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            ‘I think I’m goin’ back

            To the things I learned so well in my youth

            I think I’m returning to

            All those days when I was young enough to know the truth’

            ‘Goin’ Back’ by Gerry Goffin and Carole King

         

         Do you wonder what your life would have been if decisions made by your parents, when you were young, had been different?

         In my case, when I was just seven, my parents, younger sister Lynne, and I moved from the now fashionable and expensive Bethnal Green, to pastures new. That part of London’s East End, in the 1950s and early ’60s, was the opposite of expensive, trendy and the place to be. It was slowly recovering from the destruction of the Blitz, and there was decrepit housing and bombed buildings yet to be cleared. The vast open bomb site that was virtually next to our rented flat made for a great exploration and play area for my small gang of friends and me. Although we would unearth personal objects that had been buried since the war, no human remains, or unexploded bombs came to light on our playtime watch.

         Virtually all the housing would have been classified as slum dwellings, with poor sanitation and no hot running water. Many had outside toilets and central heating was unknown. Taking a bath would entail us sitting in a big tin tub warmed by water from a large kettle. I would use the same water as my parents. The only place to take our weekly bath, especially in the winter, was close to an open fire in the lounge. Aged five, I was hospitalised, and my tonsils were removed as a solution to my chronic ill health, which in reflection, was most likely a consequence of my damp, mouldy, toxic home conditions and the ever-present air pollution. The Great Smog of London 1952 caused the deaths of up to 12,000 people from respiratory diseases, mostly in the East End.

         Nonetheless, many East Enders loved their local environment, which in turn created a spirit of family and community. I, however, look back at the anti-Semitism and violence that abounded at the time. The Krays were accepted as part of the social fabric and were more respected by the locals than the police. Even when walking the streets, either on my own, or with my small group of friends, I would have to appear and act tough. As a 6-year-old, I learned either to run away, or to fight other gangs of kids often older than me. At school, or returning home, or even returning from Saturday morning pictures, I was often set upon, kicked and punched. I would give as much as I received – an attitude that earned me local respect, but for all the wrong reasons. Today I can understand the circumstances that would lead to youngsters getting involved in gangs. I believe that the environment of many deprived areas, especially of inner cities, can be, and often are, the breeding grounds for criminality and violent anti-social behaviour. If I hadn’t moved out of London, would a life of crime have been an option for myself?

         My uncle, Len, was not only one of life’s characters, but also one of the most famous and flamboyant of the market traders in the East End’s Club Row Market. He would draw in huge crowds to watch his carefully choreographed show. Fine china dinner sets would be tossed in the air with a great display of panache and showmanship. Although he was “Givin’ ‘em away for nuffin’’ – well, the cup and saucers – he would make a small fortune on the complete dinner set. Most of the profits would then be lost betting on the Dogs. In Southampton, Uncle Len even shared the Mayor’s parking spot outside the Dog Track.

         As a teenager I worked for Uncle Len for a week leading up to Christmas. I soon realised that being a market trader was a very hard existence, especially in the winter. During his shows Uncle Len would make me the stooge by announcing that despite attending a grammar school, I was next to useless and slow on the uptake. He would describe me, his nephew, with Yiddish words such as klutz, lutz, putz, schmuck and meshugener. He paid me well – in cash, of course. I worked for only one week just before Christmas, returning home with a stinking cold. I then spent the next 48 hours in bed recuperating, once was enough for me.

         My father had been taking me through the ‘lanes’ near to the famous Petticoat Lane market to see Len’s show for years, ever since I was four. On a Sunday morning the crowds were so tightly packed that we couldn’t move forward. My father’s solution was to take me off his shoulders and instruct me to kick anyone in our path. People would turn and look down in annoyance, to which my father would innocently shrug his shoulders and also look down at me, in fake annoyance.

         Due to the ubiquitous pollution, I was often unwell with breathing problems. Besides having my lungs clinically collapsed in hospital, I remember waking up with a sore throat aged five, after having a tonsillectomy. A classic case of treat the symptoms rather than the cause.

         My other abiding memory of Bethnal Green was its lampposts. Walking with my mother, totally absorbed in conversation, I turned to headbutt an ornamental lamppost. The swelling above my left eyebrow became so large that it had to be incised to reduce it. When I mentioned to my mother that there are scars over both of my eyes, she smiled and said that a few weeks later I managed the exact same collision. Different lamppost, different eye.

