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Disclaimer

This work is a personal memoir based on the author's recollections, opinions, and interpretations of events spanning several decades. While care has been taken to present information truthfully, readers are encouraged to consider the context and subjective nature of personal memoirs. 

Some names and identifying details have been changed or omitted to protect privacy. Certain sections describe events involving public figures and corporations. These accounts reflect the author’s experience and beliefs, and personal interpretation of facts as understood at the time. 
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Prologue
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To revisit one’s life risks opening a Pandora’s Box of the past. Is it the opinion of others or our own psyche that determines our fate? That was my question when I started my story. 

The Irish writer James Joyce, in his disguised memoir Ulysses, described his tale as “a heroic voyage in self-discovery in which every day is another chance to encounter the wonder, romance and peril of the world; but each always meeting ourselves.” 

Joyce’s words rang a bell for me in writing my memoir. Not being Irish, it is the lesser for length and purple prose but as much a personal unexpurgated roller coaster ramble through incidents in my life, leading to my creation of Internet TV and the now.  

In 1946, as a boy aged six, I was presented to the nineteen-yearold Princess Elizabeth before she became Queen, since when Britain has seen huge social changes. My tale tells of them, and of events and people I have known, some serious, some comical, some scandalous, some tragic, and some secret until now. 

Of Presidents, Prime Ministers, Princesses and Potentates. Politicians and Pimps. Aristocrats and Actors, Rock Stars and Ruffians, Saints and Shysters. Billionaires and Bankrupts. Witches, bitches and whores. All their exits and their entrances. 

Memoirs need to entertain or be of interest. Not, as in a biography, a dry historical record. I write of a varied life in the worlds of entertainment, business, politics and society.  

As Queen Elizabeth once pithily remarked, “recollections may differ.” The past can’t be fairly judged by the moody mores of today, so I offer no apologies to modern sensitivities. 

As a young man, I had the chance to spend a year rescuing a damp and neglected two-acre English garden. It required design, perseverance and perspiration to restore its former beauty, all the necessary ingredients for fulfilling a life. In it, I planned my future, and now, in a sunnier garden, I have the good fortune to look back at it and its winding paths. 

As for people in my book, alive or dead, they are only included if they have been a part of my life, or for purposes of context. I have not fully identified or pictured those who might object to the inclusion of matters not publicly known. Many of them are women. 

John le Carré, the writer, said about his affairs with women: “They produced in my life a duality and tension that became an almost necessary drug for my work. A dangerous edge of some kind. They are not a ‘dark part’ of my life, but integral to it and inseparable.” I share his sentiments. 

My only excuses are to Janet, my wonderfully resilient and patient fourth wife, for any revelation or misunderstanding of which she is unaware. 

“Que sera sera,” as the song goes. It is her tune, and this is our story of love, lost and found.  
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Part 1

Circumstance
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Chapter 1: What’s in a Name?
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It is 2025 as I write. My paternal grandfather was born one hundred and eighty-six years ago in Bristol, England. It was the second year of the teenage Queen Victoria’s reign. Fifty years earlier, in 1789, the Third Duke of Chandos had died when his mad wife Anna pulled his chair from under him. 

It is said that the nobility has ancestors, while the rest of us have only dead relatives. But for Larry, a distant relative in Canada letting me know recently about my family tree, I would have known nothing of mine. I was happy being known as John Bentley, the name given to me at birth, but by chance I discovered two years ago that it was not my family name. 

The Chandos family name was that of Brydges. In 1652, George Brydges, the 6th Baron Chandos, wed Lady Johanna Savage at Sudeley Castle, his home in the Cotswolds now rebuilt in great splendour after its destruction in the English Civil War. 

Lady Johanna was the daughter of the 2nd Viscount Rocksavage, a descendant of Thomas Le Savage, a Norman who came to conquer England in 1066. Four hundred or so years later, Sir John Savage commanded the winning army at Bosworth in the Wars of the Roses. Today’s Earl of Rocksavage resides in Houghton Hall, a palatial pile in Norfolk with a frontage twice that of Buckingham Palace. 

Johanna’s husband George was descended from Baron Robert de Chandos, another Norman, who placed Ireland under English rule in 1177. George died aged thirty-five in 1655 without a male heir, leaving Lady Jane, his only child by Johanna. Jane married her cousin Thomas Bridges. They were my father’s grandparents four times removed. 

The Chandos title passed to James Brydges, who became the 1st Duke of Chandos and Earl of Carnarvon. Having made the family fortune in his lucrative job as Army Paymaster, he built one of England’s grandest homes, the baroque ‘Cannons’ at Stanmore near London. Filled with an Aladdin’s cave of European fine art treasures, it became a center of London society, engaging Handel as resident composer. Within ten years, James’ fortune was lost in the great stock market crash of the South Sea Bubble, the herald of many more to follow.  

James’ son, Henry Brydges, the 2nd Duke, demolished Cannons to pay the family debts. “Galloping away their fortunes,” as Queen Elizabeth I once exclaimed, was the fate of many a noble family. On Henry’s death, his title passed to another James, the 3rd Duke, whose wife Anna unseated his chair and finished him and the title off! 

Over time, the Brydges family changed their name to Bridges and lived in and around the areas bordering the City of Bristol, a port in the southwest of England once known as Brydgestowe. Just five miles across the Severn Estuary waters, it faces Monmouthshire in Wales, where Elizabeth Williams was born in 1846. She was my grandmother. 

Aged twenty, she married John Bridges, giving birth to a boy Ernest George in 1878. He was the descendant, five times removed, of Baron George and Lady Johanna Brydges, and he was my father. 

My granddad John, born in 1839, had a skilled job as a printer’s compositor. He was also a minister at the Baptist Church across the road from his home. He was to die in his forties. The house no longer exists, but the now tired remains of its once adjoining Victorian terrace houses are still there, surrounded by a high-level motorway ring road, the cars above streaming over an underworld of those going nowhere much. 

My dad had two elder sisters, Ellen and Kate, but when he died in 1957, he left no details of his parents or of the Bridges family, only that found on public records of his birth and parentage. No letters. No items. Just one photo of his mother. 

Each year he gave a donation to a Bristol orphanage. It may have been that he was given up for adoption by his impoverished mother. By the time I made enquiries, the orphanage had closed. 

My dad kept his life to himself, and he was not a man to be questioned. He told me little about his early life. Once that, as a boy, he had seen Buffalo Bill’s Wild West American Indian circus troupe perform in London and watched bare knuckle boxing in Bristol.  

By one account, he had taught math’s at Bristol’s Clifton College as a young man. Unhappy with his wages, he had used his numerical skills to work for a turf accountant, taking bets on horse racing, and had then set up on his own account. 

