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    Chapter 1




    You have it!




    My writings, my letters? At last!




    To you. Just for you. Wow! I can’t believe it! You have it!




    My message in a bottle? What? That’s weird. Why am I thinking that!




    Look …




    Me, a teenage boy, hoping to connect to someone … someone in my distant future.




    Are you in my future?




    I did wonder … And here you are. This is so different. So exciting!




    What year are you in …? You can’t answer that, can you.




    Look …




    It could be really exciting … connecting to someone in the past – not from the past – but actually living in and from the past. And not a ghost! (I’m not a ghost, by the way)




    I’m thinking, my message … ‘in a bottle?’ Washed up by old Father Thames? Ha-ha! Don’t think so.




    Stranger things have happened, I suppose.




    I wish, I really wish, I could have had that chance. A living conversation, with a living person … from their time, back in time, from way back. So spooky!!! So exciting!!!




    I’d have soo many questions.




    Now, connecting with someone out there, way out there, out there in the future. So, Sci-Fi.




    So, Sci-Fi. Mm. How brilliant is that! Now we’re cooking with gas. That’s such a stupid expression. Now we’re communicating. That’s better.




    ‘Contacting the future … Contacting the future … Come in please … ‘




    ‘There’s something coming in, … vibrating on such a high frequency … can hardly pick it up … I’ll re-adjust the dials.’




    Now, that is way-out! Now that’s more like it.




    An ‘electronic bottle’ washed up as a picture, on a screen, on a … as a … new … electronic-radio-wave, visual? (that’s a mouthful!) How bizarre? A fantastic, freaky-wave frequency. Like Dan Dare might have!




    Who’s Dan Dare? I hear you ask.




    Science fiction. British. A comic book hero. He’ll know how to get into the future. He’s from the future. Maybe your future? He’s absolutely amazing!




    What’s that, you say?




    Signal’s breaking up, … adjust the dials … got it …




    James Bond? No …




    James Bond’s a secret agent … not a comic book hero. Ok, he’s British … I know. I’ve read loads of James Bond books. They’re great! Love them … by Ian Fleming. So exciting! Do you like them?




    Hey, just a moment. How did I know what you were thinking?




    My imagination? … Probably a guess? I guess.




    Who are you, by the way? Hopefully, you are of a similar age to me, a teen? Anyway, if things fit with you, it’s Ok by me.




    Oh, yes, hi, my name is George.




    Look, I don’t know your name. So, I need to give you a name. Let me think …?




    Can I call you … Morgan? I like that name. For me, it conjures up images of Ancient Celtic magic! Oo! Mysterious! Wish it was my name. (It’s Welsh) We all need a little bit of magic in our lives, don’t we? Could have called you Merlin or Myrddin. That would be going too far. Morgan, it is.




    Hi Morgan. I could call you Morgana, if you like. Let me know. I don’t mind. I don’t mind if you’re different. That’s Ok with me. We’re all different in some ways, aren’t we?




    But there’s being different and being different. Mm. That’s when things can be get a bit tricky.




    I’d like to know more about you, not that I’d be able to though.




    I’ll tell you how I’m different.




    But first … a bit about …? No … I’ll skip the intro … I’ll fill in the gaps as we go along.




    By the way, I’m 15, the year, 1965.


  




  

    Chapter 2




    I’ll give you a bloody nose!




    ‘I’ll give you a bloody nose, alright, so bloody-well push off!’ … ‘I’ll punch your face in!’




    No, not you Morgan. Don’t go … It’s not a brainstorm! Kids so aggressive … other kids. Fist fights, arguments, angry words, gangs. Them and Us. All too often, Them and Us.




    A world-war so fresh in everyone’s mind. Hardly surprising. Lives thrown into confusion. So much bitterness, resentment! … In most London schools. We’re talking the 1950s. Not always like that, of course. But all too often.




    This was my background, growing up as a young kid. Everyone with something to prove. So much to prove.




    If you’re different, you stick out like a sore thumb.




    But, by sticking together, you get through.




    You don’t want to be different. The jackals, the hyenas stalk their prey. These bullies hunt in a pack.




    My eldest brother Elfed (pronounced, Elved) was different.




    He did make friends, some good ones too. When they were together, things were fine.




    But Elfed was different to the other London kids.




    Our family moved up from Wales, see. My father, to teach in a London school.




    Elfed’s Welsh accent … boots on his feet, not shoes, mind. Dressed differently to the other boys.




    Daps in his PE bag, not plimsolls. Well, they were but different names for everyday things … he was a target for the jackals.




    The jackals always ganging up. Always seeking their next victim. Elfed, the next target.




    When he was alone, like real jackals, they loved to circle him. Push and shove, and torment. He couldn’t escape.




    They would insult him, his home, his parents, his clothes, his accent.




    Anyone who has ever been bullied, will know how that feels!




    Especially when you are a stranger … a new school … a new town … a new country?




    Have you ever been bullied Morgan? It’s not nice, is it! There was only one thing for it.




    Elfed would thump the biggest boy with the biggest mouth. ‘SMACK!’ In the face, on the nose. On the Kisser!! And again, if anyone wanted second helpings. Bloody mouths, hurt pride. It’s all or nothing.




    In his lilting, Welsh accent, ‘Here’s some Welsh hospitality, for you,’ he would say, ‘Now Piss off!’




    He stood his ground. He stood up for himself. Like all bullies, cowards that they were. They left him alone. Muttering swear words. How they would get him next time, but they never did.




    Rhodri, my next brother, reacted in much the same way. Straight and to the point. ‘Hit first, talk later,’ was his motto. No messing. Any trouble brewing, icy calm, then suddenly explode!