         At the age of six, I found myself sitting in a large black chair with a man in a white coat, coming towards me holding a black rubber mask, which I remember was the source of an unpleasant acrid rubbery smell. Instead of forcing the mask over my face, he stood in front of me and asked if I knew about astronauts, and the lack of breathable air in space. Being a young clever dick, I nodded in agreement and asked him what the mask was for.

         ‘This,’ he said, ‘is for delivering a new type of air to the men in space so they can breathe; and I am wondering if you would like to try it.’ I nodded and immediately grabbed the mask from the anaesthetist and started gulping in the ‘air’.

         The next thing that I am aware of, after having had four permanent molar teeth extracted, was blood pouring out of my mouth and my mum asking if I was alright – which I was. When I look back, how lucky I was to be treated by a holistic practitioner; my first encounter with surgical dentistry was without trauma. Many of my past patient’s dental phobias have stemmed from upsetting experiences in the dental chair as a child.

         The move from the grey dirty grime of the East End of London to Bracknell, a new town in rural leafy Berkshire, was a milestone in my life. Our newly built new three-bedroom terraced house was part of a Green Field development to relocate people like my family away from the London slums to planned new housing estates – in our case to Easthampstead. Initially, living in our rented council house was like being part of a building site, surrounded by partially completed houses, roads, and a part-built shopping precinct. The continued and constant construction and expansion of the adjacent housing estates, along with being surrounded by open countryside, made for the best playground I could have wished for. I swapped playing in the decrepit and destroyed bombed sites of the East End of London for green open countryside and woods where we could build our own camps with materials ‘borrowed’ from the builders. And what woods and countryside there were to be explored and enjoyed within a short walk from our house! I loved my new environment, and the freedom to turn it into my magical playground.

         
            
               ‘But every day can be

               a magic carpet ride.’

               ‘Goin’ Back’

            

         

         With my new-found estate chums, many who are still friends today, we tramped the woods and heathland at any opportunity. We loved all the excitement of climbing trees, finding bird’s nests, identifying bird species, spotting rabbits, hares, foxes, deer, stoats and weasels and the great delights of playing with snakes, frogs, tadpoles and newts. Every outing was an adventure and a voyage of discovery. The only limited factors were attending school, appalling weather and being home for meals.

         Most of my friends and I tried the Scouts but found the formality and lack of spontaneity boring – and there was too much conformism in our opinion. Instead, we created our own fun activities. We became quite good at making camps and cooking outdoors. Lighting a fire with straw, twigs and branches, we would place large potatoes in the hot ashes and roast a hock of bacon, bought for a few pennies. Our method of cooking the joint was to suspend it over the flames in an open-ended tin can. Baked beans would complete the feast. Besides the feeling of being young chefs, the food by our standards at the time, was delicious. My life in the wilds of leafy Berkshire was as close to adventure paradise that I could ever have imagined.

         Playing in the bomb sites of London might have been reckless, and fraught with numerous dangers. Playing in the countryside turned out to be equally hazardous. On one occasion, our campfire quickly spread to the overhanging tree. Within a few minutes the blaze was out of control. Rather than risking being discovered as the culprits, we decided that the best thing to do was to sneak off. On the way home we were reassured by hearing the sirens of the fire engines; the rest of the wood was saved.

         The only requirement our parents would demand was punctuality for meals and to come home with all shoes, wellies and clothes intact. By today’s standards we would be regarded as feral. While raiding an orchard containing a variety of fruit trees and bushes, and enjoying eating strawberries, gooseberries and damsons, we were chased by the Green Man – the equivalent of today’s community police officer. In making our escape, Graham, one of our occasional friends, ran into a single horizontal plant frame wire. Once we had made our escape, Graham who had been covering his mouth with his hands, decided to show us the resulting trauma. The sight of his lower lip flopping independently in two parts horrified us and we suggested that a visit to the hospital would be appropriate. Although there was hardly any blood, the lip had been completely severed, involving the whole lip tissue through to his chin. After treatment and although the scar was virtually imperceptible, Graham declined future invites to join our outings.

