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FOREWORD

Windmills in wide open skies, interspersed with puffy white clouds. 

The boom of the bittern.

Starling murmurations. Thousands of birds weaving complex patterns and dancing in the air, as if to music. 

But is Norfolk, the only county boasting a cathedral nestled at the edge of a National Wetlands Park?

We are at the end of the Swinging Sixties before mobile telephones were freely available, when a computer could take up any number of rooms filled with large tape recorders looking like huge owl eyes. This technology was in its infancy.

Four young Broads rangers collectively named Spectrum roam regularly in their rainbow-coloured motorboats, helping tourists and locals alike enjoy the Norfolk Broads in safety. 

Is it pure coincidence if Christine Rogers and her three brothers share the same name as the mysterious group currently topping the record charts?

Why does their father Sam, an accountant responsible for the financial affairs of several charitable organisations in Kent make frequent journeys to the Defence Operations RAF Neatishead?

And how come Tony Dale, the number one pop sensation of the era, is seen so often in Norfolk?


The tranquillity of the reed beds brimming over with wildlife is under attack.

A vicious escapee from HMP Norwich, Jacob Wright, creates havoc, fear, and brutality.

Drug smuggling, arson and kidnapping are some of the twists and turns of our heroes’ adventures.

Yes it is an adventure story but if you want to know more about the fantastic Norfolk Broads then read on ………
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CHAPTER ONE

It was 6.00 a.m. Early for many people but not for Chris and her twin Tim. She had just walked out on deck as dawn was breaking. The early morning sun was attempting to clear the mist from the reed beds, the water reflecting back a mirror image of its peaceful surroundings. It was magical. She looked into the still dark water. A bubble reached its surface causing a small expanding ripple. Could it be from a fish? Could it be from a water plant? Or could it be from methane escaping from the underlying peat! Who knows? 

Hidden amongst the riverside vegetation a moorhen called. Chris turned. Her attention was caught by a pair of tufted duck. The male’s clean white flanks a complete contrast to the chocolate brown of the female. At this time of year the male’s tuft was extremely prominent.

The pair of them had moored overnight at How Hill before making the return journey to Spindle Hall. Sadly, the end of the school holidays was upon them. They would soon be departing for Kent. 

While in Norfolk the Rogers’ family lived in a beautiful thatched house dating to the Seventeenth Century nestled in its own grounds at the end of Spindle Broad. 

A Broad almost oval in shape, surrounded by tall reeds and oak trees on the higher ground with the Hall situated at the top end. To one side was the boathouse and small jetty, and at the far end, a dyke edged with alder trees and reeds led out to the River Bure. The whole view from the river end made a very foreboding place, the inlet disappearing into a thick canopy of trees.

Around the house and boathouse lawns swept down to the waters edge, and at this time of the year were a mass of daffodils, tulips and crocuses.

The Rogers had owned the property for over three generations and when its rightful owners, Grandpa Fred and Grandma Blanche died, it was decided to keep the inheritance. Chris’s father just could not part with it. Finances had been a little tight for a while, but the family had coped.

It was such a relief for Chris and her brothers. They would carry on spending all their happy holidays in beautiful Norfolk, and the rest of the year in Kent. 

‘Uggh,’ Chris thought to herself, ‘school on Tuesday.’ She enjoyed her lessons but, looking around her, you cannot beat the scenery! Both she and her twin were passionate about the Norfolk Broads.

Nowadays Chris and her brothers never went into details about their holidays in Norfolk.

When they were very young their father’s work at Neatishead Air Defence Radar Station had been kept a secret from them. But one supper time, Tim, then aged twelve, asked:

‘Dad, what exactly do you do at Neatishead?’

You could have heard a pin drop.

Grace looked at her husband. Sam cleared his throat. ‘I had been meaning to talk to the four of you for some time, but Tim, you have beaten me to it. You saw me arrive at the radar station during one of your bike rides I presume?’ Tim nodded. ‘As you know I am an accountant but I also help with air defence radar research. We handle very sensitive information, very hush hush…’ 

Ian interrupted: ‘So you are a spy then?’

‘God no! Let’s say a government employee who protects our country. Now that you know, let us carry on as before, but mum’s the word.’ 

When they had asked their dad if they could participate in the Broads Authority Ranger scheme under the name of Spectrum he had agreed, on the condition that once outside Norfolk they did not mention it. He had mumbled something about NATO, the Russians, the Cold War and, wanting to protect his children. 

Recently too, life had got even more complicated on another front. The singer Tony Dale, a friend of the Rogers, had become a major player in the music industry.

Tony, very close to Chris’s heart.

Another secret. She could not even tell her best friend June.

These musings were interrupted as her twin called from below where he had volunteered to cook a typical English breakfast.

She poked her head into the cabin, ‘Mmmm that bacon smells good!’

‘Quick quick, take a pew!’ Tim shouted, as he placed their plates onto the table. ‘Tony’s latest record is going to be on the radio any minute from now.’

They savoured the moment – Tony Dale’s velvety voice was superb – and just as they finished their last mouthful their walkie-talkie crackled into life.

‘Spectrum Two calling Spectrum One come in please,’ came Ian’s voice over the airwaves.


‘Ah hah, the others must at long last be up,’ laughed Tim as he went to answer the call from his brother.

