from the dock.

‘He’s lying,’ screeched a woman standing in front of him.
Nick was confused, I haven’t said anything yet, he thought.

‘We’ll get you,’ bawled Ronnie Kray.

‘You can’t hide from us,’ shouted Reggie Kray.

Nick looked around; the entire public gallery were now standing, waving their fists, shouting abuse.  The Judge, who seemed oblivious to the commotion, started to fill his pipe and the defence lawyer was pouring a cup of tea from a thermos flask. The foreman of the jury was dealing cards from a pack he had removed from his pocket.

‘Have you got clean underwear on?’ said Nick’s mother, who was suddenly standing next to him. 

‘What did you say mum?’ replied Nick, as his mother removed a handkerchief from her handbag, spat on it and started to wash Nick’s face. 

‘Stop it!’ yelled Nick, as he felt someone prodding him in the back.

Sunday, 29 March, 1964
‘Wake up, you’re dreaming again,’ it was Nick’s younger brother Richard.

‘Sorry bro,’ said Nick, rubbing his eyes and gasping for breath. ‘Bad dream.’

‘Not again, look at you, you’re covered in sweat, I’m gonna call mum.’

At that point Nick’s mum, a pretty petite woman in her late thirties, appeared.

‘What’s all the noise?’

‘Sorry mum, bad dream. I’ll be alright in a minute. I’ll make a cup of tea, do you want one?’

‘It’s a bit early and I like a lie-in on Easter Sunday, but you get one. Richard, get back to bed.’

‘How many times do I have to tell you – call me Dick.’

Nick made his way downstairs, still breathing heavily, to the kitchen and put the kettle on. He found the teapot and put in three teaspoonfuls of tea. ‘Don’t forget one for the pot,’ he said to himself. Nick wasn’t feeling too good this morning. Apart from a restless night’s sleep, Nick had toothache. Nick’s mum had made an appointment for him on Tuesday and he wasn’t looking forward to it. Let’s put the radio on thought Nick, not expecting to find any pop music. Radio Luxembourg, the only station that played decent music, had closed down until this evening. He twiddled with the tuning knob hoping to find something other than classical music, religious programmes or the boring news. Then something wonderful happened – he came across a station, where normally there was just hissing, playing the Beatles Can’t Buy Me Love, which had just reached number one in the charts. He stood there transfixed; they played the song through to the end and then, after a short introduction they played Walk Like a Man by the Four Seasons. Nick had discovered Radio Caroline – a new commercial radio station that had started transmitting pop music from a ship in the North Sea.
Feeling a little better, he put two cups of tea on a tray along with a small plate of custard creams. I know thought Nick, and he unlocked the kitchen door - It’s Easter Sunday. He ventured into the garden, picked a daffodil, returned to the kitchen found a small vase and placed the on the tea tray. 

‘Ah, that’s nice,’ said Nick’s mum as he walked in her bedroom carrying the tray. Nick’s dad was still fast asleep. 

Nick returned to the kitchen and poured himself a bowl of Kellogg’s Rice Krispies. He sat at the kitchen – engrossed in Radio Caroline. The music seemed to relax Nick, which was good as he had a lot of things on his mind. Two days ago, Nick had scored the winning goal in a thrilling football match. His school, Sandridge Grammar School, had defeated Batchwood Boys School 3-2 in the final of the Benevolent Cup. Exciting as it was, that meant no more school football until next September. Also, his mum had decided that it was about time he got himself a job to help finance all his new hobbies. Going out to dances, going to the cinema, buying records are not really hobbies – that’s just part of growing up he thought. But, deep down he knew she was right – half-a-crown pocket money doesn’t even buy one 7 inch record. Nick’s mum maybe small in stature but she had a big heart and personality to match. So she had secured him his first job, as a paperboy, working for Heading and Watts newsagent in Catherine Street. He was to start next Friday. The present paperboy had just left school and was starting his first proper job on Monday. But, before he left the paper shop he would give Nick two days training.  
Although Nick was dreading getting up at six o’clock every morning he knew it was the right thing to do and the twelve shilling and sixpence a week would come in very handy. Especially as he now had a girlfriend, well sort of. Actually he had arranged to take a girl to see Zulu, which was being shown at the Gaumont this week. They had made a date for Friday, her name – Carol Savage. He had met her at a friend’s birthday party last night. Barry Page, who lived a few doors away, was celebrating his 14th birthday. His parents had decided that it would be a good idea to hire a disco and hold the party at the Waverley Club, a working man’s in Waverley Road. It was a pleasant evening, but the youngsters were outnumbered by the adults. At the end of the evening the dance floor was packed with the ‘oldies’ including his parents. About nine o’clock there was a break for food. Nick put a couple of sandwiches and three sausage rolls on a paper plate and ventured outside to eat them. He was deep in thought when he was approached by Carol.

‘Hello,’ she said. ‘Are you Nick Allen?’

‘Yes,’ coughed Nick, as he struggled to swallow a mouthful of sausage roll.

‘I heard you scored a winning football goal yesterday.’

After a few more coughs, he managed to clear his throat with a mouthful of lemonade. He looked at the girl, he recognised her, but didn’t know her name. She was slim, small breasted, why did he always look there first he thought. He composed himself and looked into her face. She was reasonably pretty, with shoulder length Auburn hair and a pretty smile. But it was her freckles, for some reason, that made him attracted to her. They had hit it off straight away, he found her easy to talk to and she seemed interested in what he had to say. He felt comfortable in her company and found it easy to ask her out.

Monday, 30 March,  1964

‘Dad,’ said Nick.

‘Yes,’ replied Mr Allen.

‘Tell me about girls.’

Nick and his dad were sitting alone in the living room watching the six o’clock news. Mrs Allen was in the kitchen cooking tea and Richard was having his tea with a friend.

‘What’s brought this on?’

‘Well, you know that girl I was talking to at Barry’s party. I’ve sort of asked her out.’

‘What do you mean – sort of?’

‘Sorry, I’m taking her to the cinema on Friday.’

‘That’s nice. So what do you want to know?’

‘Anything – I’ve never taken a girl out. I don’t want to embarrass myself.’ 

‘Okay son, listen carefully – you may have noticed that girls are different to us. But remember they are still human. Girls like to talk about themselves – so you need to be a good listener. Don’t overdo the jokes, just one perhaps, and then let her continue talking about herself. Don’t be vulgar – excitable bouts of wind-breaking will not impress her. Keep playing sport – doesn’t matter what. A ruddy complexion is more attractive than a corpse-like pallor of a book-worm. Also, if you see a girl in need of help – unable to lift something - for example – do not taunt her. Ask her if she needs help. Do it with a smile and a cheerful disposition.  Finally make sure you are well scrubbed – you know, hair washed, finger nails clean and so on.’ 
‘It’s a lot to take in, but, thanks dad. I’m sure it will help.’

‘Any time, son.’

At that point Mrs Allen walked in, ‘tea’s ready, what are you talking about?’

‘Nothing much,’ replied Nick.

Tuesday, 31 March, 1964

Mr Kenyon, Nick’s dentist, practiced from his residence in London Road. Mrs Allen insisted that she accompanied Nick, to his appointment, Tuesday morning. Nick had an immense fear of dentists and dragged his feet all the way for the thirty minute walk. With the aid of a small mirror and his torch, he had, as best he could, examined the troublesome tooth. It was definitely bad – his worst fear. It would have to be extracted. Someone told him that they put you to sleep and you feel nothing. Someone else told him that they give you an injection of cocaine to numb the gums, but the injection really hurt. Either way he wished he was going somewhere else. 
They arrived at number twenty-five, London Road, and Nick, reluctantly opened the wrought iron gate and made his way down the concrete path to the front door. A brass plate gleamed at him stating that Mr Kenyon was a dental practitioner and had lots of letters after his name. Big deal, thought Nick. The receptionist, a sour faced woman with a turned-up nose told Nick, that Mr Kenyon was ready for him. 

‘Now be a brave soldier,’ said Mrs Allen, practically pushing Nick into examination room.
Nick walked over to the dentist’s chair, sat down and tried to make himself comfortable. The room was just like a nice sitting room in a posh house but without a three-piece-suite. The bay window looked out on the front garden and he could hear the noise of the traffic flowing up and down London Road.


‘What seems to be the trouble?’ asked Mr Kenyon, a tall thin man in his mid-fifties. His grey hair was cut; ‘short back and sides’ style, and he had a military look about him. He didn’t seem all that friendly.

‘Toothache,’ replied Nick, in an “I feel sorry for myself” voice.

‘Are you brushing your teeth twice a day?’

‘Of course.’

‘Eating too many sweets, I expect. Now open wide.’

Nick closed his eyes, opened his mouth wide and gripped the arm rests as firm as he could. He held his breath, as he felt Mr Kenyon prod, poke and scrape around in his mouth. 

‘Aaaah,’ screamed Nick.

‘Think we’ve found the problem,’ commented Mr Kenyon. ‘That bottom tooth is full of decay; have to come out.’

‘Good,’ said Nick. ‘Can I go now?’

‘We might as well take it out now,’ replied Mr Kenyon. ‘I’m free till lunch.’

Nick stumped back in the chair as Mr Kenyon called in the receptionist.

‘Mrs Baxter will assist me if that’s okay?’ asked Mr Kenyon.

‘Do I have a choice?’ asked Nick sarcastically.

‘Not really,’ replied Mr Kenyon, as he wheeled over a trolley carrying two gas bottles.

‘Now Nick, there is nothing to worry about. I’ll put this mask over your face, you take a few deep breaths and you’ll be asleep in no time.’

It took a few minutes for Mr Kenyon to set up his equipment, checking the gas flow, making sure his implements were all neatly arranged.
‘Right them,’ he said. ‘Let’s get started; open wide.’

He put a block of leather into Nick’s mouth and said, ‘bite on this.’
Nick hated anything in his mouth and he started to retch. He just managed to calm himself when a black rubber mask was placed over his face. Nick was not claustrophobic but he started to panic.

‘Calm down Nick, just breath deeply.’ Mr Kenyon’s voice had a sinister tone to it. 
Nick opened his eyes. ‘Thought I wouldn’t find yer?’ said Buster, looking down at Nick. ‘You grassed me up and no-one likes a grass.’

Nick tried to speak, but nothing came out. ‘I don’t think Carol will find you attractive after I’ve finished with yer,’ said Buster, waving a pair of rusty pliers in front of him.     

Nick closed his eyes again and tried to scream. He could feel the pliers gripping his tooth and the pressure on his jaw. He felt he was being pushed deeper and deeper into the chair. There was a sickening crunch, like a bone being smashed and then the taste of blood in his mouth. Tears were trickling down his cheeks and his hands felt clammy as released his grip from the arm rests.

‘Wake up, Nick,’ said a familiar voice. ‘There, that wasn’t too bad was it? Now if you would just like to take a rinse.’

Nick gradually sat up in the chair, gave his head a quick shake before reaching over and taking a swig of the pink liquid that was waiting at the side of the chair for him. When he felt that his mouth was reasonably refreshed he sat back up, breathing deeply and exploring his mouth with his tongue till he felt the gap between two of his lower back teeth.  