         During that summer holiday, we decided to build a large tree camp in one of the massive old oak trees that grew in a field on the edge of our housing estate. The climb was difficult, and the platform of the tree house was at least 20 feet above ground. Much of the ‘borrowed’ material was winched up to me as chief designer and builder. On one occasion, a heavy club hammer slipped out of my hand and decided to fall to the ground. Its descent was interrupted by James’s head, despite me shouting ‘Fore!’. Unfortunately the hammer did as its name suggested; clubbed him. Building work was temporarily cancelled while we carted him home. Thankfully, we did not think the blow had any long-term effects; he went on to be CEO of several major high-tech companies and is an excellent golfer!

         All around the estate, the builders were digging ditches for laying pipes, new footings, etc. These ‘trenches’ were the ideal environment for war games. We would gather as many of the local estate kids as possible to form opposing armies, taking cover in the trenches. When battle began, large stones and bricks were lobbed at each other, mimicking hand grenades. Although crude shields were used for protection, the bombardment would continue until one side admitted defeat due to the number of injured troops. As far as I know, not a single combatant was hospitalised.

         Similar games and regular forays into the wilds of the Berkshire countryside, were only interrupted by attending school. My first educational establishment was a Church of England associated school called St Michael’s. It was a short walk from my home and tiny by today’s standards, with a total of about sixty kids. The school immediately created a friendly and caring atmosphere. Our form teacher was a kindly lady, a little unconventional by today’s standards. On one occasion, I was absorbed in evaluating the theory that if you can grab a snail by its horns (actually retractable eyes) and throw it over your shoulder, the snail will turn into a pot of gold, and I completely forgot about the time. Eventually my teacher came outside and asked me in a kindly way if I would be re-joining her class indoors. On explaining what I was doing, she changed the subject of the lesson and sent the rest of the class to collect and study slugs and snails instead. No snails were mistreated during the class’s formal investigation of these invertebrates.

         The Easter when I was eight, I was given £5 by the same teacher to leave class, walk a half-mile to the local shops to purchase enough Mini Easter eggs for all my class – and twenty Player’s Navy Cut cigarettes for herself! Not only could I buy the cigarettes without question, but she suggested that if there was any change, I could keep it. Those were the days.

         Attending St Michael’s offered the opportunity to make new friends, though this was not always obvious at the time. I was recently reminded about my first encounter with Frank. Frank became a lifelong best mate after I flattened him with a carefully aimed blow to his head during a discussion at playtime.

         A year later, most of my class was moved to a newly built junior school. It was larger, with more spacious and modern classrooms and extensive playing fields. I quickly settled and made lots of new friends. On one occasion, a friend and I were summoned to the headmaster for making too much noise playing machine guns with the stilts that we had been using for PE. Admittedly we should have been in class and the whole school could hear the racket we were making, but the punishment that was meted out to both of us was a tad brutal by today’s standards, a single very forceful and painful smack on the back of our bare legs. My indelible memory was of the red mark on my leg. Not only could I make out the exact outline of his hand, but I was convinced I could also see the detail of his hand’s joints and lifelines. When I arrived home and wearing short trousers, there was no hiding the hand mark. Once noticed by my parents, without an ounce of sympathy, their only comment was: ‘Whatever you got up to, we’re sure you deserved it. Serves you right.’

      

   


   
      
         
            1960

         

         I was nine at the start of the decade, and unaware of the significance of changes that were happening to the world at large. The introduction of the oral contraceptive pill, the shooting down of a U-2 spy plane by the Soviet Union, the continued testing and expansion of nuclear weapons, a massive Ban the Bomb rally in London, and the USA’s increasing involvement in Vietnam would have massive implications for the future of the world.

         Not that I was paying much attention. I may have been top of the school in general knowledge competitions and had an intelligent interest in current affairs, but my comprehension of the significance of the events was minimal. There were far more important things to do, such as living within my boyish imagination and spending time playing games with friends.

         Living on a new council estate had many advantages, such as a ready-made group of friends of a similar age group, both boys and girls. Although the opposite sex was beginning to hold an attraction and a fascination for me, most of my spare time was spent with my male friends, playing games and roaming the local woods and countryside. Collecting wild bird’s eggs created a purpose to our forays. Back then, amassing egg collections was regarded as commonplace. If our mission was to collect a particular species of a bird’s egg, we would walk comparatively vast distances, such as a 6-mile walk to Virginia Water to obtain the egg of a Great Crested Grebe.

