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The White-Hot Poker


‘You know the song, don’t you? “There’s no business like show business”.’ Harry gets the Ethel Merman intonation just right as he heats up a poker in the gas burner.


‘“Like no business.”’


Turning the iron slowly, sheathing it in blue flame.


‘You know?’


I nod with enough emphasis to cause the chair I’m tied to to edge a little across the room. This only brings me closer to Harry. The gas roars softly. Blue flame looking cold. Poker looking hot. Glowing now, already brighter than the fire that feeds it. Getting red hot, white hot.


‘Well what if there was a business like show business. Like show business. You know?’


Nod nod edge edge.


‘There is, Terry. There is.’


I can feel the heat of it on my cheek now as he points it at my face. I feel sick.


‘You know what it is, don’t you?’ Harry asks in a hoarse whisper. ‘It’s what I do.’


‘Harry,’ I croak.


‘Shh,’ he insists. ‘You’ll have a chance to talk. Don’t worry. You’ll want to tell me the whole story. But first the show. I’m going to show you something.’ My brain is throbbing with terror. I’ve got to think. Work out how all of this happened. Put it all together and find a way out. Think. Remember.



Johnny Remember Me.


The Casbah Lounge. Pine panelling, tattily upholstered benches around the walls, a fish tank embedded in the central partition. Sipping bitter black espresso. Boys sitting or standing around in groups clattering transparent glass cups and saucers. Looking. Checking out who was in the place. Checking out who other people in their group were checking out. And checking out who was being checked. Dull eyes twitching, slightly glassy from speed and coffee and cigarettes.


‘Johnny Remember Me’ wailing mournfully from the jukebox. Last year’s hit still haunting. Strange girl’s voice calling out of the echo-chamber wilderness.


My first year in London. I had to start somewhere. A crummy bedsit in Westbourne Grove. Working as a messenger in an advertising firm. I’d escaped suburbia, that was the main thing. I found places that I could go. A handful of theatrical pubs and seedy coffee bars. The Casbah Lounge was one of them.


A group of Earl’s Court queens there with cheap polari sophistication. Vada this, vada that. Casual bitchiness judging anybody’s fleeting object of affection.


Then he came in. Thick set in a dark suit and tightly knotted tie. Looking out of place amidst all the loud clothes the young homos were sporting. Standing out sombre and heavy among the bright shirts and hipster slacks from Vince or Lord John. He looked around the coffee bar, negotiating all the signals, all the brief flashes of eye contact with a weary frown as if his imposing presence was a burden. He looked clumsy and awkward, intimidated for all his toughness. All the looks, the staring. In places he was more used to, spielers, drinking clubs, heavy boozers like the Blind Beggar or the Grave Maurice that level of eyeballing would have seemed an affront, a prelude to combat. Here, he had to get used to the fierce looks and learn a new way of staring. He had to come off guard in order to make contact.


He had dark, oil-slicked hair, a battered face that made him look older than he was. An extra tuft of hair joined his eyebrows so they furrowed in a single line. You couldn’t say he was pretty. Handsome, in a brutal sort of a way. Impressive. Something about him I found rather attractive. Something dangerous. The style he had in the way he held himself, holding himself up against any embarrassment. The way he looked. Like he meant it. It inspired some arch glances amongst the queens. Get her, someone murmured.


As I looked over he caught my stare. His face tightened and drew back a touch. I smiled and his frown narrowed for a second then opened up. A lopsided grin brought out the crease of a scar in his right cheek, then thinned out to a sad smile as he continued to scan the room.


His gaze moved into a more professional line of vision and a flurry of communication flashed from one face to another. Trade, another voice muttered coldly. Johnny Remember Me, howled the jukebox. Someone coughed significantly and went over. As I watched the casual intensity of the negotiations the man seemed to look over at me. I turned away thinking not so much that it was rude to stare but that it was bad for business. I didn’t want to interfere. So I looked at the fishtank. Huge carp mouthed silently. A stream of silvery bubbles trailed to the surface.


Someone nudged me. The queen had returned, a faint smile on his lips. He nodded petulantly at me


‘He wants you dear.’


The poker throbs with heat and light. Harry blows on it and a few tiny sparks fly off and quickly die in the cold air of the lock-up. He plunges it back into the brazier.


‘You stupid fucker,’ he says. ‘Thought you could have me over, didn’t you?’


I start to say something. Harry slaps me hard across the face.


‘Shh,’ he hisses at me again. ‘I know, I know, you want to explain it all. But I ain’t interested in some story you’ll come up with. I want the truth. The whole truth. And by the time I’ve finished with you by Christ I’ll get it.’


Harry comes up close to me. My head is twisted to one side from the slap, one cheek still sore from the blow. He grabs my jaw and forces me to look directly into his stare.


‘You’ve been a naughty boy, Terry,’ he whispers into my face. ‘We need to teach you a lesson.’


Breaking a person’s will, that’s what it was all about. He’d explained it to me once. Harry didn’t like to do business with anybody that he couldn’t tie to a chair. He liked to break people. Sometimes it was a warning, sometimes punishment. Always to make one thing very clear. That he was the guvnor. That’s what all the violence was for. That was the point of it. That was the one gruesome detail that was missed out in the trial. All the press reports, the TORTURE GANG BOSS headlines. All the lurid stories to tease the punters. The beatings, the pliers, the black box for giving electric shocks. They all missed the point. He liked to break people.


‘But how can you tell?’ I’d asked him back then. ‘Don’t people just fake it?’


And Harry had laughed. A little spasm of knowledge.


‘Oh, you can tell,’ he had assured me softly. ‘They become like children. Crying and that. Calling for their mummies.’


The Casbah Lounge. That’s where it all began. I walked across the floor, nodded at the man and we went out together into the night air. He had a big black Daimler parked outside. A driver awaiting instructions. He held the door open for me. I felt flash. And completely reckless.


I’d never done it for money before, never even thought about renting it. I was a nice boy from the suburbs, passed the eleven plus and everything. But I’d always been drawn to trouble. Ended up getting expelled from Technical High School. I left home, left a semi-detached life for the longed-for city. I craved some sort of excitement. I think carrying around the secret that I was a homo had something to do with it as well. That part of me didn’t really exist until I moved down to London.


We got into the back of the motor together. The man nodded to his driver. As we pulled away I felt a sudden surge of trepidation in my stomach but I tried to ignore it.


‘Harry,’ he whispered as introduction, taking my hand in his.


‘Terry,’ I responded.


‘Hello, Terry,’ he breathed huskily, stroking my leg.


I remember us pulling up somewhere off Sloane Square. Harry had an expensive flat in Chelsea. He poured us both a large brandy and showed me his photograph collection. Harry with Johnnie Ray, with Ruby Ryder, Tom Driberg MP, Sonny Liston. Pictures of him looking stern faced next to film stars, singers, boxers, the great and the good.


Then we had sex. He fucked me up against a full-length mirror. My breath misted the glass but I could make out his reflected face clenched in need as he came into me. Afterwards we had a smoke and he spoke softly. His voice lost some of its gruffness and took on a high-pitched almost child-like tone.


‘You’re a nice-looking kid,’ he whispered.


‘Thanks.’


‘I ain’t very pretty am I?’


He touched his battered face sadly.


‘Oh, I don’t know,’ I replied, not quite knowing what to say.


He drew a finger across his brow.


‘And me eyebrows join. I look like a bloody werewolf. You know what my Aunt May told me? What it means if your eyebrows join?’


I shrugged.


‘It means you’re born to hang.’


The next morning he saw me off, casually handing me a five-pound note. He said he’d like to see me again. He was a businessman, he claimed, and a club owner. He invited me to a party at his club, The Stardust in Soho.


‘What do you think I’m going to do with this?’ Harry asks, waving the poker in front of me. ‘Eh?’


I squirm about a bit against the ropes that tie me. Tony Stavrakakis stands behind me. It was him that had secured me to the chair. The big Greek rests a heavy hand on my shoulder to stop me from moving about too much and to concentrate on what was going on. Harry fiddles with the brazier thing. I don’t want to think about it. I don’t want to think at all. I want to break down and blubber uncontrollably. To give in and give up the truth that Harry would insist upon. I want to break. But Harry’s right. You can’t fake a thing like that.


‘Show business is in my blood, Terry. Did I ever tell you about my grandad? Billy Sheen. The Canning Town Cannonball they called him. Champion bare-knuckle fighter he was. But he wasn’t just a fighter, he was a showman as well. Had a strong singing voice and did a strongman act in the music halls. He could leap out of a barrel, break a stack of house bricks with his bare hands. But you know what the climax of his act was? Licking a white hot poker. Yeah, that’s right. Has to be white-hot mind. Just red hot and it’d shrivel your tongue off and no mistake. He learnt it off this big black fellah doing it before a crowd on Mile End Waste. And he taught it me.’


Harry laughs and moves the poker in the flame again.


‘You watch this carefully now,’ he insists


He brings the metal to the tip of the flame, its hottest point. At the same time he moves his lips and tongue, making spit in his mouth.


‘Have to make sure your gob’s good and wet too. Hard to do if you’re scared. Nothing like fear to make your mouth dry. Nah, you have to make sure your mouth’s good and wet and the poker’s white hot. Then you can’t go wrong.’


He chews and sucks, moving his tongue to the front of his mouth as he watches the poker glow. Tiny bubbles of sputum dribble at the corner of his mouth and his tongue darts out to draw them back in again.


‘You watch carefully now.’


The Stardust. Harry was out front, flanked by two huge doormen, greeting people. He grabbed my hand with both of his. Gave me a wink as I passed through into the club.


‘Glad you could come, Terry. Get yourself a drink, I’ll see you later.’


The Stardust. Not exactly my scene. Mostly an older crowd, overdressed and out of style. Heinz and The Wild Boys were performing that night. I went to the bar and ordered a rum and Coke. A modernist kid to the left of me in a two-piece tonic mohair. Three-buttoned single-breasted jacket, narrow lapels, flap pockets, from Harry Fenton’s no doubt. He wore his hair en brosse, in a french crew. He nodded at me. I felt shabby standing next to him. I want some of that, I thought to myself. Something more than that.


Bleached-blond Heinz was dragging his backing band through a medley of Eddie Cochran songs.


‘Pretty, ain’t he?’ said the mod kid.


‘Yeah,’ I shrugged. ‘I guess.’


‘Shame about the voice. Still, Joe Meek’s so in love with him he’s convinced he’s going to be big.’


He nodded at a tall quiffed man sitting at the main table watching the performance intensely. Joe Meek, record producer, famous for his ice-rink-in-space electric organ sound. He’d had a big hit with ‘Telstar’ by The Tornadoes.


‘Joe should stick to instrumentals,’ muttered the modernist as the blond singer crooned ‘C’mon Everybody’ slightly off key. ‘So should Heinz for that matter.’


Harry had come into the club with his entourage. He beckoned me over with a jerk of his head.


‘Come over and join us,’ he said and led me to a large table.


The party was an assortment of celebrities. Along with Joe Meek there was a boxer or two, someone from television and Ruby Ryder the film actress. Equally famous and with their own brand of glamour were the people pointed out with names like Alibi Albert and Jack the Hat. ‘Faces’, Harry referred to them as. And as it turned out that was what Harry was. A face. Mad Harry, I was slightly disconcerted to learn, was his also known as. Every so often a flashbulb would go whoosh and the main group would go into a fixed expression for a second. Showbiz eyes and teeth. Underworld jaws and suits.


I was introduced to Joe Meek. Being the official young person present, he was keen for my opinion on Heinz. I hesitated.


‘Love the peroxide riah,’ I declared with genuine conviction.


‘It’s great ain’t it?’ Joe had a high-pitched west country accent. ‘Got the idea from Village of the Damned. You know, those spooky kids from outer space.’


He was as tall and thick set as Harry but his movements had a kind of jerky thinness to them. He had big farmboy hands that fluttered at you. I didn’t have the heart to tell him that I didn’t think Heinz was going to work. The dyed hair, the shiny jacket with silver piping. Wonderfully camp. Woefully out of date. Something new was happening. The Beat Boom, people were calling it. Rock and Roll, well, that was for the die-hard leather crowd and Heinz certainly didn’t impress them. Apparently in Birmingham a gang of rockers had chucked tins of beans at him. Rhythm and Blues, that was what everyone was talking about. Something new was happening but Heinz definitely wasn’t it.


Heinz finished to polite applause. He came over to the table grinning awkwardly. Joe fussed around him for a while and then chatted, wide-eyed manic, to Harry. Pupils like sharpened pencil leads. Pilled on amphetamine, no doubt about it. Blocked, we called it. They talked business. Management. Heinz sat between them and they furtively eyed him like confection as they talked. Harry was drawn to Tin Pan Alley, a way of breaking into legitimate show business. Maybe thinking of becoming the next Larry Parnes or Brian Epstein. And why not? He was a homosexual Jewish wide boy just like them. But maybe a bit too wide. Not quite smooth enough. Harry would never look right in a camel-hair coat somehow. He was too much of a performer to be a successful impresario. You could never see him in the background. Too conspicuous, too much of an act himself. In fact all the faces seemed to have more confident a turn than any of the showbiz lot. The gangsters were the real stars at The Stardust.


I got drunk. I wasn’t used to boozing. I staggered into the gents, splashed some cold water in my face and dried it on the towel machine. Jack the Hat was handing over a huge bag of pills to the modernist child.


‘Fancy a doob, mate?’ he called over to me.


I rejoined the party with a purple heart melting on my tongue. Around the table stories were being offered up. Showbiz secrets and behind the scenes gossip swapped for tales of fixed fights and doped dogs. Frauds and rackets and heavier jobs were alluded to as all the tricks of the trade seemed open for discussion. Like conjurers taking apart an illusion confident that their public was elsewhere. The audience, the punters. The mugs.


One of the villain’s women got up and gave us a song to much encouragement. She had a clear sad voice. You could see that she had been pretty once but now looked a bit washed out. As she sang ‘Cry Me A River’ without accompaniment I wondered what kind of a life it would be being the woman of one of these hard-faced men.


When she’d finished there was applause and banging on the tables. Everyone was far gone by now. Music started up and Jack the Hat got up and danced on the table. I could hear Joe Meek next to me bawling about the record industry in the mod kid’s ear over the noise.


‘They’re trying to steal my sound! The rotten pigs! I’m still the bloody guvnor!’


Jack the Hat was starting to strip off and two of the boxers tried to gently coax him down off the table. Harry came up and put his arm around me.


‘Enjoying yourself?’


I nodded. Actually I was. It wasn’t a trendy scene but there was something altogether furtive and exciting about The Stardust. It reminded of that bit in Pinocchio where all the bad boys bunk off school and go to Playland where they don’t have to do any work and can just fuck about all day. As a child I’d always longed for that sort of cheap utopia. When the funfair came to our local common every year, I’d be drawn to the cheap thrills of the waltzer and the dodgems. I spent as much time simply gazing at the gypsy lads as they casually hopped amidst the spinning machinery, collecting fares. Showing off. Danger and glamour. Greased-back pompadours and muscled arms marked with tattoos and stained with engine oil. I’d always fancied the rough boys who ran the fairground rides. The Stardust scene seemed a version of the playland I’d dreamt of as a child and I wanted to be a part of it. I’d conveniently forgotten that, in the story, all the lazy boys are turned into donkeys in the end. I should have been warned.


Anyway, the speed had sobered me up. Given me confidence. When the party was over and people began to stagger out of the club, Harry asked me to go back with him and I said yes.


At the door a bloke in a heavy overcoat came across and muttered something in Harry’s ear. They whispered gruffly to each other in the doorway.


‘All right, I’ll deal with it. Terry,’ Harry said, turning to me, ‘Jimmy will drive you to my flat. Wait there for me. I won’t be long.’


He nodded to a sandy-haired man who was waiting outside. I recognised him as Harry’s driver from the night we met at The Casbah. Harry said a few words to him, turned and winked at me and then went off into the night.


From the back of the Daimler I saw Jimmy’s eyes slotted in the rear-view mirror.


‘All right son?’ he asked with a little nod of the head.


There was a weary edge to his voice.


‘Yeah,’ I replied. ‘I guess.’


Jimmy unlocked the door of the flat and held the door open for me. He wrinkled his nose in an obliging sneer.


‘Make yourself at home,’ he said. ‘Harry might be a while.’


Then he was gone and I was alone in Harry’s flat.


I poured myself a large brandy and looked through Harry’s record collection. Judy Garland, Dorothy Squires, some opera and Winston Churchill’s Wartime Speeches. On the coffee table was A History of Western Philosophy by Bertrand Russell and a well-thumbed edition of Physique Pictorial. I collapsed into the leather-buttoned chesterfield and flicked through the magazine. The speed had begun to wear off and I started to feel drowsy from the brandy. A second glass sorted me out and I fell into a light sleep on the sofa.


I woke up with a start to find Harry standing over me still in his overcoat. He prodded me gently with his foot.


‘All right?’ he whispered.


He had a slightly crazed look about him. His face twitched with the strange distracted playfulness that a cat displays when it’s just killed a mouse.


‘Where have you been?’ I asked rubbing my face awake.


‘Shh,’ Harry ordered with a finger in front of his mouth. ‘Never you mind.’


I sat up and he grinned at me.


‘Come on,’ he said softly, taking my arm and leading me into the bedroom.


When I next woke up it was eleven o’clock.


‘Shit,’ I said sitting up in the bed.


‘What’s the matter?’ asked Harry blearily.


‘I’m late for work.’


‘Fuck them.’


‘I should phone in sick or something.’


‘Nah. What you want to work for them for? Phone them up and tell them to stuff their job.’


I laughed.


‘You could work for me,’ Harry suggested.


‘Oh yeah? Doing what?’


Harry grinned slyly.


‘You could make yourself useful round here. Look after the place for me. Look after me a bit and all.’


Harry pulled me back under the covers and nestled up close to me.


‘What do you say?’ he asked, with a big sloppy grin.


‘All right,’ I said.