    He let his fists do the talking. I’ve seen him do it.




    He even gets into trouble for sticking-up for victims who are being bullied! Typical, Rhodri. ‘Fighting’s not the answer, Rhodri,’ teachers would say. It was for him!




    Then there’s Me … and Dewi, my younger brother. We both have London accents, so no problem there. ‘Real little London-Welshmen,’ Mam and dad would say.




    Yes, but I had other issues to make me different. Mm.




    Do kids get picked on … in your time, Morgan, just for being different?




    I have nicknames … I have many names … depending on who’s calling them. Friend or foe.




    Nicknames can be fun or cruel, can’t they?




    But names the hyenas, the jackals have in mind are designed to insult, to hurt, aren’t they?




    Dewi my younger brother. He’s Ok. ‘Dai-small-coal,’ as he’s a titch. That’s what granddad calls him.




    He’s a real little ’Un. Funny too. He’s always making us laugh.




    Mam affectionately calls Dewi, ‘Dafydd-y-Gwas’ (David the servant-boy) Don’t ask me why.




    Me? I was George, or Georgie, bach. A term of affection. ‘Why do my brothers have Welsh names and I don’t?’ I ask mam.




    ‘Don’t be so silly. You’ve heard of Lloyd George? The famous Welshman who became prime minister! The great orator, the great reformer, who steered us through the first World War?’




    ‘Well, yes …’




    ‘Well then!’




    Okay … I’m resigned to it. That’s mam’s logic. So, it’s George or Georgie, if you like.




    As I have said, after the war, things were aggressive. Nasty aggression. I really did hate it. I really do. I couldn’t see that for a long time because it was so normal.




    What’s that Morgan? … ‘The Boar War?’ … Ha-ha.




    World War One? … Funny!! …




    No, WW2! … And even that is now in my past. 20 years, ago! … It is 1965, you know!




    Hey? … That’s bizarre? I sort-of … got your question, in my mind? How weird?




    Can’t be? … Mm?




    School playground, fights are common. Bullies aplenty. Behaviour – hostile. Nasty and hurtful. Lots of thoughtless words. Not always, of course, thank goodness. But all too often. I’m rambling a bit, aren’t I?




    Am I talking to myself? … Probably.




    That’s the 1950s for you. I was only a little kid, but we had to survive.




    Then there’s being different … and being different.




    I was beginning to have strange, confusing thoughts. Even back then. It’s just that boys are … I just see them differently. Oh, never mind. Not now. I’ll get there.




    I’m getting strange, odd thoughts … as if I’m actually talking to you, right now? I think I may have lost it, Morgan …




    ‘Hey, kid, go see a shrink!’ That’s how I imagine it would be said in a Hollywood movie. Yes, movies … a film … oh never mind. Arguing with myself, now.




    I have lost it! See you at the ‘Shrinks!’ Ha!




    Tomorrow, then. Hopefully …? Mm …




    Yfory. … Yes … Yfory. Tomorrow! Means tomorrow … it’s Welsh for tomorrow … why am I explaining it to myself? Definitely see you at the ‘Shrinks!’




    Yfory, pronounced ‘Ervory’ … Stop it!! Stop talking to myself.




    I must go and lie down on the shrink’s couch!!! Ha-ha-ha! I really have lost it!


  




  

    Chapter 3




    HATRED!




    What the …! a dark electric-shock-word! HATRED. That made me really jump. Splash-back! My cornflakes and milk, all over me! I’ll have to change my shirt now. Where did that come from?




    Strange? I’m in my own world. Thinking about you, Morgan. Reading my notes at the breakfast table. Wondering what you’re like. Then, out the blue, FLASH! I get this word screaming at me, ‘HATRED!’




    That’s some wake-up call. Why hatred? You don’t hate me, do you? A strong, powerful word. Feels dark, heavy, you know. Strange. I think I can … sort-of … feel your presence? No, I didn’t get spilt milk on my notes … hey, where did that come from?




    Have you just picked up my writing? my diary? … my notes? You have, haven’t you? How odd. How did you find it … no never-mind, go on …!




    No? … you don’t hate me. Thank goodness. I feel much lighter now. The heaviness has gone. It’s wars you hate? Got you. So, do I. My imagination goes into overdrive when I think too much about anything. Especially wars. Perhaps, my imagination goes into overdrive thinking I’m talking to you?




    ‘Hatred,’ is a real force. An ever present undercurrent. Years after. The war that is. As I say, not surprisingly, really. The residue of hate.




    Especially for those who have been badly hurt. Soldiers and civilians alike. Seeing their friends killed. Seeing the dying … in pain as they gasp for their last breath. Others mistreated cruelly … in Japanese or German internment camps, or as prisoners-of-war. Suffered badly. Beaten and starved.




    Their anger spills over when something triggers a memory. We’ve heard their stories.




    ‘Bloody, murdering, Japs!’ … ‘There not human!’ … ‘They’re no better than animals!’ … ‘The only good German, is a dead one!’ … ‘Bloody monsters, the lot of ‘em!’’ … ‘String ’em up!’’ … ‘Hanging’s too good for them!’ … and so on.




    We learnt to shut up. Stay silent when these things were being said.




    Not that we knew what to say, anyway.




    Those who lived painfully through it all. Seared memories no one should ever have into their brain.




    These men, these women were just normal, ordinary people, but then … something really awful happens.




    People can act really weird, you know. Out of character.




    Do you know what I mean, Morgan?




    But how can anyone understand what had turned their mind?