         The severe winter of 1962/63 killed millions of our wild bird population. In March 1963 while walking through deep snow, which hadn’t melted in three months, we found hundreds of dead birds of all species. Appalled by the carnage, we all made the decision to stop collecting wild birds’ eggs. I sold my collection for the royal sum of £5, the equivalent of £100 in today’s money. By contrast, when I started a landscape gardening job in 1961, my hourly rate was 2 shillings (10p) per hour.

         Besides my love of walking and exploring the countryside, I remember 1960 for playing Cowboys and Indians and war games with my estate friends. It was only fifteen years since the end of the Second World War and there had been many films made in the intervening years: The Dam Busters, The Bridge on the River Kwai, The Cockleshell Heroes, to name a few. For us kids, there weren’t any shades of grey. One of our detailed discussions revolved around being captured by the Japs and imagining the pain of bamboo shoots growing slowly through our bodies after we had been captured and pegged out in the sun. At home, many hours were spent setting up battles with our Dinky Toys and die-cast soldiers.

         During that summer, our parents allowed us to camp overnight in a large overgrown field next to the estate. We didn’t tell them that there was an abundance of adders and grass snakes. In our own way, we did a risk assessment: ‘A bite from an adder will kill you within 2–3 hours; therefore, plenty of time to rush home and call the ambulance.’ Our flimsy sleeping bags and tents were uncomfortable and primitive, but the immense enjoyment came from cooking a ham hock over an open fire, large, blackened potatoes baked in the ashes with lashings of baked beans – heavenly. It may have been the beans, but most of the following morning was occupied with an extraordinary and prolonged farting competition. The winner was the idiot who could remain in the small, stench-laden tent the longest.

         Although I spent most of my waking hours completely absorbed with either school or my friends, time spent at home, especially during the winter and periods of poor weather, led to an increasing dependence on television and radio. The news media was starting to invade my waking hours.

         I had a serious inquiring mind, curious about history and current events. Newspapers, radio and TV were the sources, and I was keen to absorb as much as I could, especially historical and documentary programmes. Any documentary involving battles of the world wars was compulsory viewing – but only if my parents allowed me to stay up past my bedtime.

         (Then, or course, there were great cartoons such as Popeye, Yogi Bear, The Flintstones and Captain Pugwash.)

         Television and radio were not only increasing my worldly awareness, including the differing genres of music, but changing the perspective of a whole generation.

         In my own mind, the doubts were building. I came to realise that there were things happening in the outside world. Not everything that I was told or read, especially in the media, was the entire truth. Discussions about current affairs at school often led to more questions than answers.

         My childlike innocence and subjective self-imagination were slowly being eroded by a new reality.

         An event that aroused my intense interest, as the child of a Jewish mother, was the capture of the Nazi war criminal Adolf Eichmann. Kidnapped by Mossad and smuggled out of Buenos Aires, Argentina, he was to face trial in Israel, for his role in helping to organise the Holocaust. Eichmann was labelled ‘chief executioner’ – and I couldn’t understand why there was so much condemnation of Israel’s actions by many countries, especially the United States and Argentina. Why were countries like Argentina, supported by the United States, openly shielding mass murderers? My global perspective of fair and righteous societies was being rapidly eroded.

         
            ‘I think I’m returning to

Those days when I was young enough to know the truth.’

‘Goin’ Back’

         

         My sex education, however, took a giant step forward when Lady Chatterley’s Lover by D.H. Lawrence was released, following a highly controversial court case. A copy was purloined from one of our parents and did the rounds on our estate. I managed to ‘critically review’ it from cover to cover. I loved the euphemistic descriptions such as ‘his John Thomas’.

         By this time, I had completely grown out of Saturday morning pictures, thinking it uncool for kids of my age, many of my classic big hero films were showing at the local cinema. Here were very clearly defined examples of ‘good versus bad’, ‘heroes and villains’ and the correcting of various forms of social injustices. Some of my favourites were:

         
            Ben Hur – starring Charlton Heston.

            Spartacus – starring Kirk Douglas.

            The Magnificent Seven – starring Yul Brynner, Steve McQueen, Charles Bronson and James Coburn.

            The Alamo – starring John Wayne.

         

         My age meant that neither my friends nor I could see adult films. My friends and I were told that during the showing of these films, the back row of the cinema was filled with couples snogging and getting up to no good. I did not know what that meant at the time.

