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BEGINNING a compelling new series in which Patrick
McGoohan, TV's top secret agent, retraces the steps

that led to stardom, opening up for the first time his

own, personal . . . nnSSIE“

“Looking back, | should say | was about as inflexible, arrogant and stubborn
as any twelve year old boy could be—a really awkward little cuss.”

April, about 8 p.m., when this

powerfully-built character with
the white hair came chasing after
us, shouting.

My wife, Joan, and I were strol-
ling down Lexington Avenue, New
York, arguing as usual.

After fourteen and a half years
we're still not used to the fact that
we're adult, married, and the parents
of three daughters. Let off on our
own ther, especially in a strange
cit‘_r.t?wﬁl: still :Enzpfcas though we're
cloping. There's always the touch of
the stolen honeymoon about it—
fights and all.

Normally, every evening, Mondays
to Fridays, sees me arriving home
after mine hours” filming at Shep-
perton (Middlesex) as fokn Drake—
Danger Man.

But last April the Danger Man
schedules had taken me away from
the studios and oot to New York.

The programmes had just done
more than a bit of good for them-
selves by becoming the first non-
American series to be bought by the
1.5, for forty-five weeks' screening,
on a nation-wide network.

“My boy,” said Lew Grade, my boss
in A.T.V., who had pulled off this £]1
million export deal, “they want to
meet you out there—go over and talk
to them for a couple of weeks.” So
Joan and I went and were taking an
hour off to look around.

Che wanted to see Fifth Avenoe,
I wanted to see Park. We'd just
found ourselves on Lexington amd
were busy blaming each other when
this woice shouted: “Patrick me
boy! PATRICK!"—and silenced
us

IT was a Tuesday evening last

That was a fair achievement until
I realized that, while no one in New
York knew me yet, a few thousand
Mew Yorkers could certainly answer
to the name of Patrnick.

We began to move on when
“Patrick! PATRICK me boy!™ stop-
ped us again.

There, pelting after ws, was my
Uncle Michael Fitzpatrick and hs
wife Margaret—and that's how the
FF.l!"l.}tllfl.::uugh I'm prepared to believe
that a Fitzrpatnick would recognize
a McGoohan practically anywhere,
I certainly hadn’t expected to be
hailed by my mother’s eldest brother
in the middle of Lexington Avenue

10

on my first evening in New York.
"He had known Joan and T were
coming out. My mother, who was
Rose Fitzpatrick till she mamed a
McGoohan, had written, and I had
met him once, when he'd stayed with
us in England.

But now here he was, clapping my
shoulders with delight at having
found me in the middle of the largest
city in America, before he'd even had
time to phone our hotel,

Promptly we all repaired to the
nearest bar.

“There'll be a great re-union Pat,
a great re-umon. At my home in
Yonkers, on Friday might. All the
family will be there,™

Om the Friday Joan and I armived
to find “all the family” meant all
SEVENTY-FIVE of them,

Seventy-five aunts, uncles, frst,
second and third cousins, seventy-

_three of whom ['d never seen before,

They streamed out of the door,
hung out of the windows to welcome
us, and were busy laying bets as to
how many of them I'd be able to
recognize from snapshots and from
family likeness.

I wasn't doing too badly.

“Aunt Mary McGoohan?"

IIYE !ll

“Uncle Thomas Fitzpatrick?"

a ‘trﬁ!ll

“Aunt Kate?"

“You're nght™

“Uncle Charles Fitzpatrick?"

“"He has it agam!™

NF:&FL‘!’ half a century ago my

mother had six Fitzpatrick
brothers, four of whom emigrated
to America. About as many
McGoohans emigrated from my
father’s family, too.

Their children, their grandchildren,
even some great-grandchildren, now
milled round me.

“"Hallo cousin Peadar—you must
be cousin Kathleen,” I was saying.

“oure amd he knows his Fitz-
patricks from his McGoohans,” they
chorused admiringly,

Truth of it was you couldn't go
wrong. Call any of them Patrick,
Patricia, Joseph, Mary or Kate, and
yvou were right. If it wasn't their first
name it was bound to be their second.