Ian and Mark had also been out on the Broads network over the past week. 

They were on their way back from Great Yarmouth, where they had been helping the Local Archeology Society to set up a display for the forthcoming tourist season. 

Incredibly, Neolithic and Bronze Age artifacts dating back about 10,000 to 3,000 years BC had been discovered in the Ormesby St. Michael area. 

When Spectrum was asked to assist, Mark immediately put his name forward (one of his passions was archaeology), and Ian agreed to join him in the venture. Although reasonably confident, Mark hated doing things alone and liked at least one sibling alongside him.

Ian was only too pleased to assist. He didn’t actually bully his younger brother but he was, after all, the older by 10 months! He often took the opportunity to pull rank. Something he would never get away with, with Tim!

Meanwhile Chris and Tim’s time had been spent helping the Charitable Trust at How Hill which specialised in the portrayal of the Norfolk Broads’ historical past. Their brief had been to prepare an appealing presentation at Toad Hall Cottage, a thatched marshman’s dwelling.

The subject was The Renowned Norfolk Tradition of Eel Catching.

The twins, who were always interested in Norfolk Traditions, were pleased with the overall result. Their main display panel featured the method of stretching a net across the river catching the slippery eels at night on an ebbing tide. Yes, some of the rivers were tidal.

‘Our bros should be back at Spindle towards lunchtime.’

Tim was beaming: ‘How considerate of Ian to call when the washing up needs doing!’

‘But you’re drying!’ she said throwing the tea towel at him.

With everything now stowed away for the trip back to the Hall, they cast off and turned the boat in the direction of Ranworth Broad and their Norfolk home. 

By now the weak spring sunshine had managed to burn off the early morning mist, and the timely wind which had been of great help in dispersing the mist swiftly, was now rising in strength.

Tim seemed puzzled: ‘Isn’t Tony’s new single the very one he recorded when he was staying with us at the beginning of the hols? Another number one for him?’

Chris laughed. ‘That’s right, as if it would be anything else!’

Tony Dale was fast becoming a superstar. He had a huge fan following and each new release invariably topped the charts.

Tony popped up to Norfolk as often as possible. To either record at Kipton Barns or to be with the Rogers family for a bit of relaxation.

Not to mention for the lovely blue eyes of a certain young lady named Chris.

‘I wonder if he used Spinney for the ‘B’ side in the end?’ Tim added.

The Rogers include music amongst their skills. Mark playing the drums, Chris and Ian the guitar, and Tim the electric organ. Their mother had trained as a concert pianist, but for Grace, Concert Halls gave way to RAF Operations Rooms with the onslaught of WW2.

Tony had immediately seen the potential of one of Tim and Ian’s creations, the song called Spinney. Mark’s idea of a drum solo in the middle of the ‘A’ side piece had also gone down well with Tony. But did Laurie Tony’s musical director agree to use Spinney as the ‘B’ side?

‘Hmmmm… let’s not get our hopes up. So far Tony hasn’t said a word to me about it. We’ll have to wait and see!’ said Chris.
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Spectrum One motored on its way. It was a sleek craft that always caused people to take a second look, possibly due to its colourful paintwork with wavy lines along the flanks giving the impression of a rainbow. In the bows was a very decorative S for Spectrum, and its engine was a powerful match for the rapidly increasing wind. The best!

As they rounded a bend in the River Ant they caught sight of a small sailing dinghy battling against the elements. On closer inspection with the binoculars they could see a ginger-headed lady and two children trying their best to row the dinghy against the wind but not making much headway.

On approaching them Tim steered Spectrum One alongside.

‘Do you require some assistance?’

The lady wiped her brow with the arm of her jumper looking relieved. One of the children, a young boy, was baling out water while the young girl was holding tightly onto her lifejacket. ‘We’re trying to get to Ludham Bridge where we are staying. The plan was for my husband to take the car back to the cottage and the three of us to bring the boat in, but it’s a disaster. The wind is too strong for me, I am totally exhausted.’

Chris threw a tow line to the lady. Missed. It fell in the water. The boy leaned over the side to retrieve it, dropping his baler in the process. After another two attempts the line was tied securely to the bows, if a bit Heath Robinson. 

When they reached the staithe, a casually dressed man, cap skewwhiff, was pacing up and down scanning the river. 

‘Daddy, Daddy!’

The children leapt up, the boat rocked dangerously. To add to the impending crisis the tidal flow crashed the stern of the dinghy into the riverbank. Chris took a firm hold on the tow line, allowing the father to grab the side of the dinghy. Phew…. a capsizing had been narrowly avoided. 

Spectrum One could be proud of its swift action and quick thinking.

The children were then lifted out of the dinghy by the father. The mother, who looked very pale, was helped ashore by a couple of onlookers. Smiles and cuddles ended what could have been a dramatic start to the family’s holiday. 

Profuse thanks from the couple, exchange of cheery waves between the two parties, Chris and Tim continued once more in the direction of Spindle.
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Their short journey back home was becoming rather eventful. They neared Ant Mouth to join the River Bure when a fleet of about nine sailing dinghies appeared. They were heading towards the marker buoy, just to the left of Chris and Tim. 

Tim eased back the throttle as the first dinghy reached them.