         My family had owned a black and white television set for a few years, and in 1960 we watched the opening episodes of Coronation Street. Far more exciting for me was the western series like Rawhide starring Clint Eastwood playing Rowdy Yates. Clint Walker starring in the series Cheyenne Bodie, was also a hero of mine.

         
            * * *

         

          I was increasingly becoming exposed to music of all genres, mainly via television and radio. Much of it came from America. Although there wasn’t an official chart in 1960, retail sales of sheet music and vinyl records would supply a fairly accurate guide to what was popular. The music played on television and radio was a mixed bag, with lots of music from the movies. Some of my fun and most liked songs, for all sorts of reasons in 1960, were an eclectic mix:

         
            Sam Cooke – ‘Chain Gang’ (Toilets)

            Frankie Laine – ‘Rawhide’ (sore bum) and other ‘Cowboy and Indian’ pop music such as, Johnny Preston’s ‘Running Bear’ (We thought Bare) and The Shadows’ ‘Apache’.

            Cliff Richard and The Shadows – ‘Lucille’, ‘Please Don’t Tease’; he did create quite a good rocker image at the start of his long career.

            Eddie Cochran – ‘Three Steps to Heaven’

            Tommy Steele – ‘Little White Bull’

            Lonnie Donegal – ‘My Old Man’s A Dustman’ [Daft song, but we all sang along.]

            Peter Sellers and Sophia Loren – ‘Goodness Gracious Me’

            The King Brothers – ‘Standing on the Corner’. Now would be regarded as suspicious undesirable behaviour.

            Roy Orbison – ‘Only the Lonely’ – Great song, great voice. The words had a resonance with me.

            Rocky Valance – ‘Tell Laura I Love Her’

            Elvis Presley – ‘It’s Now or Never’

            ‘Dam Busters March’ from the war film The Dam Busters. – Out came our paper and combs and with outstretched arms, making out we were Lancaster Bombers.

            Johnny Kidd and the Pirates – ‘Shakin’ All Over’ – this was for me was one of the first great rock and roll pop songs.

         

         Although the playing of ‘pop’ music on the radiogram and television was random and mixed with other music genres, there were some all-time greats that both my parents and I appreciated.

         
            Buddy Holly – Although killed in 1959, his songs were played throughout the ’60s and his music inspired virtually all the great rockers. The Rolling Stones had their first Top 10 single with a cover of Holly’s ‘Not Fade Away’.

            The Beatles chose their name as a kind of homage to The Crickets, and Paul McCartney has since purchased Buddy Holly’s publishing rights.

         

         Some of the songs I enjoyed in 1960 and beyond are:

         
            Buddy Holly – ‘That’ll Be the Day’, ‘Peggy Sue’, Every Day’, ‘Oh Boy’, ‘Think It Over’, True Love Ways’ ‘Rave On’, Raining in My Heart’, ‘Everyday’, ‘Words of Love’.

            Drifters – ‘Save the Last Dance for Me’.

            Neil Sedaka – ‘Oh Carol’. – Rumoured to have been written for Carole King.

            Brian Hyland. – ‘Itsy Bitsy Teenie Weenie Yellow Polka Dot Bikini’ (A silly one.)

         

         Elvis at that time, was not on my musical radar. I wasn’t a fan of the slicked back, greasy look adopted by so many Rockers, including the young Cliff Richard.

         Although pop music was often in the background and blasted out in places such as circuses, fairs and fairgrounds, my immediate focus was my local friends and the adventures that we could dream up.

         One of our more ambitious ventures occurred in the early summer of that year. Stephen was a fearless, gifted tree climber who like me, had a collection of wild bird’s eggs. Having studied the Isle of Purbeck in detail at school, we decided to travel by public transport to Swanage, Dorset, in search of gulls’ eggs. If successful, the impressively large speckled brown egg would be the pride of our collections.

         Approaching Old Harry Rocks, the path was very close to the sheer, 200ft-high chalk cliffs and were terrifyingly dangerous. At regular intervals we would crawl to the cliff edge and peer over to look for a nest. I was comfortable with heights, but looking down at the rocks below made me distinctly nervous. Eventually Steven spotted two Herring gull’s eggs on a narrow ledge about 6ft from the cliff top. As there wasn’t anything to hold onto except a few tufts of grass, I pleaded with him to give up the venture. Next thing I knew, Stephen had sidled along the ledge with one of the eggs in his hand. He then asked me to take the egg from him so that he could collect the other one. This meant me going over the edge. Saying that I did this with a certain amount of trepidation would be an understatement. My only ‘security’ was a large clump of grass. We did both made it home, and the large speckled brown egg was the pride of my collection. However, when I look back now, my only thought is: foolhardy! 