As a young man, he operated as an on-course ‘bookie’ at Brighton Racecourse, on England’s southern Sussex coast, in the  name of Jack Brighton. By the time I was born, however, he had long been a successful insurance broker. His business, comprising twenty or more offices, covered the whole of Great Britain. 

It was said he had once gone broke as a bookie and had decided on a safer career as an insurance salesman, for which he devised a new name. Bankruptcy was seen as a stigma, and the new moniker he gave himself was John Ransome Bentley. It was also the name entered into my birth certificate. 

Dad had a daughter named Barbara with his only wife, born thirty years before my birth on 19th February 1940. She married Roland de Trevières Vintras. Aged thirty-three, as England’s youngest Air Commodore, he was Head of the Royal Air Force wartime intelligence service, reporting directly to Churchill. He and Barbara had three daughters, my half-nieces, all older than me. 

I knew nothing of them until I was fourteen, when I first met them briefly, and then only once more at my dad’s funeral in 1957. 

My parents separated when I was twelve. It was not until two years later that I found out they had never married and that my halfsister’s family had seen me as a threat to their inheritance.  

Dad had another daughter, Pauline, born fourteen years before me. She had run away from her mother’s home to Canada in her teens with little memory of my father. Until I was thirty, I had no knowledge of her. Until one day, clasping an old photo of my dad, she arrived at my home in London’s Mayfair. 

She had read about me in a newspaper and hoped to claim an inheritance, as she assumed I had done from my father.  When I told her that death duties had absorbed my inheritance she took it well. What we shared was that our father had not married our mothers. That we were masters of our own fate, we both acknowledged. 

Pauline had six children in Canada and until her death aged eighty-four, she and I kept in touch. But I am jumping ahead now. 
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Chapter 2: The Boy from Brighton
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My mother, born Peggie Catharine Chapman in April 1917 and almost forty years younger than my father, always maintained to me that Jack, as my dad was known to all, had never revealed his past to her, and that she had never asked. 

Her parents’ families had been builders and horse coach owners in Brighton in Victorian times. Their forebears were carpenters and yeomen of Anglo-Saxon stock who had settled long ago in Sussex. 

My mother’s father died in 1937, before I was born. He was a local publican known for his practical jokes and good humor. He met an early death by falling near Black Rock now the site of Brighton Marina where, as a child, I would go looking at low tide for crabs and whelks among the rocks, watching out for wartime mines placed to deter German landings. 

My mother’s brother, Ted, was a young naval captain. His airsea rescue boat was sunk by Germans in the early years of World War Two and he was taken prisoner to Stalag Luft, the prison camp later made famous by the Great Escape movie. 

With Ted imprisoned and my grandfather dead, my grandmother could no longer manage the small family business. Her second son had suffered from tuberculosis since boyhood. England had no free health service, and the cost of his treatment had crippled the family finances. 

Aged fourteen, my mum had to leave her private education. She was advised to take up modeling but preferred to work in a Brighton flower shop. At that time, she was seen as the epitome of the “It Girl” and was known in the town as the ‘Brighton Belle’. 

At five feet ten inches, she was tall for her time, with a firm 38inch bust and 24-inch waist, slim hips, long slender legs, and wavy auburn hair with hazel-colored eyes. The post-war “New Look” fashion, with its long skirts and high-waisted flared ‘slacks’ suited her well. 

It was at the flower shop that my dad, with an eye for a pretty girl, spotted her and asked her back for tea at his home. She accepted and soon decided to stay.  

Aged nineteen, with her mother dying of cancer, and war imminent, her decision was not that surprising. Her best friend Betty had married into a wealthy family of Dutch diamond dealers run by three brothers, the eldest of whom chaired the exclusive English Jockey Club. Betty was to become my godmother. She was to lead a life of luxury and my mother wanted to follow suit. 

My dad had long given up serious gambling, warning me never to take up the “gee-gees” and never to become a “name” at Lloyd’s the famous home of British insurance since both could lose you the shirt off your back. He had firsthand experience of both.  

Even so, when I was twelve, he had taught me tic-tac, the secret hand signals used by bookies to communicate with each other at race meetings. 

As I remember him in his seventies, my father was of medium height with light brown hair and blue eyes as intense in color as the movie actor Paul Newman, who I was later to meet. He had the gift of charm and a dry humor and was a man of style. 

His suits were tailored in London’s Savile Row and his shoes handmade in St James’s Street. His Trilby hats or his ‘titfers’ as he called them in Cockney slang, he wore at an angle à la the gangster movies of the 1940s. To complete the effect, he smoked large and expensive Perfectos Finos cigarettes from the side of his mouth. 

My father’s chain of offices had their HQ in Brighton. The business had afforded him a large late Victorian mansion home in nearby Hove named Princes Lodge in Princes Square where I was born, then the town’s classiest street. 

At the time of my birth, the garage held a red Chrysler coupé with whitewall tyres, and a green convertible Rolls-Royce, both of which my young mum drove with panache, her auburn locks flowing in the wind, drawing the attention she enjoyed. 

Princes Lodge was just two hundred yards from Hove’s seafront beaches. A glossy black grand piano, Persian carpets, and Meissen china pieces adorned the ‘lounge’, as it was called by the new middle classes. A young maid lived in, and a chauffeur and another maid lived out. It was not exceptional then for a middle-class family to have servants. A chauffeur needed to be as much a mechanic as a driver to keep cars in working order. 

Then, no less so than today, men showed their wealth by their homes, cars, and accessories of which my mother was one. Dad was no exception, and my mum was content to fit the trophy role she was meant to play in his scheme of things. 

While my dad sported his Great Dane dog, Mick, for company, Kristani, my mother’s Afghan Hound, with a coat of fine flowing honey blonde hair, completed the picture. 

They would parade along the seafront promenade on Sundays, weather allowing, in their best clothes, greeting similarly elegantly turned-out couples. 

There are many ways of togetherness, but I imagine that their age gap of forty years meant their relationship was one of comfort and security for my mum, and one of pride of possession for my dad. 

I was born a breech baby, feet first, and yanked out of my mother with forceps in a hurry, since cutting off oxygen to the brain can make you a bit doolally! 

My birth was most probably unintended. It coincided with the end of the “phony war”, a period in which, after Britain declared war on Germany in September 1939, neither side had attacked each other for six months. 

Some of the first bombs of the war fell near our house, and my mum and I were evacuated to a small guest house in the quiet town of Midhurst, in the Sussex countryside. 