    We weren’t there. Glad to say. No, not everyone’s like that, of course. Thank goodness. Some, so forgiving. People are so confusing. Not sure which one you’re going to get?




    Oh, but Morgan … I’m getting all excited now … we’ve heard stories of bravery, of lucky escapes!




    Funny ones. Curious ones. Odd-ball ones. To make you wonder. To make you laugh … to make you cry … to make you think! Oh, Morgan, to make you proud! Happy, joyful memories … what a mix!




    Memories that still carry hurt, pain, pride. We’ve really heard them! … First hand! Makes it comes alive. So, real.




    You know, Morgan … I get the sensation … that you want to know a story, an actual story from back then, in WW2? … Ok, not now, though … I will, maybe, a bit later.




    True, our dad didn’t escape uninjured, or unaffected, either. How could he? Being a Royal Marine in the Second World War. On board a battleship, the leviathans of the sea. (I like that word, leviathan, a feel of a sea monster) A dangerous place to be. He’d seen his fair share of blood, destruction and death. He didn’t like talking about it. Can’t blame him.




    Just think. Those bombing raids. In cities and towns like London … all those years back. Hurt! Killed!




    Your mum? … your dad? … or brother, or sister? The little baby everyone adores! You’re not going to forget, are you? You can’t ever forget. How can you?




    I’m amazed how people can still smile, laugh, love and be kind. How bravery and courage can shine through. I’m rambling on, aren’t I? I get like that sometimes. When I get a bee in my bonnet!




    Do I wear a bonnet? No, a figure of speech … oh, is it just me or are you teasing me …? Der! Well, I’m a bit slow, sometimes. That’s strange, though … me thinking that.




    Morgan. I used to be fine hearing these stories. Not now … I can picture it vividly in my brain. Upsets me. Only sometimes. But it can … and it does. Please don’t think … to be like that … is silly or weak.




    Enough kids think that already. For them, to get so upset, is to be seen as, well, a ‘wimp’ … a weakling, as ‘soft as a pile of dog’s shite!’ … ‘A girl!’ God forbid! Now there’s an insult for a self-conscious boy.




    I never let on. They don’t know that’s what I feel. Please don’t think it’s silly. That I’m silly. Please don’t.




    I bet you can feel my emotions right now … Wow! Yes … I think you can … and … I’m not silly or weak? Oh, fantastic! I do have a wild imagination, I know. Hey, is that really you, Morgan?




    Okay. Imagination – fuels emotion – emotion – is energy? Seems so. Seem logical. Sort-of. With my imagination off the leash, it runs-wild! A bit too sensitive, perhaps? Mm? When I get all emotional, it releases energy … far and wide. Ripples on a pond? Seems so. People pick up on it. Sense what mood I’m in. I think too deeply, don’t I? That’s what my parents think, anyway.




    But I can’t help that, can I?




    There’s being different and being very different.




    Perhaps we should leave it there. Take a break … phew! I need a rest.




    Be cool … deep breath … and relax … Hey, no, wait a minute … this is amazing? I’ve just had the strangest sensation! No, really … A sort of quickening, rippling feeling. A vibration? Here, inside me. That’s crazy! Where’s it coming from?




    Morgan! It’s linked to you, with you. It is you! Wow! No, can’t be? I sense your presence. I really do!




    I think I can feel how you feel … you … feel my emotions, too …? Somehow, I know you’re saying that. How bizarre! Now, in my head, like before, but stronger … I’m picking up a thought … as I read a copy of my notes to you … I’m actually sensing your thoughts … or I think I do.




    Now that is weird. Crazy weird.




    A telepathic link? Mm? No (I laugh to myself) … can’t be? Surely not. But, I’ve read about telepathy.




    It’s a way of communicating. By thought. By feeling. Near or far. Distance no problem. Even through time? Could be … why not? It’s pure thought and pure energy? Sounds weird, doesn’t it?




    Thoughts. From one person’s mind to another person’s mind – just by thinking it – just by feeling it?




    It’s sort-of … in my head. Creates a picture.




    Or a feeling … within my body. Is that how it is … for you?




    Is it real? … I feel we both are asking this. I think so. Hey, how do you think I’m communicating with you, silly? It’s got to be! A vibrating energy? Mm?




    Somehow, we have managed to make a telepathic link. Wow! It seems pretty strong between us.




    Suppose like anything, with practice you get better at it. I’m getting all excited again!




    Yes, Morgan … I think you’re right … people can have the link and not know it … like thinking about someone, then … your phone rings, and it’s them! Like, thinking about someone … and there … on the doormat is a letter, or a postcard from that very person!




    What’s that, Morgan? … ‘an ee-male?’ … on your computer? … Yes Morgan. Got you. That’s right …




    What? … hang on. What are you talking about? … ‘My computer?’ Oh, come on. They’re massive. Fills a room. Really big and really expensive! The US army have them. MI5 & MI6, too. Lots probably, but I don’t. How could I?




    You’re laughing, Morgan? I can tell … Why are you laughing? You can’t hide it … I can feel it …




    What’s an ‘ee-male?’ Do you mean ‘He-male?’ A strong man …? stop it … Now you’re taking the piss! Stop laughing!




    Oh, let me guess … expect you’ve also got a blooming-big field telephone you lug around with you! Just for your own personal use, of course! Come on, be real!




    Stop it …! Now, you’re laughing even more … I can feel it! … Bloody hysterics!! … Why you … you … blooming big piss-taker!!!