‘I should rest a while in the waiting room before you go home,’ said Mr Kenyon. ‘And make another appointment for six months time.’

Nick almost fell out of the chair, feebly said ‘thanks’ and made his way the waiting room. Mrs Allen stood up as soon as she saw Nick. ‘Everything okay?’ she asked.

‘Do I look okay?’ he replied still breathing heavily. ‘That was bloody awful. He’s a sadist.’

The next patient, a ten-year old girl started crying. Her mother gave Nick a spiteful look. ‘He should be reported for child abuse,’ said Nick as he stumbled his way to the seat next to Mrs Allen. 

Mrs Allen, clearly embarrassed said, ‘It must be the gas, they say some people react funny to it.’ 

The door to the examination room opened and Mrs Baxter stuck her head out and said ‘Denise Freeman, your next.’

Denise screamed and grabbed her mother. Nick looked up and said ‘that’s my girl,’ before passing out. 

Friday, 3rd April, 1964
Nick was just finishing his breakfast, a boiled egg and bread soldiers, when his mother asked, ‘have you seen the Herts Ad this morning?’

Stupid question thought Nick I’ve seen hundreds of them. Which was a bit of an exaggeration, but he had seen plenty. Nick had reluctantly started his paper round this morning. He had set his alarm clock for 06:15 and managed to get out of bed, have a wash, get dressed, and make a cup of tea, then cycle to the paper shop by 07:00.  The sun rose at 06:30 and the sky was clear, but there was still a chill in the air. He introduced himself to the owner of the paper shop, a round faced, jovial man in his fifties called Ron Hart. Ron introduced Nick to Colin Deaver who was to show Nick the round. Colin, who was fifteen, was wearing drain-pipe trousers, winkle-picker shoes and a leather jacket. Colin had decided to leave school at Easter and become an apprentice with the Easter Electricity Board. When asked why he wasn’t going to stay on and take his ‘O’ levels he explained that his dad had said that people like us don’t do ‘O’ levels. Just find a job that will give you an apprenticeship and you will be okay.
The round that Nick was to take on was called St Michaels. It started at New England Street and finished at the entrance to the Gorhambury estate in Blue House Hill. It consisted of about thirty deliveries. Nick found Colin good company and was an enthusiastic teacher. He showed him the best way to put the papers into the bag and how to fold the papers before pushing them through the letter boxes. He advised not to push the all the way through, just in case you made a mistake and needed to retrieve them. He also showed Nick which houses had dogs. The nastiest dog lived at 3 Branch Road, opposite the Dairy. He advised him to rattle the gate and wait. If the dog didn’t show, then it was safe to enter. Otherwise, just wait until the old lady came out to collect the paper. He also added that she was a miserable ol’ cow. Colin also stated that the round was heavier on Fridays because most customers like to have the Herts Ad delivered. Nick had realised that after Colin had suggested that he carried the bag, just to get used to it. When the last delivery had been made Nick said goodbye to Colin and cycled down Blue House Hill, looking forward to his breakfast. Nick had to admit to himself that he quite actually enjoyed delivering the papers.

‘I haven’t actually had time to read the Herts Ad mum, I’ve been to busy delivering. Why? Is there something interesting in it?’   
‘Only a very nice picture of you,’ she replied, smiling from ear to ear.
‘Let’s see,’ said Nick, leaping out of his seat and looking over his mothers shoulder.

She was right, beneath the headlines Sandridge Grammar Win Benevolent Cup and a detailed match report there were two photographs. To the left, a team photo of Sandridge Grammar with the Cup and to the right a close up photo of the muddy faced Nick Allen, with a beaming smile holding the Benevolent Cup.
‘We must get a copy of that,’ said Mrs Allen. ‘I’ll phone the Herts Ad this morning.’ 

Nick smiled to himself, not bad he thought, I hope Carol sees it, she’ll be well impressed. 
Nick had arranged to meet his friends, Keith Nevin and Don Patrick. Keith who was  a good two inches taller than Nick and had black hair and a slight oriental look due to his mother being Vietnamese. Don was a year younger than Nick and Keith, a good looking boy with jet black hair neatly cut Boston style. They had decided to take a walk around Batchwood Golf Course, treat themselves to an ice cream and have a game of putting. 
‘What time are you meeting her?’ asked Keith, as Nick was about to attempt to putt a six-footer.

‘About three o’clock, the film starts at three-thirty,’ replied Nick, as he ball stopped six inches short of the hole.

‘Are you nervous?’ asked Don.  

‘Bricking it,’ laughed Nick.

‘I can understand that,’ replied Keith, showing a rare glimpse of sensitivity.

‘After all the things we’ve been through over the last few months girls still frighten the life out of me.’

‘You’ll be alright mate. My uncle Fred always said “treat them mean, keep them keen”.’

Is that the same uncle Fred who’s divorced and who’s second wife has just left him?’

‘That’s the one; but he’s just been unlucky. Always seems to pick a wrong ‘un.’

‘Wasn’t his first wife a vicars daughter and he’s second one deputy head of an infant school?’

‘That’s what I mean, you can just never tell.’

‘What are you going to wear?’ asked Don, who was now winning by three holes.

‘That’s another problem, I just don’t know. If I wear my suit I’ll look over dressed. If I wear my jeans she’ll think I’m scruffy and I can’t afford anything new till I get my paper round money.’
‘I know, wear you suit with that nice polar neck jumper you mum bought you recently. That will look really cool,’ said Keith.  

‘Good idea, thanks mate.’

They finished the game, Don won easily as Nick and Keith discussed all the aspects of this afternoon’s big date.
Nick thought well that wasn’t too bad, as he opened the kitchen door after walking Carol home. Mrs Allen was in the kitchen finishing the washing up.
‘How did it go?’ she asked.

‘Very well actually mum,’ replied Nick, sitting down at the table. Very well indeed…. put the kettle on, mum, I could murder a cuppa.’ 

It had gone well, they enjoyed the film and Nick managed to get his first snog during the Pathe News. Afterwards Nick had taken Carol to the Wimpy Bar for a meal. He laughed to himself when he remembered pulling out the chair for Carol to sit on and she sat on the chair opposite. Then, how embarrassed he felt when she asked him if he always put sugar on his fries when he mistook the sugar shaker for a salt-cellar. 
Monday 13th April 1964

Nick was in a thoughtful mood as he cycled to school on the first day of the summer term. It was a beautiful day, a bright blue sky and the sun shining. He was reflecting how his life had changed over the previous week.  Heeding his mother’s advice about having a girlfriend – have a girlfriend but don’t ignore your other friends, he had managed to see Carol quite a lot during the last week. Smiling to himself, he (not for the first time) recalled the events of last Wednesday afternoon. His father was at work and his mother had taken his younger brother, Richard, to town to buy him a new pair of shoes.  On the pretext of listening to his new LP With the Beatles that his parents had bought him for Easter, Nick had invited Carol round to his house. Nick was prepared, as soon as the house was empty he ran himself a bath, slightly overdid it with his mum’s talcum powder, put on a clean pair of jeans and a brand new T-shirt. He also poured some lemonade into a large jug, with loads of ice a sliced lemon and a sprig of mint.

Carol arrived on time and he escorted her into the living room. She was wearing a black mini-skirt and a thin white V-necked jumper. They sat on the sofa and listened to the first two tracks of the album. Nick had decided that the third track All My Loving would be his signal. After the first line he casually put his arm round her shoulder and turned to kiss her. She did not pull away. While they kissed Nick thought he was becoming quite a good kisser. He had learnt how to use his tongue to gently caress the inside of her mouth – she seemed to like that. The only problem was that whenever he kissed her he got an erection, the feeling he enjoyed except it became uncomfortable if it was pointing down and he had to discreetly adjust himself.
 Now for the big moment – he placed he hand on her breast and squeezed. It felt good - even though they were quite small and she had a bra on. After about a minute she whispered in his ear, ‘I can’t feel much.’ 
Taking the hint straight away his hand darted under her jumper and straight for her bra catch. As much as he tried, he could not undo it. She pulled away, smiled and said, ‘Oh, let me do it.’  She stood up, pulled her jumper over her head, put both hands behind her back and unhooked her bra. It took less than five seconds.  Nick’s jaw dropped – she was naked from the waist up. He just starred at her small, pert, lily white breasts. He fell in love with those very light pink, rose bud nipples. She sat back down and said, ‘Well? Do you like them?’ 
Nick just lent over and kissed them. She held his head as he immersed himself in the ecstasy of her breasts. When he emerged he looked at her and said, ‘They are beautiful.’ 
She smiled and lent forward and kissed him passionately, whilst his hands continued caressing her breasts. After a while he thought to himself let’s try the next stage. Subtlety he moved his hand away from her breast, moving it down her body over her flat belly onto her thigh and down to her knee. Then slowly he reversed the motion, rising slowly to the hem of her mini skirt, which had risen quite high. He was just about to explore beneath the skirt when her hand pulled his away. She looked at him, smiled and said, ‘Not yet – when we are a bit older.’
Nick wasn’t too upset, after all it was the furthest he had every gone before and he wasn’t quite sure what to do if he actually got inside her knickers. They should come with a manual he thought. There must be books about what to do; then he remembered someone telling about a book call Arabian Nights. Apparently it tells you all sorts of things about girls and it was written by Elizabeth Taylor’s husband Richard Burton – so it must be good. Don’t suppose it will be in the school library.
He arrived at school in good time, greeted his friend Keith who was waiting by the school gates. After parking and securing their bicycles they made their way to their form room for registration. From there they made their way to the school hall for Assembly. The teachers took their usual seats at the back of the stage whilst the headmaster, Mr Mills gave his usual address. After the morning prayers, hymn singing and lesson reading, Mr Mills welcomed the school back after the Easter holiday and then read out the school notices. Just as he finished Mr Freeman, the sports master, walked to the front of the stage carrying the Benevolent Cup. Mr Mills took the Cup and with a smile that could rival the Cheshire cat’s, raised it above his head.

‘I’m sure that there is no need to tell you what I’m holding, On Good Friday, our magnificent Under-15 football team won a titanic match against Batchwood Boys School. I would like the captain of the football team, Danny Fooks, to come up on the stage to receive it.’

  There was a rapturous applause as Danny make his way to the front of the hall, climbed onto the stage and receive the cup from Mr Mills. Nick was clapping so hard his hands were aching as he joined the chant of ‘Danee, Danee’. As Danny lifted the cup above his head, the cheers got even louder. After about two minutes the noise eventually abated Mr Mills spoke again.
‘Thank you, thank you. Now, as I am a man of my word, I have spoken to Mr Freeman and from next year there will be a school football team for every year and hopefully we can build on the success of this season.’

There was an outburst of clapping and cheering.

‘Thank you,’ he shouted, ‘but before you go back to your studies I have one more presentation to make.’

The school suddenly went extremely quiet.

