A Simple Love Story
by
Bryden Allen

This story had a very real beginning. When I was young I wasn’t very good
at writing. So to help me, my parents told me that they were prepared to
pay someone to give me some tuition in writing – if there was someone
who I thought could help me. I didn’t think my own English teacher was
very good at all. So I didn’t want him. But a new young female teacher,
called Miss Evans, had just joined our school. And I thought she was
terrific. She had stood in for my normal teacher once, when my own
teacher was ill. I thought Miss Evans was very beautiful and vivacious
indeed. So I was keen to have to get her to come and teach me more about
writing.
Strangely Miss Evans was even happy to come to our house, which
was a fair distance away from our school. I am sure it would have taken
her more than an hour to come to our house and help me. So she must have
been rather keen to come. I myself was one of the best students in my year
and my Dad was a professor at U.C.L. So perhaps she thought that there
was a bit of prestige in giving me tuition – besides the money she received
as well.
She came about 6 times and I thought we both enjoyed these
sessions very much. I was 15 or 16 years old at the time and I would
imagine she was 21 or 22. The school photos, on the
following page, show both of us
at that stage - probably in 1955.
We are both sitting, by chance,
third from the left. She looks a
bit severe in her photo – but she
wasn’t at all. I thought she was
the most beautiful and vivacious
woman I had ever known.
But the story, which I will
now describe on the following
pages, is, unfortunately, entirely
fictitious.
These pictures show two of the
climbing ascents I made at about
this time.

The top picture shows all our teachers. Miss Evans is on the front row 3rd from the left.
And I am in the bottom picture - also 3rd from the left and sitting on the grass.
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A Simple Love Story
One day, a couple of days after Miss Evans had finished improving my
writing, my Dad was helping me doing the washing-up. My job was
actually to do the evening washing-up by myself. But Dad was happy
to help me by doing the drying himself. He didn’t even need to do this,
because our family had recently bought a new two-sink system installed.
And in this system, the washer simply dips the plates in the second sink
and then places them on a drying rack. But Dad was still a bit useful to me,
because he would put everything away as well in the cupboards.
The reason that Dad liked doing the drying himself was because it
gave him a chance to talk to us boys alone. When boys become teenagers
then they tend to feel that they don’t need any more advice from their
parents. And I was no different from normal teenagers. So I had to put up
with some advice from my Dad.
‘You and Miss Evans seemed to enjoy working together with each
other over the past six weeks.’ My Dad said.
‘Yes for a teacher she is definitely OK. So I can put up with her
presence quite easily.’ I replied.
‘It is never all that easy for two people to work together happily
for 6 hours in total. If I was you, I would try to think of an excuse why
Miss Evans could still help you very slightly in your writing. For example,
you could ask her what novels you should read. You mustn’t suggest to
her doing anything at all out of line with the fact that - she is a teacher and
you are her pupil. But you are already a good organiser, as I have seen,
both in the scouts and in your chess club. Why don’t you use you excellent
organising brain to work out how to prolong your slight association with
Miss Evans? She is a very nice young woman indeed.’
‘OK Dad - I will think about it. Thanks a lot!’ But I was very
dubious about this whole idea of his. Everyone knows that teachers and
students don’t mix.
But, if there is one thing I really like doing, it is working out solutions to
difficult problems. And my Dad had given me a difficult puzzle. So I had to
think about it. And that is what I certainly did.
And when I thought more about Miss Evans, the more I liked her.
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She wasn’t just a teacher – she was a really nice friendly person. And I
soon worked out a way of prolonging our association. I could write to her
a nice thank-you letter for all the help she had given me with my writing.
And this letter would show to her how beneficial all her teaching to me had
been. And, if I wrote her a letter, then she would somehow have to reply to
it. And so our friendship could continue. And, as I thought about her more,
I started to remember that she also had a nice sexy, very female body. So it
really would be a lot of fun to get to know Miss Evans a lot, lot better - if
this was possible.