Across the room I canght sight of
Joan, going down for the third time,

please turn to page 12

“Tha young emigrants”™ in New York.
Rose and Thomas McGoohan, Patrick’s
parents. Photo taken before his birth

Infant McGoohan with his mother.
Just arrived in Ireland after his parents’
return from Mew York

“Stick ‘em wp!” The youngest
McGoohan sister, Annette (in white
coat) keeps the ten year old “"Danger
Man™ at gun point. Others are sisters
Marie and Patricia (in school hat)




John Drake—Danger Man—as Patrick
McGoohan sees him, is no phoney hero-
type. He has no time for promiscuity.
He is dedicated to his job. He is an
ordinary man. with an ordinary man’s
brand of courage, but working in
extraordinary circumstances

Patrick McGoohan and his wife Joan—
they met when they were both acting in
the same Sheffield repertory company

The McGoohan family on the balcony of

their London home. Left to right:

Patrick. youngest daughter Frances (4),

Anne (5). Catherine (13) holding Honey
(the family’s Corgi) and Joan

NEXT WEEK:
An introduction to the

theatre—and to Joan
n



continued from page 10

wnder a deluge of fond hugs, kisses
and embraces.

Till that night she'd been able to
count her relatives on the fingers of
one hand. Those days were gone,
Forty mew in-laws were joyfully

the dollars he could carn in New York
and gave to me the first seven years
of childhood which were rich, at any
rate, in the simplicity and disciplines
of country life,

A green cart track led to
McGoohan's forty, mixed, Irish acres
where the family had a cottage-which
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ONE BATH SHEET,
AND TWO
MATCHING TOWELS

Soft, absorbent, deep-pile cotton

Launder beautifully, always keep
their high quality

Choice of three sun-kissed colourways
—fast dyed shades that never fade

Designed and made exclusively
for €ébmeaes readers
at far below normal price

Just see our latest offer of this wonderiul towel set,
comsisting of one bath sheet and two matched towels
—it’s sheer luxury! And they not only look good, they are
good—you’ll be certain to agree when you get them.

They are finest quality, woven by one of the best towel
manufacturers in twofold pure cotton yarn. With a deep
pile to give a swansdown feel, they're super absorbent.
They'll make washing and bathtime bliss for all the family.

towel set will look just right in any
bathroom. And the three eolourways
have been cleverly planned so that
there is one just right for you—what-
ever your bathroom colour scheme.

Three gay colourways to choose
from : BErMUDa 15 in shades of pinlk,
MExicaNA is in shades of yellow,
Carel = in shades of bloe,

Perfectly sized, the bath sheet
measares 4 generous 30 in. by 58 in.,
the two matched towels messore an
ample 40 in. by 20 in.

will never fade. They'll last so well,
that it is ecomomy to buy them.

Luxury you can afford, the sct of
three towels, neatly packed in poly-
thene, comes at the very special pnice
of 33s. 6d. post free.

PS. Just think what a marvellous
gift” this presentation set would
make! Please hurry to order,. as
stocks are mot unlimited, and we
would not like you to be disappointed.

YOUR PRIVILEGE ORDER

Closing date: Frdey, Movember 15, 1965,



There’s more than one way tv keep warm in winter!
Now Crosse & Blackwell offer you FOUR ways—First with
delicious, appetizing Crosse & Blackwell Soup. Then with these really
mﬂulﬂmiﬂﬁwﬂ%lﬂh&ﬂmdhnwmmﬂm
familvuanhmwmhysaﬁngpnumhmheaﬁngmﬂdnﬂmmm,

How to apply please read carefully

mmmmmrmmmzhﬁmmmmﬂ
Crosse & Blackwell soup. Al least one of these labels must be from a “new
m"ﬁm&mmmmmm“ﬂWmﬂuﬁ
MM,WMWWM:FM-P&WLTM“MM
uﬂm:ﬂmmmmmmmmhmﬂmﬂﬁ
with the Crosse & Blackwell soup labels and a postal order/cheque, 10 the
total value to - — -

Crosse & Blackwell, Winter Warmth Offer, 18-20 St Andrew St. London EC4
&m-ﬂhhﬂﬂumn_ﬂh.lﬁ-mhﬂ“—ﬂﬁnhﬁpﬂh
clases January 315t 1966 and applies in UK. and Channel Islands only,
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HEAT SAVING GLASS FIBRE ROOF INSULATION

Fuhfmn.ﬁmmnfﬂuhadinmEMquﬂiwﬂm
average family house—approximately 570 sq. ft. overall, allowing for
non-coverage of joists, trapdoor eic, and ‘or chimneystacks and other
projections—Don’t forget to use those off-cuts to lag pipes! (Full
instructions for lagging are enclosed in the pack.) You save £4 now
and over the next 12 months you can save pounds on fuel costs. In
order 1o offer you this substantial saving, this insulation material is
only available in the standard units as stated on the coupon.
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GLASS FIBRE INSULATION