‘Our success in the Benevolent Cup was built on team work and every member of that team has my whole-hearted thanks. But, sometimes you have to recognise one person’s individual efforts. I think that without the contribution this particular student, we might not have been so successful. So, it is my great pleasure to award ‘school colours’ to - Nick Allen.’
The school erupted. Nick managed to make his way to the end of his row before a group of his team mates grabbed him and carried his chair-lifted him to the stage. Nick received his school colours, mumbled a few words of thanks and shook every member of staff’s hand.
Tuesday 14th April 1964
Geography was not one of Nick’s favourite subjects and after a long day he just wanted to go home. He was seeing Carol tonight and he couldn’t wait. He liked to know where the various countries were and the name of their capitals. He was also fascinated by maps, but all the other stuff just bored him. Also the Geography teacher, Mr Duncan was not the most inspirational teacher. Nick reckoned he was about forty, spoke with a very posh accent. He always wore a tweed jacket with leather patches on the elbows. Not a bad looking bloke thought Nick, but it would help if he smiled once in a while. In today’s lesson Mr Duncan was discussing the erosion of the coastline. He was about five minutes into his opening address when Walter Roberts, a first year student, walked into the classroom.
‘Sorry to interrupt your lesson sir, but the headmaster wants to see Nick Allen straight away,’ he said, in a confident manner.

Nick didn’t move, waiting for Mr Duncan’s instruction. Mr Duncan looked at Nick with spiteful glare. ‘Okay,’ he said ‘off you go Allen and come straight back.’
Nick made his way to the headmaster’s office and was told go straight in by his secretary Mrs Kelley. Mr Mills was sitting behind his desk smoking his pipe; he had a worried look on his face.

‘Sit down Nick,’ said Mr Mills.

Nick made himself comfortable, then said ‘are you alright sir, you look worried.’

‘Disaster, Nick,’ replied Mr Mills, ‘Disaster.’

The headmaster started to empty the ash from his pipe by taping it on his ashtray. He opened the draw in his desk, pulled out a packet of Dunhill standard mixture and started to refill his pipe. 
After about a minute, with his pipe now truly alight his said, ‘someone has stolen the Benevolent Cup.’ 

Nick gasped, ‘that’s awful; who would do such a thing? Have you called the police?’

‘They have just left.’

‘What did they say?’

‘They are looking into it; they’ll be in touch.’

Nick’s mind was in turmoil and then he said, ‘I appreciate you telling me sir, but why have you asked to see me?’ 
‘Desperation I suppose. Look Nick, you have a knack for certain things and I was just wondering if you could sniff around a bit. You never know, you might stumble on something the police have missed.’
‘Of course; whatever I can do.’

‘I knew I could rely on you.’

‘Well,’ said Nick, biting his bottom lip. ‘Can you tell me when you last saw the cup and what was going on Monday night?’

‘Certainly; we had a staff meeting that ended at about six o’clock. I came back to my office, finished of some paperwork, and then left about six fifteen. I walked past the trophy cabinet.’ He chuckled, ‘I stood there admiring it, I am so proud of you lot; and then I went home.’  

‘Did you see anyone suspicious hanging around?’

‘No; as far as I am aware all the staff had gone home.’

‘So who locks up?’

‘The caretaker; there were no evening classes last night. Normally the badminton club use the gym, but they cancelled last week. I think they were having their AGM down the pub.’ 
‘Was the trophy cabinet locked?’ asked Nick, who was now enjoying himself. Questions just kept flooding into his head.

‘Yes.’

‘And where is the key kept?’

‘On a hook on the wall, in my office.’

‘Was your office locked?’
‘No.’

‘Why not?’

‘So the cleaners can get in.’

‘What time are they in?’

They start about five o’clock; I don’t know what time they finish.’

‘Do you know the cleaning supervisor’s name?’

‘No, the caretaker takes care of that.’

‘I’ll have to talk to the caretaker and do I have your permission to interview all the staff.’

‘Of course,’ he opened the draw and took out a sheet of paper. ‘Here is a list of all the staff that attended the meeting.’

‘Thank you, headmaster,’ Nick stood up to leave. ‘I think that’s all for now, I’ll keep you informed of any developments.’

 Mr Mills smiled. ‘Am I a suspect, Nick?’

Nick shook his head. ‘I’m afraid I can’t rule anyone out at this stage of my investigation.’
Nick ran back to his class, and took his seat next to Keith.

‘What did the headmaster want?’ whispered Keith.

Nick lent towards him, ‘someone has stolen the Benevolent Cup.’

‘You must be joking, who would do such a thing?’

‘I don’t know, but the headmaster wants…..’

Nick Allen,’ bellowed Mr Duncan.

Nick looked up, he knew what was coming.

‘You may be the headmaster’s little blue-eyed boy, but you are not mine. I think you are an arrogant, jumped up, little know-all. 

He was walking down the ale towards Nick. He was carrying his cane.

‘Whatever it was that the headmaster thought so important that he called you out in MY lesson, can wait until after school. Now put your hand out.’

Don’t show any fear and pretend it didn’t hurt, thought Nick as the cane stung the palm of his hand.

‘Now class, copy the notes on the board into your note books. Read the thoroughly, there will be a test next lesson.’

Nick’s hand was stinging and he was finding it difficult to hold a pen. He pretended to write down the notes; he would borrow Keith’s notes and copy them tonight at home when his hand was better. Nick found it was difficult to concentrate, his mind was elsewhere. Who would want to steal the Benevolent Cup and why? How much was as it worth? Was it an act of revenge against the school or even against him? Could it have been Alan Prince?  No, he’s still hobbling about on crutches. But he could have got someone else to steal it. His thoughts were interrupted by the school bell. 

Nick and Keith cycled slowly home together as Nick was finding it difficult to cycle with one hand.

‘So tell me, asked Keith. What did the headmaster want?’

‘I told you,’ snapped Nick, instantly regretting his tone. ‘Sorry, I just don’t feel that good.’

‘That’s okay; he certainly gave you a good wallop. Still think on the bright side – Carol will be kissing it better later.’      

‘Oh; I forgot she was coming round tonight. She’s helping me babysit my little brother.’

Keith sighed, ‘you’ve been looking forward to it all day, hoping to get to second base.’

Nick smiled, ‘I don’t think this hand will be doing much wandering tonight, it hurts like hell. I was hoping to see you so that we can discuss how we are going to find the Benevolent Cup.’
Keith gave Nick a confused look, ‘what do you mean WE are going to find the Cup?’

‘Oh, didn’t I say – the headmaster asked me to find it. He thinks I have a better chance than the police.’

Keith slammed on his brakes and dismounted. Nick followed suit. ‘Let’s walk and discuss this, before you have an accident. You’re wobbling all over the place. Look there’s a sweet shop over there; I’ll treat you to a frozen Jubbly. That will refresh you and sooth your hand.’

‘Thanks mate,’ replied Nick.

As they walked home pushing their bikes and sucking on their frozen Jubbly’s Nick told Keith all that the headmaster had told him. After a period of silence Keith said, ‘and you want me to help with this investigation?’

‘Of course – we’re a team. We’re the three musketeers.’

‘There are two of us,’ stated Keith.

‘Well, Don can help as well……when or if the investigation leads us outside the school.’

‘Okay,’ said Keith reluctantly. ‘Where do we start?’

‘Right then, Porthos, this is what I suggest….,’

‘Isn’t he the fat one?’ interrupted Keith.

‘Does it matter?’

‘No; suppose not.’

‘Good, now let me continue. First we need to interview all the staff that attended the staff meeting. Excluding the headmaster that leaves twenty one, I suggest we take ten each. We need to do it as soon as, so it’s still fresh in their minds.’
‘What about Mr Duncan?’

‘We’ll leave him till last; do him together, safety in numbers.’

What do I ask?’

‘Did they leave the meeting and go straight home or did they hang around. If so did they see anything suspicious? Treat each one as a potential suspect, make sure that have a legitimate alibi.’ 

‘Excellent we’ll start tomorrow.’

Mr Allen had an important darts match that evening and he had asked Mrs Allen along to support him. By 9:00pm Richard was safely tucked up in bed leaving Nick and Carol alone. Nick had borrowed the Gerry & the Pacemakers LP, How Do You Like It, from Keith and this was playing on the radiogram.
‘Now,’ said Carol, ‘let me have a look at your poor little hand.’

Nick showed it to her, the red mark across the palm clearly visible.

‘There, there,’ she sighed. ‘Let me kiss it better.’

She very gently kissed his hand, then his wrist, working up his arm to his neck. When she started nibbling his ear he went all cold and things stated to stir in the trouser region. It was pointing down. Hoping she wouldn’t notice he slid his hand in his trousers to make the adjustment. 
She stopped kissing his neck and looked down. ‘Can’t you control that thing,’ she giggled. You’re always fiddling with it.’

‘I’m sorry it bothers you,’ snapped Nick, fully aware that he had turned a deep shade of crimson. ‘It’s your fault anyway; it got a mind of its own. That’s the effect you have on me….. I think I love you.’

Carol stood up and said ‘I’ll put the kettle on and make a cup of tea, let him settle down. With that she made her way to the kitchen. He was back to normal when Carol returned with the tea tray and a packet of Custard Creams. They sat in silence drinking their tea, dunking custard creams and listening to the music. Nick was quite taken by Gerry’s version of Summertime, written by someone called Gershwin; never heard of him, thought Nick. At 9:30 Carol said she had better be going, put on her coat, kissed Nick on the cheek and said goodbye.
‘Call you tomorrow,’ said Nick as he waved Carol goodbye.
Thursday 16th April 1964

‘Have you seen the papers Nick?’ asked Mrs Allen, the moment Nick walked into the kitchen after completing his paper round. 


‘Yes, mum. I’ve just delivered thirty,’ replied Nick.


‘I know that, but did you read the headlines? Those train robbers got thirty years. I know they did wrong, but thirty years, it’s a bit steep. 


‘Yes mum, I saw that. I think the government must have had a little word. They’re making an example of them, trying to impress the voters.’


‘Could be, but now they are banged up inside, perhaps you will stop having those nightmares.’


‘I hope so, but Buster Edwards is still at large and it’s him who is the focus of my bad dreams.’


‘I’m sure that he’s left the country by now, anyway I’m think he’s got more things to worry about than you.’


‘I hope so mum, I really do.’

It was break time, Thursday afternoon, Nick and Keith had interviewed all ten of the teachers they each had on there list. They were sitting on a bench at the edge of the playground discussing their results. 

‘It’s like; they all have the same alibi. Every teacher I spoke to said they attended the staff meeting, it ended at six o’clock and then they went home. No one saw anything out of the ordinary,’ said Nick despondently.  

‘Mine’s exactly the same, all left at six and went home for their tea,’ replied Keith. ‘What do we do now?’

‘Well, we’ve still got Mr Duncan to see. We’ll see him straight after school; expect he’ll say the same.’

Last lesson on Thursday was Maths, which was one of Nick’s favourite subjects. Today’s topic was statistics, a subject that Nick found particularly easy. He was hoping for something a little more challenging to take his mind off their forthcoming interview with Mr Duncan. Mr Asher, the Maths teacher, was in an exceptionally good mood and kept cracking jokes. ‘Mathematicians that refuse to use the Mode and Median averages are just Mean.’ The class groaned.