Not until my return to our home in 1943, after the danger of a German invasion was over, did I have any recall of the war itself. The black blinds that had to be drawn each night to stop German bombers seeing house lights. The rising crescendo of the air raid sirens blaring their wailing warnings, when my mum and I would hurry down to the steel air-raid shelter under the staircase of the house. The ornate, gilt-faced grandfather clock striking its Westminster chimes on the hour. They are all vivid in my mind today, as childhood memories return in old age.  

I remember, too, the whining, whirring sound of the German V2 rockets, nicknamed ‘Doodlebugs’. They flew by while we waited, holding our breath, to hear if their engines stopped when they would drop on some unsuspecting victims and blow them to pieces. 

My dad refused to come into the shelter, but our young live-in Irish maid, Mary, would join us. For reasons of personal propriety, she would first put on her lipstick as she would also do to answer the phone. Wrapped in a sheet, she would unwittingly present a naked white derriere to my low vantage point when she turned around, which would make me laugh.  

In wartime we kept chickens in the garden, providing meat and eggs and for the ten years of rationing that followed. Otherwise, eggs were a one a week wonder for most homes. Lavatory paper was any torn-up paper one could find when Izal, the unpleasantly grey, shiny, medically coated government-supplied product, ran out. Newspaper left its print on your butt! 

We had one coal fire, which was rarely lit due to fuel shortages. Children had gas masks with the faces of Disney characters. Mine was a Mickey Mouse. The girls had Minnie. 

I started morning school aged three, and in the holidays soon after the war I would walk everywhere with my mother. Visiting the town’s two department stores we would have sandwiches of egg and cress and fish paste at their Palm Court Orchestra tearooms. A violin quartet played for people to dance to the new post-war romantic songs of Bing Crosby, and crooner Frank Sinatra whom I was to see later at concert in London. 

Visiting Hudson’s, the fine grocery shop in Brighton’s East Street, we would place an order and walk several miles back home along the seafront, while our order was delivered the next day. The days of supermarkets and self-service were years away! 

Other flashbacks are of the milkman on his horse-drawn cart, ladling out milk from steel churns into a large, enameled jug which my mother would give me to be filled. Our gas streetlights were lit by a man on a bicycle with a long pole, a task he would do with the balancing ability of a circus performer. 

Fuel was scarce and one store, Hannington’s, kept a furniture removal van in green and gold colors, pulled by four strong Shire horses adorned with fine plumes and stylish livery. They were driven by a coachman in a green cape and bowler hat. It would pass my home, where I would run to see it go by as I did whenever I heard one of the many military brass bands strike up anywhere, following their musical strains along with other kids in the neighborhood. 

Brighton and Hove have long been joined at the hip but were then quite different in character: Hove being residential, while its neighbor Brighton made its living from its tourist attractions, its beaches, bars, and restaurants. 

The sea and coast had become popular with Londoners in the 1930s, when the rail journey from ‘the Big Smoke’ was reduced to one hour by electrification and the expression ‘day tripper’ came into common use. 

After the war, the twin piers of Brighton and Hove were in competition. The first offered fishing, jellied eels, and candy floss, as well as peep-show machines showing ‘penny naughty’ views of half-naked women in lacy knickers entitled What the Butler Saw. While Hove’s pier staged plays in its theatre and a tea lounge.  

Raucous, racist, and pugnacious ‘Punch and Judy’ shows competed for attention on the beaches’ boardwalks. 

The Brighton seafront brought the aroma of fresh salty air with the iodine of rotting seaweed, blended with the smell of stale oil from fish and chip newspaper-wrapped takeaways. 

Illegal after-hours drinking clubs flourished after the war, and the gay population, for which Brighton is now famed, was then undercover. In the mid-1950s the Brighton police were found to be corrupt, and a new police chief was brought in to close some of the shadier after-hours drinking holes. 

Famous actors such as Sir Laurence Olivier, Sean Connery, and a host of other well-known theatrical people lived in Brighton. A large Jewish contingent occupied Hove, whose residents affected a rather snooty air over what they saw as their risqué Brighton neighbours. If asked if they lived in Brighton, they would respond with “Hove, actually,” an expression which became a byword and one my own mother, although not Jewish, was happy to adopt. 

During the war, our next-door house was stationed with wounded Canadian troops, who would hang over our fence, wolf-whistling my mother. In 1944 a US tank squadron was stationed in our street prior to the D-Day Normandy landings in June, their tanks busily knocking down people’s garden walls. The Yankee soldiers would invite children to climb onto their tanks to be given rectangularshaped sweets in tin boxes. They were the first sweets I had seen. 

Another recollection towards the end of the war on my way to school was seeing German incendiary bombs drop from the sky, opposite the school, destroying two houses in flames. 

St Christopher’s school chose me in 1946 to represent it by giving a charitable donation to the captivating nineteen-year-old Princess Elizabeth. Her smile gave me confidence as I stood in line waiting for my presentation to take place. It was held at the Dome, the former riding school of the Brighton Pavilion palace and home to Prinny the playboy king, whose great-grandson Ernst I was later to get to know. 

Built as a fantasy, the Pavilion’s splendidly extravagant interior was of Chinese décor, and its exterior of Arabesque minarets. It had brought the young, high-spirited aristocracy of 19th-century Regency London racing their coach and fours to party in Brighton on smuggled wines from France, and to romance the local lassies.  

Queen Victoria had stuffily decided that the Pavilion smacked of past male debauchery and was not to her fancy. Having taken the best pieces of furniture to Buckingham Palace, she sold the Pavilion to Brighton Council. 

Winston Churchill had wanted to turn it into a casino to rival the magnificence of Monte Carlo, but his plans were thwarted by petty objectors. Today it is open to the public as being unique in the world.  
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Chapter 3: Learning Curves
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I entered St Christopher’s pre-prep aged five and was to leave aged eight to go to Mowden, a boys-only boarding school in Hove, until I was thirteen. My time there was uneventful. Food was short after the war, and to be put on bread and water for a minor misdemeanor was common practice. Supper was half a canned sardine on toast. No complaint against authority was allowed. A boy who tipped his cup of milk on the ground was turned upside down by a master who mopped it up with the boy’s hair. Physical punishment took place on the backside administered by a master’s belt or the sole of his shoe. Not getting caught became an art form. 

Things I remember are Radio Malt, a thick brown yeast taken daily to build energy and fight infections. The school Matron shouting “lug holes!” for ear wax inspection. Listening to music in bed after lights out on my homemade crystal set radio receiver. 