Please send me one unil contsiming six rolls of 1 in. thick insulation material
20 yds x 16 in. aach roll. (N.B.—This will be delrvered in two separEle parcels )
Total cost £5.9.0 camisge paid.
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story telling for the sense of adventure

My parents understood this, so that
I and my four sisters could always
!ﬂlmmyu!u.rwﬂd:ndtrtmrnﬂ:nt
ideas with them and never know the
rebuff of being told we were “silly™ or
“talking nonsense. "

Forty years of marriage still hasn't

My mother was bomm with one
of those wvolatile, buoyant natures
nothing defeats for long. My father,
in his quieter way, has always had a
quality of unshakeable strength. But
neither of them ever gave to us, as
children, the slightest illusion that
they were self-sufficient without their

i with
waving as my father pedalled his bike
down the lane towards Canigallen.

As be rode out of sight she said in

. a quiet, strange voice: “Please God,

he’ll be all nght” Then quickly,
before I had time to sense the sadness,
ﬁ:tmmimmeinhn*nmmﬂ.light-
hearted way. “"We're going to look
after things by ourselves for a while,”
she me.

My father had gone to England to
ok for work. The farm wasn't
making enough money to keep us and
would have to be sold, now that T had
Patricia, Kathleen, and the baby,
Marie_ b sind

Not only was there work, but good
schools and ips in E X
and that would be fine for us. Once

agam my parents were going to

hh.gli;h:

C|R|O|S
ACROSS:
1. According to the saying they die
hard (3, 6)

6. Put little Viclet in front of the

10. Move stealthily (5)

12. This sort of play s a take-off (4)

13, Small meassure for the young
child (3)

15. Intend (4)

16. Display (5)

19. Ripped (4)

20. Do this for the job you want (5)

21. | get in tact, it is implied (5)

22. The Apostie’s bacon is suggested
by thiz material (9)

11. Spacimen for following (7)

14, Acid-tasting (4)

17. Amve at (5)

18. Generally-accepted principle (5)

13, Bicycle wheel has this ancient
city (4)

Please turn to page 96 for your answers
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(Tuesday's Terrors)

ful, patient Courtelle.

e B e L o e i O D ik b

Nicole"s banded jumper about 29/11.
29/11. Petter's crew neck sweater about 33/6. John"s jacquard jumper about 22/11.

(Sunday’s Sunshines)

-\-"."-"'. e - -1_\'..‘ L i

Julia’s hareqguin banded jumper about

Peter's banded shirt about 34/6. Julie®s skirt and top about 23/11. John's banded
motif-trimmed sweater about 24/6. Micole's frilly-collared dress about 2 guineas.

BAIRNSWEAR, DEFT. C16 P.O. BOX 58 NOTTINGHAM

on the deck of the Dublin to
boat being cajoled by my mother to
sing a song which one of her exiled
brothers had written in America,
hopefully entitled *'His First Return.”
The fact that it was my first
departure didn't seem to matter a bit.
Unwillingly I began: “Here I
stand, on the deck of a liner so grand,
and gaze, once again, on my own
native land”—with my back firmly
tormed on it.
Im‘tnngn:rr.lmldn'tmg
then, and my toneless
through thas i lent just
about as much charm to my Upcle
Fitzpatrick's heart-felt words as a
policeman’s boots to a ballerina.
No matter, our fellow emigrants

insisted om loving it, assuring m
mother: "ﬁh!hutlmhmapﬂ{
feclin® for itl™

E went to a narmow terraced
house in Shefficld. where my
father had found work with a
contractor and where, for me, there
hegm-hntl:hmutnmguduthe
monotonous penance of schooldays,
couplsd with several yvears of illness.
I developed acote bronchial asthma.
All I can remember of that time is
a stream of different doctors coming
small bedroom, the smell of
cam ted oil and inhalants, and a
That and mnlhu-mpmhng
my
firmly: *"No, thank you, Doctor, I'l
not be taking him to any In
nurse him through it myself.” And
she did.
By the time I was eleven the war
had started. My mother, my sisters
and I were all evacuated for a while

tndlﬁumth:mml.ﬂughhm'mgﬁ,
leaving my father in Shefficld.