‘Oh Tim it’s the International Stars! Must be the first race of the season out of Wroxham.’ 

Designed in 1911 by Francis Sweisguth, the Star was the oldest Olympic class and an incredible boat to sail.

The pair of them watched the crafts with their tall masts speed towards them, helped by a strong following wind. What a thrill! The once still water now had white waves breaking against the buoy.

The leading Star jibed around the buoy. There was a terrific gust of wind, followed by a horrendous crack, the mast split in two.

‘Oh no!’ Tim shouted. ‘I love the Stars but I have to say, they are very prone to masts snapping. It would make me nervous.’

More was to follow. The boat, now briefly out of control, careered towards the bank and hit it head on, getting well and truly stuck.

‘Off we go sis, we’ve another rescue to do,’ said Tim, as he steered Spectrum One towards the casualty. 

In the distance Chris could see a well-built man – perhaps in his thirties – staring at the damage. ‘Tim! It’s Geoff’s Starlite.’ 

‘Hi Chris, Tim,’ Geoff mumbled looking ruefully at his mast. ‘Am I glad to see you! When I think that we had the race in the palm of our hands.’


Once more the tow line was dispatched. Unlike previously Geoff caught it first time and tied it firmly to Starlite’s bow. 

Bracing himself on the deck Geoff managed to push the boat out of the mud using his feet, whilst his ten-year old son grabbed the tiller. The boat swung round. 

Chris took up the slack. By now the fleet had passed them racing back towards Wroxham. 

Spectrum One, with the Star in tow, made a more sedate journey along the River Bure to Horning where Geoff had a thatched riverside cottage on the outskirts of the village.

‘How long will it take for a new mast to come through?’ asked Tim as he released the tow rope. 

Geoff securely moored Starlite to the small jetty alongside his home. ‘Hopefully before the month is out. At least I have a few weeks leeway before the Sailing Club’s Regatta. By the way I owe you one, I won’t forget this huge favour in a hurry.’

‘No problem!’ Chris and Tim waved and headed in the direction of Malthouse Broad, in order to reach their Norfolk home. Speedily. They were very, very late.

They ran up the grassy path to the house. Their housekeeper Jessie, a grey-haired plump lady in her late fifties, was at the door waiting for them, smiling. (She was never cross with them.) 

‘Sorry Jessie, it went from bad to worse.’ The twins were very apologetic. ‘Has the food spoilt due to our lateness?’

‘No you’re just fine Chris,’ said Jessie, disappearing down the hall, ‘I know Spectrum the guardian angel of our community. Dinner will be in about half an hour or so,’ she called back at them as she closed the kitchen door.

Jessie kept Spindle Hall running. Sam and Grace Rogers relied on her to keep a motherly eye on their children. Sam Roger’s now highly successful Accountancy Practice and his ‘other activity’, which also involved Jessie’s husband Frank, kept him pretty busy. 

Chris and Tim’s younger brothers, Ian aged 16, and Mark, 15 were in the lounge. Both brothers were in contrast to Chris and Tim. Chris and Tim were fair-haired whilst Ian and Mark dark-haired. Mark still had some growing to do but Ian was matching Tim in height. All brothers might end up ‘tapping’ Chris on the head!

‘What kept you?’ asked Ian. ‘You could have tried to message us.’

So Chris and Tim described their eventful trip home.

‘Oh that’s a shame for Geoff,’ said Mark, ‘he is so very keen to win the Series Cup especially as his son is now his regular crew.’

‘Well hopefully just a minor hiccup, but yes, a costly one’ Tim replied. ‘On another tack, did you get the opportunity to hear Tony’s latest record?’

‘Yes! And he did use MY drum solo idea for his ‘A’ side!’

‘Trust you to say that!’ said Ian to Mark. ‘Tim do you know if Tony used OUR Spinney as his ‘B’ side?’

‘That crossed our minds as well,’ Tim replied in a neutral manner, noticing a bit of competition in his brother’s comment.

The door opened, delicious smells of steak and kidney pie wafted in Jessie’s wake. ‘Come and eat it while it’s hot.’


Appetites appeased as only Jessie knew how. The four of them were now slumped in armchairs in front of the TV.

Tim shook Chris awake for the start of the TV Chart Programme. 

You could almost feel the tension in the air as the DJ worked through the week’s hits and eventually reached the new releases section. Ian appeared to feel it most. He fidgeted, moved around the room, sat down again. 

Suddenly the DJ announced the record: ‘It’s brand new, yes it’s Tony Dale, yes it’s an incredible double-A side record. Here is Spinney.’ 

The four were flabbergasted.

Listening to Spinney sung by Tony was surreal.

Afterwards, complete silence. Until Ian suddenly leapt up. ‘Yes!!…’ he cried, punching the air with his fist, turning to Mark in the process with a wicked grin on his face.

All retaliation on Mark’s side was foiled as the phone rang. Chris rushed to answer it, hoping it would be Tony.

And it was. ‘Tony, you have used Tim and Ian’s Spinney!’ cried Chris.

‘Hey..hey young lady, everything in good time, first of all: how are you?’

‘Oh! I am sorry Tony, but we are all having a nervous breakdown here. How on earth did you manage it?’

‘Let’s see… what was the question again? Okay. No more teasing!’ He burst out laughing.