For a time, I became the school librarian and developed into a fanatical reader of adventure stories: The Count of Monte Cristo by Dumas, Baroness Orczy’s tales of the foppish spy Sir Percy 

Blakeney known as the Scarlet Pimpernel in Paris during the French 

Revolution. The Adventures of Bulldog Drummond, the 1930s EightLitre Bentley-driving forerunner hero to James Bond. G.A. Henty’s war stories of gallant young Hussar officers in the wars of the 19th century, and Daniel Defoe’s tales, Robinson Crusoe and his story of the gold-digging seductress Moll Flanders. 

My father’s study had a library with floor-to-ceiling bookcases holding all the classics: Dickens, Thackeray, Emerson, George Eliot, and Conrad. Kipling’s stories of Mowgli. Conan Doyle’s tales of Sherlock Holmes, and The White Company and its gallant knights. One Sir Nigel, with the silk scarf of his sweetheart and eyepatch he wore in tribute to her in the Crusader wars. They were my heroes then. 

From an early age, I read Aesop’s fables and Greek stories of Hercules, of Jason and the Golden Fleece, and the three monstrous Gorgons one being Medusa, her hair a tangle of writhing snakes. Having no sisters, I was not too keen on girls in my early years. The Bible was taught at Sunday School. Later reads were Biggles, the flying ace, and the pre-teen adventures of Swallows and Amazons. I had no nanny, as they were scarce, but I had a ‘sitter’ who would let me stay up late while my parents were out. 

My only athletic achievement at prep school was winning the high jump since, being tall, it was a walkover. I joined the Boy Scouts and took up playing squash and shooting on the school’s .22 rifle range, as well as boxing, which my father, a great fight fan, favored. During my holidays, I would train at the Hove Amateur Boxing Association club, which was used then by world-famous professionals Don Cockell, who fought Rocky Marciano, being one. The strong smell of sweat from skipping and punching bags that permeated the gym is still unforgettable. Fights against Battersea Boys’ Club were feared, as it was then a rough, tough run-down area of London. 

Between school terms, I spent the holidays cycling with pals or, in the summer months, on Hove’s long beaches swimming and daring the waves in rough weather. Doing jobs as a reward was encouraged by my dad. ‘Bob-a-Job’ was a means of earning one shilling for an hour’s labour. Another was a newspaper round in which I was ganged up on for finishing faster than others. It was my first experience of Union solidarity. I was cornered while the eldest took a swing at me and broke his bleeding knuckles on the brick wall behind me when I ducked, a lesson boxing taught me for life: avoiding trouble is half the battle. 

Occasionally, we took trips to areas where my father had spent his youth. I would go body surfing on Devon’s northern coast while my young mum sunbathed in a one-piece bathing suit. My dad, in his seventies, slept in his suit in the sand dunes! Trips to Devon from Hove in a two-hundred-mile journey took two whole days of travelling by car. We visited the Rock of Ages and the Cheddar Gorge and would pass prisoner of war camps where German captives waved from behind wired fences. 

At home, I had my meals in the kitchen with the maids, and only with both my parents on weekends in a large oak-paneled dining room. In it, at a massive dining table of ornate Italian Gothic design, I would sit five feet across from my mother while my father sat at its head. He would ring a bell for a maid to serve us from silver tureens. I needed to speak quietly if at all and to mind my table manners and I was glad when meals ended. 

One holiday in Scotland in 1948 occurred when the first gathering of the disparate Scots clans came together after centuries of hostility. Several hundred clans, in their ceremonial tartan colors, marched for hours in procession down Edinburgh’s Princes Street. I remember the wonderful wail of the pipes and the swirling kilts and sporrans of the marchers in step to the beat of the drums. They ended at Edinburgh Castle’s great parade ground, and it was the beginning of what has now become the world-famous annual Edinburgh Tattoo. 

On a day tour of the Scottish Isles on the old Waverley paddle steamer, we passed in sight of the gigantic Gothic mansion home of the Marquis of Bute. Thirty years later I would be a frequent guest at Mount Stuart, with its secret passages and corridors lined with priceless art. 

My father kept a 60-foot cabin cruiser boat at Itchenor Harbour, near the Isle of Wight, with a live-aboard seaman, who being an exnavy man, would pipe my dad aboard. A custom usually reserved for navy top brass! Dad would be dressed for the occasion in his navyblue blazer with anchor buttons and white peaked naval hat, and, arriving at the top of the ship’s companion ladder, he would salute with concealed amusement. Things were done with reverence for custom in those days! My mum, walking tall in high waisted Daks navy-blue flared slacks and a tight-fitting sweater, and me, shuffling along in shorts and sandals with my young bull terrier puppy, Bob, would bring up the rearguard! 

One of my father’s business clients was the Duke of Richmond and Gordon, whose 15,000-acre estate at Goodwood was home to its famed horse racing track and British car racing. After the war, we would go to see the annual motor races featuring the great racing machines of the day, Bugattis, Vanwalls, BRMs and their legendary drivers. I collected autographs from Fangio, Hawthorn, and Stirling Moss. 

The young, blonde-haired Mike Hawthorn was the national champion. He would drive wearing his signature bow tie, leaning his arms and body over the edge of the driver’s cockpit when cornering, hanging grimly onto the huge steering wheel as he took the car into hundred-yard-long sideways drifts, its tyres smoking rubber! The day he died in a dice-up with a pal in his Jaguar 3.5-liter XK120 was as though the world had come to an end. The popular newspapers devoted entire front pages, all edged in black. He was a much-needed national hero in post-war Britain, and his death shocked the public. 

On other occasions, I would travel to London with my parents for a few days of theatre and shopping at Harrods and Fortnum’s. One of the first shows I saw was The Mousetrap, which was to run for another seventy years! Another was the singer George Formby playing his ukulele. In a cloth cap and cheeky grin with a Lancashire accent, he was Britain’s singing star. We stayed in Mayfair’s Dorchester or Claridge’s hotels where I would be given a ten-shilling note, told to explore London and report back by 6.00 pm. 

Hotels staged dinner dance cabarets. Standards of the time required a dress code: black-tie evening clothes for men and cocktail dresses or long gowns for women. Once, at Claridge’s, the hotel was hosting the premiers of the British Commonwealth countries for their annual meeting. One, the be-robed President Nehru of India, I chatted with while we were both stuck in the hotel’s revolving door; my bull terrier puppy’s tail had got caught, and it took time to free him. 

My dad was friends with Tommy Farr, the British heavyweight boxing champion who had fought Joe Louis, the US champ, for the world title. It was said Farr was the better fighter on the night, but 

Louis got the verdict on points since the fight was held in New York. Tommy took kindly to me and gave me fight tips. I fought at my schools and for my club, and even today, whenever I hear the sharp ting of a bell, the words “third and last round” still come into my head. 