But I didn’t know Miss Evans’s address. My parents had her phone
number. But I thought that ringing her up would be too intrusive of her
privacy. So I waited a few days till Miss Evans was out on Playground
Duty – checking out that all us students were behaving there. So then I
could innocently talk to her and ask her, if I could send her a thank-you
letter for all she had done for me. And Miss Evans was very happy to give
me her address so I could contact her by a letter. And she smiled pleasantly
at me while doing so. So I was making progress with her.
So this was the letter I sent to her:
						43 Lawrence Gardens,
						Mill Hill, NW7, London.
						1, November, 1956.
Dear Miss Evans,
		
I have appreciated the help you gave me in writing over
that 6-week period very much indeed. You have improved my writing skills
significantly. And you are also a wonderful teacher. Thank you a lot for all
you have done for me. I will never forget how you have helped me. And
also you have been wonderful inspiration to me in how you, as a teacher,
can be friendly to everyone.
But I think there might be a slight problem for you about how you
can reply to this letter of mine. You can’t appear to take any special interest
in me at school – that would be quite wrong. And I don’t think you should
have to go to any trouble in replying to me by a letter. That would be work
for you and showing a special interest in me as well – that would also be
quite wrong.
But we could meet by chance outside school. There is a pleasant
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coffee lounge just next to the Hendon tube station, which I have been to
before. I could go there next Wednesday-week at about 4.30 pm. I will be
playing chess with myself at a table alone. Then, if by chance you arrived
at the coffee lounge a little later, it would natural for us to have our coffee’s
together at the same table.
I would also love to know what books you think I should now read
- as a person of my age. So you could still help me just a little with your
better knowledge of good literature.
Thank you again for all you have done for me already.
				Yours sincerely
						 Bryden Allen.
In this letter I was dead keen to see Miss Evans outside the school
environment. I felt that, if I did anything with Miss Evans at school, then
that would emphasize the teacher/student relationship between us. And that
is what I wanted to avoid.
When I happened to meet Miss Evans in the corridor a few days
later, she smiled at me and she quickly said. ‘By chance, we shall meet for
coffee in just over a week’s time. See you then.’
So my Dad was right after all. I could continue with my friendship
with Miss Evans just a little.
I normally cycled to school. I was proud of doing this because it is more
than three miles to school and quite hilly. But I thought it would better, if
I didn’t have my bike with me. So I would have to use the very good bus
system in London instead.
Then our meeting all went as I had so carefully planned. Miss
Evans told me her favourite novel, at my age, was “Gone with the Wind”.
And she gave me her own personal copy of the book to read. And then
she even suggested that we could meet here again in a fortnight’s time to
discuss the book. This meeting only took about 15 minutes and it was quite
business like. But Miss Evans seemed to be quite happy to see me again.
So our friendship could continue. I felt I was now starting to grow up. After
all, I had now successfully made a very good teacher into a personal friend
of mine.
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Our meeting, in a fortnight’s time, took a bit longer - it took about half-anhour. This was because the book was so long. I liked the book very much.
I especially remembered a lot of detail so that our meeting would go on for
a long time. But Miss Evans didn’t want to be seen with me there for too
long. So she suggested that we could meet at a quiet tea room in Golders
Green, near to where she lived, again in a fortnight’s time. And, of course,
I was happy with this new arrangement. I was naturally hoping she would
then invite me into her room near Golders Green sometime. And then, in
the privacy of her room, we could really get very close together.
Miss Evans was clearly much happier to see me here in this out-of-the-way
location, where no one would recognise us at all. So we could now discuss
“Gone with the Wind” in much greater detail. We both agreed that Scarlet
was a terrible flirt - and then it was natural that all the guys should chase
after her. And then I had to admit to Megan that, ‘I am like that myself as
well. In my group of friends in Mill Hill there was a girl called Patricia,
who was very much the centre of attention in our little group. I thought she
was the most wonderful girl in the world. But, when her current boy-friend
dropped her, the sparkle in her left her completely. And I lost interest in her
as well. She just seemed to be a sad little creature of no interest at all to me
now. But, in looking back, I am quite disgusted with my own behaviour to
Patricia. But I know that, that was what I actually felt.’