‘Well Laurie, my Musical Director, just loved Spinney. In fact, he loved it so much so that he decided to make it an ‘A’ side too.’

		
	
		

CHAPTER TWO

A couple of days later, after the excitement of Spinney being featured as a new release for Tony Dale, Chris and her brothers returned to Kent.

It was Tuesday, the start of the Summer Term. This April day was promising. The sun shone brightly out of a cloudless sky and the stillness of the crisp, clear morning made Chris yearn for the wide open spaces and huge skies of Norfolk and the Broads. 

She reflected on the past holiday. It had had its twists and turns. 

In their roles as junior rangers the four of them spent several hours a day checking waterways for any mishaps. Holidaymakers had a habit of running out of fuel or grounding their hire craft on hidden mud-banks. 

Breydon Water was a hot spot where the tide ran strongly. Boats sailing along this stretch of water were required to keep to a marked channel but they didn’t always comply, hence the rescues Spectrum inevitably carried out. Some of them quite tricky. They were now a household name, and they loved their role: helping others.

It had all started when Spectrum One and Spectrum Two were cruising on Malthouse Broad.

The local River Authority was sinking old wooden boats along the Broad’s edge in order to reduce erosion. Over time they would backfill with soil enabling waterweeds to take hold and help to stabilise the banks. 

Suddenly the smell of burning filled the air, a big cloud of dense dark grey smoke rising. A hire cruiser at the entrance of the Broad had caught fire. Probably a build-up of petrol vapour in the bilges had ignited. 

Chris and her brothers were the first to head towards the scene, putting themselves in extreme danger: the cruiser could explode at any moment.

Luckily its occupants were already in the water. Ian threw a lifebuoy: the man grabbed it. Ian and Mark pulled him towards Spectrum Two. The young woman however – probably his partner – was in shock, screaming and looking more and more uncomfortable with the swimming. It didn’t take two seconds for Tim to decide on the next action. He removed his shoes and T-shirt and jumped in. Very tall and fit, he had attended many life-saving courses and knew how to handle panicking swimmers.

Naturally the local newspaper reported the incident with a dramatic photo of the cruiser sinking. (Chris always had her camera on board.)

What they did not want was too much exposure, but somehow the National Press had got hold of the story. Spectrum was now in the limelight, synonymous not only with the Norfolk Broads but also with four heroic teenagers giving their time to help people in distress. The Rogers’ name had been kept out of the newspaper, no photo of the four was taken, which left Spectrum clouded in mystery.

A few days later, another memorable event happened at Ranworth Broad, the Norfolk Naturalist Trust opening a Broads Wildlife Centre (beautifully thatched). The Queen had been invited to unveil a plaque to mark the twentieth anniversary of the generous gift from a local family, who not only had given Ranworth Broad to the NNT but also Cockshoot Broad.

Chris and her brothers had been standing on a bank quite a while, their boats moored nearby. The Queen, accompanied by Prince Philip, did not look as if she would reach their spot. She was always on a tight schedule.

They had just about given up hope when they saw an aide lean towards the Queen and whisper something to her. She changed direction and eventually approached their little group.

‘You would not be Spectrum by any chance?’

‘Yes Ma’am,’ they answered in unison.

‘We are following your adventures. Very well done!’

The smile she gave them was delightful.

Chris came back to earth. She glanced at her watch: ‘Oops! Well my girl, better stop day dreaming and get a move on. If you don’t hurry you are going to be late, that will never do for a Prefect.’

She liked studying and excelled in lots of subjects and was half-way through her A-levels. But it did not stop her already longing for the next half-term.

She finally turned the corner and looked upon the grey stone building of St. James College for Girls. Two Georgian houses had been knocked into one to create the school. Its square windows gave a light airy feeling to the majority of the classrooms. She skipped up the steps, nodded to a few third years and turned into the Prefects’ Room, situated just by the entrance. It was an odd shaped room with a window overlooking the road. There were a couple of squashy armchairs the rest of the seating consisting of cushioned wooden chairs tucked under a long table.

‘You’re nearly late,’ said the Head Girl Belinda with a grin, a confident young lady well suited to her current position.

Chris looked across the room to her two friends; June and Ginger: June, thoughtful and conscientious, Ginger, vivacious and true to the nature of her nickname with beautiful, long red hair. 

The pair of them, flicking through a pop magazine, with another sixth-form pupil named Rachel, peering over their shoulders.

A sudden cry from Rachel could only mean one thing! 

Chris grinned, ‘Ah hah! There’s not a picture of Tony Dale by any chance?’

June turned picking up her books, chuckling. ‘Need you ask.’ Chris opened the door and the pair of them disappeared to their classes.

It was always difficult to concentrate on the first day of term. Once more Chris’s thoughts turned to Tony, and how he had come into her life. At 22 Tony was at the top of his game. He had been in the entertainment business since the age of 17, the age that she and her twin were now, having just celebrated their birthdays. 

Chris and Tony had met when her father became responsible for Tony’s financial affairs. All it took was one look. They were smitten. Tony looked upon Chris as a steadying influence in what could be a madcap entertainment world. 

Their relationship blossomed. 