‘Did you hear about the constipated Mathematician? Worked it out with a slide rule.’ More groans.
Nick wondered if all teachers were taught to crack corny jokes; is joke telling part of the curriculum at teacher training college. What was that joke Mr Ashley told in the Physics lesson? He thought hard and then it came to him ‘Where do you get mercury from? - Hg Wells.’ Nick was just finishing shading in his pie chart when the school bell sounded. He looked at Keith and nodded. Keith nodded back. They packed their bags and grabbed their coats, hoping to catch Mr Duncan before he left his classroom. 
They were in luck, Mr Duncan had kept a student behind and the boys could hear the screams as the cane connected with the poor student’s backside. Nick and Keith recognised the boy, a second year student called Richard Martin, as he left the classroom, with tears streaming down his cheeks. The boys nervously walked into the classroom, Mr Duncan looked surprised to see them.

‘Well if it isn’t Jewel and Warris
’ said Mr Duncan, laughing at his own joke. ‘What can I do for you two? 
‘We’re investigating the disappearance of the Benevolent Cup and we would like to ask you a few questions,’ replied Nick.
Mr Duncan shook his head, ‘you just can’t help yourself, can you? Have to stick you nose in. Does the headmaster know what you are doing?’

‘His idea,’ replied Keith.

Nick just smiled.

‘Right then,’ said Mr Duncan. ‘Better get on with it, I do have more important things to do, you know.’

‘More important than the honour of the school,’ scowled Keith.

So, why the two of you? Good cop, bad cop?’
Nick was now sitting on the edge of Mr Duncan’s desk, feeling surprisingly calm. ‘Safety in numbers,’ he commented. ‘Now, in your own words tell us what you did after the staff meeting on Monday.’  

‘The meeting ended about six and I went straight home.’

‘Did you see anything suspicious?’

‘No.’

‘Did you see anyone hanging around outside, in the car park for example?’

‘No; I always walk home, so I never went to the car park.’

Keith walked to the front of the desk, leant down , looked Mr Duncan straight in the eyes and said,’ are you sure you didn’t double back when you thought the school was empty.’

‘No I didn’t.’ He stood up. ‘I’m getting bored with this.’

‘Sit down, Mr Duncan,’ said Nick in a calm reassuring manner. ‘We won’t keep you much longer, but I’m sure you realise the importance of this matter and if you are innocent you have nothing to fear.’

Mr Duncan sat down, bemused by Nick’s confident approach.

‘I’m sorry,’ he said. If I knew anything, I would certainly tell you.’

Nick was now struggling to think of what to say next. After a short pause he said, ‘who do you think would have taken the cup?’
‘Who have you talked to so far?’

 ‘Everyone who was at the meeting.’

‘Who else do you plan to ask?

‘We just have the caretaker and the cleaning supervisor.’

‘Well good luck,’ and with that he walked stood up and walked out.

‘So what do we do now?’ asked Keith.

‘Let’s hang around till the cleaners turn up and then have a word with the supervisor,’ replied Nick.

Nick and Keith decided to take a walk around the playing field to kill time.

‘Bloody Spurs lost last night, can you believe two nil away to Sheffield Wednesday. Bang goes our chance of winning the league, at this rate we’ll be lucky to get runners-up,’ moaned Nick.

‘Yeh, what a bummer,’ replied Keith. ‘Who have they got Saturday?’

‘Home to Bolton, then two away games - Burnley and Leicester; can’t see them winning all three.’ 

‘So how’s it going with Carol, got past first base yet?’
‘As if I’m going to tell you, anyway why are you so interested in my love life? Shouldn’t you be finding yourself a girlfriend?’

‘Who say’s I haven’t got a girlfriend,’ replied Keith with an enormous grin on his face.

‘Good show, who is she, anyone I know?’

‘You may do, she lives down your road – Moria?’

‘I know who she is, never spoken to her, Catholic girl, not a bad looker.’
‘That’s the one; perhaps we can go out on a foursome sometime.’

‘I’d like that; what are you doing tomorrow? The Zombies are playing at Faulkner Hall; I’m taking Carol, why don’t you join us? 
‘That would be great, how much is it to get in?’

‘Three and six, can you afford it?’

‘Just about; our first foursome, we’re growing up quite fast aren’t we?’

‘I know,’ laughed Nick. ‘Next thing you know we’ll be shaving. Come on let’s get back and see if the cleaning supervisor is in yet.’ 

Nick and Keith walked back to the main building and found the cleaners already doing the business. Enquiries led them to the supervisor, a brassy forty year old with bleach blond hair and thick make-up. She was wearing light blue slacks which showed off her large backside to perfection and a turquoise blue halter-neck jumper that showcased her massive bosom. She introduced herself as Mrs Seabrook. Nick explained the reason they were there and they went and sat down in the reception area outside the headmaster’s office. 

‘Now what can I do for you young lads?’ asked Mrs Seabrook.

Nick looked to Keith, who was supposed to conduct the interview, but he was totally transfixed looking at Mrs Seabrook’s breasts.  

‘What’s wrong with ‘im?’ asked Mrs Seabrook. ‘Hasn’t he seen a pair of tits before?’

Keith appeared not to hear this remark and continued starring. Nick gave him a shape dig with his elbow.

‘What?’ said Keith, as though he’d just been abruptly wakened.
‘Please excuse my friend; he was bottle-fed as a child.’ said Nick. 

Turning to Keith he said, ‘It’s your turn to ask the questions,’

‘Sorry,’ replied Keith. ‘Right; now Mrs Seabrook I want you to answer the following questions to the breast of your ability. When you had finished cleaning did you notice if the D-cup was still there?’  

Nick was getting a little frustrated and cut in, ‘what he is trying to say is, was the Benevolent cup still in the trophy cabinet when you finished cleaning?’

‘Yes,’ replied Mrs Seabrook.

‘That’s what I said,’ interrupted Keith looking confused. 

Nick ignored him, ‘and you say that all the teachers left about six o’clock and the headmaster left about quarter past.
‘Yes,  except Mr Eames, the history teacher.’

Nick looked at Keith, and then said, ‘your saying Mr Eames was still here when you left?’

‘That’s right, he always stays late. Sits in his classroom marking; not that he does much marking. Has a pile of students books in front of him, but he just sits there starring into space. Don’t think he can face going home, mind you don’t blame him, have you met is wife?  We know who wears the trousers in that house.’
‘That is interesting, thank you Mrs Seabrook. Is there anything else you think might be of help to us?’
‘No, I don’t think so. If that’s all can I get back to my cleaning? Don’t want to be late home; my Bert will be expecting his tea.’ With that she stood up left.

‘What do you make of that?’ asked Keith.

‘Oh, you’re back with us, now that there are no tits to ogle.’

‘Sorry about that……..but they were lovely weren’t they?’

‘I didn’t notice,’ replied Nick trying to suppress a giggle. ‘That is strange about Mr Eames though. There is something at the back of my mind, just let me think for a while. Got it! I remember; when we were celebrating after our victory at Clarence Park, Mr Eames came in the changing room to congratulate us. He was admiring the Benevolent Cup and said that it was donated to St Albans Schools association or something by the 4th Earl of Verulam. Apparently it was given the family by none other than the Duke of Wellington. I think we need to keep a close eye on our Mr Eames.’
Friday 17 April 1964
‘Are you sure this is a good idea?’ asked Keith as he cycled alongside Nick back towards the school, it was six o’clock.

‘It won’t take long, I just want to see what Mr Eames is up to,’ replied Nick. 

‘Well it better not, and don’t forget we’re going to see the Zombies tonight.
‘Don’t worry; we’ll only stay for a little while.’

‘What are we going to do exactly?’
‘It’s obvious – we are going to spy on him.’

‘But how, we can’t just look through the door we’ll be seen.’

‘Trust me.’

The boys cycled through the school gates and left their bicycles in the bike shed. Nick was carrying a duffle bag and led Keith round the back of the school to where Mr Eames’ class looked out across the playing fields. The crept up to the window and sat down underneath it. 

‘So,’ said Keith, ‘how are we supposed to see what he’s up to without him seeing us?’

‘Easy,’ replied Nick, opening his duffle bag and pulling out, what appeared to be a long wooden box.

‘What’s that?’ asked Keith.

‘A periscope, dad showed me how to make one a few months ago. You just get some wood and make a box leaving a gap at the bottom and at the top on the other side. Inside I fixed two mirrors, each at 45 degrees. So let’s see what he is up to.’

They took turns in using the periscope and had to wait twenty minutes before anything happened. It was Keith turn when he said ‘Someone has come into the room.’

‘Who is it?’ asked Nick.

‘Bloody hell, it’s Miss James, the new English teacher and blimey, she’s not helping him with his marking.’

Nick grabbed the periscope from Keith and said ‘let me look.’

What he saw was Mr Eames and Miss James in a full passionate kiss, his right hand was squeezing her left buttock.

‘Now we know why he stays late,’ said Nick.

‘What do we do now?’ asked Keith.

‘We need evidence,’ Nick gave the periscope to Keith and put his hand in his duffle bag. He pulled out a camera, and then carefully took some photos as the couple enjoyed their passionate embrace.    
   ‘Time we left,’ said Nick. We’ll have a little word with Mr Eames on Monday.
Nick, Keith and their dates had arranged to meet at 7.45pm at the bus stop opposite Waverley Stores and catch the 325 bus to St Peters St. Both Nick and Keith were wearing blue jeans and button-down shirts with slim ties. Carol wore a black and white quartered dress with white boots. Nick didn’t realise how pretty Moira was, she stood about five foot five inches tall with shoulder length light brown hair. She was wearing a blue sleeveless party dress. They both looked a picture. The gig was a sell out and the foursome only just managed to get in before they closed the doors.  
During the interval Nick said he would try and buy some cokes from the refreshment bar, he told Keith to look after the girls. After some pushing and shoving he managed to purchase four bottles of coke. As he tried to make his way back to his friends he spotted Colin Blunstone, the lead singer of the Zombies.

‘Hi Colin,’ said Nick. ‘Really enjoying the gig; I’m Nick, by the way.’    
‘Nice to meet you Nick,’ replied Colin.

‘I hear your doing really well in the Herts Beat Contest
, when is the final?’

‘Sunday, May 10th, will you be there?’

‘I hope so.’

‘Anyway, nice to meet you; must go, we’re starting now.’

‘Yeh, see you Colin.’

Nick made his way back to where Keith and Moira were standing.

‘Where’s Carol?’ asked Nick, handing each of them a bottle of Coke.

‘She’s over there talking to some bloke,’ replied Keith, pointing to where Carol was.

‘Who is he?’ asked Nick, feeling the first pangs of jealousy.

‘Don’t know,’ said Keith. ‘I’ve never seen him before.’

I recognised him,’ said Moira. ‘He had his picture in the Herts Ad last week. He’s an athlete, runs for the County; should make the National team.’