‘Don’t worry Bryden.’ Miss Evans replied. ‘We are all a bit like
that – myself included. In my own short life, I have also been the centre of
attention and then rejected. We all follow the current fashion. We usually
can’t make sane decisions just by ourselves. We all tend to follow the
crowd. But we have to accept our weaknesses. And we all like to follow
a current idol. So Elvis Presley was my idol. So who is your idol Bryden
now?’
‘I love Lonnie Donegan myself.’
‘Yes – like him as well. But not as much as Elvis. But, by the way,
when we are talking between ourselves you can now call me Megan. We
have now become just normal friends.’
So I and Megan talked easily and happily with each other for about
hour.
When we finished talking, Megan didn’t object to me walking with her to
the large 3-story terrace house, where she rented a room and had the use of
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Our Map

This map shows all the places in or next to London, which this story refers to. They are all
clearly marked in red.
In case you can not read these places, they are from the bottom: “Megan’s room”;
“Golder’s Green”; “Miriam’s house”; “Coffee Lounge”; “Hendon County School” (Our
School); “Ridgeway Road”; “Folly Brook; “My home”; “Moat Mount Park”; “Our
Wood” and “Scratch Woods”.
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the general facilities of the house. I then asked her ‘Could I could please
see what your room is like? I have always just lived in my family home.
It would be nice to see what a rented room looks like and how the house
all works?’ So I though I had put my case reasonable well to be alone with
Megan with a bed close by.
But Megan just happily laughed out quite loudly. ‘That is a very
delicate question indeed. Maynard Potts, our head-master, takes an almost
personal interest in both of us. He likes us both very much. And he has
played chess with you, Bryden, - so you know each other personally. He
had heard about us having coffee together near Hendon tube station via the
school grape-vine. So let me now tell you about my short little talk with
Maynard on this subject.
“
So Maynard summoned me to his headmaster’s room and then he explained
the situation to me in quite definite terms. ‘It is quite natural that you,
Megan, and young Bryden should quite like each other.’ Maynard said.
‘And I know about you giving Bryden some tuition at his home. That is
fine. And, of course, you can have coffee together outside school hours, if
you like. But I would prefer it, if you saw each other, where school people
can’t see you together.
‘But what you certainly can’t do is to see Bryden together in the
privacy of your own room with a bed close by. That is out of the question
completely. If two people, who like each other, are alone in one room, then
things can happen much too easily. And then I would be forced to give you
the sack. There have to be limits about such things. I’m sorry – but that is
the way it has to be.’
‘Don’t worry Maynard.’ I, Megan, replied. ‘I agree with you
completely. I shall certainly not let Bryden enter my room. Don’t worry.
We are both sensible people. Thanks for telling me this and your interest in
both of us. But we both shall obey the sensible rules of good civilised life.’
”
‘So Bryden I can’t let you come into my room.’ Megan said. ‘And I agree
with Maynard completely – this circumstance could lead to problems. Also
I have a close teacher friend called Tony, who is quite keen to marry me.
We are going skiing together for a few days in the Swiss Alps during the
Christmas holidays in a few week’s time. But, don’t worry, I quite like your
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company as well. We will see each other next fortnight. And then we will
have a break over Christmas. And then we will continue seeing each other.
And I am happy to suggest books for you to read books, which I have read
myself as well.’
So then I took the bus home. I was still in time to join my family
for the evening meal. When Dad helped me with doing the drying-up that
night, he wondered, if Miss Evans had helped me, with some suitable
reading. And I told him she might have. And Dad, the good fellow he is,
asked no further questions on this delicate subject. I have a very good Dad
indeed. He is very perceptive person and so he didn’t try to pry any further
into my very personal interest in Miss Evans.
When we were next in Golders Green in a fortnight’s time, I thought it was
time for me now to tell Megan about my own very special thoughts about
the progress of our current world.
‘Have I told you yet that I spent the first 11 years of my life living
in Australia?’ I asked of Megan.
‘I don’t think you have actually told me that yourself, Bryden. But,
yes, I do know that.’
‘I think England is a far better place to live-in than Australia ever
was. Everything is nice and close together here and, with so much rain, life
sprouts up every where automatically. It is wonderful. A lot of Australia is
simply too dry to support too much life.