Laurie, Tony’s Musical Director, had warned Tony that this might be harmful to his career. Fans would be jealous. And without fans………

These fears on Laurie’s part had not materialised, because both Tony and Chris had agreed to be discreet.

She reflected about Tony’s phenomenal rise to fame, regularly making number 1 in the Pop Music Charts. And this time – she had to pinch herself – it might be with Spinney.

She sighed. She could not wait to take her A-levels and move on hopefully to university. She felt an adult and was ready to take on the world.

‘Oh well, only another four weeks and it will be Whitsun half term.’ Tony should be joining them in Norfolk, she missed him so much. 

She was brought back from her daydreaming by a nudge from June, as Mrs. Ramson, with a frown in Chris’s direction, started the lesson. It was English literature. Chris pulled out her copy of Twentieth Century Poets. Mrs. Ramson expanded on a couple of the poems by John Betjeman. Chris was rather fond of this poet as several of his works were about East Anglia.

By Friday the weather had deteriorated and it rained on and off. The infamous April showers had appeared. The heavy clouds followed by blue sky had now matched Chris’s mood admirably. Up and down. Time was dragging. Another weekend passed. The following week coincided with the official release of Tony’s new record. Predictably it didn’t take long to climb the Charts. 

Once more before the morning lessons began, the Prefects were gathered in their Room having a good natter. Ginger was flipping through Disc, one of the many pop publications now available.

‘Hey everyone,’ cried an excited Ginger, ‘listen! I have just read there’s speculation that Spectrum might have written Tony Dale’s latest hit.’

‘You’re kidding aren’t you Ginger,’ said Rachel. She almost tore the magazine from her hand. ‘No you’re not. Well I never. Chris have you seen this?’ showing the article to her.

A startled Chris took the magazine. Mixed emotions ran through her. Her heart was pounding. How to react without giving the game away? Her friends were very, very astute. 

Chris skimmed the article, composed herself and said, in a detached manner: ‘Well Rachel, you know what magazines are, it could be true or on the other hand reporters trying to make names for themselves….’ 

‘Diplomatic as ever is our Chris,’ said Belinda, as the bell rang, ‘Duty calls everyone.’

Chris walked to her designated class, the third form. The level of noise gradually increased as she neared the room. She stood by the door it was deafening. 

With poise, she entered the classroom, dropped the register with a loud bang on the teacher’s desk and shouted ‘Quiet please.’ 

Instant silence.

As a prefect she was popular with everyone. They particularly liked her sense of fairness.

Chris sat down and started the alphabetical roll call from the register.

A hand shot up; it came from the front-row.

‘Yes? What is it Sandra?’ she asked the curly-headed girl with a big Cheshire cat grin on her face.


‘Please Chris can you settle an argument between Barbara and me?’ pointing to the girl sitting next to her. ‘I have heard that Spectrum wrote Tony Dale’s latest record but Barbara says it’s not true.’

Barbara shook her head, her ponytail swishing from side to side.

It was becoming an argument.

‘Anyway, what makes you think that Chris should know?’

‘Because….’

‘Now stop it you two,’ butted in Chris hurriedly, ‘As luck would have it, I have just seen this week’s, ‘Disc’ magazine. So yes I read that Spectrum did write Spinney.’

‘I told you so,’ said Sandra gleefully. 

Chris was not going to let Sandra carry on.

‘That’s enough of that Sandra, come and wait by the Prefects Room at break.’

Mrs. Baxter, Maths teacher for the third form had arrived. Chris handed over the register and with a stern look in Sandra’s direction left the room.

The bell went for break. Sandra picked up her bag and rushed down the stairs to the Prefects Room to meet with Chris. She saw June and Ginger ahead of her enter the room. Sandra skidded to a halt in front of the door, not sure whether to knock or not. Indecision was resolved as Belinda appeared.

‘Sandra what are you doing here?’ Before Sandra could answer Chris emerged from the opposite direction.

‘It’s okay Belinda, I just want a word with Sandra.’ Chris and Sandra walked away towards a quiet part of the grounds.

Belinda carried on into the Prefects Room. June noticed her quizzical expression.


‘What’s bothering you Belinda?’ she asked.

‘I’ve just seen Sandra outside waiting for Chris. I wonder if it had anything to do with first thing this morning. Chris’s duty was with the third form.’

‘We all know how cheeky Sandra can be,’ replied June. ‘Chris does have a habit of attempting to curb her cousin’s enthusiasm.’ 

Meanwhile Chris was scolding Sandra gently. ‘Sorry Chris, I know what you are going to say, but I couldn’t help it. When Barbara gets the bit between her teeth…. I thought I’d just stir her up a bit.’

‘This is serious Sandra. Any hints that you know about Tony, Spectrum and me being involved together would be catastrophic for all of us. People can react in strange ways when a celebrity is involved. Autograph hunters for instance. The Press chasing a story….’

Sheepishly Sandra acknowledged Chris’s comments, but that didn’t last long, her cheekiness took hold once more.

‘Er Chris, will you be seeing Tony, I would SO like him to autograph his latest record.’

‘Sandra….’

‘Please, dear cousin. I want to have one up on Barbara.’

‘And if I do, how are you going to explain it?’

‘I’ll think of a way Chris, please.’

‘Oh, all right. I am too soft with you I am! Leave it with me at lunch-time and I’ll see what I can do. But remember, mum’s the word in future.’