Tommy was a Welshman, married to a beautiful, leggy redhead who became a friend of my mum. She was a young dancer from the then-famous Tiller Girls, the high-kicking, all-female dance chorus group. She and Tommy lived in a magnificent house called Greystoke in Hove. Tommy had bought it with his winnings, since championship boxing in those days was the highest paid of all sports, as it still is today. There is nothing like a good fight on a big fight- night to get a British audience going, and I was to see many in future, both in the UK and the US. 

Tommy autographed a photo for me with the words: “To John, may you have your mother’s charm and your father’s outlook”. 

Tommy’s son, Ricky, was to run the first UK pop music festival on the Isle of Wight in 1968, starring Bob Dylan whom I was later to meet, and it was the forerunner to Glastonbury. On trips on my dad’s boat, I learned to swim off the Isle of Wight coast, where porpoises would swim inquisitively close. I learned to sail in the boat’s small dinghy in the sheltered waters and enjoyed rowing as a muscle-building exercise, approved by my fitness-fanatic father. 

At home, from about the age of seven, I was free to roam. I would walk or cycle to one of the two Brighton piers to fish for squid. There I remember an “escape artist” whose act was to be tied in chains, put in a weighted coffin, and dropped from the pier into the sea. People would be aghast and wait for what seemed an age before he would emerge, dripping from the sea, and pass around a hat for a collection. What a way to earn a living! 

After the war, it took time to clear anti-invasion defenses before the Brighton and Hove beaches were reopened. Health and safety were unknown, and the contents of the town’s sewers would float by while swimming. Antibiotics were unavailable, and mothers would place their children wherever a disease was found so that they would catch it and build immunity. Chickenpox, mumps, whooping cough, scarlet fever, and a host of diseases were all treated in the same fashion. According to the laws of nature, those who were fit survived. 

My eldest daughter has a house near Hove seafront, and walking on the beachside promenade, little has changed from my early life there. The cries of the seagulls and the slow, steady sound of the breaking waves on the rattle of the stony shingle, with the tang of sea salt and seaweed, is eternal. The rows of beach huts, once all varnished brown, are now an assortment of peeling painted colours. Stretches of sand would appear at low tide, and as a boy I would go with friends with nets to catch shrimp for our supper. 

Apart from its rows of elegant eighteenth-century Regency terraces and squares, Brighton has clung to its original village past in its famous “Lanes”, a winding maze of narrow cobblestone alleyways with its pubs and antique shops. The once grand semicircular Hippodrome theatre remains, but sadly as a bingo hall. In its glory days, it had been a center of vaudeville theatre and slapstick humor. Comedians, jugglers, acrobats, dwarfs, giants, and magicians performed, while singers were less popular. Dusty Springfield, the Brighton-born singer, made her first appearance there as did Brighton comics Tommy Trinder and Tommy Cooper. Dusty’s hit song I Love You was first recorded by Shirley Bassey who I later got to know. 

I preferred music to lyrics, and the pretty young dancing girls in the chorus whose cheeky performances marked the beginnings of my lifelong love of the delights of the opposite sex. 

My first viewing of television was not until 1952, when my dad bought one to watch the coronation of Elizabeth II. He invited everyone on the street to see it. They stood or sat on the floor to view the tiny screen, with its flickering, grey, grainy moving pictures. TV news was presented by men in formal dinner jackets or women in cocktail dresses. Programs were shown on only one channel, the BBC and ran for no more than two hours in the evenings. 

Hove’s entertainments were genteel compared to Brighton’s. The former consisted of walks along the beachside promenade or sailing handcrafted miniature boats on the boating lagoon, along with tennis courts and bowling lawns, for which players would dress in white. Once the seaside home of London’s wealthy, fast trains brought the French Riviera and its fine Mediterranean weather nearer, their destinations becoming a greater attraction. 

On my first visit to France’s southern coasts in 1955, I travelled with my dad in an Art Deco walnut-paneled private cabin with a washroom on the famous overnight Blue Train. It left Paris’ Gare de Lyon and sped south during the night, arriving with the Riviera sun streaming through its windows at 6.00 a.m. offering me my first view of the deep blue Mediterranean waters. 

It was a trip I would repeat by road and air many times later in my life. Air travel was then in its infancy, and the grand railway stations still retained an air of busy excitement, filled with the scents and sounds of steam engines, the principal means of international travel. People would board with trunks and portmanteau full of clothes, and piles of luggage were carried by the many porters then available. The dress code for First Class was smart. Restaurant cars offered fine dining, and evening clothes were worn for dinner. The dreaded trainers and synthetic sports outfits of today would not be created for decades to come!  
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Chapter 4: College Life
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My father had a carrot-and-stick approach to those he paid for. On the promise of a new racing bicycle if I passed, and the threat of a place in a state-run school if not, I passed my entry exams to Harrow School. It and Eton were the two top British schools, serving only the children of the upper classes and the wealthy prior to a university education. 

I was measured up by Gieves, the school tailor, for a black tailcoat and pin-striped trousers, several starched wing collars, a blue blazer, and a straw boater hat for daily school wear. My nominated house Newlands was the furthest away from the center of the school campus, which dominated the village of Harrow-on-the-Hill. It catered for the children of the new rich, as did Westacre House opposite. 

The sons of British aristocracy, foreign royalty, or Jews selectively occupied other schoolhouses, as did scholastic achievers at the Headmaster’s House. In all, there was a mix of some seven hundred boys, of whom seventy were in Newlands. The two sons of 

India’s Nizam of Hyderabad, then the world’s richest man, were in Westacre, together with the son of movie star Rex Harrison and a boy rumored to be the bastard child of King Edward VIII and his mistress Wallis Simpson. 

At the end of my first term, my life was to change abruptly and without warning. My dad’s chauffeur, Davidson, came to collect me, bringing with him my much-loved bull terrier, Bob, who had been given to me on my ninth birthday and would stay my pal until I was twenty-six. 

We drove the seventy-mile journey down to Hove and pulled up outside a small semi-detached house in a quiet neighborhood, with a tiny patch of front garden. Davidson opened the car door for me, and my mum came out of the front door of the house. 

"Welcome home," she said. 

She and my dad had parted, and from then on I was to live with her and, as it soon turned out, with her young lover just twelve years older than me. 

My next twelve months were a dysfunctional time and set me back in my studies so that, like Winston Churchill, a former Harrow student, I spent much of my time studying only English language and history. My health was run down, and a burst appendix set me back a month in the school sanatorium. A local surgeon’s speedy attention and a month's worth of eight massive penicillin shots a day saved my life. 