And that’s how it happened. I chucked in my job. Harry looked after me. I became kept.


He bought me things. We went shopping for clothes. Harry disapproved of Carnaby Street. ‘Too cheap, too lairy,’ he insisted. Instead he took me to Blades in Dover Street. There Rupert Lycett Green combined bespoke tailoring with the latest tight silhouette style and colourful cloth. He paid for me to have a couple of suits made up there. And a Pierre Cardin off the peg from Dougie Millings in Great Pulteney Street.


Harry’s taste was more conservative. He had his suits made at Kilgour, French & Stanbury in Savile Row. Charcoal-grey wool or dark-blue chalkstripe. But I persuaded him to go for a two piece. Waistcoats were out and the watch chain he sometimes wore looked far too old fashioned. And we got the tailor to taper his cut a little so that he looked slightly taller and less thick set than he actually was.


We bought hand-made shirts from Jermyn Street. Turnbull & Asser, Harvie & Hudson. Ties from Mr Fish in Clifford Street.


I was spoiled rotten. I got to know about haute couture. And that wardrobe was an essential part of the way that Harry operated. Being so well dressed was the cutting edge of intimidation. A sort of decorative violence in itself.


And I got to meet the main faces on his firm. Jimmy Murphy, who had driven me to Harry’s flat. Tony Stravrakakis who was generally known as Tony the Greek or Bubble, and Jock McCluskey, a huge Glaswegian. Also Manny Gould, Manny the Money, a little bloke with round glasses who dealt with accounts such as they were. There were many other minor faces he could call upon to go in plenty handed when needed. But generally Harry liked to keep things small and tight. The fewer people he had to trust or pay off the better.


Harry’s queerness seemed to be something that the firm accepted. Not that they had much choice. He’d often berate them with his opinion that hanging around with women made you soft. My status was less secure. But, of course, I was a threat to nobody. At that time I simply belonged to Harry as far as they were concerned. I suppose, for the most part, they treated me as they treated the many women who were connected to members of the firm. I got the impression that Jimmy Murphy didn’t exactly approve of me, though. Nothing was said directly just the occasional glance or comment.


Anyway I was on the firm in a more or less unofficial capacity. Sometimes called upon to deliver messages and packages or to find out information. Other times when Harry was calling on someone I’d go in ahead to let them know that he was on his way. Smooth the way as it were. Harry disliked awkwardness or anything ‘unnecessary’. Like a true gentleman he was never rude or brutal by mistake. I knew that Harry had other boys who did similar things and more but I had to live with that.


I even had my own little racket for a while. Joe Meek was paying Harry to help get his singles into the charts. It was simple enough. There were about sixty or so chart-return listed shops in London whose sales the Hit Parade was based on. You could buy a hundred copies to get it into the charts, buy a few more the following week to push it up a bit more, then get on to the deejays to say it’s in the charts and give them a backhander so they’d give it airplay. I was put on to the job, being the firm’s official young person. The only problem was some shops, if you bought, say, ten, they wouldn’t mark it down because it looked like an obvious fix. It was then that I’d persuade them what was good for business. I’d learnt how to put on the casually threatening manner from Harry though I often took Big Jock McCluskey with me for good measure. Also, every other record company was up to the same thing so we’d try and target other record fixers, muscle in on them, even get them to buy Joe’s records instead of the ones they were supposed to be fixing. It was a minor league racket, for sure, but I have to say I got a real kick out of throwing my own weight about for once. I could see the attraction in leaning on people, the aura of power that it gave you. It was a thrill, something almost sexual about it. Once, I vada this kid in a listening booth as I’m walking out of a record store on Shaftesbury Avenue. He’s gaping at me through the glass and it’s obvious he thinks that I’m a bit tasty like. So I give him a wink and wait for him outside the shop. I act all tough and he loves it. We end up back at his flat in Bloomsbury. It was the first time I’d had sex with someone my own age in weeks.


I’d take all the records back to Joe’s recording studio on the Holloway Road and he’d hand over a wad of cash. I’d get a percentage and the rest would go to Harry. Sometimes I’d take a load of pills round as well. Amphetamines. Joe was mad for them.


But my main job was to be with Harry. For sex and for companionship. Harry liked to go out to smart restaurants, to the racetrack, to the opera even. There were so many flash places that I went with him where we were treated with almost grovelling respect. So many people who hid their fear by looking pleased to see him.


Then there were nights at his club, parties at his flat where boys were served like canapes to his queer friends in high places. More often than not descending into a clumsy orgy. Harry would never get involved himself. He enjoyed the organising side of it. Manipulating things.


There was an attractiveness that went with the fierceness. He drew people to him. He had a sort of threatening charisma that made you want to be close to him, an aura that you could feel safe within. A bit like those fish that swim right up close to sharks, you felt protected being in his slipstream. I remember him saying that, in a fight, the best first move is always to go in close rather than back away. If you give space to your opponent, he’ll have room to take a proper swing at you. ‘Always be near to them but make sure they’re far away from you.’ It was advice that I took to heart.


There were things that I kept from him. I kept the bedsit in Westbourne Grove without telling him. If the worst comes to the worst, I thought, at least he doesn’t know where I live. And, of course, our backgrounds were very different. He used to joke that I’d ‘been to clever school’. I’d left all my safe suburban upbringing behind me. I didn’t really keep in touch with my parents, for obvious reasons. But this baffled Harry. ‘Your poor old mum,’ he’d berate me. ‘I bet she worries about you.’


I remember once him taking me to a Boys’ Club in the East End that he patronised. It was for a boxing tournament that he had donated the trophy for. He was sort of a guest of honour. I tried not to wince as I watched wiry adolescents with huge upholstered fists clumsily batter away at each other.


Harry chuckled darkly when he noticed my unease.


‘Bet you never been in a real fight, have you Terry?’ he goaded.


And he was right. I was soft. A hundred playground humiliations played back in my mind. Sissy. Poof.


After the final bout Harry went back to congratulate the scrawny little lad who had won.


‘Well done, Tommy,’ he said, ruffling the blond curls of the young fighter.


Tommy blinked, still half dazed from combat and slightly shy of Harry’s obvious affection. His grey-blue eyes looked far older than my own. I felt awkward standing in this makeshift dressing room that stank of youthful sweat and stale liniment. Something I couldn’t ever really understand or be part of.


But I loved the image of it all. Harry’s masculinity. Being fancied by such a tough and dangerous man. The danger of it. It seemed so real compared to my privet-hedged experience of life. There was something sexy about it. Though the sex itself was really quite gentle. I know in some of the trial reports they made him out to be some sort of sadist but I don’t think he was really into that. That was just business.


But then there was the waiting. I never really knew what he was up to. A lot of his work was done at night. I was expected to be there for him at all hours at his flat. Sometimes he’d never turn up. He’d be away somewhere or simply staying over at his mother’s house in Hoxton. There would be no explanations. I was expected to understand this part of Harry’s life and yet be completely ignorant of it at the same time.


One night he and Jimmy Murphy came to the flat at four in the morning covered in blood. They looked wild eyed


‘What the fuck’s happened?’ I cried.


‘Nothing,’ replied Harry. ‘Nothing’s happened. Help us get out of our clothes.’


‘What?’


‘You heard me. Undress us. We mustn’t touch anything in the flat.’


I reached out a hand to unbutton Harry’s jacket and touched a clot of blood and tissue. I recoiled.


‘What have you done Harry?’ I gasped.


Harry lost his patience and slapped both sides of his hand against both sides of my face. I fell onto the hallway floor. I touched my cheek and a smear of blood came away on my fingertips. Somebody else’s blood.


‘Do what you’re told and don’t ask any stupid questions,’ Harry ordered softly.


I looked up at Harry glowering down at me and Jimmy Murphy with a faint smirk on his lips.


‘Look at that.’


Harry pointed with the toecap of his boot. At first I thought that he was going to kick me and I started to curl up. Then I saw where he was pointing with his foot. There was a mark on the hallway floor where I’d put my hand out as I’d fallen and smeared the blood and stuff from Harry’s coat onto the polished tiles.


‘Look,’ he said. ‘Fucking forensic all over the floor. Get up,’ Harry ordered. ‘Go and get a bowl of water and clean this mess up.’


I picked myself up off the floor. This was the first time Harry had laid a finger on me. And he’d done it without losing his temper, that’s what was really chilling about it. How calm he could be with violence. Up until then I hadn’t really thought about the real nastiness of what Harry did. The ugliness behind all of his charm. What lurked behind the scene in all of his rackets. I kept my head down and sloped off to the kitchen.


‘And put some Savlon in it,’ Harry called after me. ‘I don’t want fucking germs all over the flat.’


‘Watch.’


Harry stands with his legs slightly apart. One foot slightly in front of the other. Back foot slightly turned out. His weight is on his back foot, his centre of gravity lowered as if squaring up to something. Like a boxer. Or a showman.


He heats up the poker once more then brings it out of the brazier in an arc. Displaying it. Bringing it slowly down in front of his face like a fire-eater or sword swallower.


His eyes are wide and bright. Tiny images of the glowing metal burn in each one. His tongue, wide and drooling, unfurls to his chin. He looks demonic.


He holds this mask of expression as he brings the poker up close. His face reddened with heat and concentration. Cords of sinew stand out in his neck. Veins bulging out on his forehead. Then he licks it. Drawing it down slowly and tossing back his head. There’s a short sizzle. Like a drop of water in hot fat. Shh. A nimbus of saliva vapour disperses above his head as a drop of sweat goes cold on my neck.


Tony Stavrakakis gives a slow heavy laugh of appreciation, slapping me absently on the shoulder. Harry breaks his showman poise and sighs.


‘See? Nothing to it.’


He puts the poker back into the flame and wipes his mouth with the back of a hand.


‘Right then,’ he says, looking over at me with a grin. ‘Now it’s your turn.’


Then came Harry’s black moods. His evil brooding moods. It was Jimmy who warned me the first time. He knew the signs. The signs that Harry was ‘going into one’ as the firm phrased it. A slow but sure descent into half madness. The Mad Harry nickname didn’t simply refer to his gameness, his readiness to have a go whatever the odds, although it was a convenient reputation for obtaining money by extortion. There was more to it than that. Turns out Harry was certified insane in a prison hospital psychiatric wing when he was doing time in the fifties. Diagnosed manic depressive. The manic side could often be expressed in violence and action. Sometimes he’d flare up and throw stuff about the flat. Sometimes he’d lash out at me. But I think he found ways of channelling that side of his nature. Putting the frighteners on people and that. It was what he was good at.


But the depressive side hit him really badly. He would sit brooding, filled with all kinds of horrors. Morbid thoughts. He would listen to his opera records. His eyes wet and bulging as divas shrieked their arias of distress. Then he’d get out his LP of Churchill’s wartime speeches and play them over and over. He seemed soothed by the gloomy voice offering nothing but blood, toil, tears and sweat.


The anti-depressants helped. But they also made him drowsy and a bit puffy about the eyes and face which of course he hated. And he had this Harley Street shrink that he saw. Thing was, Harry was paranoid that anyone outside the firm might find out about his mental illness. A sign of weakness to his enemies, I suppose, but also he did have a terror that he might get committed and locked up in a mental home. So no one was to know. He couldn’t go to this doctor’s place in case anybody saw him and the doctor couldn’t come around to the flat for the same reason. So the doctor was picked up in the Daimler and Jimmy Murphy drove around the West End as Harry and this shrink had a consultation in the back of the limo.


The paranoia got more and more intense. Harry was liable to lash out at anyone or anything. As word got around the firm that the boss had ‘gone into one’ they generally stayed away. It was left to Manny the Money to bring over the takings of all the various businesses and rackets in a huge suitcase. They went through it together, arranging different piles of money all over the bed. Once I saw Harry grab the little man by the throat, convinced that some of his money was missing.


‘Where is it, you little fucker?’ Harry hissed as he asphyxiated Manny.


Somehow Manny managed a shake of the head and his habitual shrug. When Harry finally released him he merely straightened his tie, pushed his glasses back onto the bridge of his nose and began counting out the takings again. He knew that the best way to respond to Harry’s outbursts was to not respond at all. Just wait for it to come to an end. And indeed this was the best way to deal with him. Just to wait for him to calm down and hope that you lived that long.


I was the closest person to him during this time. Long brooding silences would be punctuated by his morbid reflections. Doping himself with brandy and handfuls of anti-depressants he’d talk of violence, boastful confessions of how he’d hurt people. Awful stories. It was then that he’d told me that he liked to control people by breaking them physically and mentally. It made me sick to the stomach to hear him talk like that. When I complained that he gloated over causing pain he took a knife and drew it slowly and deliberately across the back of his hand. He cut himself quite deeply and I had to get a crooked doctor that the firm used to come over and sew up the wound.


Once he held a loaded revolver to my head.


‘When I go, you’re coming too,’ he said softly as he cocked the hammer.


I closed my eyes and counted in my head, trying not to move at all until I felt air on the spot made by the pressure of the barrel. I opened my eyes. Harry had wandered off into the bathroom. I traced around the little circular dent in my temple.


And yet, despite all the delirium, this was the time that I really got to know Harry. He was vulnerable, not a big tough guy any more. For once his guard came down and a frightened little child peeped out at me. He was ill and needed looking after. I’d never felt that kind of responsibility to another human being before. And no matter how difficult it was I couldn’t help feeling emotionally protective towards him. It was a practical sort of affection. I cared for him because, quite literally. I cared for him. I didn’t really have a choice about it and so sensitive feelings that hadn’t really occurred in our relationship before just sort of happened. He needed to be held, to be reassured. A soothing voice to calm him. There. There. There.


And then, quite suddenly, he came out of it. He started doing exercise to get rid of the fat he’d put on during his illness. We went down to The Stardust for the first time in weeks. The firm started having proper meetings again and Harry got involved in all his big plans once more. He was back to his old self and he treated me. He brought me clothes and took me out. It was as if to compensate for how he’d been in the last few weeks though the period of depression was never mentioned directly. He talked of getting away for a while. Of going on holiday to Greece or Morocco. Everything seemed happy once again. But I found it hard to adjust to his recovery. His illness had seemed more real than anything else. I resented the cheeriness that people greeted him with, as if nothing had happened. And, I suppose, I started to resent Harry too.


One day a smartly dressed woman came to the flat. She was a shoplifter, a ‘hoister’ as Harry would put it. Harry didn’t usually fence but this woman stole to order. She specialised in thieving haute couture from the fashion houses of Knightbridge and Bond Street. She had Harry’s mother’s measurements so she could lïft whole outfits for him to spoil his dear old mum with. It was worth all the effort, not just for the money Harry paid but also for the protection he could offer should she ever need it.


‘Ooh!’ Harry cooed as this hoister woman held up a silk blouse by Tricosa. ‘That’s lovely!’


I suppressed a giggle. Harry could be quite camp at times but it was best not to draw his attention to it unless you were sure that he was in a good mood. As it happened he was. The woman had brought over a whole bundle of stuff and Harry thought that now was as good a time as any to go and visit Mother. He handed me the clothes and the keys of his brand-new Jaguar Mark II and I went out and put them carefully on the back seat as he paid the woman off. When I came back up to the flat Harry was getting ready to go. He called me into the bathroom.


‘Why don’t you come with me?’ he said, looking at me through the mirror.


I shrugged. It wasn’t something he’d ever suggested before. And I suppose it was then that I got to thinking, not without a certain amount of dread, that Harry was beginning to see me as a permanent fixture. Part of his life that he could take home to Mum.


We drove out east. Past the Angel and up the City Road to Shoreditch and Hoxton. Harry nodded moodily at the familiar scenery and pointed out a weed-covered bombsite. There was a council sign posted on it: Temporary Open Space.


‘That’s where our house was. Where I was born.’


He sighed.


‘Bombed to fuck.’


Mrs Starks was an immaculately dressed wiry little woman. She was taking tea with Harry’s Aunt May in the front room of her terraced house when we arrived. She made a fuss over Harry as soon as we were in the door. He got out all of the hoister’s ill-gotten wares and there was a shrill fuss made over the clothes as they were laid out on the sofa not least by Harry himself.


‘He spoils me, he does, May,’ said Harry’s mother.


‘He’s a naughty boy,’ replied Aunt May coming over and stroking his forehead. ‘Born to hang, that’s what he is.’


‘Hello dear,’ his mother said to me warmly as we were introduced.


I wondered what she knew.


‘I’ll put the kettle on, make a fresh pot,’ I suggested wanting to appear useful.


‘What a nice boy,’ I heard her comment as I went into the kitchen with the tea things.


While I was in the kitchen a middle-aged man shuffled in.


‘He’s here then,’ he muttered.


He was swarthy looking with greying curly hair. He wore a collarless shirt with braces. A copy of The Morning Star was under one arm.


‘I’m the old man,’ he announced. ‘Don’t suppose he’s mentioned me.’


And it was true, Harry had never talked of his father. He’d often spoken of his mother without any paternal reference. I’d somehow assumed that he was dead or permanently absent.


‘There’s some biscuits by the breadbin,’ came Harry’s voice from the doorway. ‘Hello Dad,’ he added flatly, noticing his father.


‘Son.’


They nodded at each other cautiously.


‘How’s business?’ inquired Starks the elder.


‘Oh,’ Harry shrugged. ‘You know.’


‘Yeah, I know,’ he turned to me and shrugged. ‘Still, it’s a shame my only son turned out a gonnif.’


‘I make a good living. You and Mum see enough of it.’


Harry’s father grunted and turned his head to me again.


‘He was a bright kid. Could have got an education, done something with his life.’


‘Well maybe if you had been around a bit things might have been different. You were on the run half the time.’


‘Yeah, but that was on principle. The Party was against the war so I had to avoid the call up.’


‘The Party was against the war up until 1941. We didn’t see you till VJ Day.’


‘I was a pacifist. I wasn’t going to fight in no capitalist war.’


‘Yeah, but you ran a capitalist spieler, didn’t you?’


‘I suppose you blame me for your criminal tendencies.’