‘Ooooooo thanks Chris, you are the best!’ and off she scampered.

With that Chris made her way back to the Prefects’ Room where Rachel looked as if she hadn’t moved an inch since this morning, still immersed in the pop magazine. 

Chris leaned over her shoulder looking straight into the laughing face of Tony. ‘You’re not still eyeing him up Rachel, are you?’

‘Come on Chris, you must admit he is rather dishy, such lovely eyes. So not a fan any longer? I thought you adored him too.’

‘Of course, I am still a fan Rachel! You know I am.’

	

[image: image]



It was the dinner break. Some pupils were staying put with their packed lunches but the majority were going home. The canteen only served drinks, crisps and slices of pre-wrapped cake. Chris placed Sandra’s record in her bag, and left with Ginger to catch the bus.

‘Chris…Ginger… wait for me!’

Their friend Mary was running to catch up with them. They waved at her, always pleased to meet up with the bubbly, kind girl. What an athlete she was, the best centre-forward in the hockey team.

Chris’s facial expression had now changed from delight to bewilderment. She had just seen a very familiar car stopping not far from them.

‘Hi Mary,’ called Ginger, ‘Coming for the bus?’

Mary nodded and turning towards Chris: ‘What’s up with you? You look as if you’ve lost a penny and found a fiver.’

Ginger was now gazing in the same direction as Chris. ‘Wow, that’s a beast of a car!’ She stared quizzically at Chris. ‘You don’t mean to say that you’re having a lift in this bright red Aston Martin?’


Chris was feeling so embarrassed.

‘Ginger, Mary, sorry girls, it looks as if dad has sent one of his wealthy clients to take me home. Must dash! See you later.’

On seeing Chris approach, Tony, the perfect gentleman as ever, leaned over and pushed open the passenger door. Chris looked into those deep brown eyes she knew and loved so much. Her heart missed a beat. She did not kiss him for fear to be seen by Ginger and Mary. 

‘Where did you spring from? Are you around for long? By the way have you seen the latest article about you in ‘Disc’ Magazine? The record is doing well?’

‘Whoa…. Not so fast young lady.’

He drove round the corner into a narrow street and stopped the car. ‘Before I give my replies to Detective Chris how about a little hug? For a second out there when I called you I thought you were going to ignore me, it wasn’t my little Chris any longer.’ 

They exchanged a passionate kiss. He slipped into gear and turned left into a tree-lined avenue.

‘Well, for a start I wasn’t expecting you. Secondly, remember what Laurie said. You have to be careful. What about if my friend Ginger had put two and two together? Only this morning, in the Prefects’ Room, she was all over your photos published in ‘Disc’ Magazine.’ 

‘Oh…, that den of iniquity,’ he replied in a flippant tone. 

She ignored the remark. 

Tony paused, negotiated a busy roundabout, and then continued along the road. 

‘All questions will be answered soon Miss Marple, wait and see!’ 


Infuriatingly, he was refusing to elaborate. 

The car went up a steep lane into a horse-shoe shaped cul-de-sac with a Norman Church at its apex. 

One side of the road was a continuous row of terrace houses looping round up to the entrance of the churchyard, which boasted an ornately carved lichgate. The short front-gardens were now full of spring flowers.

The other side of the road had a small sweetie shop, a couple of detached bungalows with large gardens and the old vicarage adjoining the Church. 

The Rogers lived in the detached bungalow nearest the Vicarage.

Tim had obviously heard them arrive – who wouldn’t notice the unmistakable sound of an Aston Martin? – and was standing at the door. From her twin’s over-excited attitude, he was obviously burning to say something. 

What was going on?

Mrs. Rogers greeted Tony as if he was one of her brood, and hurried the couple along to the dining-room. Grace Rogers, a medium-sized lady, dark-haired with a few speckles of grey, exuding warmth and kindness.

Ian and Mark were already there, whispering as if trying not to spill the beans over something or other.

Mark, being the youngest, could no longer keep quiet, ‘has Tony told you?’

Chris stared once more into Tony’s gorgeous brown eyes, this time not so lovingly. 

‘Am I going to be the last to know? What exactly?’ she exclaimed, exasperated.

Tony just smiled. He took a sip of water. ‘Well…. the annual Command Performance at the London Paladin.... in a couple of weeks…’


She jumped up with a shriek. ‘You mean?..... the one in front of the Royal family? You’re in it? That’s fantastic! You deserve it!’

She was hugging him lovingly now. ‘So why the big secret? I am so pleased for you!’

‘Oh come on Tony … put the poor girl out of her misery,’ said her mum, placing the cottage pie and vegetables on the oak table.

Chris‘s face lit up: ‘You are inviting us to see it?’

Tony took a large helping. ‘Sorry Kid. No can do.’

Chris’s face fell.

‘It will be on the TV you know.’

He paused once more, relishing the moment, took another sip of water, and then …..

‘Actually, Chris, Sir John Phillips, who is in charge of the Royal Command Performance, is proposing to include…. Spectrum!’

‘Well sis, what do you think?’ asked Tim.

‘Spectrum? Tony, Tim, you are having me on.’