Before Nick could reply, the lights were lowered and the Zombies returned to the stage. Carol eventually rejoined them and the foursome enjoyed the rest of the evening. The Zombies started the second half with their rendition of Roll over Beethoven, followed by One Fine Day and The Monkey Time. Nick loved every song, he thought no more of Carol’s indiscretion, and despite the large crowd the four managed to dance to every song.        
Sunday 19 April 1964

The weatherman had predicted that Sunday would be a glorious sunny day, so Nick suggested to Keith and Don that they take their girlfriends for a picnic at Verulamium Park. As Don didn’t have a girlfriend, Keith had persuaded Moira to bring her little sister Elizabeth.  Mrs Allen had made some spam sandwiches and Mrs Nevin supplied six scotch eggs. Don contribution was six Wagon Wheels and a bottle of Tizer. The girls clubbed together and purchased a selection of sweets which included Sherbert dips, black jacks, fruit salads and liquorice sticks. As they walked towards the park Keith produced a packet of Barrett’s sweet cigarettes. They all took one, pretended to smoke and commented how sophisticated they all looked.  The first attraction was the swings and all three girls ran to claim theirs. For the next ten minutes the boys pushed the swings to see which girl could go the highest. 
Once they had tired of the swings they made their way to the lake to feed the ducks. All six carried a bag containing stale bread which they broke into small pieces. Nick started showing off by naming all the ducks. ‘That one,’ he said ‘Is a Mallard, the drake is very recognisable nearly all year round by its metallic green head, brown breast that is delineated from the head by a white neck ring, grey body and black tail. And that one is a Moorhen which has a white tail and a red bill. Over there is a Coot with the white head, hence the saying bald as a coot.’
Keith then cut in and trying to mimic Nick said, ‘over there, that big white thing is a swan. Now swans can be very dangerous, I hear that they can break a mans arm with their wings.’ 

‘Do you actually know anyone who has had his arm broken by a swan?’ asked Nick.

‘Well, no; but that’s what my mum said, so it must be true.’

‘My mum said that as well,’ commented Don.

‘And mine,’ added Elizabeth.

‘Okay,’ said Nick. ‘So has mine. So let’s just be careful.’

They all laughed and continued to feed the large flock of ducks that had appeared.

‘I fancy an ice cream’’ exclaimed Carol.

‘So do I,’ agreed Moira.

‘Look there’s a Tominey’s Ice Cream Van down there,’ said Elizabeth.

There was a small queue but they didn’t have to wait long before it was their turn.

‘Six 99s, please’ said Nick to the man in the van.

‘Hello, Nick,’ replied the man. ‘Nice to see you again, how’s your mum?’

‘Sorry Doug, miles away. She’s fine, how’s business?’

‘When the weathers like this, I can’t complain.’

Doug served them their ice creams and then said ‘I’ll charge you just for five, for old time’s sake.’

  Nick paid Doug, and then said ‘Thanks a lot, great to see you again.’

As they walked away Don said, ‘How do you know him?’

‘My mum used to work for them, she made the ice lollies. Doug’s a really great bloke. They have a small factory in Sandridge Road; I used to go there sometimes in the school holidays.’
 As they made their way to the Roman Wall they noticed a small crowd sitting around a hollow listening to a group of church goers singing Christian songs. They listened for a few minutes before finding a nice quiet part of the park for their picnic. As they ate the sandwiches and drank their Tizer Nick thought that this was one of the best days of his life. 

At the end of the afternoon the boys walked the girls home and Elizabeth gave Don a little kiss before thanking for a lovely afternoon.
Monday 20 April 1964
The school bell rang to indicate the end of the school day; Nick and Keith were in no hurry to leave. They took their time packing their things into their duffle bags.

‘How are we going to play this?’ asked Keith.

‘Leave the talking to me and just follow my lead,’ replied Nick.

When they were sure that Mr Eames was alone they entered his classroom. Exactly as Mrs Seabrook had told them, Mr Eames was sitting at his desk, surrounded by school books and staring into space. He was definitely put out when the two boys entered the room.

‘What do you want?’ said a flustered Mr Eames. ‘I’ve told you all I know, please leave me alone.’

‘Are you expecting someone Sir?’ asked Nick.

‘I don’t know what you mean.’

‘Of course not; but we’re here because you lied to us. We have a witness that swears you were still here at seven o’clock on the night of the robbery.’

‘And we know about your sordid little meetings with Miss James,’ said Keith.

The boys watched as the blood visibly drained from Mr Eames’ face.

‘You can’t prove that,’ replied Mr Eames, now extremely shaken.

‘That’s not exactly true,’ said Keith, who was now thoroughly enjoying himself.

‘What do you mean?’

‘We have photos.’

‘Are you blackmailing me?’

Keith, who had now perched himself on the edge of Mr Eames’ desk and inspecting his nails said ‘Blackmail is such an ugly word.’    
‘No, we are not going to blackmail you, we just need to know the truth,’ intervened Nick. ‘Please tell us what you saw.’
‘Life at home isn’t very good at the moment, Mrs Eames is rather a difficult woman to live with and the kids are driving me crazy. And….well….Miss James seems to like me. I don’t know why, I mean, I’m fifteen years older than her. Anyway, we meet most evenings. I wait here and when she’s ready she visits me. We get on really well …..’
‘Okay, we don’t want to know the gory details,’ interrupted Nick. ‘Just tell us what happened when you left.’

‘It was about seven thirty when we left. I walked Miss James to the school gates, said goodbye and we went off in different directions.’

‘Did you see anyone suspicious hanging around?’

‘I don’t think so, I waved to the caretaker. He was just starting to lock up and I saw the cleaning supervisor get into a car. I think it was her husband’s.’

‘Okay, now tell us all you know about the Benevolent Cup. You mentioned that you knew its history.’

‘I first set eyes on the cup about five years ago when I was teaching at Batchwood Boys’ school. The cup fascinated me so I looked up its history. Apparently The Iron Duke was a close friend of the first Earl of Verulam and he gave him the cup as a present after the Battle of Waterloo in 1815. It is a very important piece. I’m surprised it’s not in a museum.’

‘Do you think that could be the reason it was stolen.’

‘It wouldn’t surprise me.’

‘I think our work is done here, Keith. We’ll let Mr Eames get on with his little illicit romance; wouldn’t like to stand in the way of true love.’

Mr Eames blushed as Keith slid of the edge of his table, ‘but I must say you have a jolly good taste in women sir, I quite fancy her myself.’

As the boys walked back to the bicycle shed, Keith asked, ‘what do we do now?’

‘I think a visit to Gorhambury and have a little word with the latest Earl of Verulam. Hopefully he can shed some light on who might want to steal the cup.’  

Tuesday 21 April 1964

‘Do you think we can just knock on the door and they’ll let us in?’ asked Keith as the two boys cycled up the mile long drive that led to the great house.
‘Good point, but we’ve got to talk to the Earl one way or another. We could have phoned and made an appointment, but he might be sympathetic and see us right away.’

‘I hope so; I could have seen Moira tonight.’

‘Sorry about that, anyway how’s is going with Moria.’

‘She’s lovely.’

‘And are her tits as big as Mrs Seabrook’s.’ 

‘I’m too much of a gentleman to answer that question.’

Before Nick had chance to rely they had reached Gorhambury house
. They dismounted and stood in wonder as they cast they eyes over the magnificent white building. 
‘Where’s the front door?’ asked Keith.
‘No idea, I didn’t realise it was this big. We’ll leave leave our bikes here and have a wander around. There must be a tradesman’s entrance somewhere.’

Nervously they approached the big house and started to circle it. At the side they found a door that had a bell.

‘We’ll try this one,’ said Nick, and then pushed the bell-button.

They waited for about thirty seconds and just as Nick was about to press it again the door opened. 

‘Can I help you,’ said the tall, bald-headed man standing in front of them. From his attire Nick guessed he must be the butler.

‘Sorry to disturb you, but I was wondering if we could have a quick word with the earl. It’s most important.’

The butler looked down his nose, sneered, and then said, ‘the Earl is a very busy man, but I’ll inform him of your request. Stay there. With that he closed the door. The boys stood there looking at each other for a full five minutes, before the door opened again.
‘The Earl will see you now, follow me,’ said the butler as he beckoned them in. 

He led the boys through the kitchen along the hall until they reached the study.

‘The Earl is in there,’ said the butler as he opened the door.

The study was a magnificent room with floor to ceiling bookcases. Most shelves full of books whilst other contained framed photographs.

Standing beside his desk was John Grimston, the 6th Earl of Verulam. Nick guessed would be about early to mid fifties, he was tall, bald with white hair around the ears which definitely needed a trim. He had pleasant face and a friendly smile, Nick instantly liked him.

‘Now lads, what can I do for you? I am expecting visiters so I can spend fifteen minutes with you.’

‘Well sir, my name is Nick Allen and this is my friend Keith Nevin and we are investigating the disappearance of the Benelovent Cup, which was won by our under fifteen football team, on Good Friday. Our intelligence tells us that the cup was donated by the 4th Earl of Verulam and it was originally presented to the family by the Duke of Wellington after the Battle of Waterloo. So we were wondering if you could think of anyone who would want to steal it.’

The Earl laughed, ‘so am I a suspect?’

Keith, who had been quiet so far and curiously looking around the room suddenly said, ‘can you tell us where you were between the hours of six and eight on the evening of Monday 11th of April.’  

‘Keith,’ said Nick, rather annoyed. ‘The earl is not a suspect.’

‘No,’ said the Earl smiling. ‘Everybody is a suspect until they can prove otherwise. Now let me think…..are yes, I had a quiet night in with my family. I’m sure the staff can vouch for me.’
‘Thank you,’ said Nick, at little embaressed.

‘But,’ the Earl continued. ‘Your intellegence is flawed. The story about the Iron Duke is not true. My father was a great story-teller and one evening at a diner party after a few too many brandies he made up the story. As I’m sure you are aware some people are very gullible and so the story stuck. The cup has no real historicle value.’

‘Do you think, sir’ asked Nick ‘that someone, today, actualtely thinks it’s true and stole the cup?’   

‘Anything is possible, but I doubt it. From what you have told me I think it was an opportunist theft.’ 

Keith, who had been busy looking at the photographs, suddenly picked one up and said, ‘excuse me sir but who is this man I this photo.’

The Earl took the photo and said, ‘ah yes, that would be Charles Duncan, my wifes youngest brother. He’s what one would call the archetype black sheep of the family. Haven’t seen or heard from him for years, could be out of the country for all we know.’

‘Well you’ll be please to know he’s alive and well and teaching us Geography.’

The Earl was visibly shaken for a moment, but quickly pulled himself together when there was a knock on the door and the butler entered.

‘Sorry to disturb you sir, but your guests have arrived,’ said the butler.

‘Thank you, James,’ replied the Earl. ‘Well lads, I’m very sorry but I’m afraid I must ask you to leave, but it has been an absolute pleasure to meet you. And I hope you find your thief.’ 

At that point a tall, thin gentleman in his mid forties with sharp features walked in.

‘Ah, Victor my good friend, let me introduce you to my two new friends. This is Nick and this is Keith and they are trying to track down a valuable family heirloom that has been stolen. Boys this is Victor Goodhew, your Member of Parliament.

‘A pleasure to meet you sir,’ said Nick and Keith, as they each in turn shook hands with Victor.

‘I say,’ said Victor, in a very posh accent. Didn’t I see you photo in the local rag? John, you didn’t tell me your friends were celebraties.’
Everyone laughed, as Nick turned a very dark shade of crimson. The Earl rang a bell and James the butler returned.