         Having survived, I took the 11+ exams. To sit in the school assembly room, in complete silence, writing answers to questions from a test paper that thousands of other kids my age were also answering, was a new experience. I ploughed my way through the maths and English questions. I loved reading adventure books such as the Allan Quartermain series by H. Rider Haggard. Being inspired by these stories and not having a clue about what else I could write about, my exam essay was an adventure, not in Africa, but a journey up the Amazon.

         Naively, throughout the whole of the exam process, I was oblivious to the importance and significance that these exams would have on my future. Pass, and I would be heading for a grammar school. Fail, and it would be the local secondary modern.

         I was lucky enough to pass. In those days there wasn’t any coaching by my school to boost their statistics. I was considered a bright kid, representing the school in general knowledge quizzes and being near the top of the class when we had our daily mental arithmetic tests. I was genuinely ambivalent about my academic future and far more interested in my school friends and teammates. Unfortunately, most of my local playmates did not pass, leaving just a few friends to accompany me to a new school. That was next year, so school and my life continued as normal.

         I started to become interested in the variety of school sports and was very proud to be part of the winning team in the district school’s soccer final, which at the time for me was a huge achievement. My other claim to fame was throwing a cricket ball the full length of a football pitch, thereby setting a school record that lasted for many years.

         Although I loved the outdoor life, there were days when severe weather forced me to stay in and to find things to occupy my time. I found salvation in making and playing with Airfix model aeroplanes. Over a period of time, I had a reasonable collection of warplanes from the Second World War. Each one came with a very detailed description of their construction, performance and function. Among my collection were the Spitfire, Hurricane, Mosquito, Lancaster bomber, Me 262, and my very favourite, a seaplane called a Short Sunderland.

         In late October, the availability of fireworks, especially bangers, meant that all our available funds were invested in the most explosive devices we could afford. I managed to obtain a dozen extra-large bangers, labelled dangerous. When my family were out of the house, I invited a few trusted friends to bring their planes around to play ‘shoot down and crash’. From the upstairs window, we would launch a plane with lighted banger(s) in the fuselage. The skill came from timing the fuse so that the aeroplane would explode in the very brief time that it was flying. I launched the massive Short Sunderland, loaded with four bangers, and the spectacle of it blowing up in mid-air was our talking point for weeks to come.

         Watching my favourite film stars, one of my burning issues of that time was my hair. Normally, I was told by my parents to get my haircut and given the correct money, job done. At the barber’s, there was a choice between ‘short back and sides’ or shorter ‘short back and sides’. Seeing the stylish haircuts of the male film and pop stars, my mates and I were questioning the bog-standard cuts that we all were receiving. At my next visit to the hair salon, otherwise known as the barbers, I requested to keep the sides longer and have the hair cut straight across at the back, a style called a Boston. I was fed up with my hair at the back of my head which tapered into the nape of my neck. My friends regularly pointed out that this looked like a ‘duck’s arse’. The outcome? To quote the hair stylist: ‘Get out, you little git, and don’t come back.’

         I was allowed to attend my father’s Christmas works party. Besides the food and a few furtive smiles from an attractive girl about my age, the ‘Do’ was a complete waste of time. Then there was an announcement: The next dance is ‘The Twist’ by Chubby Checker. It was an amazing sight to see the adults perform all sorts of contorted movements and trying to appear trendy. I tried to explain to my parents that the dance technique was about imagining drying your back with a large towel and rotating both feet in the opposite direction. Rather than give a demonstration, I sat on a hard wooden chair on the edge of the dance floor, sipping my first alcoholic drink – Babycham – and feeling like a nearly grown-up. Attending the party was one of the co-owners of the tailoring factory, a famous ventriloquist called Peter Brough. As a cool 10-year-old, I didn’t find it amusing being photographed sitting on his knee talking to his famous dummy, Archie Andrews. When I showed my friends the photograph, the immediate comment was, ‘Who’s the dummy?’

         The year ended with John F Kennedy being elected as the next president of the USA. None of us could have conceived what lay ahead.
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