3. He goes indoors and blows up some
balloons. That will surprise the crow

I
nn“E[n MA" continued from page 93

50 I promptly decided to loathe and
d-wbnth.



J0SSIER ON

DANGER MAN

continued from previous page

demanded. She had to make most
of them herself.

My father, by now, had found an
opportunity to return to farming and
was bailiff to the Convent of Notre
Dame, on the outskirts of Sheffield.

Once more we lived in a farmhouse,
surrounded by fields but, with five
children to keep—~Annette, the young-
est, had been born in Sheffield—there
was never a penny to spare.

To my parents ‘“The Scholarship,”
the first in the family, was worth all
their hard work and frugality, so it
was just as well I couldn’t tell them
how 1 felt about it—or schools in

general. I was becoming more and
more unable to tellanybody anything.

Ever since I had been a small boy
I had wanted to be a priest. In a
Catholic, rural country this is no more
unusoal than a boy whd lives within
sight of ships wanting to become
a =ailor.

It is a frequent and honoured
custom in Ireland for the first-born
gon to enter the Church and, when a
child there says he wants to be a
priest, everyone takes him seriously.

My family took me seriously,
including my four little sisters—I saw
to that. Whenever I counld round
them up I would rehearse my
“germons” to them, While I stood on
a chair I expected them to sit in front
of me, their four pairs of blue eyes
fixed dutifully on my face, their four
light brown heads bowing obediently
when I made the sign of the Cross.

Even Patricia, the eldest, who has
inherited all the irrepressible gaicty

of the Fitzpatricks, didn't quite dare
tocheek me back when [ was "'sermon-
izing'" her—though she always made
up for it afterwards.

But there were days when she led
the only too willing Kathleen, Mane
and Annette into open rebellion,
telling me to preach to myself. Then
I'd wait until dark and retaliate, not
with sermons but with ghost stories,
the spookier the better.

The terrified, rapt attention these
commanded from all my four sisters
should have made it clear to me that
my sermons were sadly lacking in
comparison. Buot I was muoch too
satisfied with the effect 1 was having
to appreciate this lesson in humility.

By the time I was twelve, and
ready to go to Ratcliffe, my sense of
vocation for the priesthood was the
dominating influence in my life.
That, and thinking about myself.

Looking back, I should say I was
about as inflexible, arrogant and

CAT! She always looks so expensively dressed yet I know she doesn’t
spend more than me. Makes me hopping mad. Could be her sly-puss

secret is she knits her own Jaeger. Top fashion, new and exciting wools,

knitting instructions you can’t go
3950, price 1s, in Crinkle- Spun at
takes 14 ozs. Slightly flared skirt
wool or pattern locally write to
London W1. You get so much

96
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wrong with. The suit here i1s No
25 8d an ounce. The top, size 34"
¥ 36" hip, 13 ozs. If you can’t get
¥/ Jaeger Patterns, 204 RegentSt.
" extra fashion for your knitting

stubborn as any twelve year old boy
could be. A really awkward little cuss.

About the only mitigating thing 1
can find for this attitude, now, 18 that
my sense of vocation was real, and
poweriuol, to me.

Possibly fairly long periods of ill-
ness had accustomed me to more
solitnde than a healthy, active child
knows and my ego had thrived in this.

1 was totally absorbed in testing
my militancy, single-mindedness and
strength of purpose in measuring up
to what J had decided were the
necessary standards for a priest.

It rarely occurred to me to bother
about what other people thought of
me. But, when it did, as on my
first day at Ratcliffe, I didn't much
care for the picture I presented.

Walking up the long drive towards
the big, red-walled house where I had
to live and learn for the next five years
I saw myself, briefly, as the four
hundred other boys there might see
me; tall, skinny, highly likely to come
bottom in class and a classic non-
starter in sport.

Hardly the qualifications for dis-
tinction in a large public school.

I quickly turned my back on this
unpleasing aspect. The succinct phil-
osophy: "If you can't beat "em—join
‘em'’ hadn't yet crossed my horizons.
In any case my attitude was very
much the reverse! “Don't join them
—don't even deign to beat them.”

In terms of mixing, competing,
and games, I couldn’t speak their
language, nor was I going to try.

Instead of attempting to join in I
deliberately opted out.

I had to go through the blunderng
motions of playing cricket, sitting
through lessons, but I pretended it
was somebody else doing all this. The
real me refused to conform or partici-
pate in any way.

