
CHAPTER 1 
 

Talk Of The Grapevine – Donald Height (London HLZ 10062 - 1966) 
Monday 10 April 1967 

How does a real story become a legend and truth its victim? How does a legend lose what 
truth it possessed and become myth? 
 
The black and tangerine Lambretta GT200 roared into the Sixth Form student’s car park, it’s 
chrome accessories gleaming in the early morning sun. James MacKinnon switched off the 
ignition as he brought it to a stop next to a battered Triumph Tigress.  The glinting sunlight 
reflected off his aviator sunglasses as he dismounted. No sooner had the smell and blue 
smoke of the two-stroke dissipated when he noticed a small group gathering nearby. A 
handful of Fourth and Fifth formers stared at him in silence. Unzipping his M51 parka with 
lethargic slowness, he returned the stare. They shuffled closer until one finally found his 
voice. 

“That’s definitely him and no mistake.” A gangly bespectacled youth announced 
  “See, I told you. It’s definitely, definitely him. He’s the one with the gorgeous birds 
in The News of the World photo.” Confirmed another. 
  “My mum and dad had a shock when they saw Fiona Halloran in the newspaper. She 
goes to St. Jo’s College. That was her in the photo with him,” stated another. Mack 
recognised Monaghan from his church-going days at St. Patrick’s.  
  “Which one was that?” Asked another. 
  “The blonde one,” Monaghan replied. 
  “Have you done staring lads?” Mack removed his parka shell and began folding it 
into an Air France travel bag. “What do you want? An autograph?” 
  One of the other Fourth formers stepped forward. “Oh, could you? Could you get 
their autographs? If I bring the newspaper photo tomorrow, would they sign it?” 
  Mack sniggered shaking head before replying. “Gentlemen, I’ll be only too delighted. 
But first, let me remind you good Catholic boys of lust and envy. These are two of the seven 
deadly sins you need to avoid. Don’t forget lads. What you do under your blankets at night, 
you’ll have to confess to the priest. And remember, it can lead to blindness too.”  
  “Are you calling us wankers?” Monaghan demanded, miffed by his comment. 
  Mack was about to respond when a familiar voice interrupted. 
  “Is that why you’re wearing sunglasses, MacKinnon? Going blind already?” Tim 
Smith shoved Monaghan out of the way. Someone had gifted Smith a shiner.   
  “What about greed? One cracking dolly bird not good enough, eh? You’ve got to 
have two. Then dammit, you get yourself splashed across the pages of the Sunday papers. Just 
to make it more annoying, you end up in the daily press for everyone to see.” 
   “You know how it is, Tim. Some of us have that je ne sais quoi, and some of us 
don’t. That’s the way it goes. C’est la vie as they say. For most guys like you, it’s a case of 
the girls you fancy don’t fancy you. Then the girls you don’t fancy they are the ones 
who do fancy you. To make matters worse, guys like me come along. We get the pick of them 
all just to rub you up the wrong way.” 
  Mack adjusted the black silk hanky in the breast pocket of his immaculate three-
button grey herringbone sports jacket. 
  “Speaking of the seven deadly sins. Where does pride come in the list?” Smith jibed. 



   “It’s first in the queue, for Catholics like you.” Mack tucked his Tootal silk scarf into 
his jacket like a cravat to cover the sixth-form tie. “I don’t believe in any of that Catholic 
crap.” 
  “You know you’ll have to take the scarf off when we get to the tutor group? So why 
bother putting it on, what’s the point?” 
  “The point is, until I take it off, I don’t own up to belonging to this place.” Mack 
checked his hair in one of the scooter’s mirrors, before adjusting the scarf one last time. “One 
has to look one’s best at all times.”  
  “In case you hadn’t noticed this is a boys grammar school. There are no dolly birds to 
impress with all this preening.” Smith mocked. 
  Mack let out a contrived laugh. “There’s always someone around to impress like the 
dinner ladies and the cleaners. Let’s not forget the school secretary. They need someone good 
to look at, don’t they?” 
  “God! You’re such an arrogant poser. Are all Mods like you?” 
  “No.” He paused unstrapping his briefcase from the rear carrier. “Every Mod is an 
individual. We don’t want to be like everyone else.”  
  The crowd of younger boys had continued to grow intrigued by what was going on.  
  Mack shouldered his travel bag. Picking up the briefcase, he and Tim pushed through 
the crowd walking towards the Sixth Form building. He heard one of the youths in the crowd 
say, “I bet he’s shagging both of those birds.” 