‘But, more than that, the UK has a wonderful public transport
system and everyone can get to almost every where by public transport - in
the form of many trains and buses. It is terrific here. Also most people still
live in terrace houses, which means that our life in towns and cities is quite
compact. So public transport works very well here.
‘But I don’t think this situation will last now. Many people in the
UK are trying to follow the example of Australia and North America - and
there most people live in detached houses and most people travel to work
in their own cars. And, if this happens in the UK, our life here will become
much, much worse. As far as I have seen, people living in houses and
always using cars for transport is a hopelessly inefficient way of living. It
will destroy our good current way of living in the UK with all its wonderful
country side. So what do you think on this subject Megan?’
‘I must admit I have never thought about this matter at all. But,
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now I think about it, you could well be right. I have, in fact, lived in terrace
housing all my life and that has been fine. And I certainly don’t want to buy
a car yet. However, I have noticed that you, yourself, live in a house with
a car. But I know that at present 7 people are living in your house and your
car is only used on Sundays. So that is OK. But Tony, my boyfriend, has
recently bought a car. And he expects for us to eventually live in a house as
well. So, if all people have these same expectations as us, then our future
might not now be so good. And I certainly love all our wonderful country
side. What do you think can be done, Bryden?’
‘If people thought about the problem carefully, then the problem
could be very easily overcome. The use of private cars should be taxed
very heavily. But I know that many of my own friends are expecting to
buy cars quite soon. Thus there would be a huge outcry against such a tax.
There is fundamental problem in life that people refuse to think about our
distant future. People want houses and cars – they think this is the way of
the future. I don’t know what to do about it?’
‘Well – I am behind you, Bryden. I will support your ideas
completely. Even if it means that I now won’t marry Tony. Thank you for
bringing this subject to my attention, my dear Bryden. I shall definitely not
forget it.’ And she took my hand and gave it little squeeze.
Then Megan finally said. ‘I’m afraid there won’t be time for me to
see you now till well after Christmas. After the holidays at school, you can
talk to me again, when I am on play-ground duty once more. And then we
will arrange to meet to discuss the books we like once again.’
				

---

I had got into the habit of seeing Megan quite regularly. She always
gave me something to think about. With her away, I had to give myself
something more to do again. So I went back to my old habit of climbing
the trees, which were difficult to climb. Ash trees were particularly good
for this, because their branches are all well spaced out and hence they are
a great challenge to climb. So this is how I filled in my time. And I also
enjoyed the slight danger associated with this activity.
But eventually I saw Megan at school when she was on playground
duty again. And we arranged to meet at the Golders Green tea-shop again
as normal.
When we were settled in drinking our coffee, Megan spoke out
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very clearly. ‘I have been thinking very carefully about what you were
talking about houses and cars for more than a month ago now. And it seems
to me that there are two quite different goals in life.
‘Either: we can support life. And this means we have lots of
children. And we strongly support country life so that we all can still have
enough food to feed ourselves.
‘Or: we can live in fine houses and drive fancy cars and earn lots of
money to pay for this. And so we would have a much more materialistic
life style.
‘Tony and I argued about this situation quite a lot, while we were
skiing. I, of course, supported life, while Tony still wanted us to have a
house and car. However, it is a question of getting a sensible balance. And
I was very careful not plug my “life” case too strongly, because I wanted to
keep Tony on as a good close friend of mine. But I am now definitely not
going to marry Tony – but, of course, I didn’t tell Tony that. However, also
I certainly can’t marry you either, young Bryden. But I will have slightly
more free time now. If you would like Bryden now, we could add an hour’s
walk before our coffee time. However, now it is probably best to do this
on Saturday or Sunday afternoon. So what do you think about that idea
Bryden?’
‘I think that is a great idea Megan.’ I naturally replied. ‘Saturday
afternoon would suit me fine. I know Hampstead Heath very well,
because a group of us goes running there every Monday morning for our
2 scheduled sport periods. So I can work out some good walks for us that
would take about an hour.’
‘You are a bit of an organising freak, aren’t you my dear Bryden!