    Never mind. I shall take the higher ground … take a deep breath in … be calm … hold it … be sensible … breath out … and relax. There. I shall continue … I’m thinking … the link between strong emotions and telepathy. What about this then? You won’t get stronger emotions than this …




    A soldier dying




    A sad, painful end. The final tragic thoughts, so desperate. Thinking of his mother back home. She knows. Just knows something terrible has happened to her son. Long before the official telegram arrives. Or a sudden pain, or an uncomfortable feeling. Warning of disaster. Of danger!




    Telegram? … by computer? … Cloud based? Ha! What are you talking about? Your head is in the clouds. No. It’s a short, printed message … delivered by hand, though the postal service.




    Then, there are newspaper reports, and more than one! A frightened passenger. A sudden impulse not to board an air flight. Or to board a cruise ship. Only, to hear, later, it has crashed! Sunk! Killing most of the passengers. Is that telepathy? If so, who sent the message? Mm. A good question. Just think Titanic. Mm …


  




  

    Chapter 4




    GIRLS!




    I am a teenager, of course. I know I get busy doing other things. School work, reading for pleasure, I love reading, by the way. Then my other hobbies. But we’ve got other things to interest us. GIRLS!




    Yes, ‘GIRLS’ were now on the scene. Big Time! What did you expect? Well, it is for most teenage boys, isn’t it? Is it for you? Not quite yet for me, though. There’s being different and being different, after all.




    I’m not ready to talk about it, either. Don’t push me. I will, in good time. Getting close. Yes, it might be a good one to test our telepathic link … but not now. I’m not ready. No Morgan!




    Deep breath … and … change the subject.




    Do you have a bicycle, Morgan? Roller skates? Ice-skates? Of course, you must do. I’ve got a story to tell about ice-skating. Mm. Keep that back for the moment. Tell you later.




    Skateboards? … Did you say? Never heard of them … Oh, a sort of roller skate fixed onto a plank of wood? You make me laugh. Well? probably in the grand ole’ US of A, maybe. They always seem to be the first get things, like Yo-yos.




    We have bicycles, of course. Girls’ bikes. Boys’ bikes. Mountain bikes. Racing bikes … with drop handlebars. ‘Butchers’ bikes, with baskets. I’m on a roll, Morgan … Kiddies bikes with stabilisers and a bell.




    Straight handlebars. Curved handlebars. Cow-horn handlebars … that stick up like long-horn cattle. I have this sort on my bike. There’s roller skates, too. But they’re not on my bike, silly!




    Then there’s …




    Extra money to be earnt. Newspapers to be delivered. Bread rounds. Milk rounds. Grocery deliveries, all needing teenage kids to help. For cash, of course. Don’t remember girls doing many of these things? Did they have the chance? (I shrug my shoulders) Don’t think so?’




    I sold newspapers outside the local railway station. Bloody cold in the winter. There’s me, looking up at a huge advertising hording … of a family snuggled around a warm, cosy fire. All drinking mugs of hot chocolate! And there’s me. My fingers, freezing icicles. My feet, blocks of ice!




    I sold newspapers before setting off to school every morning. Monday to Friday. Good money too.




    I was wondering if you, Morgan, or your friends do anything like this to get extra cash? Maybe you do something very different? Something I can’t imagine, I suppose.




    Sometimes. I’m lowering my voice, Morgan, so no one else can hear. I don’t like to admit this. I will tell you, Morgan. I think can trust you. This is a big one for me. Sh, a little secret. Just between the two of us.




    I haven’t told anyone else. Here goes …




    Me selling newspapers … no, that’s not it! Sh … There, staring at me. This huge poster. Advertising a sunny, summer’s holiday – for all the family to enjoy. Picture it.




    A lady, sunning herself, big red hat, reading a book – stretched on a floral green lounger. A mum, plastering sun lotion on her children’s backs. A dad buying ice-cream. But I was fascinated by a couple of … I’m embarrassed to say this … handsome young guys! There, in their brief swimming trunks, about to go for a swim in the pool! I was transfixed! (I like that word, and the picture! Ha!) Certainly, something there for all the family! Mm …




    There’s definitely being different and being really different! Please don’t say anything, though.




    You’re upset with me, aren’t you? I can tell … You don’t like it, do you? You’re making me feel … nervous.




    Are we still Ok? … to communicate? I feel this strongly. A heaviness in my chest, in my head, too.




    You want to shut me down? Please don’t shut me down? I’m feeling desperate, now.




    Ok, I understand. I really feel what you’re saying … you, don’t see guys that way. That’s very clear. I get it. No problem. Can we continue? … you’re busy … you’ve got to go … Oh … about tomorrow? … let me guess, you’re busy again tomorrow, and the day after. Call it off then? I got that. Loud and clear.




    I know you feel my disappointment. I’m crestfallen, Morgan … my deep sigh, you feel this, too …




    I know you do. See you around, maybe? … things were going so well …




    I feel terrible … DAMN IT! Feel absolutely … Disheartened. Emotional, Alone, Dreadful! … D.E.A.D!!!




    Hey, you’re laughing? I feel it. Laughing at my misery! That’s so unkind! I can’t help it. That’s so mean!




    You’re joking. Really? Just joking? … I feel that very strongly, now. You mean – you, didn’t mean it? Got you, Morgan. YOU BASTARD! You really didn’t mean it? … Ha-ha-ha! Wow, you had me going, there. Oh good … what a relief. I’m still shaking like a leaf. I thought that was it! Now I’m with you!




    Yes, Morgan, loud and clear, the more intense the emotion the stronger the impulse – clearer the signal.