My time at my mother’s home during the holiday periods was much different from that at my dad’s house, with its resident staff. Now I was to iron my shirts, wash dishes, peel the spuds, mangle clothes dry (before the days of drying machines), mow the lawn, clean my room, polish my shoes, and make my bed. All my childhood possessions had been given away to other children. 

Once a year in the summer, my dad would visit my school. After lunch at The Compleat Angler pub by the tumbling waters of the Thames’ Marlow Weir, we would take one of the elegant, open-top, varnished wooden motorboats for hire, with their sleek, sloping polished stern ends and wicker chairs to relax in. 

We would motor slowly upriver for a lazy afternoon among the swans and willow trees lining the banks on the long lawns that led to ivy-covered luxury homes. Many were owned by movie stars and people who worked at the nearby studios of Pinewood, or at British Lion Films’ Shepperton Studios which I was later to own. 

My housemaster was a classics teacher of Latin and Greek and cut a stern figure in his black robes and mortarboard. He had left school to become a teacher and did not take to me on sight nor I to him. I selected shooting, boxing, and squash as my choice of sports, as none of my preferred activities horse riding, tennis, and rowing were on the agenda.  

“Fagging”, as it was called, was a duty new boys had to endure in their first year. It entailed being a ‘fag’ or virtual servant to senior boys in the house. Tasks such as running errands, polishing their brass army buckles, or spit-polishing their shoes were common. It was meant to reflect real life: starting at the bottom before earning one’s way to the top. 

It set the scene for bullying, something boarding schools were known for. I remember a suicide by hanging which was hushed up, while a number of boys had to leave soon after entry. 

Health inspections took place in which boys stood naked first to be inspected for infestation, then, with legs astride, to have their testicles squeezed while being required to cough politely. Sexual peccadilloes were discouraged. The days of the poetic trysts of former amorous Harrow pupils Byron and Shelley were long gone. 

The busy regime left little time for solitary pleasures. Military training was part of the agenda, marching up and down the knuckleblistering cold parade ground in the winter months to pointless commands. 

Being 6 ft 4 in tall, I was assigned to the drill squad and, one day, having been promoted to the rank of corporal, I was told to expect the arrival of the Colonel of the Guards himself. We were to prepare for a full inspection, whatever that entailed.  

We awaited his arrival, which came not by jeep or helicopter but by way of a large Rolls-Royce adorned, amazingly, in camouflage. The saluting driver opened the rear door, and an extraordinary spectacle met our eyes. 

As I remember it, the Colonel was in full regalia: thigh-high shiny black patent leather boots with silver spurs, cream breeches and a scarlet tunic, a polished silver breastplate, and a gleaming silver helmet with brass trimmings and a plume of white ostrich feathers sprouting on top. A sniper’s delight! As it occurred to me. 

Altogether, on a large man as the Colonel was, plus the helmet and the heels of his boots the entire ensemble towered seven feet or more high. From this figure, a huge sword in its ornamental scabbard hung loosely as he strode towards us. I say “strode”, but it was an attempt at grandeur which was more akin to that of a sashaying drag queen, and the overall result was as camp as it could be. It was hard to keep a straight face.  

At Harrow, the all-encompassing term “attitude” was all that was needed to justify a beating for which there was no defense. Beatings were administered by masters or senior boys using a birch cane. My parents had been informed from the outset that while I was at the school, they had no rights over my behavior unless they wanted me to leave! Complaints would be ignored.  

It sounds all bad, but it wasn’t. Staying out of trouble was one of the main lessons I learned, despite a rebellious streak. Short sharp deterrents work. I can vouch for it! Society needs to restore the birch for delinquent youths, instead of crowding them into jails.  

After a year, I had a room for myself. The years 1953–1955 were before Elvis and rock, so my listening habits included Russian classics Rimsky-Korsakov, Borodin, and Tchaikovsky along with Acker Bilk and Chris Barber trad-jazz, which I played on my new wind-up gramophone, a gift from my dad. Leonard Cohen and his poetic songs provided more introverted listening. 

My battery radio picked up the BBC, and on Sundays I would listen to The Goon Show, featuring the then-young Peter Sellers whom I would later get to know and his quirky humor. 

Life at Harrow was governed by bells. Bells to get up. Bells to eat. Bells to go to school. Bells to go to chapel. The sense of history and purpose was everywhere, in the musty old school buildings and the legacy of its famous past pupils. Twice while I was there, the Queen came to visit. 

A sense of duty to the sovereign and to the nation was ingrained, as was the intent of a Harrow education: “You are being taught here to rule the British Empire,” we were told. My, how things have changed since then and, in my writing, now! 

Being an only child, I was not a team player. Swimming took place in a former lake called the Ducker, where the boys bathed naked. Although I boxed for the school, the only sport I excelled at was rifle shooting which could conveniently be done lying down. 

I became Captain of Shooting and won the school’s most famous and oldest prize, The Silver Arrow, originally awarded for archery. My win went unappreciated by my learned housemaster, who failed to understand that rifle shooting is a cerebral activity. 

It offered a welcome break from school at nearby Bisley, the British army’s home of rifle shooting. We shot with .303 rifles, the standard army issue. The bullseye at a thousand yards represents the size of a man’s head, and I could put the majority of my shots through it without using telescopic sights. It was, aesthetically speaking, a pleasure to pick off my imaginary enemies. 

Once, a ricocheting bullet struck my brass belt buckle rather than entering my gut. 

Since my vacation visits to my new home were limited, I found they were not always welcome. My mother rented out my room to paying guests during my absence. She had prolonged periods of depression, coupled with suspicions about her lover, who travelled for business. They would sometimes go weeks without speaking. 

If I tried to comfort her, it would be unwelcome. I was no longer a child, and her affections had moved on. I was to discover by chance that she had not been married to my father. When I confronted her, she swore he had tricked her. 

After joining Harrow, I only once more entered my father’s house and that was after his death, when I was seventeen. I went to see the auction of his possessions, which I had believed were to be left to me. 

His library of books, the two twelve-inch-high silver knights in armour with their swords and visors I had loved as a boy, all the household silver, Persian and Indian carpets, antique furniture everything. It was a sad day to see them go before my eyes. 

Probably knowing he did not have long to live, my father had come to visit me at college to ask if I would like to inherit his house and its contents. He said he was preparing a new will. I happily agreed only to find, upon his death, that no new will had been produced. 

The only will found, dated five years earlier, had left his valuable insurance brokerage business to his legal daughter, and the residue of his estate to me. I’ve often suspected that the new will conveniently disappeared, as my dad was a man of his word. Then again, perhaps his illness had prevented him from signing it. 