But that is fine. How about you now read Evelyn Waugh’s novel “A
Handful of Dust” as our next novel to discuss. The book tells how good
marriages can fall apart - even when the people involved are really nice
kind-hearted people. One of the real dangers in many marriages is just
simple boredom. So this is a book you ought to read soon.’
And I was happy to read that new novel. But I thought the book
was horribly depressing. I definitely didn’t want to hear how good people
can really start hurting each other quite badly. So Megan said I should put
the book away until I had more experience of real life.
But we would still meet once a fortnight. And Megan still intended
to see Tony on a very regular basis as her boy-friend. So Megan was still
keeping me strictly at arm’s length - as a teacher should do with a pupil of
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hers I suppose.
Our walks were now in the midst of Winter, so we had to walk briskly just
to keep ourselves warm. So our walks weren’t very good for discussing
the books we were reading. But, on the far side of Hampstead Heath in
Highgate, there were several very warm coffee shops and pubs. And we
could talk about our books in these romantic surroundings. And gradually
our time together was gradually extended to 3 hours. And occasionally we
would hold hands, when we were absolutely certain no one could see us.
So we were slowly becoming close friends. But I won’t try to give you any
more details of where Megan and I now walked or the details of books we
read.
Over this period of about six months, when we had been seeing
each other, we had found we both liked each other’s company more than
anyone else we had ever met before.
				

---

But gradually Winter turned into Spring and then it was much warmer. And
I then persuaded Megan to come further out of London for our walks. And
so we would take our walks in the woods and wildlife parks to the north of
Mill Hill where I lived. And I, of course, knew this area very well indeed.
On most weekend days, I would go for a walk in the area for at least an
hour. And I always tried to avoid following a path or a road.
For the first time, I just met Megan in Golders Green near her
house. And then I demonstrated to her the two buses that were necessary
to get to the closest point to this area, near where I lived. And then our
route to the parks was very subtle indeed. We got off the second bus on
the Ridgeway Road, which gives a very good high view of the whole area.
From here we went north and, within 100 yards, we had left the roads and
paths completely. Only I knew the route because I had worked out the route
over several years. Also our route had to avoid places where we would
be seen, because we didn’t want to be seen as people might now think we
were a couple. This applied particularly to my family and friends.
Our first problem was to cross Folly Brook below the Ridgeway
Road. The brook was no problem because there was almost no water in it at
all. But there was a very thick hedge that followed the brook and this was
quite hard to push through. Then, as we walked further out, Megan played
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some mock games of how I was leading her now to her doom. ‘Please
Bryden – I’m only just a normal weak female. I really could not cope with
the creatures of a truly wild wood. You will have to protect me now in this
outing of yours, my dear Bryden. You will won’t you?’ And she gave me a
very tight hug.
Near to our destination, we had to follow a small gloomy lane
covered with lots of trees for a short way. And now I could terrify Megan
more by telling her that the name of this lane was “Nan Clark’s Lane”. And
Nan Clark was a woman, who had been murdered there about a century
ago. And her ghost was supposed to haunt this area. And Megan played
up to the situation and said, ‘So, not only I am going to have to deal with
the wild creatures of your wood, but I am going to have to cope with some
ancient ghosts as well. Oh - woe is me’. And she gave me a further hug.
Finally, from this lane we turned onto a gravel road, which lead to
a farm-house on the right. From the end of this road, we had a great view
of the 3 major woods and parks of the area. On the left was “Moat Mount
Park”. This was an official park. I had camped here several times and
passed all my scout: “cooking”, “camping”, “tracking” and “fire-lighting”
badges here. I could explain to Megan that, in wet England, lighting a fire
with only 2 matches can be very difficult indeed. Even I had to do this
badge twice to pass the test. Megan was most impressed with this.
Then, to the right of this park but much further away, we could see
Scratch Woods. This was a much wilder area consisting, grass lands, bushes
and woods. On my long walks, this was usually my final destination. But
this area was very popular and many people came there. So we might be
seen by people who might know us. So it was best not to go there.