‘No Dad. Fact is we all learned to run rackets in the war. The black market, everyone was in on it, one way or another.’


Now Harry turned to me.


‘I was the youngest spiv on Shoreditch High Street,’ he said proudly, then turned back to his father. ‘Just lay off with all that principled pony.’


‘Yeah, well, you can come back here with all your bourgeois trappings, just don’t forget where you’re from.’


‘Well, Dad,’ replied Harry, wearily, ‘I don’t suppose you’ll ever let me. Now come in through and have a nice cup of tea and we can pretend at being happy families for a while, eh?’


‘Mum liked you,’ said Harry as we drove back west.


The words chilled me. There was a cold feeling right down in my guts. I realised then that I had to get out, that I would have to leave him. I’d never really thought about how long me and Harry would last but I certainly didn’t fancy myself as part of the family. Perhaps I was scared of the prospect of going through his madness again.


But fear prevented me from coming up with any properly thought-out way of leaving. It would have been stupid to confront him. I didn’t rate my chances in a showdown with Harry. So I resorted to guerrilla tactics. I could niggle him, wind him up, it wasn’t difficult. I somehow figured that if I got up his nose enough he would tire of me altogether.


I would undermine him. Harry hadn’t managed to lose all the weight he’d put on during his depression. All the booze and lack of exercise had taken its toll. And the anti-depressants. As he sighed at himself in the mirror I would hold back from reassuring him that he didn’t look so bad.


I started to affect an indifference to the sex that we had together. I got into the habit of sneaking out into the bathroom and wanking off before spending the night with him just to make sure that my boredom seemed genuine. Then I’d deliberately go through the motions in a way that reduced it to just a functional level. Robbed of any illusions it became an empty pleasure for Harry. And I knew that that was not what he wanted. Nobody does, let’s face it.


And I stopped keeping the flat in the kind of order that Harry insisted upon. He hated mess and so I just let the housework go until it became too much for him.


‘Look at this fucking place!’ he finally exploded at me. ‘It’s a fucking dump!’


I let him stomp about the flat a bit, picking up clothes and papers that had been strewn about the drawing room.


‘Well?’ he demanded.


‘Well what?’ I replied a bit cockily.


‘Well, are you going to tidy this pit up?’


I shrugged and let out a long sigh and started to collect up some of the debris in a listless way. And he snapped. He came over and clouted me across the ear and I went down on the carpet.


‘Behave yourself !’ he bellowed.


I acted all hurt, which wasn’t difficult with a thick ear.


‘You can’t treat me like this,’ I sobbed. ‘I’m not your bloody slave.’


I looked up at him from the floor as he seethed above me. I had to be careful. I wanted to goad him enough into saying something reckless but not so much so he’d kick the shit out of me.


‘It’s not fair, Harry,’ I whined at him.


He stared down his nose at me, nostrils wide with anger like a double-barrel shotgun.


‘Well if you don’t like it, you can piss off,’ he declared and with that I got up off the floor and walked to the door.


‘Terry!’ he called after me. ‘Come back here!’


But I was gone. I didn’t look back once. That was it, I thought, finish.


So I went back to the bedsit in Westbourne Grove. I’d never officially given it up nor told Harry where it was. He’d never asked. To be honest I didn’t expect that I’d be able to get back into it. I hadn’t paid rent in nearly three months and my landlord wasn’t known for his leniency. Tenants in arrears were likely enough to be called upon by his heavies and a couple of alsatians for good measure. I was surprised to find that my key still fitted the lock and my possessions, meagre as they were, hadn’t been tampered with. Two dingy, damp rooms in a run-down Victorian terrace. Its squalor reminded me of the luxury I had briefly been familiar with. I put a shilling in the meter and tried to make myself at home. The unaired rooms smelt of cat’s piss and sour milk but it was my own place, at least for the time being, and Harry didn’t know where I lived. Or so I thought.


I’d scarcely taken anything with me when I’d walked out of Harry’s. Just the clothes I was wearing, a Rolex watch he’d bought me and a bit of spending money that I had in my wallet. And I had no work to go to. Thoughts of the leisurely life that I’d almost got used to hung around in my head, mocking me. I’d have to get some kind of dreary job again. I’d go back to being the sort of person that villains would ridicule whilst they preyed upon them. A mug.


And I couldn’t understand why the landlord hadn’t sent anyone around about the rent. Stories I’d heard from other tenants about his rent collectors were far from reassuring. He wasn’t likely to have merely forgotten one of his godforsaken slum dwellers. He was the type that got rich from counting every penny. Waiting around to be knocked about and thrown out in the street started to drive me crazy. I figured that I had nothing to lose by meeting my fate head on.


I pawned the watch Harry had given me and sold my Dansette gramophone player to a junk shop on Golborne Road. A few weeks’ rent and some bluffing might hold some sway. I’d learnt from Harry that a direct approach with as much front as possible could often get results.


The estate agent’s office was in Shepherd’s Bush. The clerk on the lettings desk ran his finger down a ledger and frowned up at me.


‘There’s no rent owing on that address,’ he informed me.


‘What do you mean?’


He smiled coldly at me.


‘You have an arrangement with Mr Rachman.’


This threw me. I’d been all geared up to plead my case. Sudden relief, then sudden uneasiness. I got flustered.


‘What do you mean, arrangement?’ I demanded.


The clerk turned the ledger around so that I could read along the row that he had his finger on. There was my name, the address, and RENT FREE written in red ink across the payment columns.


Just then Rachman himself came out of his office in the back. One of his heavies loomed behind him. Rachman was short, fat and bald. He looked over at the desk sourly.


‘Is there a problem here?’ he hissed in a thick Polish accent.


The clerk pointed at the ledger and Rachman walked up and leaned over. The heavy stayed where he was but stared at me morosely.


‘Hm,’ mused the Pole looking to where the clerk’s grubby finger now smudged the page. ‘No problem at all.’


Rachman smiled at me with dead eyes.


‘You see, many of my properties I let without financial remuneration. To my friends, you understand. And friends of friends. Mr Starks has proved to be a very useful friend to have. Don’t you agree? You will give him my best regards when you see him next, won’t you?’


I grinned and nodded at Rachman and got out of the estate agents as soon as possible. It was midday. I went into the first pub I came across and tried to drink away some of the fear and paranoia. Had I been followed? Had he known for some time about the bedsit? Whatever. I’d underestimated the scope of Harry’s power and the booze didn’t calm me down any. They closed for the afternoon and I staggered back to Westbourne Grove. To where he knew I was.


Two days later, sure enough, a knock came on the door. It was Jimmy Murphy. He cocked his head towards the street.


‘Come on,’ he said. ‘He’s in the motor.’


I got into the back of the Daimler. Harry scarcely acknowledged me and didn’t start to talk until we’d been moving along for a while.


‘You shouldn’t have walked out like that,’ he said softly. ‘It was out of order.’


‘I’m sorry.’


Harry shrugged.


‘Well maybe I was a bit out of order myself,’ he said.


We looked at each other properly. Harry gave a sad little smile and cupped my cheek with an open palm.


‘So are you going to come back and behave yourself?’


‘I don’t think that would be a good idea Harry.’


His hand dropped from my face and he sighed. He sat back and let his head rest against the leather of the seat, his face turned from mine, gazing out of the window.


‘I’m sorry Harry.’


He shrugged against the upholstery.


‘Yeah, well, that’s the way it goes I suppose.’


He turned to give me a little sneer.


‘You’re nothing special,’ he hissed.


He leant forward and told Jimmy to drive back to my place. We sat in silence as we went around a block. Then, when we were back on Westbourne Grove, he spoke again.


‘So, what, you working?’


‘No.’


Harry nodded thoughtfully.


‘You want a job?’ he asked.


‘What kind of job?’


‘One of my businesses. Needs an assistant manager. You’ve been to clever school, should be able to handle that. What do you say?’


‘What kind of business?’


‘Electrical goods. Wholesale, retail.’ Harry sniffed. ‘Legitimate.’


Dominion Electrical Goods occupied a warehouse on Commercial Road. I had to get the tube right across the city. Westbourne Park to Whitechapel on the Metropolitan Line. Manny the Money met me there and showed me around the office. Mr Pinker, the manager of Dominion Electrical, wasn’t in.


‘He’s off sick,’ little Manny muttered.


Manny went through my duties. It was simple. Signing delivery notes and filing invoices. Manny would come in from time to time to keep the books up to date but all the records needed to be kept in their proper box files. Now Manny wasn’t involved in Dominion in an official capacity. Turned out none of the firm was. This he made clear and that Jimmy Murphy would come in every so often to keep an eye on things.


Mr Pinker wasn’t in the next day. Or the day after that. It was just me and a couple of labourers who genially sat around playing cards until a lorry arrived and there were fridges to shift. There wasn’t much for me to do. It struck me that this was the sort of job I might have ended up doing if I’d stayed on at school. Except that, with Harry involved, there was bound to be some sort of angle.


Jimmy came around and we had a cup of tea in the office. He brought out a hip flask and gave us both a shot.


‘Everything all right?’ he asked.


I nodded.


‘No visits or phone calls?’


I shook my head.


‘Right,’ he said, getting up and draining his laced tea. ‘Keep up the good work. I’ll see you.’


And he left.


With time on my hands I started to think about what was really going on. I tried to work out what the angle was. Every aspect of a legitimate business seemed in order. We weren’t doing much trade, that was for sure, but there’s no law against that. I’d thought at first that the warehouse must be fencing for lorry hijacks. I’d heard gossip amongst the firm in the past of how they dealt in gear knocked off that way. The jump up, they called it. But deliveries at Dominion were nothing of the sort. All the paperwork seemed in order, invoices properly made out and everything. The only thing I could think of was that this was a legitimate business funded by dodgy money. That would make sense after all.


Harry came in with Jimmy at the end of the week. He looked around. He seemed happy enough with how things were going. He asked me how I was getting on.


‘Fine,’ I replied. ‘We haven’t done much trade, though.’


‘Yeah,’ said Harry vaguely. ‘We’ll have to do something about that. In the meantime keep it all kosher. Know what I mean? Anything else?’ he asked as he made for the door.


‘Just one thing,’ I said. ‘This Mr Pinker. He hasn’t been in at all.’


Harry grinned and looked over at Jimmy.


‘Well,’ he said. ‘If you do see him, let us know.’


And both him and Jimmy Murphy laughed.


That little shared joke got me thinking. Mr Pinker was the set up. The joke was on him. I guessed that he was some straight businessman that they were taking for a ride. That he was the mug. But that didn’t stop me, in the last couple of hours of Friday afternoon, from searching the office for more clues before I locked up for the weekend.


There didn’t seem to be anything of interest though. Minutes of an annual general meeting revealed that Sir Paul Chambers DSO was on the board as a non-executive director. A meticulous treasurer’s report obviously compiled by the diligent Manny Gould. Everything looked in order. Then, when I’d just about given up I found an envelope at the back of the bottom drawer of the filing cabinet. Central Registry of Births, Deaths and Marriages was stamped on it. I took it out and laid it on the desk. I fished inside and pulled out a long form. It was a birth certificate. James Nathaniel Pinker was written in the column headed Name, if any. Under when and where born was scrawled: Eleventh March 1929, 304 Fore St., Edmonton. It made no sense, except to confirm that my as yet invisible boss actually existed. I slipped my hand under the flap of the envelope again and came out with a similar form. Except that this was a death certificate. It too bore the name James Nathaniel Pinker. He’d died of meningitis on the Ninth of June 1929. All his paperwork was in order. Delivery note and final demand. The manager of Dominion Electrical Goods had only lived for three months.


I put the birth and death certificates back in the envelope, shoved it into the filing cabinet, locked up the warehouse and went back to Westbourne Grove. I spent the weekend getting drunk and trying not to think about Mr Pinker or Dominion Electrical Goods. I was getting a good wage, I had a rent-free flat, I knew that even thinking about what was really going on would only get me into trouble. So I tried to block it all out with booze. Two bottles of gin but I was still haunted by my boss the dead baby.


The next week reminders of unpaid invoices started to pile up. We continued to get deliveries. There was hardly space left in the warehouse to put all the stuff. Harry came in on the Wednesday.


‘Seen Jimmy?’ he demanded tersely as he strode into the office.


I shook my head.


‘Right,’ he went on, beckoning me out of the office. ‘I need to do a bit of shopping.’


He wandered about the crowded showroom. He pointed out a couple of fridges, a cooker and three television sets.


‘I’ll take all of them,’ he said, peeling some notes of a wad.


‘You’re going to pay for them?’ I asked.


‘Course I’m going to pay for them,’ he frowned at me. ‘And I want a proper receipt and all.’


I got the labourers to load up the stuff in the van. Harry gave the driver a list of addresses. He tapped one of the TVs and nodded at me.


‘Put this one in the back of the Daimler.’


I lugged it out to where the motor was parked. Tony Stavrakakis was leaning against it having a smoke. He helped me heave it into the boot. Harry came out and opened the back door of the limo. He looked over at me.


‘Come on,’ he said.


I got in the back beside him and Tony the Greek pulled away. There’s something soothing in the smooth motion of a limousine at cruising speed, something comforting about being driven around in a big powerful car. Harry always seemed most at ease in the back of a motor. It was an intimate space for him. He’d used it as a consulting room and no doubt a confessional as well. It was the place we’d first met and where we’d finally split up. I suddenly thought of all those times in between when we’d be all dressed up and chauffeured off somewhere flash.


Harry gave me a sideways look and patted me absently on the leg.


‘All right?’ he asked.


There were so many questions that I wanted to ask Harry but just then I didn’t want to say anything awkward. I didn’t want to spoil the moment. There were some things that I really missed about being with Harry. So I just smiled.


‘All right,’ I replied.


Our destination was Willow Nook Old People’s Home in Stepney. Harry went in and spoke with the matron then we carried the telly in through to the lounge. A few wrinkled inmates gaped at us with yellowed eyes. Perched on high-backed chairs that lined the room they looked like lizards sunning themselves.


‘Look at all these coffin dodgers,’ Harry muttered under his breath as we put the television in place.


A podgy, red-faced man came into the room and went around leaning over and smiling at the inmates.


‘Look at that silly cunt,’ Harry muttered again. ‘Shaking hands with all these half-croaked fuckers.’


‘Who’s he?’ I asked.


‘Benny White. Local councillor. Second-rate politician, thinks he’s fucking important. Still, he has his uses.’


‘Harold!’ the councillor declaimed across the room. ‘What a fine gesture. Local business putting something back into the community.’


Harry shrugged as Benny White rubbed his podgy hands together. A reporter and a photographer arrived ushered in by the matron. The councillor drew himself up in front of the gathering and gave a little speech.


‘Isn’t this lovely,’ he began. ‘Look at this, ladies and gentlemen, a magnificent new television set!’


There was a muted response. A bit of orchestrated groaning from the senile assembly. Harry beamed beside the TV set. The reporter who had been scribbling away in shorthand came over.


‘All right Joe?’ asked Harry. ‘Got all you need?’


‘Yeah, sure,’ he replied. ‘Just the photo.’


‘Course. Let’s get this over with. Benny!’ he called over.


The councillor came over and a few pictures were taken of them shaking hands over the television with the matron and one of the better-looking inmates in the foreground.


Driving back, Harry asked me how the business was going.


‘Everything’s fine,’ I lied.


Harry nodded thoughtfully.


‘There are a few things I’d like to know about, though,’ I ventured, thinking about my dead baby boss.


Harry touched my arm in a placating fashion.


‘Of course Terry,’ he assured me. ‘We’ll talk,’ he promised. ‘In the meantime, as I’ve said, keep everything kosher.’


They dropped me back off at the warehouse.


‘And when you see Jimmy,’ Harry said in parting, ‘tell him I want to see him.’


I read the story in next day’s East London Advertiser. A HELPING HAND was the headline with a photo of Harry, the TV set and the councillor. Benjamin White, councillor for Stepney East, launched his ‘Old Folk’s Appeal’ today and one of the first to make a donation with a gleaming new television set was local businessman – Harold Starks . . .


‘All right Terry?’


It was Jimmy Murphy. I held up the paper for him to look at and he nearly pissed himself laughing.


‘Charity,’ he said scathingly. ‘Yeah, Harry’s big on that. Good for public relations, he says.’


‘He’s looking for you, Jimmy,’ I informed him.


‘Yeah, yeah,’ he replied as he sat down on my desk.


‘So,’ he announced, pulling out a hip flask from his jacket pocket. ‘How’s it going?’


‘Well,’ I replied and pointed to the pile of invoices on my desk. ‘There’s all these unpaid bills, what am I supposed to do about them?’


Jimmy took a slug from his flask and sighed.


‘Don’t worry about them,’ he said and passed me the curved metal bottle. I took a swig myself.


‘So what am I supposed to do? Pay them?’


‘Mr Pinker will sort them out when he gets back.’


‘Mr Pinker?’


‘Yeah.’


‘When he gets back?’


‘Yeah,’ Jimmy took back the flask. ‘What’s the matter?’


‘Jimmy, I know about Mr Pinker.’


‘What you mean?’


‘I know he’s dead.’


Jimmy laughed lightly at me.


‘Oh yeah,’ he said casually. ‘That.’


There was a pause in which we both looked around the office.


‘Jimmy,’ I said. ‘What the fuck is going on?’


‘Don’t you know?’


‘No, of course I don’t know.’


‘You mean you haven’t been told?’


‘Haven’t been told what?’


‘What a long firm is.’


‘What?’ I implored.


‘A long firm,’ replied Jimmy, screwing the cap back down on his hip flask. He got up off the desk and made for the door.


‘Don’t worry,’ he said as he walked out. ‘You’ll find out soon enough.’


Harry holds the poker up in front of me.


‘You’ve seen how it’s done. Now you can have a go.’


I start to hyperventilate. As I shunt about in the chair its rubber feet squeal against the concrete floor.


‘Hold him down, Bubble,’ Harry whispers to Tony Stavrakakis and the big Greek puts both of his heavy hands on my shoulders.