‘James, would you be so kind, as to show these lads out,’ said the Earl.
‘Certainly, sir.’

Nick and Keith said their goodbyes and James escorted back through the kitchen to the door.

As Nick and Keith made their way to where they had left their bikes they noticed more guests arriving at the house.

‘Must be having a party,’ said Keith.

‘Could be,’ replied Nick. ‘And some of those faces look famliar.

Nick and Keith retrieved their bicycles and started pedelling down the drive towards home.

‘So,’ asked Keith, ‘do you think Mr Graham stole the Cup?’

‘Well, at this point in time he must be our prime suspect. I put it to you Keith that Mr Graham holds a grudge against his sister’s family and wants revenge. He’s believes the story of the Iron Duke and the Benevolent Cup, so he steals it.’

‘But why, what’s he going to do?’

‘I don’t know, but I expect it is something dastardly and he does have sadistic tendancies.’

‘I agree, but what do we do next?’

‘Well tomorrow we have another little chat with Mr Eames and find out all he knows about Charles Duncan.’  

Wednesday 22th April 1964

As luck would have it Nick and Keith both had History with Mr Eames last lesson in the morning before dinner. After a not very interesting lesson on Anglo-saxon Britain, Nick took their time packing away their books allowing all their classmates to leave. When the class was empty they approached Mr Eames.
‘Oh no, what do you want?’ said Mr Eames nervously.

‘Just a few more questions,’ replied Keith. ‘Tell us all you know about Mr Graham.’

‘You know I’m not allowed to divulge that information.’

‘I see,’ said Keith, turning to Nick. ‘I must say Nick, those photographs you took were exceptionally clear, what film did you use?’

‘Okay, okay, what do you want to know?’

‘Everything, friends, family, background and hobbies.’

‘Actually I don’t know much, he’s a very secretive man. But I know he’s not married, no idea about his family, doesn’t mix with his colleagues. Not sure were he lives, but it can’t be far away as he walks to work every day. The one thing I do know is that he is a very good Bridge player. Plays every week, Thursdays I think.’

‘Okay, thanks for you help,’ said Nick and then beckoned Keith to leave.
Nick was deep in thought as he ate his school dinner, Shepherds Pie.

‘What are thinking?’ asked Keith.

‘Well, this Shepherds Pie is not as good as my mum makes,’ replied Nick.

‘No, about Mr Graham,’

‘Ah that; well, I think we should follow him home tonight and find out were he lives. Then tomorrow night we hang about outside his house, hopefully he will go out to play Bridge. If he does, we break into his house and retrieve the cup.’ 

Nick and Keith waited at the school gates until Mr Graham appeared and they watched him turn right. Keith then cycled ahead and stopped by the telephone box at the T-junction. Nick then pushed hs bike following Mr Graham at a descreet distance. At the T-junction Keith watched as Mr Graham turned right, the waited until Nick joined him. This time Nick cycled passed Mr Graham and the waited at the traffic lights whilst Keith walked behind. At the traffic lights Mr Graham turned right and continued walking towards the village of Sandridge. Nick had a feeling that Mr Graham lived in this road, so they both followed him at a safe distance. They didn’t have to wait too long before Mr Graham turned in to a large detached house. As soon as he was out of view the boys mounted they bicycles, pedaled frantically and were just in time to see him disappear through his front door.

‘Excellent,’ said Nick. ‘Now we know where his lives and it’s pretty secluded.’

‘I’m still not sure about breaking in,’ replied Keith nervously. ‘What if we get caught? I don’t fancy going to borstal.’

‘In that case we must make sure that we don’t get caught.’

‘But if we find the cup and give it back, he’ll know we took it.’

‘True, but he isn’t going to admit it that it was taken from his house, because that’s admitting that he stole it.’

‘When you put it like that.’       
Thursday 23 April 1964
‘Are you sure this is a good idea?’ asked Keith, as the three boys hid behind a bush on the opposite side of the road to Mr Graham’s House. ‘And do we need to involve Don as well?’

‘Don’t worry about me,’ said Don. ‘I’m all for a bit of breaking and entering.’

‘I told you, ‘encouraged Nick.’Don can keep a look out, while you and I search the place.’

‘I have a funny feeling about this,’ said a worried Keith. ‘If he comes back and catches us, there will be hell to pay and you know how sadistic he is.’

 ‘What day is it?’ asked Nick.

‘Thursday,’ replied Keith.

Yes, I know that, it is also St George’s day. Remember, he who slayed the dragon. It’s an omen, good will overcome evil.’
‘Nick, get into the real world. If we get caught we’ve had it.’

Nick was now getting a little annoyed, ‘well if you don’t want to be here, then buggar off. I’ll do it on my own.’

Before Keith could reply Don said, ‘he’s leaving.’

Nick and Keith turned and watched as a blue Austin A40 pulled out of the drive; Mr Graham was driving.
Nick turned to Keith and asked, ‘are you in?’

Keith thought for a while, before saying ‘let’s do it.’
 The boys casually walked across the road, looking both ways to make sure no one was watching as they approached the house. 

‘We need to find an open window,’ said Nick.

‘Try the garage door, said Don. I didn’t see him lock it.’

Nick tried the up and over garage door and Don was right it lifted straight up. The garage was relatively empty apart from a few shelves with car parts on. At the far end of the garage was a door.

‘Let’s try that door, it must lead inside the house,’ said Nick, his pulse now racing. It was open. ‘Not very security conscious is our Mr Graham. Keith shut the garage door.’

The door led to the kitchen.

‘We need to check each room and every cupboard very carefully. The cup is quite big so if it’s hidden it should be easy to find. Don, go up stairs and find a good place to keep a look out; shout if anyone comes.’

There were five room’s downstairs, a kitchen, utility room, family room, dining room and a living room. Nick and Keith conducted a thorough search which revealed nothing. They ventured to the first floor which consisted of three bedrooms and two bathrooms. One bedroom had been converted to a study. There was still no trace of the Benevolent Cup. Whilst Nick was searching Mr. Graham’s study, he came across a file, labeled The Monday Club. After studying it for a while he called Keith, ‘look at this.’

The file contained a list of names and individual sheets with a photo attached and personal information. Nick recognised some of the names and faces. It was the first two names that caused Nick some concern – Victor Goodhew and John Grimston.

  ‘What does it mean?’ asked Keith.
‘I’m not sure, but I recognise some of these faces. Look, he was at Gorhambury that night we were and so was he.’

‘Who are they?

‘This one is Paul Bristol, apparently he’s the chairman and this one is Ronald Bell QC, Member of Parliament for South Buckinghamshire. Look Keith, I want to study this file for a while, you search this room. Something doesn’t smell right.’
Thirty seconds later Keith said ‘Oh dear, I knew this was a bad idea.’

Nick turned to see Keith staring into an open draw. Inside the draw lying on its own was a gun.

 ‘What is it?’ asked Nick.

‘It looks like a Smith and Wesson 38 service revolver.’

As they stood transfixed looking at the gun, Don shouted ‘he’s back.’

‘Quick,’ screamed Nick. ‘Put the gun back in the draw,’ as he replaced the file back on the desk; ‘Under the bed.’
All three boys rushed into the main bedroom a scampered underneath the large double bed. It was very dusty and Don sneezed just as the front door opened. Paralysed with fear the boys listened as they heard footsteps climb the stairs. They held they breath and Don held his nose surpressing another sneeze, but their luck was in. Mr Graham did not enter the bedroom. Although they couldn’t see out of the bedroom, they guessed that he went to collect something from his study.After a brief period of silence the sound of the footsteps told the boys that Mr Graham was now climbing down the stairs. They heard the front door slam and the roar of the Austin’s engine told them they were safe.

‘That was close,’ said Don, before letting out a rather load sneeze. ‘I think he needs to hire a cleaner.’

‘Let’s just check the second floor then we’re out of here,’ said Nick. ‘You two do it; I want to check something out.’

A quick sweep of the two bedrooms on the second floor revealed nothing, so the boys left by the same means they entered. Retrieving their hidden bicycles the three boys cycled up the hill towards St Albans. They reached their destination Sally’s  café left their bicycles againt the shop front and made their way inside. Tell Me When by the Applejacks was playing on the Juke Box as the boys’ orderd three milk shakes and found theselves an empty table.
‘That was close,’ said Keith, inbetween taking large slurps of his drink.

‘I thought it was fun,’ remarked Don, who seemed to enjoy these little bouts of danger.

‘But what have we learnt?’ asked Nick. ‘It doesn’t look like Mr Graham stole the cup and what’s this fasination with the Monday Club and why does he have a gun?’

‘All good questions,’ replied Keith. ‘What exactly is the Monday Club?’
‘From what I could make out, it’s a political club made up of prominent Conservatives. It must be important, that’s what he came back for.’

‘Is Mr Graham a Conservative?’

‘I wouldn’t think so, but its one thing we need to find out.’

‘And you are just going to ask him,’ said Keith sarcastically.

Nick ignored that comment. ‘And we need to find out more about the Monday Club.’

Viva Las Vagas by Elvis Presley was now blarring out of the Juke box. ‘Not sure whether I like Elvis,’ commented Don. ‘Definately prefer British groups – Beatles, Stones.

Both Nick and Keith glared at him, but he didn’t notice. He had his eyes closed and was singing along with Elvis. Nick thought how funny it was that someone who didn’t like Elvis knew all the words.  
Nick suddenly said, ‘I’ve got a great idea, we’ll ask that new kid. What’s his name ……. Neil Hamilton. I’ve heard he’s into politics; rumour has it that he’s a member of the Young Conservatives. First, we’ll ask him about the Monday Club, and then we’ll get him to ask Mr Graham who he is going to vote for in the forthcoming General Election.’
‘And you think he will do that? Most of the kids in our class are shit-scared of Mr Graham.’ 

‘I’m sure we can pursuade young Neil to co-operate.’ 
Friday 24 April 1964


As luck would have it, Class Upper 3A’s second Geography lesson of the week was straight after morning break, which gave Nick and Keith time to have a quiet word with Neil Hamilton. Neil had joined Sandridge Grammar school at the beginning of the summer term. Formally a student at Ammanford Grammar School in Carmarthenshire, he moved to St Albans with his family following his father decision to take up a position in London. Although Neil didn’t mix with the same crowd as Nick, he seemed a rather pleasant chap. Nick and Keith approached him as he sat on a bench by the tennis courts eating a packet of Cheese and Onion crisps.

‘Hello, Neil,’ said Nick, as he sat down next to Neil. Following their normal interrogation procedure, Keith sat on the other side of him.

Neil looked suspiciously at the two lads. He had heard that these two only ever talked to you if they wanted something and it usually led to trouble.

‘Can I help you,’ asked Neil, feeling very nervous.

‘Information,’ said Nick, pinching one of Neil crisps. ‘Not sure about these, I prefer potato crisps with lots of salt, but, you never know flavoured crisps might catch on.’

‘What sort of information?’

‘Well, we’ve heard through the grapevine, that you’re into politics. And we were wondering if you knew anything about the Monday Club?’