 
 
Robert MacKinnon gave Effy and her two sisters a tight smile as they thanked him for the lift 
to school. Under normal circumstances, he would have dropped Effy and Grace near the park 
gates. Not today. Today he drove across Manningham Lane. Then he took the turn down 
Cunliffe Road to the Catholic Girl’s Grammar. Jane, his wife, had expressed concerns. There 
was a possibility of press photographers snooping around the school gates.  
  Their arrival attracted attention almost immediately on stepping out of the Ford 
Zephyr. The sisters formed a phalanx, with Ellen the eldest in the centre. It wasn’t quite the 
parting of the waves, but it came close. At Grace’s suggestion, they had agreed to walk past 
the younger pupils like true models. 
  The time had arrived to make use of those deportment lessons they’d attended as little 
girls. Heads high, backs straight, poised and in synced steps, they walked in through the gate. 
Radiating an almost professional confidence, they made their way through the crowded 
playground.  
  The hubbub subsided to whispered awe. Lower school pupils with backs to the trio 
found themselves yanked out of their way. 
  Without turning her head or altering her expression, Effy found the recognition 
astonishing. “I never imagined we’d get a reaction like this.” 
  “Eyes forward. No talking in the ranks like we agreed,” commanded Ellen, adding, 
“It’s you they’re looking at Effy.” 
   Nearing a group of Grace’s excitable waiting friends, they came to a stop. Ellen 
turned to Grace. “Remember what Mack’s mother asked of us. From now on, it’s not only 
Effy’s reputation we’re protecting. It’s ours too and the MacKinnon’s. Whatever we say from 
today onwards affects everyone. We owe Mack’s family ever so much. So let’s make sure 
nothing slips.” 



   The words sounded unfamiliar, even peculiar, coming from Ellen. If anyone had a 
reputation for indiscrete comments, it was her. Since getting together with Tom, she’d 
changed and matured. Although younger, Effy believed she was still more mature. 
      Ellen continued. “After school, we meet here and wait for Mack to arrive to whisk 
Eff away on the scooter. Clear?” 
    Effy knew from fifteen-year-old Grace’s tight-lipped seriousness she had absorbed 
Ellen’s words. They watched her walk towards her classmates, maintaining her deportment. 
Grace acted and looked like the teen model, she would soon become known. Side by side, 
footsteps synced once more, Effy and Ellen joined the other sixth-formers going inside. Effy 
would soon find herself alone. Ellen would split off to her Upper Sixth registration group. 
Once inside, they removed their berets and coats. She received a surprise hug from Ellen.  
  “Good luck, sis. Play it cool, say nothing incriminating, and do as Jane suggested, 
stay dispassionate. I’ll meet you at lunchtime. For once, I won’t be able to blab, as I don’t 
know what happened in London. Love you, sis.”  
  Dispassionate. Yes, she would have to try to remain unemotional and unflappable. 
Left standing on her own, she wondered what to expect. It wasn’t what she expected. 
 
 
Angie Thornton’s experience at Hardacre, Hardcastle, and Hewitt’s had forewarned Mack 
and Effy what might await them. They could expect lots of attention and not only from the 
press. The infamous newspaper photograph showing them leaving London’s Cromwellian 
Club had the nation’s attention. Angie couldn’t believe how the press wanted to know more 
and more. Silvers Fashions publicity department’s response had been swift. Photos taken 
during the opening of Moods Mosaic had appeared in most of the Dailies during the week. 
Mack had also told her some of their parish hall photo shoot would feature in Petticoat 
magazine. She had to pinch herself. Honey already wanted to interview her about her designs. 
They planned to do a feature in which Effy and Angie would appear as models. Their lives 
were about to become a matter of considerable public interest. Mack had already received 
quite a few offers to use her for magazine fashion photo shoots.  
  So far, she’d remained elusive. The Halifax Courier had failed to find her. It 
guaranteed her some small measure of time to prepare. It hadn’t gone down well with her 
parents when they’d found out. Angie knew how to brazen it out. Her explanation of events 
convinced her father. She’d showed him her portfolio of Mack’s photographs blown up as 
eight by tens. He’d remained silent, appreciating how good she looked.  
  “You look real fetching I ‘ave to admit. The lad’s done good by you with his camera. 
Angie, I can’t believe me and your mum made someone as beautiful as you.” 
  She’d delighted in those words. He was the typical Yorkshire man not given to open 
emotion. Then he’d added, “I like your choice of friends. Effy’s such a nice young thing and 
that boyfriend of hers too. You get on like an ‘ouse on fire. Good friends are worth more than 
pounds and pence. Pity he’s her boyfriend our Angie. If he were yours, I wouldn’t mind him.” 
  No longer living at home, she shared a rented house with her sister Gillian. This gave 
both sisters much-needed distance from their warring parents. She wanted to tell the world 
about her love affair with Mack, but it was not possible. The world they lived in wouldn’t 
understand. How could you explain two young women agreeing to share their love with one 
young man? 
  It wasn’t until two days after returning from London that things began to happen. The 
senior partner invited her into his office for a frank chat about the photograph. Mr Hardacre 
junior, in his most polite manner, had interviewed her about it. His secretary had brought it to 