As I was to discover, death duties in 1957 were as high as 80%, and tax was taken from the residue which included the sale of the house and its contents for which no specific bequest had been made to me.  All in all, there was nothing left for me after tax, except for a small trust fund set up earlier for me by my dad. 

It was managed by the Public Trustee, who had invested in a 3% War Loan undated non-redeemable bond, whose value had fallen to a third due to a tripling of interest rates. A lesson I would learn later in my career: interest rates up, bond prices down! 

One holiday task at college was to produce a Magnum Opus or “Great Work” during vacation. One study I chose was the cattlekilling tsetse fly in Africa. I told my father that if a cure were found, buying African grazing land would be a sound investment. 

“With whose money?” came his reply. Another of my early lessons in finance. 

Staying out of trouble was a serious part of my Harrow education. Beatings were one thing, but the ire of my father had I been expelled would have brought too much shame to bear. 

Despite my non-conformist nature, I would have felt I’d let him down after the indulgence he showed in giving me the chance to become a young gentleman, and for the cost of my education. 

Once, caught smoking, I was brought before the headmaster, the scholarly Dr. James. I expected expulsion. Instead, I received an admonishment and a conversation in which he asked what my ambition was. When I told him it was to be rich, he gave me up as if I was beyond redemption. 

He was an academic who scorned the world of commerce, and I received no punishment. 

Many of the facilities enjoyed by Harrow boys today including their own golf course didn’t exist in my time. Now there is a college canteen, but in the 1950s, we ate meals in our houses, served by a butler and uniformed maids. 

Winston Churchill once visited and passed within a foot of me as he entered the school’s Speech Room. I remember his pudgy but cheery face as he listened to the school songs, unashamedly pulling a huge handkerchief from his pocket to wipe tears from his eyes during the final rendering of Forty Years On. An open emotion in men then seen as poor form or worse. Ten years later I was to be among the tens of thousands to wait in line to pay my respects to the great man as he lay in state in the Great Hall of Westminster, but for whom I would be a subject of German rule. 

While at Harrow, I was selected to represent Britain in undereighteen rifle shooting. As part of the Athelings team, I went on a month-long tour of Canada, crossing the North Atlantic from Liverpool to Montreal on the steam liner The Empress of England. 

On arrival, our team stayed in army barracks, where I encountered food I had never seen before in the post-war years of Britain. The gods of Canada bestowed upon us bounties of bacon, eggs extraordinaire, and stupendous sausages in unlimited quantities to start the day, along with a choice of fruits and fresh juices previously unknown to us: lychees, passion fruits, pawpaws, and pineapples. The nectar of the gods! Not to mention waffles and muffins with great dollops of maple syrup and flagons of fresh milk. Nirvana called! 

During a visit to Niagara Falls, several of us, as a prank, crossed the bridge to the American side unheeded. On our return, we were arrested and sent back to Canada with a deportation stamp in our passports. 

In Ottawa, I met the pretty teenage blonde daughter of the British Ambassador, who had lost a lower leg in a water-skiing accident. Her zest for life entranced me. It was my first experience of outgoing North American behaviour, no shy, retiring violet she! It was my first tug at the heartstrings for the opposite sex. 

With $280 in prize money from shooting, I put it down as a deposit to buy a 200-foot-long island in a lake where I had first tried water skiing, imagining that I would build a log cabin and live wild with my new love! 

Some months later, my dad died at the age of seventy-nine, and I discharged myself from school. He was old, and his death was expected, but it was still a shock. It left a void. My life lay ahead, and I had no support from anyone. 

Dad had hoped I would become a barrister, which required a university degree, but I had other ideas now. Although I was never to see her again, my Canadian heartthrob had given me a taste of life and love on the outside. 

I had had enough school and officialdom. I was offered a junior officer role in the smart 11th Hussars regiment, having passed my interview with the cavalry Colonel-in-Chief. Unexpectedly, compulsory military service for anyone born after 1 January 1940 was abandoned, and I turned down the commission. 

There was no war, and I saw no point in wasting my time taking orders from more people I didn’t agree with. If there was one thing Harrow had taught me, it was self-reliance. 

With my dad gone, I had no hope of becoming a barrister. I had been due to go with him to meet his friend, Sir William Charles Crocker, a former Attorney General who had advocated an alliance with Germany against Communism before the horrors of the Holocaust were known. 

My father shared his views and had wanted me to study and to take up sword fighting at Heidelberg University in Germany to collect duelling scars on my face as a sign of manhood! 

One of my dad’s last acts was to give me two books to read: Lorna Doone, the story of the adventures of noble outlaws fighting for their rights in the Somerset countryside where he had grown up; and Atlas Shrugged, a recently published American tale of the struggles and merits of rewarding work against the evils of socialism. 

Their tales were to lead me into my own adventures. Fate had decided I was not cut out for life in the confines of courtrooms. 
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Chapter 5: Early Temptations
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Two pals at Harrow were Charlie Guthrie, who later headed up the UK defence forces as Field Marshal Lord Guthrie, and Mike Sayers, who became a barrister and then a senior judge. Another was the fiery red-headed White Jamaican, Chris Blackwell, who formed the Island Music publishing group that signed Bob Marley and made him a fortune. I joined a small gang he ran at college, and in the ’60s, we were to share a fancy for the same girl. 

Another contemporary was Patrick Anson, later to become Earl of Lichfield and first cousin to the Queen. In love with beautiful women, he photographed them for Vogue and Harper’s. Twenty years later, I gave him his Stag Night party at my Mayfair home on the occasion of his marriage to Leonora, the daughter of the Duke of Westminster, England’s richest man. 

Their wedding at Chester Cathedral, attended by two thousand guests, was cheered on by the entire population of the town’s medieval city. My Nigerian actress girlfriend, seated facing the Queen, drew attention as the only person of color at the wedding. 

As far as anyone had told me, there was no careers master at Harrow. The subject I had wanted to study was business, but it wasn’t taught. Upon leaving, I sought an entrance interview to the US Harvard University with its resident professor at London’s 

Grosvenor Square. He had asked me for a thirty-page essay on myself and recalled me to a meeting, ripping my essay up as I entered the room. This is useless, he told me. Go away and write what you really want to achieve and how you will do it. No false British modesty please. Blow your own trumpet. Nobody else will. It was good advice and on a retry I passed.  I applied to my trustees, but without sufficient funds, their excuse was that it was not their remit to finance my education outside the UK while I was under the then adult age of 21. 

Before his death, my dad had introduced me to two of his acquaintances, an insurance broker at Lloyd’s of London and a stockbroker. I was shown around Lloyd's underwriting room, with members at their desks silently reviewing risks and claims. In its center stood the great Lutine Bell, rescued from a salvaged ship, which was gloomily rung whenever news arrived of a boat going down at sea costing the underwriters money. 