Tony explained about his London meeting with Sir John when they were interrupted by a rather flustered PA. ‘The group closing the first half had cried off due to sickness. As it happens I had the recording of Tim and Ian’s Freewheelin, played by Spectrum when I was last with you all in Norfolk. Sir John was impressed. In fact, he liked it very much, especially as it is an instrumental piece.’

Although now on cloud nine, Chris couldn’t help but voice her concerns.

‘Tony, seriously, are we good enough? It’s all very well playing for fun. But that sort of audience will be expecting people like you who are household names, not a group of unknowns like us. It’s all a bit scary.’


‘That is why, if you four agree – and Mr. and Mrs. Rogers of course – you will rehearse at the London Paladin this coming Saturday.’

Tim, Ian and Mark enthusiastically shouted: ‘We are in!’

‘Okay then, Spectrum at the Command Performance it is,’ sighed Chris. She loved the idea but was this beyond their capability?

‘Be reassured, Sir John will be present and has every confidence that you will do well. I filled him in about the experience you four acquired playing at the Rushcutters Sports and Social Club last summer.’

Tony added: ‘Oh Chris, I forgot to tell you. Do you remember the couple during your scary rescue on the Broads? You know the one with the burnt-out cabin cruiser?’

Chris nodded. 

‘You are not going to believe it. When I talked about Spectrum he said that he knew the name and would be grateful to them for the rest of his life. The people you saved were Sir John’s daughter and her husband. How about that!’

Chris looked in amazement but then saw the clock. Reality kicked in.

‘We’d better hurry Tony. Bye everybody, see you all later.’ 

They both ran to the car, Tony donned a pair of dark glasses and pulled on a hat with the brim turned down.

‘Okay handsome who are you trying to emulate, James Bond!’

Chris was cutting it fine. Most of her classmates were already at school. In the Prefects’ Room Ginger was holding court. ‘We were crossing the road when Chris’s name was called, and in a super sports car was the most gorgeous hunk of male you had ever seen! Well the little we could see in the distance.’

‘Well it seems our Chris was a bit confused. She mumbled that it was one of her dad’s clients giving her a lift home. I am sure it was bit more than a client, so I pretended to be distracted.’ 

A car was arriving outside warranting attention. 

June, who was nearest the window, cried, ‘It’s them! I see what you mean Ginger, he is gorgeous. LOOK at that car. I’ve always wanted to travel in one of those.’

‘He leaves my Tom standing,’ added Belinda. ‘I see what you mean about the car June,’ as she too cast her eyes over the sleek lines of the red Aston Martin. ‘Must cost a bomb.’ 

Rachel joined them. ‘He looks vaguely familiar. I don’t know where or when but it feels as if I’ve seen him before.’

Chris hopped out of the car. Tony called her back, ‘You nearly forgot this for my number two fan.’ He handed Sandra’s autographed record to her, adding: ‘In view of what you said earlier Chris, Sandra had better have a good tale to tell her friend.’

Chris laughed, ‘You know Sandra I don’t think she’ll have much trouble.’ 

Tony grinned showing a set of perfectly even white teeth. Once more her heart missed a beat. He looked intensely into Chris’s sparkling blue grey eyes, ‘How about a goodbye kiss from my number one fan?’

‘See you at dinner!’ he called after her as the Aston Martin disappeared down the road.

Chris gazed soulfully at the car as it roared out of sight. Turning round she saw her friends’ reflection watching her from the window, and blushed. She entered the building to find Sandra waiting for her.

‘Chris, have you…., hey you’re blushing! Was that Tony’s new car? Did you….?’

‘Shh! Steady on Sandra!’ she looked around her to make sure no one was within ear shot. 

‘Of course it was Tony!’ 

Sandra looked up expectantly. 

‘And yes, I did get it autographed. I do hope you have a suitable explanation for Barbara, though….’ 

Sandra took the record and looking at the sleeve saw in Tony’s distinct hand-writing…… To Sandra, love Tony Dale ……. 

‘Ooooo thanks Chris,’ and scampered off with her booty.

Chris smiled to herself, walked into the Prefects’ Room and found everyone staring at her. She turned red as a beetroot. ‘What’s happening?’

Belinda was first to speak, ‘Come on Chris. Who was that? Your dad’s client? He was wow! I think a bit more than that if truth be known!’ 

‘Not to mention the car,’ piped up Ginger.

Luckily the end of lunch break bell rang. Phew! Chris had got away with it, again!
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The next morning at breakfast, Chris was rudely interrupted by Tim waving the Chronicle under her nose. And there it was in bold capitals, making the headlines was:-


TONY DALE TO TOP THE COMMAND PERFORMANCE

She whipped it out of her twin’s hand. ‘Steady on Chris, Tony hasn’t seen it yet.’ 

She scanned the article…. cont. page 3. Chris quickly turned to the relevant page…. the list of acts was confirmed.

‘Tim, it mentions Spectrum.’ 

He nodded, ‘I know, there’s no backing out now.’

Still yawning Tony joined them. Tony and early mornings didn’t go together. ‘What’s so interesting you two?’

‘Oh nothing much. You’ve only made the headlines once more,’ answered Tim in a casual manner. Tony lent over Chris’s shoulder, gave her a peck on the cheek, ‘hey you’ve a mention as well!’