Neil instantly relaxed and asked ‘What do you want to know?’

Keith, who so far had said nothing, whispered menacingly in Neil’s ear ‘everything.’ 

Ignoring the threat, Neil began ‘The Conservative Monday Club is a group of members and supporters of the Conservative Party and Conservative Associations. The club was formed to promote traditional conservative values and is dedicated to the Monarchy and the Sovereignty of a British Parliament under the Crown. It also maintains that Great Britain remains an independent country. It also has strong views on Law and Order, Immigration and Citizenship and the Economy amongst others.’

‘Interesting,’ replied Nick. ‘So other party’s may have different ideas.’


‘Definalely, you could say that the Monday Club is the far right in politics, so far left factions would oppose everything they stand for.’


‘Would you think Mr Graham swings to the left?’


‘I don’t know for sure, but I think he may have left wing tendancies.’


‘Well Neil. You have been very helpful,’ said Nick, as he began to rise, then sat down again. ‘One more thing – will you ask Mr Graham who he is voting for in the next Generalm Election.’

Nick watched as the blood drained from Neil’s face, ‘you must be joking, he’ll slaughter me.’

‘Not if you ask him nicely, come on, you want to be a politician. It will be could practice.’

‘What’s in it for me?’

‘What do you mean?’

‘I’m not doing for nothing.’

‘Okay, I’ll give a shilling.’

‘Two shillings.’

‘One and six.’

‘Okay, one and six, but I want it now.’

‘Sixpence now and the rest if we’re satisfied.’

‘And if you not satisfied?’

‘We give you a smack.’  

‘Deal.’

They shook hands and Nick gave Neil a sixpence.’

‘Wait till about ten minutes before the class ends, then casually ask him.’

Mr Graham’s lesson wasn’t too boring; they were looking at the world’s largest cities and locating them on maps in their atlases. With ten minutes remaining Neil looked at Nick. Nick nodded.

‘Excuse me sir,’ said Neil, raising his hand to attract Mr Graham’s attention.

‘What is it boy,’ replied Mr Graham.

‘I was just wondering, as we are near the end of the lesson, could I ask you a question not related to geography?’
‘That depends,’ said Mr Graham, looking at his collection of bamboo canes. ‘On what the question is.’

‘Can you tell the class which party you will be voting for in the forthcoming General Election?’

‘Mr Hamilton, you know I can’t answer that. It’s against the rules – a teacher should never show his political bias.’

‘I totally understand and applaud you honesty sir, but we can’t vote until we’re twenty-one, so you are not really going to influence us, are you? Anyway, I still think we should have some idea about politics and what each party stands for. And, anyway, you’ve always come across as a chap who knows his mind, not like some of the other teachers, they just follow the pack. I think you’re a man of conviction, knows the difference between right and wrong, stands up for what he believes in.’

Boy, he’s good thought Nick. Mr Graham was certainly enjoying the compliments. ‘When you put it like that,’ he replied.

‘I’m sure the class would love to hear your views sir, and I can asure you that whatever you say will stay within these four walls.’

Mr Graham was a little taken back. He looked round the class and every boy was waiting in anticipation. Never before had he had such a captive audience. ‘Well, if you are sure.’ He spent the next ten minutes explaining to the class all the benefits of Socialism and why Harold Wilson will make a great Prime Minister. He was just about to start criticising the Conservative Party when the school bell sounded, indicating the end of the lesson. Mr Graham was surprised when the class actually started clapping.   
‘Thank you very much, sir,’ said Neil, as he packed his books away, then left the classroom. He waited outside for Nick and Keith.

‘You were brilliant,’ gasped Nick as he walked out of the classroom to where Neil was standing.

Neil was beaming from ear to ear. ‘I really enjoyed that; mind you he was talking a load of bollocks.’

Nick smiled as he noticed Neil’s hand was sticking out. He fished a shilling from his pocket, ‘Worth every penny.’

‘Thank you,’ replied Neil.

‘I’ve just had a thought,’ said Nick, ’If and when you become a Member of Parliment that could become a nice little earner.’
‘What do you mean?’

‘Charging people to ask questions for them, you could call it cash for questions,’ laughed Nick.

‘You know, that’s not a bad idea,’ said Neil as he pocketed the shilling and walked away whistling.

‘So what have we learned?’ asked Keith as the boys went in search of their next lesson.

‘We know that Mr Graham is no fan of the Monday Club.’

As Nick and Keith cycled home, Keith asked Nick ‘what are you up to tonight?’

‘Haven’t made any plans; Carol’s washing her hair tonight,’ he replied.

‘Moira’s not available either, so you fancy going out somewhere. We could ask Don to come, haven’t seen much of him since I started seeing Moira.’
‘Sounds good, have you got anything in mind?’

‘Funny you should ask; how about going to the Alma Road Youth Club. They always have a group playing on Friday nights.’

‘Isn’t it a bit rough? Doesn’t the gang from Dellfields hang out there?’

‘God, you can be such a snob at times, Nick. Yes they do go there, but they’re alright – once you get to know them. Might be good to expand our circle of friends, you never know when you might need them. Last time I was there I spoke to Digger Barnes; he’s a pussy cat really.’

Nick gasped, ‘you spoke to Digger Barnes. He sends shivers down my spine just looking at him. Have you seen that scar on his face, it must be six inches long.’
‘Yeh, I’ve seen it, but they say the other bloke came off worse.’ 

 ‘Okay, I’ll come. You call for Don and I’ll meet you at your place a half seven.’ 

Nick always looked forward to his tea on Friday’s. His mum, being a little bit of a traditionlist always cooked fish and chips. A nice bit of cod, bought from Warwicks the fishmonger on Catherine Street and home made chips. After his tea Nick just had time to scan the Herts Advertiser before getting changed for his night out. An article on page four caught his eye, after reading it a couple of times he put the paper back in the rack and made a quick phone call. 
The three lads decided to walk to the youth club and Nick thought how nice it was to be out with Don and Keith again. He loved being with Carol and enjoyed being alone with her, but he had to admit that a night out with the boys was something he could never give up.

As they walked, Nick and Keith filled Don in on the details of their investigations. They told him that they still hadn’t recovered the Benevolent Cup and that Mr Graham is just a poor deluded socialist. Nick also commented that he couldn’t understand how Spurs managed to lose 7-2 to Burnley on Tuesday and hoped they would do better in the last game of the season away at Leicester. Keith said that he didn’t like the new number one – World without love by Peter and Gordon. Nick argued that it was a lovely song and he hoped to buy it tomorrow. By the time they reached the youth club the boys were in such a good mood that surely nothing could spoil their evening. It was then that Nick spotted Mr Graham walking on the other side of the road. The St Albans branch of the labour party had their headquarters in a white building directly opposite the youth club. The boys watched as Mr Graham entered the building.
‘I know what you are thinking Nick, don’t do it,’ said Keith.

‘I’m sure he’s up to something, I’m not going to be happy until I find out what is. If I’m not back in thirty minutes call the police.’ replied Nick.
Nick crosed the road and entered the white building, which was the St Albans Labour club. As he entered the hall he was approached by a plain looking man in his early fifties who introduced himself as John Higginbottom, membership secretary.

‘Right lad,’ he said, in a Yorkshire accent. ‘How can I help you?’ 

Slightly flustered, Nick replied ‘ah, hello. I was just passing and ….well….we’re doing a project at school on the forthcoming general election and I was wondering….do you have any leaflets on what the Labour Party stands for? My parents always vote labour, I think that’s because we live on a council estate. But I would really like to know what they are actually voting for.’

Mr Higginbottom looked suspiciously at Nick then said ‘Okay, come to my office and let’s see what we’ve got.’

He led Nick through to a large office, it was full of filing cabinets and the walls were covered in posters.

‘Take a seat lad,’ said Mr Higgenbottom. ‘Out candidate for the forthcoming election will be Mr Bruce Douglas-Mann, he’s thirty six and a top man.
For the next fifteen minites Nick listened to Mr Higginbottom ramble on about politics and what a great candidate Mr Bruce Douglas-Mann will make. Although losing the will to live, Nick kept smiling and adding comments like…..that’s good,…absolutely and I couldn’t agree more. Armed with a stack of pamphlets Nick stood up and said ‘Mr Higginbottom. You’re been so kind and helpful, but I must be on my way. Thanks very much, I’ll see myself out. Thanks again.’
‘No problem, lad; any time.’

Nick, quickly left the office and walked towards the front door and opened it. Glancing round to see if the coast was clear, he turned round, allowed the door to slam and ran up the stairs to the first floor. At the top of the stairs there was a small chest of draws. He opened the top draw and stuffed in his pamphlets. He could hear voices coming from a room at the other end of the landing. The door was slightly ajar and he recognized the voice as belonging to his teacher, Mr Graham. Nick put his ear the the crack in the door and listened.
‘Gentlemen, let us congratulate ourselves on the success of Operation Bowtie. John Profumo, the Secretary of State for War has resigned and the government is in turmoil. Harold Macmillan has resigned as Prime Minister and that idiot Sir Alex Douglas-Home has taken his place. Hopefully the electorate will take a dim view of this scandal, but we must not be complacent. I think we need one more humiliation and then we can end the thirteen year tory rule.’ 
‘What do you have in mind?’ said another voice.

‘Operation Red Monday. I have devised a cunning plan to discredit the Monday Club. As you know the Monday Club is made up of some of the most right-wing tory politicians. If we can expose them as just a perverted sex club instead of a distinguished political organisation, it will shatter the government.’

‘How do you intend to do that?’ another voice asked.

‘The Monday Club regularly meets at my brother-in-laws residence – Gorhambury. We have installed a mole into the household staff, she regularly reports to me on the comings and goings of the Monday Club.’

‘Do we know her?’ asked the first voice.

‘I prefer that we keep her identity a secret, but for the time being we shall call her Sylvia R. She recently found out that in two weeks time the Monday Club will be holding their Annual General Meeting at Gorhambury. My sister will be away for that weekend and they are bringing in outside caterers. The head of the carering firm is an acquaintance of mine and sympathises with our cause. I shall be providing the waitresses. The plan is to drug the wine with a little something that – shall we say – will release their inhabitions. The waitresses will encourage their advances, so by the end of the evening it should turn into a full blown orgy. When the ‘party’ is in full swing I, along with a few dodgy free-lance reporters and photograhers will make our entrance.’
   Nick was so transfixed listening, that he failed to hear the foot steps behind him. Only when his sixth-sense kicked in did turn to see who was approaching him. But it was too late Mr Higginbotton pushed him through the door and Nick fell to the floor.

‘He was listening at the door,’ said Mr Higginbottom.

Mr Graham was the first to his feet. ‘Grab him!’ he shouted.

The two men nearest to Nick rushed over and grabbed him, taking an arm each and pulling him to his feet. Mr Graham slowly walked towards Nick, his face full of fury.

‘Well, look who’s come to join us,’ he sneered.

‘Who is he?’ asked the first voice.
‘Gentlemen, let me introduced you to St. Albans’ most iritating student – Nick Allen.’ With that Mr Graham slapped Nick round the face with a backhander. 