But on the right of Scratch Woods and much closer to us, there was
a small wood, which was marked on my map just as a “wood”. I imagined
is was privately owned. To get to it we had to step over two styles. So
people can go there if they wanted to. But I had rarely seen anyone in this
wood at all. So I assured Megan that we could go to this park and enjoy
its, trees, bushes, grass and many flowers in perfect solitude. Also there
weren’t so many trees there - so that there were plenty of places where the
sun shone through and we could lie on the grass in the sun.
And in my pack I had my own little primus stove, billy, water,
coffee and biscuits, which I had cooked myself that morning. So we could
have a very pleasant picnic together in this little wood.
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When we were in the wood and Megan had admired its beauty and
solitude, Megan said. ‘Let’s have our picnic just a little later. I would like
to play a game with you, which I used to play with my younger brother
George, when we were young in Wales many years ago. We just used to
call the game: “chasings”.
‘It is a very simple game indeed. In turn, each person chases the
other person. When the chaser finally catches this other person around the
waist, then they drag them down onto the grass. The chaser person then sits
on the person, who has been caught. Naturally both people are now facing
each other. And the person on top, the chaser, then tickles the person below,
who they have just caught. It is not even really a game. It is just an excuse
for two people to just enjoy doing some chasing and catching. And then
they can enjoy some ticking of the other person in a very friendly fashion.
What do you think about playing this game Bryden?’
‘It seems a wonderful game for us to play together. It will certainly
be a terrific way for us to forget that you are a teacher and I am your
student.’
So this was the game we now played. It was certainly a perfect way
for us to get some vigorous exercise - and for us to become aware of each
other’s very different physical bodies. We played the game for a little over
half-an-hour. We both enjoyed the game immensely.
Then I did my thing and I got my primus stove working, made
coffee for us both and we ate the oat-biscuits, which I made myself that
morning. Megan complimented me at being so good at these practical
tasks. And I explained to her that these were just the tasks I had learnt to do
in the scouts for many years.
Then we had to do the long walk back to Ridgeway Road, which in
our now tired state, seemed a very long way indeed. When the bus finally
came to take Megan home back to Golders Green, we gave each other a
nice tight hug. And we were both very keen to repeat this same trip to this
pleasant little wood in a fortnight’s time again.
During the following fortnight, I did some thinking on the nature of this
trip of ours. So I talked to Megan, while Megan was doing her play ground
duties again. ‘Summer is coming on and now we have a lot of light in the
evening. How about we extend our trip just a little in our Wood and I cook
us an early evening meal as well on my primus? I quite like cooking in the
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outdoors. Our meal would then just be: sausages, potatoes, peas and bread.
But you could still be back in Golders Green well before dark. And, if you
like, we could start our walk little later.’
‘Yes - let’s try this new system at least once. But I am still a teacher
and you are still a student. So we must behave ourselves properly - as if
there were other people in the wood as well. But I might as well meet you
on the Ridgeway Road at the same time as before. So I’ll see you then, my
young Bryden. But your Dad was right – you are a keen trips organiser.
However, I don’t mind being organised occasionally myself.’
When I next met Megan, at the bus stop on the Ridgeway Road, she
immediately told me she had to tell me something very important. But
she had to wait, because she didn’t want anyone to see us talking together
there. So I had to wait 10 minutes, while we walked into the country, before
I could hear her terrible news. Then we sat down beneath the thick hedge
near Folly Brook.
‘Unfortunately Tony rang me soon after we had organised our trip
here.’ Megan said. ‘And he invited me to a family gathering of his. He
expected me to attend this gathering as I was still his recognised girl-friend.
But then I had to tell Tony how I was now going on this trip with you, my
student. And you were cooking a meal for us in an isolated wood. Tony was
very annoyed indeed. He certainly did not think that this was how a good
teacher like myself should behave. So I am afraid I am very definitely no
longer Tony’s girlfriend. And he certainly did not want to see me anymore
at all. And Tony could even tell Maynard, our headmaster as well, about
our friendship. So I have a real problem now. I am afraid I am now in a
rather dangerous situation indeed, because I cannot now claim I have a
normal fully adult boyfriend.’
‘I’m sorry for you Megan. But I personally am absolutely
delighted.’ I replied. ‘So, as you are no longer Tony’s girlfriend, you can
now truly be my girlfriend. But you, yourself, have been completely my
girlfriend in my brain for 6 months now. And we both have agree that we
enjoy each other’s company more than anyone else.