    Yes! I feel you saying that. Makes sense. Only testing a blooming theory of yours … YOU BASTARD! Oh, do shut up! I hate being a guinea pig. So glad, though, you still want to connect. That was painful. I can breathe easy again. Yes, it is genuine telepathy. I’m sure of it!




    What’s that? … We’re still friends? … Of course, we are, Morgan. True friends? … True friends …




    And, yes, I promised … a WW2 story. Haven’t forgotten. Blooming heck, Morgan. No peace for the wicked!




    My head’s spinning. I need a break. A lie down in a darkened room, more like. Ha-ha-ha!




    ‘Yfory?’ … Oh, so you do remember? Yes, Morgan … ‘Yfory.’ Tomorrow then.


  




  

    Chapter 5




    Are emotions the key?




    ‘Good morning, dear boy!’ That’s me being posh. Ok … ‘Wotcher’ (‘Watch yer’) Morgan … that’s just a slang way for saying, hello … in London … it’s ‘bore da,’ in Welsh, or just, … ‘Hi’ … take your pick.




    Yes. It seems strong emotions can trigger telepathy. Maybe not the only way, though. Are emotions the only key … or just a key? Seems strong emotions do travel, then? In the interest of science … let’s try another? It probably will upset me … maybe it has to … to make the link stronger. Could be painful for you too, Morgan? You’ll feel it too, you know. Are you up for it? Ok … let’s give it a try. It will be some test.




    Breath in … deep breath … concentrate … here goes … a true story. And relax.




    War at Sea … Death at sea! ‘Under attack! Under attack!’




    Sirens scream their warning. The Captain shouts! ‘Action Stations! Action Stations!’ German dive-bombers attacked their battleship. Wave after wave. RATA-TAT-TAT! …Whizz! Then a loud, BANG! An explosive shell speared through the armour plating of their quarter deck gun. Scattering hot metal shards everywhere. Instantly killing most of the gun crew. Amongst the smoke and burning flesh, a brief, uneasy silence. Then, chaos and confusion.




    A marine pushed away his dead comrade who had fallen on top of him. He tries desperately to return fire. Then, ZING! another shell. It ripped right through. Skidding over his left hand, removing the sinews, tearing away parts of his forearm. It skidded on passed. Taking the head clean-off the man next to him.




    How terrible is that!




    His friend, gone – in an instant! Blood, brains, and bits everywhere. The disgusting smell of burning flesh, and cordite (an explosive, used in those heavy naval guns, Morgan). The pain. I can’t imagine how I would feel. I don’t want to. Luckily, the shell didn’t cause an explosion. That would have been it! Blood now pouring from his open wounds. Only now does the marine notice the shrapnel wounds to his head and back, (Sharp flying pieces of metal, Morgan) caused by the initial impact. This marine is drenched in the blood of others, mingles freely with his own.




    At last, an officer appears to survey the damage. The wounded marine tries to complete the firing sequence, as he’s trained to do, that will fire the loaded shell from the huge cannon … ‘Don’t fire that bloody gun!’ Screams the officer. ‘We’re hit below the waterline! One more blast from any of our heavy guns and you’ll sink the ruddy ship! Get off to sick bay.’ There’s no-one left alive to help him, see, as he staggers off to seek medical aid. Knowing the ship could still sink at any moment.




    This was my father’s story. It really happened. The real grizzly nasty bits were kept to himself. The surgeons did a great job saving his left arm and hand. But the ugly scars still show deep after so many years. The limited use of his left hand, there for us all to see. The wounds to his head and back, thankfully, superficial.




    I know, Morgan. All a bit too gory. That’s what happened. Makes you feel sick just to think about it?




    Me too. Feeling sick … so, you are picking up on my emotions, then. We may have something here, for definite. Next time, not so much blood, guts and thunder to focus on, though. I’ve had enough.




    When I was younger, this was just a story. Now I’m old enough to understand … I HATE WARS … You do too, I know.




    You’d think my father would hate the Germans, wouldn’t you? After all that. But he didn’t. Always positive. He didn’t hate anyone, really. But you’d think he would, wouldn’t you? He would say. ‘Mostly ordinary people doing their job. Never had a say. It’s not their fault. They just want to get on with their lives, peacefully, as we do. We fired our huge guns from our battleship. Shell after shell, blazing away. We must have killed so many. Caused so much pain. I try not to think about it.’




    That’s enough horror for one day, Morgan. I need a break! All our lives are still affected in some way or another. Hope there’s nothing like that for you in your time. Please not.




    Time to be a ‘cool cat’ … Morgan. Just an expression. I want to get on to why I am so different to other boys. These other boys, well, I see them differently, don’t I? Confuses me.




    No one else seems to have … (I break mid-sentence) I wonder, Morgan, in what way you might be different?




    Mm? Everyone’s different in some way or another.




    What’s that …? You want me … you want me to tell another story about WW2? For goodness sake! Blooming heck, Morgan. You’re so blood thirsty! You’re avoiding my question.




    Ok … you’re not … you just want to know a little more. You like these personal stories.




    Now you put it like that. ‘Please, George.’ … Hey! I got that as if you’re actually here and said it in person! Wow! The link is getting stronger.




    I’ll leave it for later. I’ve had enough for one day. I promise I’ll come back to it. Cross my heart, and hope to … well you know! That’s cringeworthy. Wish I hadn’t said that! Sorry.




    Our telepathic link




    Good morning, Morgan. A lovely bright morning. What’s that, Morgan? … Wotcher?’ … Oh, very good … Bore da? … Wow, even better! You’re good you know.