I even extended this attitude to the
Brothers who taught us. While
realizing—almost to the point of
feeling grateful sometimes—that they
wanted to help, teach and integrate
me into school life, I resented the fact
that help and integration were
thought necessary, and rejected it.

I wENT on like this for two ycars
and all I succeeded in doing in my
self-appointed isolation was to lose
the ability to communicate with any-
one, even my family.

In the holidays I took my aloof
attitudes home with me. Moody and
introspective 1 was now the sort of
boy who, if I felt the family was
intruding on my seclusion, would
show it.

I could shut a door with such icily
quiet umbrage that my silences echoed
much more lopdly through the house
than the good healthy slam and bang
of temper. Then I would sulk,
refusing to speak. The general dis-
comfort this cansed in our cheerful,
talkative home was known to my
sisters as "“"One of Pat's Days.”
Sometimes they endured as many as
three or four of “Pat’s Days" in a row,

Back at school there came one of
the mid-term examinations.

A boy called Jack, who had finished

please turn to page 101

CROSSWORD ANSWERS
from page 93
Across:

1. Old habits: 8, Vicar: B. Insh : 9. Pact;
10, Creap: 12, Skit; 13, Tot: 15. Mean;

16. Aray: 19. Tore: 20. Apply:
21. Tacit; 22. Petersham.
Diovwmn :

1. Osier: 2. Drape: 3. Bait; 4, Thinker:
5. Chatty; 7. Rapt; 10. Combat;
11. Example; 14. Tart; 17. Reach:
18. Asaorm : 19, Tyra.



continued from page 96
his paper, noticed me losing time on a
question I couldn’t answer.

“Why bother with that one—save
your energy for something you can
do,” he commented briefly.

He'd been sitting mext to me in
class for two years but had never
attempted to invade my privacy. I

ized that he wasn't invading it

now, merely offering economical .
TSt 120 st cam, v Shared children

As a mother, divorced with two sons, |
feared the “competition™ of their
much wealthier father if | allowed
‘age began. - them to visit him freely.

- But although he left me in hardship. 1
. determined never to speak ill of him to
the boys. or to keep them away from
him. | used to feel sick when they were
wisiting him ; | feared | was losing their
love. But | reasoned that they would
one day leave me to marry and felt | was

Evelyn Home

Friend and counsellor to those with a personal problem

ENEROSITY is always

worthwhile, I think:
I congratulate you on-
yours, which must have
been sorely tried at times.
Only where the claims of
rival parents canse real
distress to a child is it
sometimes plain
commaon sense to stop
visits to one of them.

masquerading as personal choice. doing the right thing. Married enmity should
He could finish an exam. an hour So it has proved. Now they are both be allowed to fade away
before the rest of us, and come top. married ; | am on the best possible terms  —as yours has—for the
H‘W“H‘““ﬁﬂ"i}”-"“’mw‘gh"t with them—and | am now remarrying children’s sake, My
"f:fmx hﬂm i myself! 1shall never regret fighting - very best wishes to your
qﬂhmlﬁmmu the temptation to be a jealous mother, next partnership.

ing to do.
mﬁfﬂ'ﬁ: I could talk to him. We
both began talking enough to change

of the boxing team. Later I went on
to become captain myself.

I'ﬁr my last years there [ found
myﬂnumptai.paniﬁpaﬁugmme
than adequately in class, on the play-
ing fields and in all the things
that seem to mean so much in
public schools.

My friendship with Jack grew. We
went to each other’s homes in the
holidays.

He understood my dedication to the
priesthood and, when the girls began
mﬂuuk:umﬂhim.hchw
accepted my place apart m
this. We made a pact that, when
he married, I would perform the
CCTeminy .

Neither Jack nor I could know that,
before we were both eighteen, he
would be killed and I would have
relinquished all my claims to a voca-
tion in the Church.

This decision was going to leave me
with new problems, by no means the
least of them deciding what I was
going to do in life—and—getting to
know girls.

Indeed these difficulties took me to
the ludicrous point of dancing an
exhibition tango with a girl whose
face I mever saw because [ never
dared to look. I always gazed straight
past it.

After weeks of practising with her
as my partner I could only recognize
her by those features on which I kept
my eyes firmly fixed—her FEET!