‘The thing is, Terry,’ Harry goes on, ‘it’s a question of trust. You’ve got to trust me now so that we can do this right. And if you can trust me enough to do that, well, maybe I can trust you and all. It’s all a bit medieval, I suppose. Trial by Ordeal. You know, the punishment itself sorts out whether you’re guilty or not. If it goes wrong, well that’s proof of a sort. It would be a shame, but then, if you do lose your tongue—’


He smiles over at the big Greek.


‘Well, you won’t be able to grass, will you?’


The warehouse was becoming ridiculously crowded. There was scarcely any showroom space any more and walking through the building was like going through a maze the walls of which were cardboard boxes stacked high and filled with all kinds of electrical goods. One of these walls had nearly collapsed and I was helping the labourers to make it safe when Harry arrived team handed. Most of the firm was with him, Manny, Jimmy and Tony Stavrakakis. They looked around and muttered to each other a bit.


‘We’re having a board meeting,’ Harry announced. ‘We’ll be in the office.’


‘You want me to come up?’


‘Nah. Carry on with what you’re doing. We won’t be long.’


We restacked the boxes and I realised that with all the shifting around I’d lost track of a lot of the stock. I’d left the clipboard with the stock list on it in the office so I went upstairs to fetch it. I was about to rap on the frosted glass door when I realised that I could hear the firm talking. I carefully pressed my ear against the door jam and listened.


‘. . . so we’re all ready then?’ It was Harry’s voice. ‘We hit the floor next Wednesday.’


‘And the kid?’ came Tony’s Cypriot accent. ‘He doesn’t know nothing?’


‘That’s right,’ Harry replied. ‘And let’s keep it that way. Don’t want him worrying his pretty little head this stage in the game.’


‘What if he has to take the fall?’ asked Manny. ‘He won’t be any trouble to us, will he?’


I could barely hear Harry’s deep chuckle.


‘Nah,’ he said. ‘And we can make sure of that when the time comes. At the moment him knowing nothing is our best cover. So, let’s get going.’


I heard them all getting up to come out of the office so I tiptoed down the stairs as quickly and silently as possible.


‘Right,’ said Harry coming up to me. ‘We’re having a closing-down sale. Next Wednesday.’


He grinned at me.


‘Everything must go.’


Jimmy had the clipboard I had gone to fetch in his hand. He nodded at Harry.


‘Right,’ Harry continued. ‘We’ll be off now. Jimmy’s staying behind to do a stock check with you. Why don’t you come for a drink tonight?’ he asked, all full of affable charm. ‘At the club.’


Jimmy and me spent the afternoon going around the warehouse and ticking off stock. When we had finished on the fridges he glanced sideways at me.


‘So,’ he said. ‘You worked it out yet?’


‘What?’


‘What the scam is.’


I shrugged.


‘Are you going to tell me?’ I asked.


Jimmy smiled and took the hip flask from out of his jacket pocket. He unscrewed the metal bottle and took a shot. He gave a sharp sigh and smiled again.


‘Well that depends son,’ he said. ‘That depends. You see I’d be doing you a favour, see? I’d expect a favour in return. Know what I mean?’


‘I’m not sure.’


I felt myself being drawn into a dangerous game. I was already out of my depth but my curiosity was getting the better of me.


‘What do you mean, a favour?’


Jimmy handed me the flask and I took a swig. The whisky burned the back of my throat and I coughed. Jimmy tapped the clipboard.


‘What I mean is, we could be a bit clever with these figures. It could be worth our while.’


‘Well, I don’t know.’


‘Look, do you want to know what a long firm is or not?’


I hardly dared to say anything but my head nodded automatically. Jimmy took back the flask and screwed back the top on.


‘Right,’ said Jimmy, giving me a satisfied glare. ‘You owe me. Right?’


The scotch glowed in my empty sinking stomach. Jimmy started to explain it all.


‘A long firm’s a good racket. Simple, see? All it needs is a bit of capital and a legitimate front. You found out about Pinker, didn’t you?’


‘Yeah.’


‘Well he’s dead but his birth certificate is still valid. You see, they keep records of births and deaths in different files. That’s the beauty of it. So if you get hold of a birth certificate of someone who died when they were a kid, no one’s going to know from it that they’re really dead. There, you’ve got yourself a front man. You can get all the essential documents you need from a birth certificate. Driving licence, passport, bank account. With a bank account set up you can open a business account. Register a firm at Companies House. Bribe a few influential faces on to the board as non-executive directors. Rent a warehouse, get some tasty-looking stationery printed with all your friends in high places prominent on the letter heading. Deposit some cash into your business account, move it about a bit so it looks like you’re trading. And you are, at first. Buy in a load of gear wholesale, pay on the dot for the first delivery then work up a bit of credit. Delay payment on all the stuff that comes in after that until you’ve got a warehouse full. Then, bosh, hit the floor.’


‘Hit the floor?’


‘Grand slam. Everything must go. Cut rate, strictly for cash. Sell the whole lot off in a single day. Make a withdrawal from the business account the same day and then disappear. The whole operation’s been fronted by someone who died years ago so you can’t be traced. You can make ten grand, twenty grand, who knows?’


‘Right,’ I said, trying to take it all in.


‘Thing is Terry, nobody knows for sure how much the scam will bring. Everything moves so quickly when you hit the floor. You’re selling in quantity and for cash so there’s bound to be some leeway. Harry isn’t going to be anywhere near the warehouse on the big day. He can’t afford to be associated with this set up.’


‘Wait a minute.’


‘I know what you’re thinking. But it’s not like we’d be having him over in any big way. He won’t know, for fucksakes. A couple of grand. Three or four maybe.’


‘I don’t know.’


‘Listen, you reckon everything’s going to be all right if you just keep your head down. You’re scared of what Harry might do if he found out. Right? Well, yeah, you’ve got good reason to be. But what do you think you’re doing here in the first place?’


‘What do you mean?’


‘I mean, you walk out on Harry Starks, next thing you know he gives you a cushy little job like this. That was quite a liberty, you know, walking out like that. He was choked.’


It was embarrassing hearing this from Jimmy and I think he knew it. I couldn’t look at him.


‘Right choked he was,’ he went on. ‘You think he’d just let it pass? You think he’d just forget about it and give his old boyfriend a job just for old times’ sake? Hasn’t it ever occurred to you that you’ve been set up?’


‘What?’


‘Whose signatures are they on all those invoices and delivery notes? If this little racket is ever investigated, who’s the one person they can finger for it? You, that’s who. You’re the mug here, Terry, and no mistake.’


‘Harry wouldn’t.’


‘Harry wouldn’t what? Let you take the fall? Do me a favour. And what are you going to do about it? You ain’t going to grass him up, are you? He’ll make sure of that. He always does. It’s what he’s good at. And you aren’t going to grass me up to him neither. So it’s up to you son. I’m taking a piece of this scam and if you’re in, you can have your fair whack.’


‘And if I’m not?’


‘Then you keep fucking quiet about it.’


Jimmy brought his face up close to mine and hissed halitosis and whisky fumes at me.


‘Otherwise I’ll fucking do you, nancy boy!’


It seemed such a long time since I’d been to The Stardust that I was surprised that the doorman recognised me. He nodded me through with an expectant grin. As I went downstairs into the nightclub I felt none of the charm that I’d once associated with the place. It was just a tacky dive. I guess I’d grown old in the past few weeks.


I got myself a drink and looked out across the room. I clocked a few faces I vaguely remembered. Harry was at his usual table, holding court. He casually waved over at me. I drained my gin and tonic, straightened my tie and wandered across.


‘Terry,’ Harry announced amiably, indicating a chair opposite him. ‘Have a seat.’


There was a young man sitting next to him. He wore an expensive mohair suit and his blond hair was cut in a short college-boy style. Harry’s new boy, I assumed. My replacement. The new boy looked at me shiftily, trying to affect some sort of professional sneer. I gave him a fierce stare and he looked away. He was pretty enough, I thought, and convincing in his role of Harry’s kept boy. He looked to be doing a better job of it than I ever managed. He had a cheap haughtiness, an eagerness to be spoiled that I’m sure Harry fell for.


‘So, how’s it all going?’ Harry asked.


I glanced across the table. The new boy was looking disdainfully bored. I kind of hoped Harry would give him some spending money and send him away but maybe he was part of the night’s proceedings. A gesture to show me what had been between us was all passed. It certainly reminded me of how expendable I was. It was then that I resolved not to tell Harry anything. Maybe I felt some spite at him for casually showing off his new boyfriend as he was setting me up to take the fall for the long firm. But mostly I figured that, if Harry knew that I knew, things would be a lot more dangerous for me. It would mean telling him of how I’d snooped around behind his back. I decided that I’d go along with Jimmy’s plan. I deserved to get something out of all this, after all, given the risk I was taking. So I resolved to play dumb. Looking over at the new boy, I realised that that was another thing he was better at than me. I shrugged.


‘It’s all going fine, Harry,’ I lied.


‘So we’re all ready for the big day?’


I nodded.


‘Right. Well, as you know, I won’t be there on the day. I’ll be otherwise engaged. Remember, I’m not officially connected with Dominion Electrical Goods. I’m like a silent partner. Silent,’ he repeated, putting a finger to his lips. ‘You understand?’


‘Sure.’


‘Right, well Jimmy will be there but Manny will be coming around later to pick up the takings. Jimmy’s going to be organising security, can’t be too careful with all those takings. But it’s Manny that looks after the money. You clear about that?’


‘Yeah.’


‘Good. Don’t worry, it’ll all go fine. I’ll explain it all later. You’ll get a bonus and everything. OK?’


‘Yeah.’


‘Good. You’re a good kid.’


Harry leant over the table to give me a friendly pat on my cheek. I involuntarily flinched away from his heavy hand. The new boy watched and sniggered. Harry frowned.


‘Relax,’ he said. ‘Have another drink.’


I had plenty.


I spent the next few days getting the warehouse ready for the big sale. There were huge gaps in the stock check that me and Jimmy Murphy had done. I tried to cover them up amongst all the paperwork in the office hoping desperately that I could maintain my assumed ignorance of everything.


The last thing to do was to put up signs on the outside of the building. CLOSING DOWN SALE. LAST FEW DAYS. EVERYTHING MUST GO. I tacked them up on the shopfront with a sense of doom. They reminded me of those signs you see religious nutcases carrying about. You know, THE END IS NIGH, stuff like that.


The big day. I was as nervous as fuck. Jimmy arrived with a couple of heavies I’d never seen before. Freelancers. Harry wanted to keep any connection between him and the long firm to a minimum. But we needed some sort of muscle, just in case. The amount of money expected to change hands that day would be tempting for any outside team to heavy into. Jimmy gave me a wink, implicating me. I sighed heavily.


‘Don’t worry, son,’ he assured me. ‘It’ll soon be over.’


And things did move fast that day. After weeks of doing very little trade we were suddenly very busy. It wasn’t called a long firm for nothing. This sort of fraud required a lot of patience. A long wait and then a quick killing.


They came from all over town, our customers. Word must have gone out: a gravy train on Commercial Road. And it was well worth their while. They were getting goods at criminally low prices, it was like legalised fencing. And everyone got a receipt so no one could be accused of receiving stolen goods. Even though they were. Everything went dirt cheap but then we were getting a hundred per cent profit on everything we sold. Harry had a very pure sense of business.


They came in vans, lorries, high-sided pantechnicons. Even a flat-bed truck that we loaded up and tied down with a tarpaulin over it. And everyone got their receipt. As I signed them I was reminded that each one was evidence against me. That I had been set up by Harry. And so I could feel justified in being part of Jimmy’s scam. He would nod over at me at particular parts of the stock that we sold that he hadn’t included in the stock check and I would destroy our copies of the receipts for that sale.


I can scarcely remember any really clear details of the day we hit the floor. Everything happened so quickly, what with all the activity, but I think the time passed swiftly also because I dreaded the end of it.


When we were cleaned out I took all of the money into the office. I paid off the labourers, gave them a bonus that Harry had suggested. They went off happy, no doubt to the nearest pub. I envied them as I set to work sorting out piles of cash on the office floor. I’d never handled so much money in my life before or since. The smell of all those fingered notes was vaguely disgusting. Jimmy peeled off some notes for his freelance heavies and they were gone too. Just me and him. We put the money we planned to take for ourselves to one side and counted it up. It was nearly three thousand pounds. Jimmy scooped it up and shoved it into a holdall. He took out his hip flask, had a slug himself and then passed it to me.


‘We’ll divvy up that later,’ he said as I took a swig myself.


Manny arrived with a battered old suitcase, no doubt to carry the takings in to Harry. We counted through the takings together as Jimmy watched by the door. Manny was very systematic. He went through the original delivery notes to check all the stock that had been sold. He was completely in his element as we sorted through the piles of money. He seemed instinctively able to keep different columns of figures in his head as the day’s takings were calculated. I noticed a frown growing on that little round head of his as he realised that some of the cash was missing. He was implacable, starting the count from the very beginning again as he noticed some of those columns in his mind just didn’t add up. His formidable little head started to shake from side to side as deep down, on an almost unconscious level, it realised that something was wrong.


‘Is this all the money?’ he demanded, sniffing at the piles of notes on the floor.


‘Yes, of course,’ I replied, trying not to shake with the real fear that I felt.


‘Then we must count it all again,’ he insisted and got back down on his hands and knees.


I looked over at Jimmy who was feigning nonchalance. He shrugged back at me. Manny looked up, perhaps sensing something. His little eyes pierced through me. He stood up.


‘Look,’ he said. ‘Maybe there’s been some mistake. Something you’ve forgotten.’


He shrugged amicably.


‘It’s not too late,’ he said reassuringly. ‘Things move fast. Money gets lost in all the fast dealing of it. Just hand it over and there’ll be no more said.’


Manny was moving towards me with a soothing smile on his round little face. I backed away and as I did so saw Jimmy come up behind him. I tried to say something but my mouth was dry. It was like pantomime. Behind you. I saw Jimmy take a cosh from out of his jacket pocket.


‘Don’t worry,’ said Manny. ‘We can work this all out.’


I stuttered something unintelligible and then Jimmy whacked Manny with his cosh, putting that troubled little mind to rest.


It was like slow motion. Manny’s eyes rolled white in their sockets. He shrugged fatalistically then fell to the floor scattering piles of notes around the office.


Jimmy slapped the shot-filled leather cosh in the palm of his hand and looked down at Manny.


‘Fuck,’ he said thoughtfully. ‘Fuck, fuck, fuck.’


I was down on my knees checking on Manny and trying to extricate the notes trapped under his heavy little frame. I was worried that Jimmy might have killed him but the little man seemed indestructible. Semi-consciously gurgling something that sounded like Yiddish. Jimmy moved swiftly then, gathering up the money on the floor and stuffing it into his holdall.


‘What are you doing?’ I demanded.


‘Change of plan,’ he announced. ‘We’re going to take the lot. Do a runner.’


I looked up at him and frowned.


‘What?’


‘We’ve got no choice now. We can take the fucking lot and go.’


‘Go where?’


‘I don’t know. Over the water. Belfast. Dublin. There’s enough here to get us sorted.’


He caught my stare.


‘So, are you in?’


He looked down at me fiercely.


My hesitation was answer enough.


‘Well, you ain’t going to stop me are you?’


He’d finished collecting all the money. His cosh hanging out of his trouser pocket. He took it out.


‘Turn around,’ he said.


‘Jimmy, no,’ I replied but he poked me in the face with it so that I turned away and tensed up.


‘You’ll thank me for this,’ he said and whacked me on the side of the head.


The blow caught my temple and I went down, blacking out as I hit the floor. I woke up grabbing hold of a five-pound note that Jimmy had missed underneath the desk. I was only out for a couple of minutes. I heard the warehouse door slam downstairs as Jimmy made his getaway.


‘Fuck,’ I groaned and closed my eyes again, my head throbbing with pain and trying to think what to do.


There wasn’t much that I could do. I knew that I would have to face Harry about all this. I got up and felt the bruise on the side of my head. Jimmy was right of course, giving me a whack was doing me a favour in a way but I knew that it wouldn’t be nearly enough. I tried to think of what to say without giving too much away of my own guilt. It seemed pretty hopeless. Manny was still prone on the floor. He had got a much worse whack than I had. Jimmy had really taken a proper swing at him. So I sat him up against the desk and phoned Harry.


Harry answered and demanded to speak to Manny. I had to tell him that Manny was unable to come to the phone. There was a pause, then Harry said that he was coming over. His voice was cold and matter of fact. I was scared shitless.


He arrived with Tony Stavrakakis. He didn’t even look at me at first but went over to Manny and tried to talk to him. Manny was still slumped down against the desk, muttering incoherently. Harry crouched down and slapped the round head a while until he realised it was a waste of time.


‘Jimmy,’ he finally said, looking up at me.


‘He’s gone,’ I replied, rubbing my face, trying to make as much as I could of my own wound.


‘And the money?’ he demanded.


‘Gone,’ I said, mournfully.


Harry stretched his legs and stood upright. He nodded thoughtfully and looked over at Tony the Greek. He sighed and shook his head. He tutted, tongue against teeth. As if ticking off all of the bad things that had happened. All of the bad points. Tick, tick, tick.


‘Well, Terry,’ he said calmly, his voice soft as if to indicate disappointment rather than anger. ‘We need to have a little chat. Don’t we?’


Harry made some phone calls as I sat with my elbow on the desk cradling my dazed head. The doctor that the firm used came over to check on Manny. And Jock McCluskey arrived with a minor face I didn’t know the name of. He briefed them to go after Jimmy. They were both armed.


‘Right,’ said Harry as the doctor led a semi-conscious Manny out of the office. ‘Let’s get out of here.’


He cocked his head at me sharply.


‘You’re coming with us.’


I was made to get into the boot of the Daimler. By the time we arrived at our destination I was sick with fear and petrol fumes. It was a lock-up garage beneath the arch of a railway bridge. Harry unlocked a padlock and we went inside.