    I like talking to you, my imaginary friend. Yes, you Morgan, who is actually a real person …




    Because you are reading this! … So, you must be real. Ha! There’s logic for you!




    And, of course, our telepathic link. May not be logic. May not be magic. But It’s real enough, and it’s fun!




    I know we can actually sense each other’s thoughts. I just know. Sounds silly. But, not so silly, actually. Is it?




    Telepathy, I mean. There have been studies. It’s real. As we have tested. All to do with powerful emotions and strong thoughts. All this energy. Somehow, it vibrates through the air. Somehow, received by a person’s mind. Like a radio receiver. It’s all so spooky! So weird!




    When talking to my parents, they both have had telepathic experiences. There are even bizarre stories of their parents having them too. From both sides of the family! How weird is that?




    ‘What stories?’ Oh, tell you later, maybe. It must run in the family, don’t you think? Probably in your family, too! Even more spooky.




    What’s that …? No, I haven’t told them about you, Morgan. Not yet, anyway. Probably think I’m crazy!




    ‘Hey, kid, go see a shrink!’ Except they’re not American.




    Sorry, need to stop. Must rush. Mam’s calling me for breakfast. See you tomorrow. Yes? … What’s that Morgan? ‘Yfory?’ … ‘Yes! Great! Yfory.’


  




  

    Chapter 6




    Assassination!




    Here was one event which shook the world. I must tell you. OMG!




    John F Kennedy Assassinated! 1963, 22nd November, etched into everyone’s mind.




    Such a huge shock. He was the president of the USA, but the shock waves were felt all around the world. He had been visiting Dallas, Texas. Shot by an assassin and killed. Murdered!




    People say that you will always remember where you were, when you first heard the dreadful news. I do.




    It was a Friday evening. I was leaving home to join up with the Scouts. Our troop was fifty years old. We were to attend church and have our flags re-dedicated. Special prayers were said that day for the family of JFK. We were all so shocked.




    You need to understand how important JFK actually was. He symbolised hope. A new beginning. We were all threatened with mass destruction. The end of the world. An atomic winter! Blooming scary!!




    Russia (actually, the Soviet Union) and the USA, in an arms race. The Cold War had been heating up for some time. It was as black and white, as clear as day to us. Russia the bad guys. The United States, the good guys. Each trying to out-do the other. Each trying to influence other countries around the world, with money and weapons. A war of propaganda and influence.




    The destructive force of the atomic bomb was well known, of course. Two had been dropped on Japan in 1945. On the people of Hiroshima. Another on Nagasaki. I’m sure you know. Vaporising thousands. The survivors often suffered a lingering, painful death. Yes, it’s terrifying effects, all too well known.




    Both the USA and Russia were capable of unleashing horror and vengeance on each other and their allies. Both have the atomic bomb, many of them. Peanuts when compared to the destructive force of the Hydrogen bomb! Both had them too! The Americans have bases here. Puts the UK in the firing line, doesn’t it!




    We only just escaped catastrophe with the Cuban missile crisis, of 1962. The world held its breath.




    We teetered on the brink of World War Three!




    Can you believe it, Morgan! WW3! Bloody scary!!




    We were all glued to the television and radio for news. It gave regular updates. ‘We interrupt your programme to bring you a news flash!’ it would announce. We knew it was serious. Especially, when the adults were whispering to each other, but stopped, when we came near.




    You see … The Russian ships were carrying missiles to communist Cuba. To be armed and aimed at the United States mainland. Cuba is within missile range of America, see. A clear act of aggression.




    JFK stood firm. Basically … an ultimatum. ‘Withdraw, or else!’




    The Russian fleet continued on to Cuba. It was very tense. Should the ships with the missiles continue further, the Americans would be forced into military action.




    Then, WW3!




    Time ticked by. Would we see the next day? It got so bad. What do you do in a nuclear attack? What can you do? So, so scary. Suddenly, thankfully, the Russians turned back before it became too late. That was close. Very close. Too close! Yes, I was part of living history … as it nervously unfolded.




    A nuclear war! Constantly at the back of people’s minds. It was the ‘Cold War’, with spies, lies, threats, … regrets and danger. Espionage, sabotage and misinformation.




    We did what we always did. Carried on as normal. What else could you do? Trusting common sense would win the day. If it’s dropped on London, we wouldn’t know anything about it anyway. We’d be cosmic dust! We’d be ‘brown bread.’ Oh, brown bread – dead! Cockney rhyming slang.




    Tell me, are we still at loggerheads with Russia in your time, Morgan? I mean, are you still under this awful threat? Really hope not. Then there’s that other big, powerful communist country, China.




    Wonder what they are up to these days, well, in your day?




    They’re backing the North Vietnamese, the Viet Cong (the communists) against South Vietnam, backed by the Americans (the capitalists I suppose). Recently, just now, in March 1965, loads of US troops are sent in. It’s only going to get worse. These things always do. More pointless deaths, no doubt.




    Reminds me of a protest song here in 1965, ‘On the Eve of Destruction’ by Barry Maguire. When you listen to it, you’ll see what I mean.




    China also backed North Korea, the USA, South Korea. Now over there, a stalemate. At least some sort of peace.


  




  

    Chapter 7




    What say you, Morgan?




    Hi, Morgan. I’ve been busy all day. Only now have I had time to connect.




    Here I am, at last. Do you want to know what it’s like, to be a teenager, back in 1965? For me, I mean? I can tell you a bit more if you like? What say you, Morgan?




    Ok, that was a bit weird … to say it like that …but, you want to know more? … here goes then. Emotions, memories, events … ready for blast off! Ha-ha-ha!