his attention. Doing his best not to appear too nosey, he’d accepted her explanation of events 
as larking about. Enquiring about her prospective career as a model, she told him it was more 
of a hobby to help her friend the designer. Working as a receptionist and filing clerk was 
cushy. It was also preferable to working in the chemists and better paid. So she played the 
game of the prim and proper young lady. Mr Hardacre seemed embarrassed by the whole 
interview process. His middle-aged secretary less so given the frosty looks Angie kept 
receiving. Thank heavens for his final comments. “Whatever you do in your spare time is 
your affair. As long as it does not impinge on the good name of the firm we won’t mind. Our 
reputation must always remain of the highest standing. We are, I must add, pleased with your 
work and hope the promise of fame and fortune doesn’t lure you away from us.” 
 
 
Meeting friends in George’s Square, Angie found herself even more popular. Thank heavens 
for Tom and Ellen’s presence and long-time friends Linda and Stingray. Mack’s arrival minus 
Effy must have started a few rumours. Like the gallant guy he was, Mack placed an arm 
around her shoulder, sparking a few interesting comments. Yes, they were friends and now 
much more, so the double bluffing began.  

Root and Jenny Jackson were on at The Plebs that night. They’d gone to see them but 
left early as soon as the act had finished. Angie used a bad headache as an excuse to leave. 
Mack volunteered to take her home explaining to Tom and Ellen he had to be back in 
Bradford. He needed to catch up on schoolwork. The Elgins Heaven Must Have Sent You was 
playing as they climbed the steps leaving the club. He’d taken her home on his scooter. 
            Quivering with anticipation, she led him upstairs. There were no preliminaries this 
time, no words. They‘d gone up in silence without disturbing her sleeping sister. An 
emotional mix of joy, passion, and gratitude assuaged her feelings of guilt. Angie tried not to 
think of Effy and the sacrifice her friend had made in allowing her to share Mack. How could 
she ever repay her? It was an extraordinary gift and one Angie intended to honour. 
            When she seduced Mack, taking his virginity, she had been the teacher. Now Mack 
was the teacher. No, not a teacher, Mack was more of a maestro who played her body like a 
musical instrument. Angie found herself moved in a series of rhapsodic climaxes. 
            In the morning, Angie rose while he slept. Removing last night’s makeup, she 
freshened up before returning to bed and cuddled up to him ready for when he awoke. Angie 
wanted to look as good as she knew how. 

It had been heaven in his arms. Mack made her feel so good she wanted to sing, to 
dance, to let the whole world know how much she loved him. 
 
  
Mack had noticed Tony Dzerzhinsky’s right hand and the fourth and fifth fingers strapped 
together. Before Jersey could say anything, Mack had already detected the coolness between 
him and Tim.  
  “Next time, make sure you’ve closed your fist before you give Tim a black eye. What 
did you do? Break the little finger? You should always ball a fist tight and keep the thumb 
outside before hitting someone.” 

They looked astonished as he sat down on a desktop. 
Jersey couldn’t believe Mack’s deduction. “Who told you we had a set to?”  
“Elementary, my dear Jersey.” Turning to Smith. “I hope you two have made up. I 

can’t be doing with the hassle of you two giving each other cold shoulders and evil eyes. The 



lass made her choice. Her privilege who to dump and who to date. So kiss and make up the 
pair of you.” 
            As others arrived, they treated him to choruses of Tommy Steele, Flash Bang 
Wallop. Their bawdy dramatization of the chorus about the photograph made him grin. What 
a photograph, flash-bang wallop right enough. 
  

Chloe Johnson was waiting for her outside the registration classroom. A concerned 
expression filled the diminutive girl’s face. “How’s it gone, Effy?” 

“It’s weird. I can’t believe how they behaved when we walked through the school 
gate. It was like the Red Sea parting to make way for us. I don’t think I’ve ever had so many 
eyes staring at me. What have the girls in our tutor group said?” 