A light was flicked on. The bare bulb revealed an almost empty room. There was a table to one side with some bottles and old chip wrappers scattered on it. A brazier with a gas canister stood by the arched end wall. In the middle of the cavernous space was a wooden chair. It looked lonely, sat there all on its own. A few lengths of rope lay curled around its legs.


‘Take a seat,’ Harry insisted.


As I sat down he went over to the table and picked up a bottle of Johnny Walker.


‘Fancy a drink?’ he offered and I nodded.


He poured the scotch into a chipped mug and passed it to me. It was about half full. I drank it down in two or maybe three quick gulps. Harry then took the mug off me and nodded at Tony. The Greek started to tie me to the chair.


‘Right. Let’s get started.’ Harry bared his teeth at me in a grin. ‘Showtime.’


‘So, now it’s your turn, Terry,’ Harry says, heating up the poker again. ‘Trust me.’


He smiles at me playfully as if the whole thing is a childish dare.


‘Now, we want to get this right, don’t we? Don’t want to burn your tongue off. You’re going to need that later to tell us the whole story. Open wide. Give him a hand, Bubble.’


Tony pulls me head back by its hair. My jaw hangs open. Harry holds the poker over the flame until it’s white hot. Then he advances, pointing it at me.


Panic. A spasm of breathing. I’m panting like a dog. Can’t speak.



Please, Harry. Don’t Harry.


‘Come on. Stick your tongue out.’


I do as he says. My mouth feels so dry. He holds the poker in front of my nose. Heat and light press against my face. Harry gently draws it down. It slides against my tongue with a rasping hiss. A whisper of steam stings my eyes. I feel only the pressure of the luminous metal. No heat. But I’m sure that it’s searing into me, burning my tongue from out of my head. I black out for a second.


I come to suddenly. A numb, gaping mouth heaving out heavy sobs. My tongue is still there. I lick at my lips to make sure. Swooning with relief I feel a lovely warm feeling in my cock. I realise that I’m pissing myself. Through the tears, I see Harry nodding at me. There’s piss running down my legs.


‘There, there,’ he says, patting me on the shoulder. ‘That’s it. It’s all over now.’


I continue crying as Harry walks over and tosses the poker back into the brazier and turns off the gas. Then comes back over to me. Tony’s let go of my hair and Harry strokes it back into place using his splayed fingers as a comb.


‘It’s all right,’ he says, softly. ‘You can tell us all about it.’


And I do. I tell him everything. I try to tell him everything at once but he gets me to start at the beginning, occasionally stopping me and asking questions. And it all comes out. All of it. The whole truth.


Tony unties me and Harry pours me another drink. This time the scotch burns against my swollen tongue. I cough most of it out down my front.


‘I’ll tell you what happens now,’ Harry says, reading my mind. ‘You can go now. We’re quits. You don’t talk to anybody about anything. You’ve had a taste of what will happen if you do.’


And that was it. I never saw Harry again, though years later, what with the trial and that, he became quite famous, or rather, infamous. As I left he peeled off a few notes at me. About fifty quid. As if to remind me that I owed him. I got a taxi back home. Next day I got a rash of tiny white blisters all over my tongue. Made it difficult for me to talk. Not that I had any inclination to.
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A nation is a collective enterprise; outside of that it is mostly a gambling space for the opportunism and adventurism of power.


Wole Soyinka







1964


Monday, 2 November


To the House of Lords for Ceremonial Introduction. Black Rod leads the way, his ebony shaft of office surmounted by a golden lion rampant. The Garter King of Arms carries the patent conferring my imminent status of Lord Thursby of Hartwell-juxta-Mare. Flanked by two peers I approach the Woolsack.


Always had a craving for preposterous ritual & you don’t get much better than this. Teddy Thursby taking his seat in the Upper House. Joining the lords temporal, the lords spiritual. I’m wearing all the gear of course. Ermine, knee britches, silver buckled shoes, silk stockings. Try to move with processional rhythm. The slow gentle dignified sway. But it’s hard not to swagger a bit.


Ceremonial introduction is so solemn & ridiculous. Useless, stupid, bloody beautiful ritual. So calm and soothing. I love it. Maybe it’s the High Church upbringing. But then I always played that up a bit. Went through a big Anglo-Catholic phase at Oxford. Dead give-away, I suppose. Still, it always pays to send out the right signals, the right codes. That way you can make your intentions known whilst still remaining discreet. And that’s what I’ve always been. Discreet.


Present the patent & the writ of summons to the Lord Chancellor. Sign the Test Roll, take the Oath, kiss the book. The strange purity of detail. Each tentative, futile gesture an escape from the everyday.


Feel like a new boy again. Like my first day in Parliament back in 1924 when I took my seat in the Commons. There had been ceremonial introduction then as well. No dressing up though. I remember other rituals equally important if slightly less formal. Chips Channon showing me round the Members’ lavatories. ‘The most important rooms,’ he had announced with mock solemnity, vainly trying to affect a sparkle in those deadly dull eyes of his.


That was forty years ago. I’ve had some success, I suppose. Never lived up to my potential though. Early days held such promise. That stupid scandal back in the thirties. Failing to declare a business interest. Misleading the House. Had to resign from Cabinet & I never got a government post again. Became the flamboyant backbencher instead. Glad to be out of it now, to tell the truth. All those years of service & all I’ve got to show for it is a measly life peerage. Kicked upstairs. Some wag said that it was entirely appropriate, given my reputation, that I should be given a peerage in Sir Alec’s Dissolution Honours List. Oh well, I’m a fucking Lord now. I can lord it about a bit.


Met Tom Driberg in the Lobby afterwards. He congratulated me. Genuine warmth there, I’m sure of it. Always felt a sort of cross-bench camaraderie with old Tom. Pure disinterested brotherly, or rather sisterly, affection. Nothing physical you understand. Shared interests. He’s High Church too, of course. And we both have a taste for a bit of rough. He always wants to go down, mind you, being a socialist. I suppose he sees fellatio as an expression of democracy. He once confided his conviction that ingesting young & vigorous semen counters the effects of ageing. He was quite serious about it. I replied that it was probably the closest he’d ever get to transubstantiation. I’m not averse to it myself but I usually like to maintain a proper posture when mingling with the masses, rubbing my honourable member up against the constituency. Mutual masturbation, I think, is the tedious technical term. I hate these modern definitions. Makes everything sound coldly medical rather than deliciously sinful. There’s an ancient word that far better describes my pleasure. Slicklegging.


Of course I’ve always been more discreet, which isn’t saying much when it comes to Driberg. Don’t know how he’s managed to get away with it all these years. I’ve always been very careful, furtive perhaps, but then that’s in the very essence of pleasure in slicklegging. I’ve always acted with caution. Never caught wet handed as it were.


‘How are you celebrating?’ Tom asked.


I shrugged. I hadn’t gave it much thought. All that ceremony seemed enough. Frankly, I’m a bit too broke at the moment to throw a proper party. A few drinks in White’s later on perhaps. Tom suddenly looked at me conspiratorially.


‘Well, you must come to a party tomorrow night, Teddy,’ he insisted. ‘I think you’ll find it interesting.’


He writes down an address & presses it into my hand with an implicative smile.


‘Be there around ten,’ he said.


I went back to Eaton Square & picked up my mail. A few telegrams of congratulation. One from the constituency association. Won’t have to deal with that dreary lot any more. Two ominous-looking letters. One from Ruth, one from the National Provincial Bank.




Sir,


Can I remind you that the borrowing on your account is creeping ever upwards and that the overdraft is now about £1,000 higher than a year ago.


I feel sure that you are as concerned as I am about this. It is not merely a question of credit squeeze or of the absence of security – this borrowing is costing you something in the region of £150 per annum in interest. Is it not possible to re-budget and reverse the trend? Otherwise, without some assurance of an improvement in this situation I would feel compelled to seek the advice and guidance of my head office.


Yours faithfully,


George Budgen


Manager.


Teddy,


I really have had enough of you avoiding facing up to our situation. I’d much rather talk to you directly but I doubt if we’d be able to manage that with any civility so I am forced to write.


I am sorry that our marriage has turned out so very badly. I feel that I have played my part well enough but I am constantly undermined by your behaviour and your extraordinary mode of life.


It has always been me that has had to make compromises in order to maintain your precious veneer of respectability but I no longer feel that I can go on in this way.


A final break between us would probably be for the best but I realise what effect a separation would have on you professionally and socially, so I will agree to continue with the charade under certain conditions.


As soon as you are in a position to do so, I would like the sum of £250 paid into my account at Chase National Bank on a Banker’s Order each month. I want a separate provision made for me financially. I’m sick of having to deal with your increasingly irate creditors and of never being sure whether the cheques I write will be honoured or not.


For my part, I will be with you occasionally at Hartwell Lodge, say, the first Sunday of each month so that we can go to church together. Also I agree to go with you to such functions in London and elsewhere that will serve to keep up the facade of happily married life in our new roles of Lord and Lady Thursby.


For the rest of the time we can be free of each other. You can be free to carry on with your selfish and dissolute lifestyle and I can be free of any useless expectations of your duty as a husband.


Ruth.





Well, with all the pomp & circumstance over it’s back to ghastly fucking reality, I suppose. I suddenly felt completely deflated. Pour myself a large gin & start to make dreary calculations. Incoming: no MP’s salary, odd bits of journalism beginning to dry up (no one interested now I’m no longer the flamboyant backbencher), expenses for attendance in the Lords (but the less time spent at that Darby & Joan club the better), BBC work poorly paid & notoriously slow in actually coughing up. Outgoing: my ‘selfish and dissolute lifestyle’, as Ruth calls it. Could make some economies there I suppose though I’m loath to do so. And that bitch wants £250 a month! Just where she thinks I’ll find that kind of money is beyond me. Ungrateful cow. I never asked anything of her. Though, on reflection, that could be seen as the root of our problems. Repairs on Hartwell Lodge. Dry rot, wood beetle, estimated costs £2,000. Get up and pour myself another gin.


Depressing that I should have to be thinking of how I can balance the books on the very day of my glorious investiture. Maybe I could write a book. Get an advance on the royalties and pay off a few debts. What about, though? Still too young to be writing my memoirs even though I am almost as old as the century. The obvious thing, of course would be to sell the house. Hartwell Lodge. The baronial seat of the first (& last, let’s face it) Lord Thursby. No, it would never do. Besides, I love it too much even though its Tudor foundations are falling to bits.


Get rotten fou brooding over such matters. And so to bed. Gin melancholia well & truly set in.


Tuesday, 3 November


Johnson in the White House with a landslide. Yanks obviously had no stomach for this Goldwater creature & I can’t say I blame them.


Evening & I’m off to this ‘party’ Tom D. mentioned yesterday. Find the slip of paper he handed me with that salacious grin of his in my pocket. A Chelsea address & a name. Harry Starks. The name means nothing. Sounds Jewish. Still, Tom’s contacts always hold some strange promise.


Arrive about ten thirty. Shown into a large, rather over-furnished drawing room by a blond-haired young man. Some sort of a houseboy maybe. A hideous stone fireplace had been constructed around the chimney breast & a bar, complete with optics, had been built into a connecting wall but apart from that there hadn’t been too much vandalism. There were a few quite agreeable pieces of furniture that one would guess had been here when the present occupier had moved in but, my goodness, the place was stuffed with all manner of junk. Boxing & horse-racing memorabilia, African & Oriental kitsch, trashy porcelain figurines & lots of gilt-framed photographs. Each one showed a heavy-set man with slicked-back hair caught in stillness with any number of what one would call, I guess, ‘showbusiness personalities’. Next to each professional smile, the man, whom I guessed must be our host, held an equally professional stare. Defiant & direct yet shyly cautious, as if superstitious of the camera & somewhat wary of being identified. A lonely expression amidst the cheap & flashy glamour, looking out from the glossy surface as if in search for something more.


The blond boy brought me a gin & tonic & I looked around the room. Quite a crowd. A close-knit group of men with battered faces who looked like retired boxers or doormen. A few flashy-looking types, someone I’m sure I recognise from the television, more sombre men mingling with them, & lots of young men. Boys. I caught sight of a clerical collar. I saw our host talking with Tom Driberg. An imposingly powerful-looking man. His Savile Row suit gave him an air of savage nobility. It was a dark-blue chalk stripe just like my own.


Tom caught my eye & beckoned me over.


‘Harry,’ he said, ‘let me introduce you to Lord Thursby.’


His joined-up eyebrows raised as one. I could see he was impressed. Probably took me for full-blooded aristocracy instead of just a kicked-upstairs life peer. There’s a strange sort of bond between the lower-class tearaway & the upper-class bounder. A shared hatred of the middle classes I suppose. He shoved out his hand, adorned with chunky rings & a big gold wristwatch.


‘I’m honoured, your lordship.’


I grinned. It was the first time I was referred to by my title since the ceremony.


‘Call me Teddy,’ I insisted & took his strong grip.


‘Harry,’ he grinned back & I just knew we’d get along.


‘Harry does a lot of charity work in the East End,’ said Tom.


‘Really?’


Harry shrugged.


‘Boys’ clubs, that sort of thing,’ he explained.


His own sort of noblesse oblige, I suppose, with its optional droit de seigneur one imagines.


Two of the boys were setting up a film projector & a screen at one end of the room. One of the pugilists had assumed the role of major domo, arranging the seating, giving orders to the other boys & glancing over to Harry, who appeared to be directing everything from afar whilst still engaged in conversation with me.


‘Come on Teddy,’ he said with a wink, gently taking my arm & leading me to a seat. ‘The entertainment’s about to begin.’


The party slowly got seated as the room was darkened. The film was a series of vignettes. Short scenes of innocent depravity. An old-fashioned, almost prelapsarian quality about them. More like drawing-room farce than any of this modern art-house pornography. There was as much emphasis on costume as on nudity in their erotic content. Dressing up was as important as undressing. Master & footman were depicted amidst the golden age of Edwardian romanticism complete with chaise longue & french windows. Sailors on shore leave wrestled with each other in playful brutality. Even a scene with leather boys, despite its bondage & mild sadism, had a naive quality to it, a child-like nostalgie de la boue.


Gasps of delight & muttered comments of approval from the room as the film proceeded but also other sounds that indicated that what was on screen was merely dumbshow for the main drama of the evening. There was already some groping in the darkness. The celluloid clattered to an abrupt end leaving a bright white square on the screen. Two of the boys started undressing each other. The beam of the projector caught their tight little bodies in a harsh chiaroscuro. Wanton flesh outlined with charcoal-thick shadow. One boy knelt to take the other’s cock in his mouth.


Harry distributed the boys among his guests as largesse. They went into service or were themselves served. One of the businessmen was on his knees in front of the broken-nosed major domo. Some of the party were content in their role of audience. Touching themselves as they looked on. They also serve, those who watch & wait.


A young lad was propelled towards me by our host & we found a quiet corner in one of the bedrooms. He leant back against the wall with a lazily arrogant look on his tough little face as we indulged in a little slicklegging. I grabbed at his crotch & kneaded it through the cloth.


‘Get your cock out,’ I ordered softly as I undid my own fly.


I spat on the palm of my hand & rubbed our cocks together vigorously, coaxing some languid groans from the hoarse-voiced youngster.


‘You naughty boy,’ I muttered harshly as I brought the two of us off. ‘You naughty, naughty boy.’


I gave a strangled cry of delight & relief as my mind darkened & sperm spilled out through my hand onto the front of my trousers. The youth gave an indolent sort of grunt then was off, no doubt to continue in his duties. I pulled out the handkerchief from my top pocket & wiped myself off. Felt a sense of calm & no little exhaustion from my exertions. Takes it out of you at my age. From every part of the flat could be heard the strange sounds of sexual indulgence. I felt drained & in need of refreshment. A gin & tonic would do the trick, I thought. Wandered out through the gloom of the bedroom. Nearly tripped over Tom Driberg, honourable member for Barking, on his knees, energetically sucking away.


Wednesday, 11 November


I got a call from Harry in the week suggesting that we meet for a drink. So I invited him to White’s. I knew he’d be impressed, not just because it was London’s oldest & most prestigious club. It retains a touch of aristocratic raffishness that has all but vanished from the rest of clubland, a quality that I instinctively knew Harry would be drawn to. Just as I was drawn to his own kind of style. Such a change from the dreary businessmen, the constituency-party Tories I’ve been used to dealing with. Boring me to death in the Hartwell Conservative Club. I suspected even then that Mr Starks wasn’t exactly, shall we say, kosher despite his Yiddish name. He was dangerous, but that was part of his charm.


I saw him catching his own reflection in the huge mirror on the stairway as I showed him around. Seeing himself framed by its baroque elegance he permitted a wistful smile to play across his lips. We walked through the collonaded entrance into the games room. Harry walked over to the billiard table. He seemed drawn to it, reassured by its familiarity.


‘White’s is one of the few clubs in London with a billiard table,’ I explained.


He looked absorbed as he gently fingered the green baize.


‘I used to have a billiard hall,’ he declared. ‘Well, I was part owner. The bloke who ran it offered me a partnership. He was having a spot of bother.’


Harry grinned over at me.


‘Fancy a game, Harry?’ I asked.


‘No thanks, Teddy,’ he replied, slapping the side of the table. ‘Solid enough things, billiard tables. Still, so easy for the felt to get ripped.’


Harry caught my eye with a blank stare. A well-practised look. One that can intimidate & yet draw one in at the same time.


‘Let’s have a drink,’ I suggested breezily & we walked through together. Harry leant back in his leather armchair, taking a sip of brandy & soda, casually surveying the fixtures & fittings.


‘Nice place,’ he commented. ‘Wouldn’t mind joining myself.’


I smiled, hoping that he was joking. The club has a two-year waiting list & Harry’s background wouldn’t exactly support an application. I had a vague horror of him making White’s some sort of offer. Then he frowned with the thick line where his eyebrows joined. He took another gulp of brandy & sighed sharply.


‘So, Teddy,’ he said.