‘What are we going to do with him?’ asked the second voice. ‘We can’t let him go, he’s heard everything.’

‘Don’t worry about him, he won’t say a word. I think our young friend here will have a nasty accident very soon. Now tie him up and let’s get on with our business.’

Someone found an old teacloth, rolled it up as used it as a gag. Nick could taste stale beer. His hands and feet were quickly bound and then he was dumped unceremoneously in the corner of the room.  Nick tried to make himself comfortable, his face was stinging and he was pretty certain that he had a small cut on his cheek from Mr Graham’s signet ring. Nick wasn’t taking much noticed of what was being said at the meeting, he was too busy trying to think of an escape plan. He wondered if Keith took him seriously about calling the police. How long had he been there, it was difficult to tell, fifteen, twenty minutes? Nick looked at the window, it was dark, the sun set just after eight o’clock. His head was swimming, the gag was tight and he was having trouble breathing through his nose. The ropes around his wrists were hurting and his bum had gone to sleep. How long was this meeting going on for?  He was suddenly alerted to loud voices in the distance. Suddenly the meeting went very quiet as the sound of heavy footsteps running up the stairs. The door suddenly burst open and in walked Digger Barnes, dressed as usual, black tee-shirt, blue jeans, studded leather jacket and green hob-nailed boots. He was followed by a large group of his mates. Digger quickly surveyed the room; spotted Nick tied up in the corner, and then shouted ‘he’s in ‘ere.’ Keith pushed his way through the crowd, rushed over to Nick and pulled off the gag.

‘Who did this to you, Nick?’ asked Digger

‘He did,’ replied Nick, nodding towards Mr Graham.

‘Okay lads, let them have it, but leave that creep to me.’

What happened next could only be described as complete carnage. Digger grabbed Mr Graham and head-butted him. This was followed by a servere kicking as he fell to the floor. The rest of Digger’s mates, about twelve of them, set about beating up Mr Graham’s colleagues. As Keith struggled to untie Nick, they saw Don rush in and start demolishing the room. He systematically took all the framed photo’s off the wall and smashed them on the floor. Next he threw all the tea cups and glasses at the wall. By the time he had turned the table over and broken all the legs on the chairs Keith had managed to untie Nick.

‘I think we’d better get Don out of here,’ said Keith looking very concerned.

Nick laughed, ‘It seems such a shame though, he’s seems to be enjoying himself.’

All of a sudden the action stopped, when hearing a police siren, Digger shouted, ‘Our work is done, let’s scarper.’

Digger and his mates, closely followed by Nick, Don and Keith had just reached the bottom of the stairs when the door opened and two police entered.    

‘Charge,’ shouted Digger. The two constables were knocked to the ground by the tide of youths rushing through the door. By the time they had regained there senses, there was not a youth to be seen.

Back in the Youth Club a good crowd has assembled to see a group called Terry and the Tramps make their debut performance. The assault team quickly mingled with the crowd, Digger ushered Nick away to the table-tennis room.

‘Are you okay, Nick?’ asked Digger.

‘Not too bad, thanks; but why did you rescue me? Replied Nick.

‘Well, I can’t let Stan Allen’s lad get into trouble, can I?’

‘You know my dad?’

‘Of course I do, he’s one of the finest dart players in the county. I’m good, but I’ve never beaten him yet. He’s very proud of you, you know. And I saw you score the winning goal down the park. So when your friend Keith told me that you might be in a spot of bother, we had to help.’

‘Well, it is much appreciated.’

‘Don’t mention it; anyway, haven’t had so much fun for ages.’

Aren’t you worried about the police?’

‘Been here all evening; got loads of witnesses.’

‘And for the last half hour you have been thrashing me at table-tennis.’

‘Exactly, I like you young Nick Allen.’

‘And I like you Mr Digger Barnes.’

The pair shook hands and made their way back to the main hall just in time to hear Terry murder Buddy Holly’s, Peggy Sue.    
Saturday 25 April 1964

It was 08:30 when Nick opened the back door to his house after finishing his paper round. Mr Allen was sitting at the kitchen table eating his fried breakfast and Mrs Allen was standing by the cooker watching the contents of her frying pan. Nick sat in the chair opposite his father.


‘Egg and bacon okay, Nick’ said Mrs Allen.


‘That’s fine mum, thanks,’ replied Nick.


Nick noticed that his father was staring at the small cut on his right cheek and the bruising around his eye.


‘Dare I ask how that happened?’


‘If you want.’


‘Nick, what happened to your eye?’


Well dad, I’ll tell you two versions. One is the truth, the other a lie; you can choose.’


‘Go on.’

 
‘Well, the first version goes like this – I stumbled on a conspiracy to overthrow the government, than I was kidnapped, beaten up by my mad geography teacher, then rescued by Digger Barnes and his mates. The second version – I walked into a door.’


Mr Allen sat there shaking his head mumbling, ‘unbelievable.’


Mrs Allen had now finished cooking Nick’s breakfast and plated up. As she placed the plate in front of Nick she noticed his eye.


‘What have you done to you eye, Nick?’ she asked


‘Walked into a door, mum,’ he replied.


‘You’re getting very clumsy lately. Let me put a cold compress on it.’ With that she found a clean flannel, rinsed it under the cold tap, squeezed out the excess water and put it on Nick’s eye.


‘Hold it there for a while, that’ll bring the bruise out. What will Carol say when she sees it.’  


As normally happens on Saturday’s Nick, Keith and Don visited St Albans market. Nick wanted to buy Carol a present, he decided on a chromium plated identity bracelet with her name engraved on it. There was a man on the market who had a good selection and Nick chose one that he thought was quite dainty. After their usual visit to the record room they decide to call in at Christopher’s for some refreshment, as normal they each ordered a milkshake.


‘That was some night last night,’ said Keith.


‘It certainly was, that group were rubbish,’ replied Nick.


‘Very funny; you know what I mean.’


‘I’m surprised the police didn’t come after us,’ commented Don.


‘So am I,’ agreed Nick. ‘But thinking about it, if they collared me, they knew I would tell them what I heard and they certainly wouldn’t want that,’


Keith laughed, ‘and Mr Graham was definitely wasn’t in any state to say anything.’


‘He certainly took a beating; don’t suppose we’ll see him a school for a few days.’


‘Bet you a shilling he doesn’t come back,’


‘No chance, I think that’s the last we’ve seen of him.’    


‘Anyway,’ interrupted Don. ‘We still haven’t found the Benevolent Cup.’


‘Oh, didn’t I tell you – it’s been recovered,’


‘When?’ cried Keith and Don in unison.


‘Last night; the police phoned me this morning.’


‘Why did they phone you, Nick? What haven’t you told us?’ asked Keith.


‘I tipped them off. It was obvious really when you think about it, but yesterday when I was reading the Herts Ad, I noticed an article about a chap called Albert Seabrook who had been sent to prison for six months for house breaking. Well Mrs Seabrook, our cleaner told us that she had to get home to get her husband Bert’s tea, and Mr Eames saw Mrs Seabrook’s husband in a car outside the school. Anyway they searched their house and that’s where they found the cup.’


‘Oh dear,’ sighed Don. ‘That wasn’t much of an adventure.’


Nick and Keith laughed, ‘You’re just annoyed that you didn’t get the chance to smash up someone else’s home.’


‘Yes, I did get a little carried away, but I do love the sound of breaking glass.’ 

Nick walked slowly to the bus stop, he was in no hurry. It was a warm night, the sun would be setting soon and he was at peace with the world. He had arranged to meet Carol at 7:30; he was taking her to a dance at the St Albans College of Further Education, they had arranged to meet Keith and Moira there.  He had plenty of time; never keep a lady waiting he thought. He felt like a proper grow-up – escorting a beautiful lady to dance. Nick arrived at the bus stop five minutes early – the bus was due at 7:40. He waited. He checked his watch 7:35, she’s a bit late he thought. He could see the bus coming in the distance – don’t worry we can catch the next one. The bus arrived; Nick let the other people waiting board the bus.  He waited. Thirty minutes, she’ll be here soon. More people arrived at the bus stop, it was getting quite crowded. Every time a person joined the queue he moved back. The 8:10 us arrived and departed, Nick was still waiting there. A small girl about ten years old, with similar coloured hair to Carol rode past on her bicycle. She stopped about ten yards away, turned round and cycled towards Nick. She stopped, gave Nick a funny look, and then said, ‘Are you Nick Allen?’

‘Might be, who wants to know?’ he replied.

‘Are you waiting for Carol?’ asked the girl.

Nick didn’t rely.

‘She’s not coming. She doesn’t want to go out with you any more.’   She gave Nick a quick smile, and then cycled away.

Nick had suffered a lot of pain during the last year, but the pain he felt in the pit of his stomach was like nothing he had felt before. His head was spinning and he wanted to vomit as he fought back the tears. A blackbird settled on the metal railing next to him, Nick had always liked blackbirds; he thought they were uncomplicated, just black with a bright orange beak. This one looked at him as though he was sharing his pain. Nick left the bus stop and walked home, his head in a total daze. When he opened the back door to his home, he heard his mother shout, ‘is that you Nick, are you alright.’

He ran upstairs, entered his bedroom and flung himself on his bed and burst out crying. A few second later Mrs Allen walked in and sat down beside him.

‘What’s the matter, dear?’ she asked.

Nick sat up and sunk his head in her lap. ‘She’s chucked me and it really hurts.’

Mrs Allen cuddled her son, as she fought to hide her tears as she tried to soothe away her son’s pain.  
Aftermath


Mr Graham never returned to Sandridge Grammar School, he took early retirement due to ill health and left the area.

 
A General Election was held on 15th October 1964, the Labour Party won with a majority of 4 seats. 


Nick eventually got over the loss of Carol; he vowed never to get involved with another girl again – well, we’ve all said that, haven’t’ we?
� Jimmy Jewel and Ben Warris were a comedy double act. They formed in 1934 and disbanded in 1966


� The Zombies won the Herts Beat Contest, organized by the Watford Borough Council and sponsored by the London Evening News. They won £250 and the ability to record a demo for Decca records.


� Gorhambury House is a fine neo-Palladian house, built in 1777 - 84 to the designs of Sir Robert Taylor. In the Middle Ages the Gorhambury estate, lying near the site of the vanished Roman city of Verulamium, belonged to St Albans Abbey. Early in Queen Elizabeth I's reign the property was purchased by Sir Nicholas Bacon, Lord Keeper of the Great Seal. In 1563 - 68 Sir Nicholas built a new house at Gorhambury and it became the home of his younger son, the philosopher and politician, Francis Bacon (whose monument can be seen in the parish church of St Michael nearby).Francis Bacon left Gorhambury to his former secretary, Sir Thomas Meautys, who married Anne Bacon, the great-granddaughter of the Lord Keeper. The estate later passed to her second husband Sir Harbottle Grimston, Master of the Rolls and Speaker in the Convention parliament of 1659 - 60. The present house was built by his descendant, the 3rd Viscount Grimston. Gorhambury still contains the notable collection of family portraits transferred from the Elizabethan house (now ruined). The 3rd Viscount's son was created Earl of Verulam in 1806 and the family have lived at Gorhambury ever since.
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