NEXT WEEK:
Breaking out of a bank . . . an

introduction to the theatre
—and to Joan

£ Drummond Enderprises [td.
and Odhams Press, 1965

Love in the fifties

I am fifty-one, my wife two years
older, and aftér over twenty years of
happy married life we are now abie

worries about the consequences.

It has been like a honeymoon all
over again—but much better. There
is just one question: surely there is
some sexual norm for people of our
age—weekly or fortnightly, or at
even longer intervals? Please don't
say it all depends on ourselves.

i as we grow older, desire
will dimini ile we really
do need guidance, and naturally
don't want to consult a doctor.

As you simply refuse to follow
your own inclination (which to my
mind is the sensible course) may I
quote from the famous Kinsey
survey of sexual behaviour in men?

The frequency of intercourse was
found to average three times during
a fortnight for men between the
ages of forty-one to forty-five, drop-
ping to slightly less than once a week
for men over fifty-six,

A specialist writes that if intimacy
is followed by great fatigue, obviously
less sexual activity is advisable. If,
on the other hand, relaxation and
case follow the sex act, then the
chosen frequency is not too great.

For surety

To my mind, responsibility for family
planning should be the husband’s:
if a man won't cherish his 'wife to
this extent he’s not worth marrying.

. Sorry, I disagree with you—for the

simplest practical reason. Precau-
tions taken by the wife are, generally
speaking, far more safe and easy than
any that can be taken by the husband.

[ would always suggest to any
woman in need of help in this matter
that she should get in touch with her
nearest Family Planning Association
chimic. A private letter to me (enclos-
ing a stamp, please) will bring a list
of available clinics,

Wasted love
Our affair lasted ten years and in that
time he trested me like a queen.
Love, kindness, friendship, help—i
had them all,

Then, out of the blue, he told me
there was another woman, and |

wanted me out of the way.

Now | want to get back to normal
and put him out of my life, and stop
thinking about him. But how ?

Move away from his home town:
don't leave any forwarding address
and don't take any mementoss of
him with you.

He may have given you gifts and
affection, but he took more than
he gave—years of your youth, your
good reputation and your love,

In & new job, among new faces, i
will begin again. This time, 1 hpee
your lowve life will have a future.

Dealing with suspicion
When | got home from school one
evening, | found my mother was
entertaining a strange man. She
nervously introduced him as a friend,
then he quickly went.

My father is very devoted to her,
and | wondered if | should tell him.

Speak to your mother about this:
don't botthe it up and brood about it
She will almost certainly be able to
explain why the man was there and
why she was flustered when you
came home. There are all sorts of
perfectly good reasoms and no need
to jump to the worst conclusion.
Above all, don't make trouble by
telling tales to your father. He may
know all about it anyway—but it is
only fair to talk to your mother first.

Test of moods

Or have | loft it too late 7

No, you haven't left it too late, Tell
him at once exactly how you feel, and
beg for a spell of separation to give
you an opportunity of testing your
deepest doulbts.

The separation (even if it means

postponing the wedding) should last

better a pause now than a tlnmughl}-
unhappy and soon-broken marriage.

Boy's problem

Ihnmgnl#mldm I'I'lll.n\ucl'ln:_rrl;r

At the same time, most of my other
friends are of my own sex and on the
whole | prefer their company. 13 there
any danger that | may be homosexual 7

Not the least, I'd say. It sounds as
if you're simply growing through the
thuihﬁngmmtﬁthdmdtkur
own sex and gradually discovering
the attractions of the other,

Dr. E. R. Matthews has written a
book entitled Sex, Love and Sociely
(Gollancz) specially for boys, which
containg an excellent explanation
of how sexual feclings develop.

Get it from your library, or buy it
for yoursell. In paper covers, it
costs B2, from any bookseller,

Question-time
Would you say most boys prefer the
girl.-who remains chaste? Or would
they rather have the good-time girl
who says “yes” without argument }
As a wife (the experis say] most
boys still greatly prefer the girl who
remains chaste,

And most girls (we all know) much
prefer to be wives, You can work the
rest of the puzzie out for yourseli.

“Worried" (8oumemouth)
You need to have a long talk with
your local social worker, who will
know the answers to all the questions
you ask. Do seek her out at once,
Her address will be found at your
local council offices, or the vicar of
your parish church will know it
Or the Natiomal Council for the
Unmarricd Mother and Her Child,
255 Kentish Town Road, London,
N.W.5 will put you in touch with her.
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