    As I say, selling newspapers, not delivering them. My way to earn extra cash. I must have been doing well. Some Saturdays I worked in the shop. I’ve been trusted to take the banked-up cash and coins to the nearby Barclays Bank! Me, with all the takings? All that money? Could be a bank robber! Trusting ME!




    I do odd jobs around the shop. Go down to the cellar and bring up fresh stock. To help out where needed. Even served in the shop.




    All in a lather and panic, the owner came up from the cellar. ‘There’s a mouse down there!’ He shrieked. ‘Get it and I’ll pay you extra!’ Down I went, armed with a broom.




    The mouse was inside a Cadbury’s choc box. I could hear it. I tapped the box. I waited. Out it came and THWACK! I smacked it one with the broom.




    To get my extra cash I needed to show the owner the dead mouse. I scooped it up on a piece of card.




    The owner freaked out! ‘Yes, yes, get rid of it!’ He said, waving jazz hands in the air. I’m so glad it wasn’t a rat though. Ha!




    I remember when Winston Churchill’s state funeral was televised. This is living history. I was working in The shop. The owner was impressed that I knew so much and so enthusiastic about history.




    Winston Churchill, the man, the prime minister. His steely nerve, his stirring speeches, who steered us through the war against the Nazis and their allies.




    No, Morgan, not all Germans were Nazis … so stop right there.




    As I say, Churchill’s steely speeches. His dogged determination. In 1940 and most of 1941, this country stood alone against the might of Nazi Germany. Yes, alone! The Americans hadn’t joined us yet. Not until, the Pearl Harbour tragedy. Anyway, today, he’s to be buried. His body, transferred to a gun carriage, pulled by sailors from Westminster to St Paul’s cathedral. The route flanked by members of the armed forces, and many onlookers, paying their last respects. Following the service, His body carried by barge.




    A 19 gun-salute, outside the Tower of London. The procession sailed along the river Thames. All along the riverbank, many, many cranes could be seen. Each in turn … the derricks, the cranes, were solemnly tilted forwards. Like soldiers bowing their heads in respect. So, moving. A final salute. Then transferred onto a steam train and transported to his final resting place, Bladon, a village in Oxfordshire, alongside his mother and father.




    The owner could see how important it was to me. Amazingly, he allowed me to watch parts of it on his own TV. And I still got paid a day’s work! I was so involved in it all. This historic day, January 30, 1965.




    I was really so glad the owner let me see it happening live. You probably can still see news clip of it in your time. Worth watching. Then you’ll know exactly what I mean.




    Like most boys, to earn extra cash, Dewi, my younger brother, was doing all sorts. A paper round, that’s for seven days a week! Then, later, a Saturday job, a barrow-boy in the market. Didn’t last long at all.




    ‘Dai-small-coal’, far too small, see. Then helping at the local butchers. Work the sausage machine. Cleaning away the bloody, messy entrails. Err!




    For me, I work for six days, and always Sundays off. Ah, and those precious lie-ins. Dewi’s keen to take over from me when I give it up. Good pay, see. Then he can freeze in the winter and look despairingly at the advertising hording and families drinking hot chocolate! Ha! But the picture of those young men on the poolside won’t interest him at all. He’s definitely not queer.




    Queer is such an odd word, don’t you think? Mm.




    Here’s my problem … no … not girls, Morgan. Boys, silly. I keep getting these feelings, see. As you can guess by now. I was about to learn how different, different could be. Don’t tell anyone. Please don’t. And don’t get the wrong idea either, Morgan. I’m not queer, you know … not at all. Well, maybe, only a little bit. Only, sometimes.




    My thoughts, my imagination running wild, once again … I can see it now …




    NEWS FLASH! Reporter, to camera … holding a mic.




    ‘George Jones discovered in compromising clutches with a school friend! And who is the boy? Here comes George now!’




    Cut to me, George, pushing my way through a scrum of photographers and journalists as they shout out a series of questions.




    ‘What really happened, George?’ … ‘What’s the story?’ … ‘Who is he?’ … ‘Is it true you were in bed together? ‘ … ‘It’s illegal you know’ … ‘What’s his name?’ … ‘Why were you breathing so heavily?’ …




    As I continue to push through the melee, I answer on the move.




    ‘It was a very cold, chilly night. We needed to warm each other, to stimulate circulation. We’re just good friends, you know. If you will excuse me, I need to get the bus. Thank you.’




    Cut back … Reporter to camera …




    ‘What do you think? Do you believe George? Just what was being stimulated on that cold, winter’s night? And what bus is George really on? Who was this other, mysterious boy? What sort of friendship is this? An odd, queer story to query, don’t you think? Keep tuned. This is Seth Snooper, signing out.’




    Ha-ha! Me and my silly, wild imagination.




    Lesson learnt: Big boys are not to be physically affectionate to other boys, or indeed man to man. Questions will be asked!




    But ‘Queer,’ really is such an odd word. I can hear older people use it to mean … not feeling very well. ‘How are you today, Uncle Bert?’




    ‘Not too good, George, feeling a bit queer, today’ … ‘Oo, darling, what’s his name?’ Ha-ha-ha.




    Secretly, it always made me laugh. Then there was also Polari.




    A secret slang way of speaking queers used. To talk in public, without anyone else knowing. Heard it on the radio, ‘Round the Horne’ was the programme. Soo, funny. Became a cult show, especially for us older school kids.




    ‘Bona to vada your dolly old eek, Mr Orne!’  Said in a high-pitched, camp manner.