I could tell he enjoyed the familiarity just as he savoured the formality. The combination was irresistible.


‘I was wondering if we could talk business.’


‘Business?’ I countered with a casual cautiousness.


‘Yes, business. I have a proposition. I wonder if you’d be interested in becoming involved with a new company I’m starting up. As a director.’


‘Well, I’m a bit tied up at the moment, Harry. Otherwise.’


‘Oh, I don’t mean that you’d be involved in an executive position, Teddy. I wouldn’t expect you to take part in the day-to-day running of it. Just, you know . . .’


He shrugged.


‘The occasional board meeting?’ I suggested helpfully. ‘Turn up to the annual general meeting. That sort of thing?’


‘Yes,’ he replied with a smile. ‘That sort of thing.’


Friday, 13 November


To Bristol to record Any Questions? With me on the panel – Dingle Foot, Tony Crosland & Violet Bonham-Carter. Excellent dinner before the programme.


One of the questions was ‘What do you think will be the effects of a more permissive society?’ I replied that the twenties had been a bit of a wild party but we’d got away with it then because we didn’t ask anybody’s permission. Much laughter and applause.


Tuesday, 17 November


Have officially been made a director of Empire Refrigeration Ltd. Appointment confirmed with a cheque for £2,000 brought around to my flat in person by one of Harry’s boys. And it wasn’t only the money that was delivered by hand.


So, I’m out of a hole financially, for the time being at least. I can keep the bank & Ruth off my back for a while. Things are looking up. Harry’s desire for legitimacy definitely has its possibilities for me. The name Lord Thursby is bound to look good on his letter headings. His strong-arm stuff can get him respect but friends like me can get him respectability.


Saturday, 21 November


By way of reciprocation, Harry takes me to his club. ‘It ain’t exactly White’s, Teddy,’ he explained. The Stardust is located at the unfashionable end of Soho, south of Shaftesbury Avenue, virtually in Chinatown. A nice enough place, I suppose, if a little on the kitsch side. Still, if its decor lacked the bohemian charm of some other Soho haunts, this was more than made up for by the real danger of some of its clients. A photographer was on hand, of course, to record my visit. And so I finally enter Harry’s gallery of ‘personalities’, grinning with bow-tied & puffy-faced affability next to a stern Harry & a coloured boxer.


Monday, 23 November


Today I joined the board of Victory Electrical Goods. Took rather a shine to the young man that Harry sent around. His name is Craig. Good-looking in a rough sort of way that I find irresistible. Trouble written all over him of course but something shy & vulnerable about him as well. A nervous sensitivity. After some very satisfactory slicklegging we have a little chat. Turns out he’s got nowhere permanent to stay. Suggested that he could stay with me. I would pay him to keep the place tidy, do the odd job here & there. He seemed taken with the idea but said that he’d have to check with Harry first.


Friday, 27 November


To Hackney Dog Track with Harry. Rather jolly. Must confess that I enjoy slumming it just as much as Mr Starks relishes a taste for high society. Exciting to be amongst hard men & tough little boys.


Harry suggested that he start paying me a monthly fee. ‘As a business consultant’, he explained. Occasionally I’d be asked favours. An introduction or merely my presence at a meeting or a business lunch. I agreed. He also gave the OK for Craig to move in.


A lucky night. I came away with £30 winnings.


Monday, 30 November


The Albany Trust are lobbying me for my support in advocating homosexual law reform. Said that I agreed with them in principle but I have to be careful in involving myself in anything that might cause people to draw any unfortunate conclusions.


Repairs have started on Hartwell Lodge.


Thursday, 3 December


Craig has moved in. Meagre possessions, poor boy. Just two battered suitcases in the spare room. Embarrassing moment when, seeing him looking with interest at my bookshelf, I started to talk about various volumes & he meekly confessed his illiteracy. Promised to help him to learn to read. He appears as interested in matters of taste & breeding. He is always trying to glean bits of knowledge of etiquette or culture. Has a particular curiosity in the curios and objets d’art in the flat & seems to have a passing knowledge of antiques.


Monday, 7 December


Lunch with Harry at the Lords. He loves all the pomp & circumstance of the place, of course. Harry’s charm is that there is absolutely nothing bourgeois about him. Instead he exudes a rough feudal charm. He refers to his neighbourhood, indeed his whole milieu, as his ‘manor’. I wonder if he had played at being a pirate lord as he scrambled about the bombsites of his childhood just as I had done in the more salubrious landscape of my own youth.


He is fascinated by the world of privilege. A patriotic desire to be part of a really big racket, I suppose. He wants a piece of the action. He actually asked my advice on how one got on to an honours list. ‘I wouldn’t want a peerage,’ he confided to me. ‘A knighthood would suit me.’ I think its martial aspect appeals to him, the notion of nobility of arms. He has a great admiration for upper-class men of action like Lawrence of Arabia or Gordon of Khartoum. Empire heroes and explorers he no doubt read of in picture books. And in his own way he sought to emulate them, to find some respectable and gentlemanly way to demand money with menaces. Some way of jumping the counter of middle classness straight into aristocracy.


Wednesday, 9 December


Managed to have a civilised telephone conversation with Ruth. She is very content with the new arrangements by which she will be financially provided for. So she should be.


The repairs to Hartwell are now in full swing. ‘The place is like a building site, Teddy,’ she said, which conjured up delicious images of sweating workmen for me. We have decided not to have Christmas at Hartwell Lodge due to the state of the place. She is going to friends and so I will be able to spend the time with Craig. We agreed that I will come down for a weekend some time in the new year once all the repair work has been completed. I have also resolved (to myself ) to get her out of the way some time later, so I can host a ‘party’ there.


Saturday, 12 December


Took Craig to see Olivier’s Othello at the Old Vic. Larry a frightful old ham affecting some ludicrous West Indian accent. Craig enjoyed himself. Thought L.O. very talented. ‘He could be in the Black and White Minstrels,’ he said.


Tuesday, 15 December


Dinner at Quaglino’s with Harry. First really serious chat about business. Present arrangements are fine but there are opportunities to expand. To be honest I’m worried about the precarious nature of Harry’s entrepreneurial activities. I dread being embroiled in some sort of ghastly scandal. Harry wants legitimacy & the way to this is in doing business on a grand scale. And so we can both benefit from this approach.


We went through the facts together. Harry’s various business concerns have accumulated capital which has been constantly moved around in order to avoid the attentions of the Inland Revenue & other interested parties. Now is a time for expansion, I argued. A big project to invest in. Preferably overseas.


Harry was enthusiastic at the notion of founding a business empire. The adventure of it appeals to him. Some way of making a mark on the world. He has an atavistic sense of economics. Dull commerce bores him. He has a desire to conquer, to carve something out for himself.


‘Maybe I could get a Queen’s Award for Industry, Teddy,’ he commented drily.


Saturday, 19 December


Worried about Craig. He went out the night before last and I saw nothing of him until he rolled back into the flat late tonight filthily drunk. We had a row. He has been, of late, lazy & derelict in his duties. When I diplomatically pointed some of this out he became obstreperous. ‘I’m not your bloody servant, you know,’ he snarled at me with a beery breath then slunk off to bed.


I can understand that the inequality of our respective status can make him insecure & even bitter towards me. But I did so much hope that we could get on without class resentment rearing its ugly head.


Monday, 21 December


The Commons tonight voted overwhelmingly (355 to 170) to abolish the death penalty for murder. Given the size of the majority it does not look like the Lords will try to frustrate this decision. This is the last important business of Parliament this year.


Friday, 25 December


Christmas. Craig went over to Bethnal Green to see his mother during the day & then back here for the evening. We had a pleasant evening together. Talked about ways that we could get on better. Craig was very sweet, apologising for his bad behaviour etc.




1965


Friday, 8 January


To the Colony Casino Club in Berkeley Square with Harry. One of the many new casinos that have opened up since the new gaming laws. Lots of overdressed Americans in the place. Apparently the film actor George Raft was present but I’m not sure who he is anyway. Harry introduced me to a charming New Yorker called Dino Cellini. ‘It’s an honour to meet ya, Lord Thoisby,’ he said in that cartoon Brooklyn drawl. All wonderfully Runyonesque. He & Harry then went off in a huddle but not before H. had handed me a big stack of chips to play with.


Haven’t played roulette since Monte Carlo in the twenties. It all took me back rather. I’d gambled recklessly back then. A young man’s vice. Squandering one’s inheritance to order to fuel one’s own ambitions. Faîtes vos jeux. Had a winning streak then lost it all by the end of the evening.


Friday, 15 January


A sort of eager solemnity in the Smoking Room. News is that Winston is v. ill. A stroke or something. Still, the old bugger made 90 only last month.


Saturday, 16 January


Craig has gone & done his disappearing act once more. Left the flat in an utter mess. And we had planned to spend time together this weekend. Really it is too much. Felt quite depressed. Had enough of waiting around so I went out to the Colony Casino again. Found out that by using Harry’s name I can have an account with them. Lost about £500. Felt cathartic though, somehow.


Sunday, 17 January


Still no sign of C. so I cleaned up the flat myself. Found a holdall of silverware under his bed in the spare room. His interest in antiques obviously more professional than I’d imagined. Worst fears realised. I’ve a thief living under my roof.


Tuesday, 19 January


Craig rolled in late, drunk. Confronted him about the silverware. He got very indignant & finally quite tearful, saying that he’d had a rotten life, never had a chance, etc. I ended up comforting him, but saying that he really must start to behave.


Thursday, 21 January


Awful day. The police turned up at the flat. That is to say a thuggish little man with beady eyes calling himself Detective Sergeant Mooney. Wanted to interview Craig but Craig wasn’t in. So instead he started to ask me all sorts of impertinent questions about our ‘domestic arrangements’ etc, making all sorts of ghastly insinuations. When I asked him if he knew who I was he just nodded with a nasty smile & replied, ‘Oh yes, I know all about you.’ The upshot is, of course, that the grubby little policeman wants money. £200 pounds! Laughed in my face when I suggested payment by cheque. I’ll have to see Harry. Haven’t got that sort of cash to hand at the moment. Also, things as they are with Craig cannot go on. He’ll have to go.


Friday, 22 January


Went to see Harry at his Mayfair flat. Told him about yesterday’s unpleasantness. He seems to know this Mooney fellow. ‘He’s known for the fit up,’ H. commented. ‘Don’t worry, I’ll straighten things with him.’ Felt relieved & thankful but when I said, ‘Thanks, Harry, I owe you for this,’ Harry gave me a rather fearsome grin and said v. softly, ‘I know, Teddy, I know.’


Sunday, 24 January


Had it out with Craig. Asked him to leave. Terrible scenes, him shouting and becoming abusive. Then he went all quiet & just started packing. Left very quickly, muttering ‘You’ll regret this’ on his way out. Queen Anne carriage clock & some silver candlesticks seem to have left with him. C’est la guerre.


Felt v. depressed. Nursed a bottle of gin & listened to home service. News came on that Winston has finally croaked. Strange morose feelings about it. Not grief for him so much as a sort of mourning for my own failed career. I was one of the few people that stood by him in the wilderness years & yet when that undeclared assets business came about he froze me out. Can’t blame him for that, I suppose but I always felt a slight sense of betrayal.


Couldn’t stand moping about any more. Brooding about the past. Went out to the Colony to play the tables for a bit. Always gets me out of myself. Of course, by the time I got to the casino I was absolutely rotten fou. Have to watch this. Can’t even remember how much I lost.


Saturday, 30 January


Winston’s big send off. Full State junket at St Paul’s. Wanted to avoid the whole thing to be honest but Harry insisted that I go around to his for drinks. Turns out he was holding some sort of wake for the old bugger. Harry’s a big Churchill fan, of course. Got all of his LPs. I became the guest of honour, having known him personally. Was able to regale the assembled group of villains & ‘personalities’ with some anecdotes. Told of how, when W. was holding forth at the Oxford Union back in the twenties, F.E. Smith had heckled him, hissing, ‘Shut up, Winston. It’s not as if you’ve a pretty voice.’ Harry was in a more reverent mood, though. Proposed a toast. ‘To the last great Empire man,’ he announced. ‘We shall not see his like again.’ All of the East End lot quite dewy eyed. One thing the Socialists will never fathom. The deep loyalism of the genuine working classes.


Saturday, 6 February


Repairs completed on Hartwell Lodge so I travelled down to Hartwell-juxta-Mare by train. Good to get out of London for a couple of days. The Lodge is back to its former glory, I’m glad to say. How I’ve missed it! It’s such a strange hybrid of architecture. A Tudor end that had been built in the 16th century & a Georgian half added about 200 years later. Wonderfully secluded with a belvedere on top that gives a simply marvellous view of the coast. I wish that I could have it for myself.


Ruth & I dined agreeably enough. She still retains a sharp sense of humour, tinged though it is with bitterness. But as the day wore on to gloomy darkness things began to get awkward. We both had a lot to drink & it released the venom. I’ve never approved of women getting drunk. Especially Ruth. It makes her all the more ugly.


‘You’ve never cared about me, Teddy,’ she slurred at me. ‘It gets so fucking lonely out here.’


‘Then why don’t you divorce me?’ I countered.


‘That’s what you want, isn’t it? Well I’m not going to give you the pleasure.’


‘You mean that you stay married to me just to spite me?’


‘Is that what it does, Teddy? Spite you? Our little arrangements, all I’ve put up with. Oh, no, you won’t get rid of me so easily. I’m Lady fucking Thursby now.’


‘Then you should start behaving like her.’


‘Don’t you start lecturing me about behaviour. I know what you’ve been up to.’


‘Now Ruth, don’t be tiresome.’


‘I’ve heard all about you and your friends.’


She used the word as if it were a curse.


‘I’ve heard,’ she went on, ‘that you’re in with some sort of thug. Been seen at the dog track together, importuning young men.’


‘That’s a damned lie!’ I protested loudly.


She let out a hideous, eldritch shriek of laughter at this.


‘Oh, Teddy,’ she continued, hatefully. ‘You’re such a fucking joke. You and your precious discretion. You think anyone’s taken in by your ridiculous façade? Everyone knows you for what you are.’


I said that I’d had quite enough of this & got up to leave the room.


‘I didn’t marry a man,’ she called out after me. ‘I married a boy. I wonder if you’ll ever grow up before you die?’


Sunday, 7 February


To St Matthew’s at Hartwell-juxta-Mare for Mass. Ruth & I play at being Lord & Lady Thursby for the benefit of the parish. All teeth & smiles. Try to ease myself into the tranquil gloom of the village church. The solemn, calming ritual. Harbouring murderous thoughts towards my wife hardly puts me in a state of grace though. Go through the motions. Have a chat with the vicar afterwards, shake hands with a few dimly recognised parishioners.


Catch the afternoon train back to London. Nagging fears of gossip. I dread any kind of scandal.


Friday, 12 February


Went to Leicester Square Odeon for a charity showing of Lawrence of Arabia that Harry had organised. His favourite film, apparently. At drinks in the interval Harry all misty eyed & sombre. Some wag, a famous comedian or pop star or something, one of Harry’s ‘personalities’ had secreted sand into his shoe from a fire bucket & proceeded to pour it out theatrically at the bar. ‘Bleeding sand gets everywhere!’ he declared in a loud South London twang to much laughter. But Harry was not amused. For once he was entirely unimpressed by all the showbiz types crowding out the bar & foyer. He turned his back on the frivolity & muttered darkly to me, ‘Lawrence was a real man. He faced adversity with real bottle. And he was bent, like me.’


Harry feels an obvious attraction to the television-age celebrity that he often surrounds himself with but is really drawn to a deeper sense of fame.


Within him dwell dreams of high renown & adventure. We spoke of Arab culture & Harry talked about N. Africa. He had been in Tangiers in the fifties when he’d worked for Billy Hill, the king of the racecourse gangs.


Monday, 15 February


Lords debate on overseas aid. Afterwards talked to Lord Chilvers about Africa. Tony Chilvers is a newly ennobled captain of industry with plenty of ideas. We talked about the situation in Rhodesia. Both agreed that if Smith strikes out on his own the Tory party could be split in its response. Then he went on to the newly independent black states. ‘The thing is Teddy,’ he told me, ‘we want to make sure that they don’t turn commie. All of their nationalist intellectuals tend to look to the Soviet Union as an example of development and industrialisation.’ He went on to talk about theories of growth, ‘conditions for economic take-off’ etc. I was a bit lost but then he started to tell me about the opportunities for investment. Especially in Nigeria, apparently. Huge country, rich in resources wanting to modernise. He knows of many schemes that promise generous dividends.


I suddenly thought of Harry & his considerable ill-gotten capital. Such a venture would surely appeal to his strange imperial vision. It seemed ideal. The new government in Nigeria is, by all accounts, unstable & already rife with corruption. I said that I’d be interested in such an enterprise & knew of potential investors. Tony Chilvers promised to introduce me to a prospect.


Wednesday, 17 February


Miserable grey day. Sunk into gloom. Coming down with the ’flu I fear. Feel old and lonely. I miss Craig for all his faults. News on the wireless – Gambian independence. Africa again. Coincidence or a sign that this investment idea is meant to be.


Thursday, 18 February


Stayed in bed all day, feeling ghastly. Plenty of medicinal scotch. Horrible feeling of being alone with one’s illness. Who will look after me when I am old & infirm?


Saturday, 20 February


Feeling much better. Went for a bit of a stroll amongst the drizzle. Spoke to Tony Chilvers on the telephone. Arranged a meeting with some Nigerian fellow. Colony Casino in the evening. Won £1,200!


Sunday, 21 February


Phoned Harry to mention African idea. Seemed v. keen. Also mentioned recent illness & H. said, ‘If I’d have known I’d have sent one of the boys around to nurse you better.’ ‘Well, now you come to mention it,’ I joked, ‘I haven’t made a full recovery.’ ‘Right then,’ he said & put the phone down. At around six, a blond-haired youth appeared! Gave him a drink & we quickly got on with the slicklegging. Very brusque and methodical but felt that was all for the best. Didn’t want to feel in any way engaged emotionally, what with all the awful consequences that stemmed from my attachment with C. Went to bed feeling wonderfully sated.