“They wouldn’t speak in front of me because they know we’re friends. Lots of 
whispering and tittering going on, I should steel your self. There could be some cattiness from 
the usual suspects.” 
  “Maria Sharpe, by any chance?” Chloe confirmed with a nod. “Anyone else?” 
            Her friend sighed. “Katie Fox and one or two others. Brace yourself, Effy.” 
            She gave her friend a reticent smile. “Forewarned, forearmed. I suspected I might get 
some comments. No problem, Chloe.” Effy followed her and tried to look elegant. It was an 
uncomfortable experience seeing the girls’ eyes studying her every move.  
  “I see she’s covered her legs, and her hem is regulation knee length.” Maria Sharpe 
sneered looking Effy up and down. 

 “Not wearing your nighty today? Not flashing your undies for all the world to see?” 
Katie Fox joined in with her comrade’s cattiness.              

Effy had planned to ignore them. Saying nothing in response was an annoying tactic.  
“Gosh! Katie! That’s a lovely shade of bitchiness you’ve got on today.” Chloe’s 

comment made her smile at her two would-be tormentors. Today, hearing placid Chloe strike 
back at them on her behalf changed her mind. A polite winsome smile always seemed to work 
them up more. Her refusal to take the bait was a strategy that annoyed would be bullies most 
days. Today was different. Today she broke away from Chloe approaching them with a 
menacing glint in her eyes. 

“My lacy undies are clean on every day and worth seeing, which is more than I could 
say for some.” 

“What a bitch!” Katie Fox started, but Effy cut her off. 
“If I were a bitch, I’d make your life hell. So I’ll let you two get on with the 

bitchiness instead. No offence intended, but you’re the real experts.” Her hand made an 
intimidating clawing action in Maria Sharpe’s face, “Ciao Maria.” 
            Effy turned to walk away. Stopping short, she turned with a bright smile. “Or should I 
have said meow, Maria? I can never remember with you.” 

Beyond their hearing, Chloe asked, “What was that about the underwear? Fox went 
bright red when you said that.” 

“I was reminding her of her own less than clean Aertex knickers when we were in the 
Third Form. She who casts the first stone and all that? Not that I enjoyed reminding her. It 
wasn’t nice, and it was unkind of me to say it. I feel rotten, reminding her about it. The other 
girls used to give her a hard time. I’ll find a way of saying sorry to her later.”  

Chloe gasped in astonishment, “Don’t do that! She’ll only think you’re soft.” 
“Perhaps. If I don’t, it’ll be on my conscience, making her feel bad.” 
 



 
“He’s already got a replacement,” Jersey informed Mack. “He didn’t waste any time? She’s in 
the same Lit group with Chloe and Effy.” 

“Is that so, Tim? Nothing like bouncing back fast is there, eh? Bit like a rubber ball. 
I’m surprised you didn’t cast your net wider. What about all those lovelies at Bradford Girls 
Grammar? It’s getting somewhat incestuous, don’t you think?” 

Tim Smith ignored the comment giving Jersey an icy glare. “I don’t go poaching 
other blokes girlfriends. Anyway, he’s welcome to her. You know what they say? You should 
give the less fortunate your old toys when you’ve done playing with them.” 
  Mack stepped between the two. Jersey gave every impression of taking another swing 
at Smith. “Cool it, you two. A trip to see the Monsignor for starting a brawl first thing in the 
morning isn’t a brilliant idea.” 
  “I bet she’s already let him finger her.” Smith goaded enraging Jersey. It took all 
Mack’s considerable strength to keep the two of them from coming to blows. 
  “That’s enough out of the pair of you. If I bang your brains together, you’ll still be 
seeing stars at lunchtime.” 
  In a low and less than friendly voice, Mack directed his attention to Tim Smith, 
cautioning him, “That’s uncalled for, and it’s unacceptable. No one with any decency would 
ever say anything like that about an ex. No matter how bad they felt about breaking up. You 
should feel ashamed. Accept it’s over and move on. Try to treat the new girl something better 
than a rebound.” 

 
The dismay was clear on her sister’s face. Gill had opened her bedroom door to rouse her for 
breakfast. Finding Mack asleep in bed beside her was not what she had wanted to see. Angie 
could see her sister’s dismay turn to a despairing look. She had placed a finger to her lips, 
letting Gill know not to wake him. An hour later, they had come down. Her sister was still 
upset. 
  “What have you two done? How could you cheat on your best friend? And you Mack, 
how could you do this to poor Effy? It will break her heart.”  
  Mack looked at Angie then at Gill. “There’s something you need to know. It won’t 
make for easy listening.” 

 