In contrast there was the bustling, noisy stock market floor in Throgmorton Street, with bargains being made in the millions of pounds every few seconds. Jobbers calling out their prices resembled bookies at a horse race meeting as brokers ran across the floor to clinch the best quotes. That visit stuck in my mind, and I applied for a job with a large London stockbroking firm. 

Before he died, my dad had sought to show me what life could offer. From London, we flew to Rome low over the Swiss Alps in a propeller plane to see the Vatican’s spectacularly memorable Easter service. It was 1955, and Rome was buzzing with Italian youths on their Vespa scooters, the girls riding side-saddle in short skirts. Panties were in short supply, and wolf-whistling was standard practice at every street corner. 

In Milan, I ate my first pizza. Outside the smart restaurant stood a black Ford Thunderbird coupé with a white convertible top and whitewall tires. It was the first in Europe. Life and its temptations were suddenly appearing! 

Come 1956, we were off to Monte Carlo, with its grand casino and luxury yachts in harbour, and then on to Paris, where my education was further extended. Art at the Louvre by day, while my dad slept, and in the evenings when my dad rose to the occasion at the topless Folies Bergère; the Moulin Rouge with its split-knickers Can-Can dancers, and the Crazy Horse, which specialized in bare butts! 

The shows today are less revealing and less entertaining, but the Mona Lisa is still smirking. 

Twenty years later, I was to return to live in Paris with an extraordinary woman who would one day, tragically, make world news. 
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Chapter 6: Earning a Buck
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I started my stock market job at the age of seventeen, in the tradition of the day, as a messenger boy in the City, the financial hub of London. I quickly learned the fastest and driest routes through the front and back doors of banks and merchant houses, with time to stop for a quick pint and chaser at the City’s old taverns. ‘Dirty Dick’s’ was a favorite, with sawdust on the floor to mop up spilled ale and spit. In today’s woke world, it has a new name! 

The smart ‘Long Bar’, serving champagne Pimm’s by the pint, was out of reach for my pocket. I’d see the toffs, having made a killing on the market that day, celebrating and thronging out into Throgmorton Street. Sir William Pigott-Brown, a young playboy and England’s amateur champion steeplechaser, was one of them, and I was later to get to know him. 

Office hours were 9.00 to 17.30 and I would leave home at 7.30 a.m. to be back home by 7.30 p.m. five days a week with two weeks a year holiday and two days for Christmas. No exceptions were allowed. Every day, I would walk the mile across the Thames from London Bridge Station to work near the Bank of England. The rail journey from Brighton took one hour. The crowded second-class compartments were full of tobacco fug, farts, and body odor. With the windows kept shut in winter, people stank from poor personal hygiene. Thick smog would fill the streets, and pedestrians wore masks in the dense, damp, grey air. In Dickensian scenes, people collapsed on the pavements, gasping for breath. It was only then that coal burning was banned, and an effort was made to clean the ironblack grime that encased London’s buildings in the same streets where Jack the Ripper had once claimed his victims. 

The Brighton Belle, a chocolate and yellow liveried train that ran daily to London, was a complete contrast. In its first-class restaurant carriages, waiters resplendent in uniform, would serve breakfast with a choice of kippers or sausage, eggs and bacon. Stockbrokers and other professionals would order a double brandy on the 8 a.m. journey while reading the ‘Pink-un’, as the rose-tinted Financial Times newspaper was then nicknamed. 

Stockbrokers then needed no qualifications other than having wealthy clients. The smell of brokers’ offices was much the same as that of school, as were the Inns of Law, which I was later to visit often: fusty rooms, old leather-bound books, cracked brown leather sofas and chairs, cabbage breath and sweat, and the smell of pipe tobacco in smoke-filled rooms. A home away from home for those born to live and die in them. 

For my daily lunch, my new employer gave me a 2/6d lunch voucher (one-eighth of a £1), which bought me a three-course meal of soup, meat and two veg, and a pudding at the chain of Bettafoods fast-food restaurants. All had to be eaten within half an hour, or you’d be asked to leave. For a five-minute haircut, I paid one shilling and sixpence, or one-fifteenth of £1. On some days, I would walk to the Lloyd’s insurance market to have lunch at Jonathan’s, a bar and two-hundred-year-old one-time coffee house that had once been the birthplace of the Stock Market. Thick brown velvet curtains were drawn around tables to keep conversations on share tips private from eavesdroppers. 

After a few months, I trained as a contracts clerk, then in the arbitrage department, dealing in fractional price margins between gold mining companies listed in Johannesburg, London, and New York. Dealers would hang all day on open international telephone lines, as very few lines existed. I did a spell as a “Blue Button,” running messages, bargain chits, and jokes to the dealers on the floor of the Stock Exchange, the birthplace of men’s dirty jokes. 

My salary was £5 a week. I paid £2 to my mother for an evening meal and lodging, and £1 for weekly rail fares. In a good year, a bonus might double my wage. In a bad year, you ate less. 

On weekends, I enjoyed nights out with my pals in Brighton’s pubs. In mostly male company, half a dozen pints of beer or more at 2/6d a pint might be consumed. If a card game followed, a few more pints with chasers would carry us into the early hours. 

The opposite sex could be found in small groups in pubs, usually in a closed, protective ring. If one of the “birds” or “babes” or “chicks”, as young men then called them, looked your way, a glass of sickly-sweet alcoholic Babycham would cost you 2/6d if she was worth the gamble. Two Babychams raised your chances, but that was quite an investment, since girls at that time put up a fierce resistance to anything more than a snog, then home to Mum. 

Babycham was little more than fermented pear juice, but smart marketing had made its Somerset farmer creators billionaires as I was to discover later when my eldest daughter married a Babycham heir. 

Having use of a car gave the chance to offer a babe a lift home, and if accepted, a prolonged smooch might follow, along with some horseplay. Pantyhose had come into fashion, replacing sexy garters, suspender belts, and silk stockings. Together with an elastic support system for thighs and buttocks named Little Miss X they formed an impregnable barrier against attack! 

The thick textured Pantyhose then came in only two sizes. The larger size nearly reached the heads of smaller wearers when pulled up, while the smaller size ended halfway between the knees and the crotch making leg movement somewhat restricted! 

I received no sex education, either at home or at school. It was taboo, apparently. Having had no sisters and no biology lessons, I was completely in the dark. Brigitte Bardot fringes and lacquered beehive hairstyles, along with lipsticked pouting mouths and tiny miniskirts, were the fashion
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