Tuesday, 23 February


Invited over to Tony Chilvers’s huge modernist mansion in Kingston-upon-Thames to meet this African chap. Expected a much older man. John Ogungbe looked like he was still in his twenties. Short & lithe in a tightly cut fashionable suit with an open-necked silk shirt. He wore dinky little slip-on crocodile-skin loafers. His hair was cut short to his scalp which, with his well-defined bone structure, prominent mouth & flat nose, accentuated his skull. As if the skin had been stretched tightly over his face with some economy. He is very striking.


We shook hands & his thick lips peeled to reveal an impressive set of teeth. But as he gave me this flashing white smile I noticed that his eyes remained impassive, cautious. They were yellowish & slightly bloodshot.


John has come from Nigeria to London to study engineering. Since qualifying he has divided his time between here & there & has been involved in various building schemes. He is determined, he tells me in great earnest, to use his education to improve the lot of his own people. We talked of development & I tried to make all the right noises.


His current project is to build a township near Enugu in southern Nigeria. The plan is to construct 3,000 houses & a shopping precinct. He has secured government approval but lacks enough investment to get started. He wasn’t disappointed when I told him that I don’t have that sort of capital at my disposal. He said that he thinks that my title & status will be of use in attracting support for the scheme. And that I might be able to help him find potential investors in London.


Tony gave us lunch. John Ogungbe asked us what we thought about Ian Smith and the Rhodesia situation. We were both v. diplomatic & rather skirted around the issue. Tony changed the subject & bewailed the fate of business under a Labour administration. Apparently Wilson is planning to introduce a Corporation Tax in the budget. Gave serious warnings to J. Ogungbe against Nigeria embracing socialism. Also invited me to join a special group looking at party policy on overseas aid that the Advisory Committee on Policy has set up. I accepted.


Wednesday, 24 February


Went to see Harry at his flat. Explained to him what had been discussed yesterday. Suggested that he meet with John Ogungbe & he agreed. I thought of arranging some sort of civilised luncheon at White’s or somewhere but Harry had his own ideas.


‘Why don’t you invite him to my club?’ he proposed.


‘The Stardust?’


‘Yeah, why not? He can be guest of honour.’


‘Are you sure that’s a good idea, Harry?’


I was determined that we should make a good impression. I dread any vulgar behaviour from Harry. Of course, I couldn’t say this to him. He could get so touchy.


‘What’s the matter with my club?’ he retorted indignantly.


‘Nothing Harry. It’s just that . . .’ I sighed. ‘We need to be on our best behaviour.’


Harry laughed heartily at this.


‘Don’t you worry, your lordship,’ he said. ‘I’ll behave myself.’


Thursday, 25 February


1922 Committee have approved new system for choosing the next leader – a vote by MPs. Sir Alec is bravely hanging on but only a matter of time before he will have to announce resignation.


Saturday, 27 February


At The Stardust Club with John Ogungbe as guest of honour, Harry fussing about as host, trying maybe a little too hard to make our guest feel welcome. But he managed to invite a few of his business friends who he thought might be interested in investing some money into the scheme. Of course there were the inevitable photographs.


Mr Starks & Mr Ogungbe eye each other up a little suspiciously at first. I could tell that Harry found John attractive, not just as a business proposition. When I first introduced them he slyly winked at me as if in complicity. There was something over-friendly in Harry’s manner that worried me. Not sure about Harry’s feelings about race. I knew that he was touchy about his own Jewishness but I didn’t quite know whether he himself harboured prejudice in other areas. He seemed completely unabashed about talking about colour though. He quickly turned the conversation to boxing. I suspect that this is the one area where Harry has contact with blacks. He reeled off a list of coloured pugilists as if John might know them personally, readily conceding their superiority. ‘White boys just ain’t hungry enough any more,’ he lamented. I wasn’t sure if this concession covered for an overall feeling of superiority that he might have. I feared that he might say something uncircumspect.


John Ogungbe appeared to enjoy himself. He laughed loudly at all of Harry’s jokes and oft times gave that glazed-eyed grin I’d first noticed on meeting him. Harry was very taken with him.


‘What a find, Teddy,’ he confided to me. ‘He’s the son of a chief, you know.’


We all got very drunk. Harry’s strategy was to entertain lavishly, if a little crudely. Not being sure of Ogungbe’s proclivities, Harry had made sure that there were some pretty boys on hand as well as a few available tarts. When John showed an interest in one of the women Harry made sure that the lucky girl went home with him.


Sunday, 28 February


Dreadful hangover. Felt sullied & spiritually dissipated. Went to Evensong at All Saints in Margaret St. It’s Quinquagesima. The service had a marvellously calming effect upon me. Felt grateful to have a moment of peace for one to pray quietly to one’s Redeemer. ‘Bow, stubborn knees, & heart with strings of steel, be soft as sinews of the new-born babe. All may be well.’


Monday, 1 March


Ogungbe appeared at my flat in Eaton Square quite out of the blue.


‘Harry was quite taken with your scheme,’ I told him. ‘And with you, if you don’t mind me saying.’


Ogungbe grunted & nodded. Much more sullen now.


‘He tells me you’re the son of a chief.’


Ogungbe laughed sharply.


‘My father worked on the railways. I gave him that chief story because I knew it would impress him. I also told him that I had six wives but he didn’t seem so interested in that.’


I couldn’t help laughing myself.


‘He’s something of a tribal chief himself, isn’t he?’ he suggested mischievously.


‘What do you mean?’


‘Come on. I’m not stupid. You think I haven’t worked out where he gets all his money? And that whore the other night. She told me plenty.’


‘I hope that this doesn’t put you off doing business with him.’


Ogungbe laughed again.


‘Don’t worry. I know all about the British sense of fair play. You think we Africans are innocent natives? We know how things operate. We’ve had it done to us for long enough. We’ve learnt from it.’


I’m less enamoured by this new Ogungbe that was sitting opposite me in my drawing room. I’m not sure of what the proposed business deal would entail & what would be its consequences but I didn’t like the thought of him having the upper hand. Despite this I arranged for a proper meeting to go through the scheme.


Friday, 5 March


Meeting at Ogungbe’s offices in Euston. A large table laid out with architects’ plans & engineering drawings. He even had a little model of the scheme. He went through the whole thing in detail.


Harry sat with Emmanuel Gould, who takes care of his finances. Little Manny sat quietly, intently blinking through his round spectacles as Ogungbe laid out all the plans in front of us. Harry, by contrast, was agitated and enthusiastic. Pointing at things & eagerly asking questions.


The conversation moved on to money & then Manny took an active part. The initial investment was to be £25,000 & then further payments as construction was undertaken. In the long run, a profit of over £200,000 could be realised from the project. Manny stroked his chin & looked cautiously over at Harry who nodded almost absently. A company would be set up to oversee the investment. I had my doubts about the whole thing but then it wasn’t my money. I just hoped that my name on the letter heading of this new firm would bring me a handsome commission.


Then everyone stood up & shook hands. Harry hovered over the model of the township and rubbed his hands together.


‘What’s it going to be called?’ he asked.


‘That’s yet to be decided,’ replied Ogungbe.


‘Tell you what,’ Harry went on, gazing down at the tiny blocks of flats. ‘We could call it “Starksville”.’


Ogungbe gave Harry his impassive grin. As he looked over at me his yellowy eyes glared.


Monday, 8 March


West African Developments came into being today with me nominally on the board. Drinks around at Harry’s to celebrate. After initial euphoria H. looked a bit grim faced. ‘I’m putting a lot into this, Teddy,’ he said. ‘I’m going to have to call in a few favours.’


Thursday, 11 March


Terrible news. Harry has been arrested. One of his boys came around to tell me the news. Apparently he has been charged with ‘making an unwarranted demand with menaces’. Horrible sinking feeling. This could ruin me. Need to make sure that I can distance myself from any unpleasantness.


Friday, 12 March


Visit from Manny Gould. The latest is that Harry has been refused bail and is on remand in Brixton prison. Manny made all sorts of reassuring noises about it being a ‘very flimsy case’. I’m not so sure. Told Manny that my reputation wouldn’t allow me to be caught up in all this & the little Yid just shrugged and said, ‘Well, if Mr Starks goes down, so might you, your lordship. And we want to avoid that now, don’t we?’ He insisted that I made sure that the Nigerian project went ahead as planned. ‘Business as usual,’ he said. ‘That’s the order of the day.’


Saturday, 13 March


Very depressed about how things have turned out. Oh, why have I allowed myself get caught up in all this? Feeling strangely reckless. Went to the Colony Casino & played the tables as if tempting the fates. Bumped into one of Harry’s cohorts. Seemed casual about the whole business. ‘I wouldn’t worry,’ he said with an affable grin. ‘People can be got at.’


Monday, 15 March


Went to see J. Ogungbe at his Euston office. He was very perturbed about the Harry situation. I reassured him that West African Developments would be able to fulfil their commitment to the project. ‘That’s good, Teddy,’ he said. ‘We have an agreement, after all, and if it were to fall through I would hold you personally responsible.’ He’s off to Nigeria this week to oversee the start of construction on the scheme.


Thursday, 18 March


Harry’s application for bail to a judge in chambers turned down.


Friday, 26 March


Bad week for the Tories. Liberals win Roxburgh, Selkirk & Peebles by-election. If we can’t win seats in the Borders where can we win them? Knives out for Sir Alec. Daily Telegraph running a front-page story suggesting there could be a leadership contest before Easter. With Sir Alec goes the last of the old school, I fear. Après? – the inevitable rise of the grammar school boys.


Wednesday, 31 March


Judge Griffith-Jones at the Old Bailey turned down another application for bail. They were going to take it to the Lord Chief Justice, apparently.


Friday, 2 April


Manny came around to see me to persuade me to support Harry’s application in the Lords. I am extremely reluctant to do this but once again oblique references to my being implicated etc. M. suggested that I should table a question along the lines of asserting the rights of an individual in being held in custody for such a long period without trial. Eventually agreed to do what I could. Didn’t really have any choice. Feel quite sick about the whole business.


Wednesday, 7 April


House of Lords. A bit unsteady on my feet as I asked the question. Had a few drinks beforehand. Dutch courage. My question v. badly received. Challenged as to whether I held any kind of brief for Mr Starks. Denied this vigorously, saying that I have always fought for the right of any person not to be held without trial. Catcalls. Viscount Milburn declaring that ‘such a question has no place in being asked here’. Felt thoroughly humiliated by the whole thing, though managed to maintain a posture of righteous indignation throughout. Application denied in any case. Trial date has been set for April 15.


Thursday, 8 April


To Little Venice for lunch at Diana Cooper’s. She was as charming as ever but confessed that she felt awfully depressed at getting old. ‘I feel posthumous, Teddy,’ she confided to me. Made me conscious of my own decline, too. All the other guests were of a younger generation. Some television presenter & new friends that D. had made in the neighbourhood. We talked of Duff and reminisced about Philip Sassoon’s weekend parties at Trent Park in the ’30s. Like a dream of another world.


Thursday, 15 April


Good news as to opening day of Harry’s trial at Old Bailey. Key prosecution witnesses failed to turn up. Judge ordered adjournment.


Friday, 16 April


Prosecution case against Harry has completely fallen apart. Judge threw the case out of court. Evening Standard reported Harry’s comment leaving the Old Bailey: ‘It’s a case of police harassment, pure and simple.’


Big celebration at The Stardust in the evening. Lots of now familiar faces. And ‘personalities’. Film actress Ruby Ryder & radio comedian Gerald Wilman. Wilman very camp. Told a funny story about a repentant homo actor being caught in flagrante delicto with a hotel bellboy. ‘I’ll turn over a new leaf,’ the queer thespian declared. ‘Just once I’ve got to the bottom of this page.’ Also noticed Detective Sergeant Mooney amongst the gathering greedily quaffing the champagne. Harry very grateful about my support. ‘You’ve been very staunch, Teddy. I appreciate that.’ Showed his gratitude in the form of a new boy for me to take home. Feel tremendous relief (in more ways than one!).


Friday, 16 April


Good Friday. Away for a weekend at Hartwell Lodge. Went to St Matthew’s at Hartwell-juxta-Mare for the Mass of the Pre-Sanctified. Gave thanks for how things have turned out this week.


Saturday, 17 April


Fine spring day. Went for a walk with Ruth along the coastal path. Wild flowers in bloom everywhere. Sea air marvellous. Good to be out of London for a spell. Good to be away from all this business with Harry. It really has been too much. Must try to maintain a safe distance from his intrigues in the future.


Monday, 19 April


Board meeting of West African Developments. Harry had initial report on the progress of the township project from Ogungbe. It all sounded a bit vague to be honest. Harry seemed pleased enough though. Passed around some photos of workmen digging out the foundations & grinning for the camera with relish. Grandiose illusions – they were carving out the footings of his new empire. Mentioned the matter of my commission. Harry said that this would be paid once the scheme had started to realise some return on investment. Not what I had in mind.


Tuesday, 20 April


Craig turned up on my doorstep late last night. It had been raining & he was all wet & dishevelled in a rumpled and dirty suit with the collar turned up. He looked terrible. ‘I was just passing,’ he muttered & managed a mirthless smile. Should have told him to get lost, really. But he looked desperate & I feared some sort of scene in the street. So I invited him in & he stood in front of the fire in the drawing room as I poured him a brandy. He shivered & mumbled something about ‘needing to get back on his feet’. Let him stay over in the spare bedroom. When he left this next morning I slipped him a five-pound note.


Saturday, 24 April


V. warm day. Went for a stroll. Saw a pretty youth on the King’s Road with long hair, frilly shirt & bell-bottomed trousers. Reminded of Oxford days & the dandy style we wore in those days. Oxford bags – trousers flared out to 28 inches in bright hues. Quite as outrageous as any of this ‘swinging’ style. Young people always think that they’ve found something new. Had wistful thoughts of when one was young & fashionable & desired. Now I’m just a flabby-faced old buffer in a bow tie. Playing the Lord.


Wednesday, 28 April


Craig turned up again, looking a good deal smarter. Said he wanted to borrow some money. I gave him twenty quid and told him not to worry about paying it back. I can hardly convince myself that this is the end of it though.


Wednesday, 5 May


In the Lords for a debate on the Finance Bill. Saw Tom Driberg in the Smoking Room later, eager for gossip & making none too oblique references to Mr H. Starks. I chided him that gossip should, by its nature, be confined to talking about others, not oneself. When parting he suddenly became serious. ‘Be careful, Teddy,’ he said. Sudden paranoia. Driberg urging caution is not a good sign.


Tuesday, 10 May


Craig at my flat again. No good deed ever goes unpunished. Talked of some ‘business’ plan of his. Some fairy story about setting up a car-hire firm. What he wants is someone to invest in it.


‘Maybe you’d like to put some money into it,’ he suggested.


‘I’d like to help,’ I tried to assure him. ‘But, you see, all my money’s tied up at the moment, I’m afraid.’


‘Well, maybe you could get one of your friends interested.’


‘Craig, please.’


‘Look, Teddy. The thing is I need some cash. Someone I know, a journalist, he says he could pay me quite a lot of money. A human-interest story, he calls it. Says I’d make a very good subject. Plenty of colour, if you know what I mean. Well, I told him, I’m not going to rat on my friends, am I? I wouldn’t do a thing like that, would I Teddy? Not unless I was really desperate.’


‘How much do you want?’


‘Five hundred pounds.’


‘And that would be the end of it?’


‘Yeah.’


‘Look, I’ll need some time to get the money.’


‘Of course, Teddy. There’s no hurry. I’ll give you till the end of the week.’


Wednesday, 11 May


Went to see Harry about the Craig business. I didn’t know what else to do. He was in an ugly mood. Worried about the Nigeria project. He’d heard nothing for weeks & is seething with suspicions of treachery. He’s not the most well tempered of men, I must say. And there are rumours of psychopathic tendencies.


I finally got around to mention C.’s blackmail & I really wish I hadn’t. Harry went into barely controlled rage.


‘I thought I told that little slag to lay off,’ he spat out, pacing about his flat. ‘Well he’s asking for it now.’


I tried to placate him.


‘Maybe just a warning,’ I suggested.


‘He’s had his fucking warning. You leave this to me. You won’t have to worry about that little fucker.’


Then he returned to his brooding & I made my excuses & crept out.


Friday, 14 May


Went to White’s. Saw Evelyn Waugh there, looking grim in a loud dogcheck suit. I asked how he was. ‘Toothless and melancholic,’ was his reply. He had all his teeth removed apparently & dentures have proved v. unsatisfactory. ‘These false snappers ruin my appetite for solid food,’ he said, looking like he was compensating with liquid intake. He appeared utterly desperate. ‘I’m a wreck, Teddy,’ he told me. ‘I hardly sleep though I’m full of dope. I get up late, try to read my letters, have some gin, try to read the paper, have some more gin. Then it’s lunch time.’ He gave a ghastly smile, his mouth an empty rictus. Eyes cold, unblinking, vigilant.


Came home with an overwhelming sense of decay. My generation is dying out. All the Bright Young People of the twenties have become old and hideous. In my own decline I’m left with an abiding sense of failure – a wasted political career, a rotten marriage, constant worries about money, scandal, blackmail. I’ve utterly failed to resist temptation, I’ve given in to beastly lusts. The flesh is weak & going flabby. I feel resigned to the slow surcease of life, clinging on to some hope of redemption yet wallowing in a descent into final decadence. This is my fate & I must bear it with all the courage I can muster. Mine are dissolution honours, after all.


Monday, 17 May


Meeting of the group Tony Chilvers is chairing on party policy on overseas aid. Bit of a talking shop really, full of dreary types going on about ‘modernising the party’. There’s all manner of small groups meeting about new policy. Any recommendations go to Shadow Cabinet via the Advisory Committee on Policy. The chairman of the ACP is Ted Heath – obviously building a power base for the inevitable leadership contest.