    Meaning, ‘Nice to see your pretty face, Mr Horne!’ (Mr Horne was the straight man who hosted the show)




    ‘Oh, hello, I’m Julian, and this is my friend, Sandy.’ … ‘Oo, hello, nice to see you’, adds Sandy.’




    This would bring applause from the audience. This greeting said each week, a sort of catch phrase. Absolutely, ‘Bona’ (means good)




    We all listen to ‘Round the Horne,’ so we can talk and laugh about it back at school. How they got away with it, all so rude, I don’t know. Sandy was actually Kenneth Williams, did the Carry-on films. Hugh Paddick was Julian. Those two outrageous, queer characters … so camp. Full of innuendoes. Over-the-top. So, funny. Me, fifteen and loving it. ‘Fantabulosa, duckie!’ … ‘Bona, bona!’ ‘Oo, they were so bold!’




    I loved impersonating them. I could be really camp myself, in school, without others thinking I was queer.




    The jokes, the innuendoes fast and furious. Couldn’t keep up with it, darling. Laughed so much. All so fast this Polari slang. Didn’t understand most of it. The way it was said was the thing.




    Just thought you’d like to know.




    No, Morgan, I’m not saying you’re queer, not that it matters, anyway … just thought it was something interesting to tell you.




    (To myself … Shut up, George! Change the subject)




    What music do you like listening to then?




    What’s that …? Hip Hop, Rap, Techno, … yes, Morgan, slow down … …Hip? Er? … Hip-hop? Is that a dance? … Rap? Rap on what? Ok … Tech … no …? no tech …? … Techno! Stop it! …Too much. House? Oh, please. I could do without the jokes. Suppose there’s something called Garage, or Shed? Whatever next.




    I haven’t got a clue … R.B …? … pink … no Punk. That’s weird. Say something I Know. ‘Rock’ … Ah, rock, yes, know that … and there’s DJ-ing? I give up. Morgan … Stop! Stop! I haven’t a clue.




    I say, bring back Mozart, Beethoven, Strauss … Skiffle, British pop, trad jazz, rock n roll … oh, but you already said rock? Then there’s Brahms and Liszt … Cockney rhyming slang, ha-ha-ha! … meaning too many alcoholic drinks … Oh Morgan … ‘Brahms and Liszt; ‘pissed!’ Der! See you tomorrow.




    ‘Yfory?’ … ‘Yfory.’




    Seems to be our catch phrase now. Ha!


  




  

    Chapter 8




    No peace for the wicked




    Hey, Morgan, good to hear from you. Are you still there? Do keep up. A new day, a new chapter.




    Ok, Morgan. No peace for the wicked. You want to know one more WW2 story? Let’s get the last one out the way … it a biggie, I warn you. It will have to be the very last one. No more after this. Most tragic, disturbing. It will upset you. I warn you now. Still want to hear it?




    A terrible tragedy, bringing out the very best in people. People helping one another. So amazing! So, so sad! You do … Ok, then …




    An aunt of ours. A really lovely Welsh lady. Full of fun. Full of mischief! Could always make you laugh. She wasn’t our real aunt, the sister of another lovely Welsh lady who lives next door to us. Later, moved away to Pevensey Bay. Anyway, Auntie, wouldn’t talk about the war for years after. She worked for an undertaker’s in London, see. West or was it South Norwood? Mm? Working for an undertaker’s … in war-time! Oh my …! What a job?




    There is one horrendous experience she did eventually talk about. ‘Balham underground disaster, 1940.’




    A terrible, terrible, tragic wartime disaster. I asked her if she could tell me a little bit about it.




    But Why …? you might think, if I get so upset? I must be mad! Well, probably … I don’t know. I wanted to know. I needed to know … what it was like. It’s something inside me. Can’t explain it.




    I’d been to Balham underground station many times. Did it really happen? I vaguely knew the story.




    Yes, it was real, it did happen, and should not be forgotten! You know, I feel this strongly.




    You can sense the strength of my emotion … I know you can! … I’ll calm down a bit … Now you’ve got me thinking … yes, that’s probably why I needed to know. It shouldn’t ever be forgotten!




    I wonder, how did people cope with it all? Glad I wasn’t there.




    My Aunt thought for a while, ‘You’re 15. I think you’re old enough to know’, she said. ‘You’re not going to give me a moments peace until I do.’ Dewi joined us, to listen in.




    Briefly, she explained that London was being peppered with bombs. Her eyes glazed over as she relived each moment.




    ‘The sirens wailed. People rushed to Balham tube station for shelter. A huge bomb exploded above. Making a massive crater. The bomb hit a water-mains, bursting the pipe. Water mixed with the earth and soil making it an enormous flow of, deadly, fast moving, suffocating sludge. A cascading waterfall of death. Flooding the platforms beneath …’




    She lowers her voice, to reflect the gravity of what happened next. ‘Those poor people, Georgie, bach. Then, all the lights went out. Imagine the panic! In the darkness, imagine the chaos, the shouts, the screams …




    Auntie continued. Her voice quiet, and serious. A frantic rescue was launched. There were many heroes that night. Each risking their life to save others. There was this big strong police sergeant, ginger hair. He went down three times and brought up survivors each time. But the third time, he didn’t come back up. We found his body later. Such a hero. So, brave, to keep going back down into that suffocating sludge. Not once, but three times, and knowing the dangers!




    ‘Our job, along with all the local undertaker teams in the area … to go down to the platform level. Whilst others were still digging out bodies, and bits of body, pumping out the sludge. Our duty, to collect and take away the remains for burial. We could see long scratch marks on the walls marked with blood and mud, as people scrambled and clawed frantically to get out!’
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