Mrs. Rogers opened the kitchen door. ‘Are you watching the clock Tim? Mark and Ian are waiting for you outside.’

Tim looked up, ‘Ouch, I’m going to be late.’ The door slammed. Tim grabbed his bike and with much wheel spin on the shingle drive the brothers disappeared down the road. 

This left Chris with Tony.

‘Are you going to be my chauffeur.… Mr. Dale?’

‘Okay, - if you’re ready in a couple of minutes, I’ll do the school run.’

‘Thanks: school run indeed!’ 

At Chris’s school Tony parked a little way up the road from the entrance. 

Softly he took hold of her hands. ‘You’ll be all right in the Show. I know it’s been worrying you but you will be able to practise on Saturday with the boys, and I’ll be there.’

‘It’s just that I don’t want to let you down.’

‘You won’t. You’re my star.’ He squeezed her hand, kissed her on the tip of her nose, ‘Go on, off to that seat of learning.’

She got out of the car, reluctantly, and Tony drove off.

‘Chris!’ called a very familiar voice, and then the usual scamper of feet. 

It was Sandra, of course.

She was waving a newspaper. ‘Chris, in the papers: my god: about the Command Performance: about you, Tim, Ian and Mark WITH Tony?’

‘Sandra, lower your voice.’ 

‘Whoops, so sorry Chris, I meant Spectrum.’ 

‘Well, yes it is amazing, but if the truth be known, I am petrified!’

Sandra burst out: ‘You will do us proud, I know you will!’

They went their separate ways, Chris heading for the Prefects Room, apprehensive. She guessed what the topic of conversation would be. She would have to be cautious.

Sure enough there was Rachel pouring over the Daily Telegraph with June and Ginger. 

‘Hi Chris, come and see…., have you heard?’ 

Chris didn’t let her finish, ‘Yes I have. Isn’t it something?’

Ginger chipped in: ‘What I would give to have a ticket. I had no idea that Spectrum was so involved in music, fantastic!’


‘Yes you did,’ retorted June. ‘Remember what we read together in that recent article. Rachel you’re very quiet not enough photos of Tony Dale?’ 

‘Yes plenty. Funny thing is I think that I’ve bumped into him recently. For the moment I just can’t place where and when. I am trying hard to recall….’

Ginger became involved in the conversation. ‘It’s funny you should say that Rachel, I get the same feeling.’

It seemed ages before anyone said anything else.

Belinda entered the room and shooed them off to their various duties.

Once more saved by the bell! Chris breathed a huge sigh of relief.

		
	
		

CHAPTER THREE

The following Saturday morning found Chris and her brothers outside the theatre. They looked up at the façade of the internationally known London Paladin in the West End and couldn’t believe that in a very short while they would be treading on the stage of a theatre where so many stars had performed in the past.

Their father, following Tony’s instructions, backed the van containing their instruments down the narrow side street until he reached the stage door. A small gust of wind whipped up a crumpled piece of paper. Chris immediately picked it up and placed it in the nearby bin her grandmother’s voice echoing in her ears about tidiness, hygiene and respect of the environment. 

That sparked other fond memories of Grandma Blanche. What significant changes her generation had seen over a half-century.

As a young girl Blanche would ride with her family in a two-wheeled trap pulled by Dobbin, the local farmer’s horse. Dressed in her best clothes, down the Welsh country lanes they would trot to the Sunday chapel service.

By the time Blanche had reached her teens, amazing feats of engineering had arrived. Chris knew all these important dates by heart. Grandma had taught her well.


1903: American pioneers Orville and Wilbur Wright manage four flights in an aircraft, the first lasting all but 12 seconds. 

OEBPS/image/icon.jpg





OEBPS/image/IMG_20250620_0001.jpg





OEBPS/image/cover.jpg
Spestrum

\f

h-:’

Tessa Needham





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

		
		Contents



		Cover


		Title

	
		Contents


		Dedication 


		The Norfolk Broads 


		Foreword 


		A Tale for Summer 

		Chapter One


		Chapter Two


		Chapter Three


		Chapter Four


		Chapter Five


		Chapter Six


		Chapter Seven








		Christmas at Spindle

		Chapter Eight


		Chapter Nine


		Chapter Ten


		Chapter Eleven


		Chapter Twelve








		Springtime on the Broads

		Chapter Thirteen


		Chapter Fourteen


		Chapter Fifteen


		Chapter Sixteen








		Fourteen Years Later

		Chapter Seventeen


		Chapter Eighteen


		Chapter Nineteen








		Endpiece


		Copyright

	




	

OEBPS/image/titlepage.jpg
spectrum

i /f
NG

[/ /
e S AIIet o /)/{//0’///7

)

Grosvenor House
Publishing Limited






OEBPS/image/IMG_20250620_0007.jpg
Dilham

) Ditham
Canal

Ditham
Dike

North Sea
Stalham

Waxham

Neatishead

wrosha™

ron Irstead
g Hove

iVer  eigham Sound
Ant
Potter Heigham 3

Ludhgm

Teardrop spindle

Broad Malthouse Acle
Broad

Great
s Yarmouth
Station
Brundall
Halvergate
Surfingham
Rockiand .
Loddon
Someriayton
River Waveney
Oulton Broad Lowestoft

GeldestonLock