Spoke to Tony after and he asked how the Nigeria project was going. I said something vague about problems in communication. I really have no idea what’s happening.


Friday, 21 May


Constant jabber about the direction of the party. Lots of talk about the need for new policies & ‘modernisation’. An obsession with becoming ‘classless’ which merely means middle class. Classless in the v. worst sense. Indistinct. One particularly gruesome comment: ‘We must become the party of the consumer’ – which brings to mind bodily function rather than any real political vision. The Blasted Heath, needless to say, is behind most of this ‘reform’. Manoeuvres, more like. Reggie Maudling will run against him for the old school, I hazard. A scholarship boy, but at least with some ballast.


Wednesday, 26 May


Harry invited me over. There was boxing on the television broadcast from America & Harry was having a little party. When I arrived I recognised some of the people from the first of Harry’s ‘parties’ that I had attended & there were quite a number of young pugilists. From a Boys’ Club boxing team, apparently. Lots of masculine & youthful energy as we crowded around the screen. Harry v. partisan for one of the fighters, Sonny Liston, an acquaintance, he proudly announced, passing around a photograph of them together at The Stardust Club. I rather favoured his opponent, Cassius Clay, a good-looking fellow Harry dismissed as a ‘mouthy coon’. Anyway, the whole thing was over in the first round! Clay floored Liston in about two minutes, standing over him arrogantly, refusing to retire to a neutral corner & delaying the count. The room filled with catcalls of disappointment & indignant comments. Discussion followed as to whether the fight was fixed. Then we all had more drinks.


The brevity of the evening’s entertainment after all the anticipation charged the atmosphere. Harry was animated. He has a tremendous manic energy & charisma. A noble savage demeanour that is such a palliative to the dull mediocrity that seems to be taking over everywhere. Something atavistic about him. He confirms ones worst fears but in a way this is somehow reassuring.


We all started to get drunk & the horseplay began. Starting with demonstrations of boxing moves & combinations, some light sparring between the younger boys, moving on to more erotic play. I had thought of asking Harry about the Nigeria business but I know he’s worried about it & I didn’t want to spoil his mood. Instead H. brought up a subject that I’d much rather forget. Craig. He became part of the banter.


‘Had an accident, didn’t he?’ Harry asked in mock innocence. ‘What was it Frank, fell down the stairs or something.’


‘Something like that,’ replied one of the older men laconically.


‘Or slipped on the soap,’ Harry went on. ‘Was that it?’


‘Yeah, could be.’


‘Slipped on the soap and fell down the stairs.’


Laughter. I suddenly felt sick. Somebody was plying me with brandy & I didn’t refuse. Harry came up to me & whispered in menacing mockery.


‘See? I can get things sorted for you.’


Then the business started in earnest. Older men pawing at the youths. Harry kissing greedily at a boy with bright red hair. I had no stomach for it. I felt horribly drunk. Completely fou.


I got up & staggered towards the door. Harry noticed & pushed the redhead in my direction.


‘Go on,’ he ordered. ‘See to his lordship. He’ll only want wanking off.’


Before I knew it the boy was guiding me into one of the bedrooms & was starting to roughly knead at the crotch of my trousers.


‘Whatsmatter?’ His voice high pitched. ‘Can’t get it up?’


Harry had followed us in.


‘He can’t get it up,’ the youth observed, shrilly.


I swayed in the spinning room.


‘Get him on the bed,’ Harry ordered tersely.


They both heaved my flaccid body onto the awful softness of the mattress.


‘Get his clothes off,’ Harry hissed sharply.


I felt a tugging at my vestments. My shoes thudded onto the floor. I lay helplessly inebriated. More muttered orders at the doorway. Suddenly the darkened room was filled with light. My eyes smarted. The red-haired boy pulled off my remaining clothes then stripped himself & got into bed with me. There seemed to be many people in the room now. Low cackles of laughter & underbreath comments. Whispered directions from Harry. The naked youth stuck his cock rudely in my mouth to the sound of soft clicks & ratchets. Someone was taking photographs.


Thursday, 27 May


Woke up late in the afternoon in my own bed with no idea how I got there. Strange feeling of lethargy throughout my body & thick drowsiness in my head. Was I drugged last night? Awful recollections of shame, humiliation & most of all fear. Quite glad to be in a state of sedation.


Monday, 31 May


Detective Sergeant Mooney turned up at my flat again. Something deeply unsettling about this man. All of the physical threat of H. Starks but none of the charm. His beady little eyes were always darting about, taking everything in. I asked him what his business was.


‘I was hoping that we might co-operate, sir.’


‘Yes, yes,’ I replied impatiently. ‘How much do you want?’


‘Oh, it’s not money I’m after, your lordship,’ he retorted, as if affronted.


Then he got to the point. Influence. That’s what he was after, & offering a ‘reciprocal arrangement’ as he called it. I asked him to explain.


‘Well, if I start by the way I could bring my influence to bear in a way that could be of benefit to you. Now, there’s a whiff of scandal in the air regarding connections that you have with some, shall we say, rather colourful characters. There’s still a great deal of sensitivity about any kind of intrigue involving sexual immorality. Remember all that Profumo business. In no time you’ve got the gutter press stirring things up. Nobody wants that. I’ve got a pal in the Criminal Intelligence Branch. There’s an increasing concern about organised crime. Apparently, they’ve been asked to investigate an alleged connection between a peer of the realm and a well-known figure in the criminal underworld. Racy stuff, wouldn’t you say? If the tabloids ever got hold of it.’


I groaned audibly. Mooney’s little eyes gleamed.


‘But if I was to use my influence . . . convince my friend at C11 that it’s all nonsense and hearsay. As I’ve said, no one wants a scandal like this. It only makes the general public lose faith with the establishment. Gangsters are always trying to cultivate friends in high places. They think that it gives them an air of respectability. I could suggest that you’re merely a dupe in all this. Persuade them to drop the inquiry. And in return, you could use your influence for me in a certain matter.’


‘And what would that be?’


‘Well, I’m in a spot of bother myself. Years of keeping London’s streets safe to walk along and I’m being accused of impropriety. That’s the thanks I get. Left-wing trouble makers taking advantage of the British system of justice and sense of fair play.’


‘What’s happened?’


‘I arrested some demonstrators who were making a nuisance of themselves outside an embassy. Now they say I planted evidence on them and tried to force them to make untrue statements. Turns out one of them belongs to some sort of civil liberties group. A diabolical liberties group, more like. Making accusations. The British Police Force is the envy of the world. Any other system would have them rounded up and shot.’


‘So what do you want me to do?’


‘Well, they’re demanding a police inquiry. If you could use your influence.’


‘I’m afraid that I don’t actually have very much influence on the affairs of state.’


‘Well, every little helps. But I was thinking that maybe you could have a word with your friends in the press. An article about trouble makers trying to blacken the name of authority, that sort of thing. Everyone knows that these people are always just stirring up trouble. Something that might put me in a favourable light and counter some of these scurrilous accusations. I’ve brought some of my press clippings. They might be useful.’


He handed me a sheaf of grubby newsprint.


‘Well, I’ll see what I can do.’


He finished his drink and got up to leave. We shook hands. Mooney’s palm was cold and clammy.


‘I suggest,’ he added as I showed him out, ‘that you don’t mention our little arrangement to Mr Starks. He might take advantage of the situation.’


Thursday, 3 June


Lunch with the editor of The News of the World, obvious choice for what Mooney wants & I’ve done some articles for them in the past. I fed him the story. A plot by subversives to discredit the forces of law & order. One of Mooney’s cuttings mentioned personal courage in breaking the Ricardo Pedrini racket in 1962. We talked the story into shape – a dedicated & courageous fight against crime & vice in Soho, extolling an impeccable service record & hinting that sometimes unconventional methods bear fruit. British police the best in the world etc., trouble makers just want to undermine authority. He agreed to run it & quite out of the blue asked if I was interested in doing a weekly column. Bluff stuff. Old values in a modern world, that sort of thing. Said that I was definitely interested.


Saturday, 5 June


Have agreed to do column for N.O.T.W. Not exactly intellectually challenging but it means a weekly income & opportunities to get other bits of journalism. Feel that this is really what I should be concentrating on. A chance to air forthright views with a detachment gained from being out of the rat race of politics. And regular money might help to keep me out of trouble.


Suggestions for name of column – Points of Order (a bit dull), & Entitled Opinions (which I hate – a cheap joke against the peerage).


Monday, 7 June


Board meeting of West African Developments. Latest progress report from Ogungbe extremely vague – no sense of when actual construction is to commence. Harry manically optimistic about it all, though. The whole project seemed to represent something v. important to him & so he refused to accept any possibility of failure. Ambition. It’s dreams we believe in, after all. Much talk of drastic measures to be taken unless there was more clarity about the scheme. ‘We’ll fucking sort it out,’ he said, his usual business acumen hopelessly inapplicable in these circumstances. V. glad not to have any of my own money invested in this.


Sunday, 13 June


First column published – Being Reasonable. Bringing a bit of respectability to what is, I have to say, a very trashy rag. Elsewhere in the paper news that some pop group have been all given MBEs in the Queen’s Birthday Hons. Just shows how dreadful things have become.


Monday, 14 June


Called to an emergency meeting at Harry’s flat. All his cohorts there. H. seemed to be delegating all sorts of tasks & activities to his gang. V. animated again, apparently in a good mood but difficult to tell. His temperament is so unpredictable.


‘Right then,’ he said, slapping his hands together. ‘That ought to keep you lot occupied. Make sure that you behave yourselves. Don’t get involved in anything unnecessary. All right?’


Grunts & nods all round.


‘Right then, Teddy,’ he said, looking over at me for the first time. ‘It’s all sorted.’


This unknown certainty made me feel uneasy.


‘Er, what’s all sorted, Harry?’


‘I’ve decided what to do about this African business.’


‘Really? Well that’s good.’


‘Yes it is, Teddy, it is. We’re going to go there. Sort it all out.’


‘Ah,’ I said. ‘So when are you going?’


‘We, Teddy. I said “we”. Me and you.’


‘Well, thank you for the offer but . . .’


‘You don’t want to come?’


‘Well, much as I’d like to accompany you, I’ve er, other commitments. You know, business in the House, a column to write, that sort of thing.’


Harry smiled & shrugged. I forced a grin back.


‘Suit yourself then. But since I’m sorting my affairs out you might want to look at this.’


He nodded to Manny who shuffled through his papers, fished out a handful of markers & passed them over to me. I stared at them blankly.


‘Gambling debts,’ Harry went on. ‘From the casino you’ve been frequenting. I sanctioned your account, I own an interest in the place after all, but since I’ll be away I’ll no longer be able to act as guarantor. I’ll have to hand them back and let the parties concerned deal with them themselves. They are, of course, debts of honour, and as such have no real legal binding. So I guess the people concerned will have to find their own ways of securing payment. Some of them are quite imaginative, I believe. And if that doesn’t persuade you . . .’


He held out his hand to Manny again. The little Jew handed him a pile of glossy photographs. He waved them at me, shaking his head & tutting loudly.


‘Naughty Teddy,’ he taunted.


He held one up to my face. I flinched and looked away but not before I’d caught an awful glimpse of myself naked on the bed in a grotesque posture of supplication.


‘Harry, please,’ I begged.


‘No. You listen. And listen good. This African business was your idea. Remember? I’ve poured a lot of gelt into this scam and I want to know what the fuck is going on.’


‘But what can I do?’


‘You can be with me. I don’t know what these jungle bunnies are up to but I guess having a peer of the realm along for the ride might help putting them in their place.’


‘When are you planning to go?’ I asked wearily.


‘In a couple of days. Manny’s sorting out tickets. Hope your passport’s up to date.’


I flapped the scraps of paper in my sweaty hands impotently.


‘I don’t really have any choice about this, do I?’


‘No Teddy,’ he replied brusquely. ‘You don’t.’


Friday, 18 June


Lagos


BOAC flight to Kano, in northern Nigeria, then connecting flight to Lagos. V. travel sick. Awful heat & closeness. Ogungbe met us at the airport. Took us for drinks at the Lagos Polo Club. The best club in town, he assured us. Faded colonial atmosphere which Harry loved but made me feel uncomfortable. Pre-Independence, Ogungbe explained, its membership had been, of course, mostly white but now its exclusivity was based on rank & means. Nigerian military and police officers, white civil servants & members of the diplomatic corps & businessmen of every colour and nationality. The ideal place to make business connections.


H. wandered out of the bar to watch a chukka of polo & Ogungbe took me to one side.


‘Your friend is worried about the project,’ he said softly.


‘He is rather.’


‘Try to reassure him. These things take time. There is a lot of, shall we say, bureaucracy.’


‘You mean people to pay off?’


‘The notion of a free economy in this new country of ours is an illusion. Officials on every level want their share.’


‘So, how far has construction of the scheme developed?’


Ogungbe shrugged.


‘Well there have been some delays. We’ve had to wait for the end of the rainy season to start work proper. And I’ve had to secure import licences for the building materials.’


‘More “bureaucracy”, is it?’ I said scathingly. ‘I suppose every petty official’s got his hand out for the backsheesh.’


Ogungbe’s yellowy eyes flared at me in indignation.


‘Don’t presume to lecture me, Teddy. Your people have taken plenty. And years of colonial rule have left us with no political or institutional framework to regulate growth. People who have struggled all their lives to earn a few pounds now find millions passing through their hands. What do you expect?’


I coughed.


‘I’m sorry. It’s just that this whole project, well, we want it to go smoothly, don’t we?’


‘Of course. You must try to reassure your friend Harry. It’s very important that his investment in the scheme continues. Otherwise we could all lose out.’


‘I’ll do my best,’ I replied.


Suddenly I felt hot & sweaty. Wandered out of the club room onto the veranda to get some air. Galloping hooves of polo ponies thundered across the field beyond.


Saturday, 19 June


Enugu


Morning flight from Lagos in a light aircraft. The plane bounced up & down in the air above the jungle canopy. Felt quite sick by the end of the journey. An official reception to greet us at Enugu as we dizzily staggered out onto the runway. A motorcade drove us through the town to the President Hotel where we were staying.


There, the regional minister, Dr Chukwurah, gave a welcoming speech & there was a party. All the local dignitaries lined up to greet us. One man, enthusiastically shaking our hands, said: ‘Welcome Lord Thursby, welcome Lord Starks. It is a great honour.’


Harry laughed.


‘It’s just Mr Starks,’ he explained.


‘You’re not Lord?’ the man asked, unable to hide his disappointment.


‘Well.’ Harry smiled mischievously. ‘I’m something like that. You can call me Harry.’


The man smiled & shook his hand again.


Dr Chukwurah announced that we would visit the project on the outskirts of Enugu the next day.


‘But while you are in the city is there anywhere you would like to visit?’


Harry thought for a moment.


‘Yeah,’ he said. ‘There is one place I wouldn’t mind having a look at.’


‘And what would that be?’


‘The jail. I wouldn’t mind having a look around your jail.’


Dr Chukwurah frowned.


‘Really, Mr Starks?’


‘Well,’ Harry went on, ‘I’ve a keen interest in criminology, see? One of my hobbies if you like. It certainly would be interesting to compare prison conditions here to those of back home.’


‘Very well,’ said Dr Chukwurah & motioned over to the Chief of Police.


‘Harry, really,’ I muttered chidingly under my breath.


He grinned back at me.


‘You want to come too, Teddy?’


I certainly didn’t. I need to take a rest. Exhausted from all this travelling. And this appalling heat.


‘Suit yourself,’ he replied & went over to where the police officers present were organising themselves into a guard of honour.


When he had gone, Chukwurah came over to me.


‘Lord Thursby.’


‘Call me Teddy, please.’


‘Very well, Lord Teddy. I thought we might have a quiet word.’


He led me into an empty room away from the reception area.


‘Lord Teddy, my government and particularly the government of this region are very keen to encourage investment from overseas in development.’


‘Well, that’s good.’


‘Yes it is. But it is important to make sure that any expansion or economic growth is controlled and regulated for the benefit of the people. We don’t want people coming over here trying to make, what the Americans would call, a quick buck.’


‘Of course not.’


‘Of course not, yes. What we want is long-term commitment otherwise such schemes are not viable. As a politician, I’m sure you understand.’


‘I think so.’


‘Ogungbe is a very ambitious young man. He has, as we say here, got a big eye. As such he is not to be trusted fully. And your friend Mr Starks with his keen interest in criminology . . .’


‘I assure you Harry’s intentions are entirely honourable.’


‘I hope so. For both your sakes. I wouldn’t want you to get out of your depth. You’re a long way from home out here. Might I ask how much you have personally invested in this scheme?’


‘Well, I’ve not exactly put any money into it myself. I’m more of a consultant to the whole enterprise.’


‘A consultant? Yes. That’s good. Well I hope you can maintain a certain objectivity in that role. If things don’t turn out the way they seem. Now, let’s rejoin the party, shall we?’


I agreed. I needed a drink. Jet lag & poor air conditioning made me light headed & a little nauseous. The booze didn’t help but I needed something to stop my head from spinning. The party began to wind down. I made my excuses & went to my hotel room to lie down. I took off all my clothes & lay down in bed under a single sheet. Felt hot & sticky. The air around me was heavy with a humid dread. I got up, wetted a face flannel & rested it on my eyes. Slept fitfully, my mind crowded with half dreams. Confused thoughts made lucid with anxiety.


After a few hours there was a tapping on my door.


‘Come,’ I droned into the darkness.


It was Harry. He stood over the bed.


‘Teddy?’ he whispered.


‘Yes?’ I groaned, taking the flannel away from my eyes, blinking at the light.


‘What a fucking hell hole,’ he announced.


‘What?’


‘The prison. Makes the Moor look like Butlin’s. I pity the poor bastards banged up in there.’


I groaned again & rolled over. Harry patted me on the shoulder.


‘That’s right Teddy, you get some sleep. Need to get up tomorrow to go and look at our investment. See how the natives are getting on with building Starksville.’
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