‘However, we both want our friendship to be a complete secret. But
there is no real problem. So let us have our first proper kiss.’ So we kissed.
But Megan made sure it was just lips-only-type of kiss indicating this was
just a normal friendship-kiss. It was not deep kiss, which would say that
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were now both in love with each other in a sexual sense. Such a kiss was
still a long way off, Megan said. But we were still making progress in the
closeness of our friendship. I was very pleased indeed. But Megan was
going to take more care then ever, that no one else would know that we
were now very good friends with each other.
Then we got up and we continued our walk to our special wood.
When we played our “chasings game” this time, Megan suggested that we
would add a further element nature to our game. When the chaser caught
the other person and dragged them down to the grass, then they would
become the master on top. And then the person beneath them would be
their slave. But this relationship would only last 5 minutes. And certainly
no clothes would be removed. But the master might now like to kiss their
slave. But the slave would then naturally keep their mouth tightly shut,
because this area was certainly their own private space.
So this is how we now played our game. And it was great fun.
The master on top, either Megan or myself, would try to kiss their slave
beneath them. But they couldn’t kiss inside the slave’s mouth – so it was
only a limited kiss. But they could also kiss their slave’s eyes, ears, nose
or belly-button’s instead. And the master would always comment on the
beauty on their slave’s various bits of anatomy they were kissing. And the
slave would always have to thank their master for their kind interest in
their anatomy. So we had a great time playing this extended form of our
“chasings” game.
Then it was my job to cook a complete meal for both of us just
using: my primus, a billy, a small frying pan, one plate, one mug, one
knife, one fork and one spoon. So we had to share our utensils completely
between us as well. But this was also part of the game we were playing
as well. But our game was still carefully limited. We never removed any
clothes at all and out tongues never actually met.
But, before we left our little wood, I couldn’t help saying to Megan. ‘When
you came on this walk, you told me that you were now in rather dangerous
situation. And so some people might soon realise that we were acting as a
couple. But you have happily allowed us to progress in our friendship even
more this afternoon. And you have acted here, as if you are not worried
about this at all.’
‘Yes – that is true. Partly this is because I know I can trust you
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completely you, Bryden, not to harm me in any way. But liking a slight
bit of danger has always been part of my nature. I like a bit of fun. And I
think that there must always be a tiny bit of danger in any real form of fun.
This is the very nature of true life. And also I am certainly not committed
to always being a teacher. It was convenient for me to go to university in
Bristol, study English and then become a teacher. But I am certainly not
committed to always being a teacher. I have always been happy to do any
practical, useful job. So, if I get the sack from my teacher job now, then I
would happily do any other job. So I am not too worried about getting the
sack too much.
‘But I do enjoy working a bit. It always gives me something to do
during the long hours of the day. But what about you, Bryden? When you
finish at school, what do you want to do with your life?’
‘I am good at maths and physics. So I expect to follow these
subjects further at university. But I also want to follow my outdoor
activities, which I currently do with the scouts. So last summer I, with the
scouts, climbed some of the mountains in the Torridon region in Scotland
for 2-weeks. And then this summer, our scouts are planning to go climbing
in the mountains of Corsica in a similar way - but for 3-weeks this time.
Also, when I go to university, I hope to join a climbing club there and
continue these activities with any clubs there. So these activities will give
me plenty of things to do with my life.’
‘Yes, Bryden, I can see you do have some sensible plans for your
future life. I wouldn’t mind thinking about doing some more outdoor
activities myself. I will remember this. But my activities must be fairly
independent of your activities. We can’t be seen to see too much of each
other. That wouldn’t be good for either of us. I must do some further
thinking about this outdoor subject myself.’
Then we made our long way back home. But we were still both
very keen to repeat this Saturday afternoon activity in a fortnight’s time.
				

---

So, in a fortnight’s time, we did the same trip again and played the same
games with each other. But there was a further addition that Megan now
wanted. And this was that master on top should be able to require their
slave beneath them to tell them all about their past life – particularly the
very interesting bits.
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But now I have a problem. I am writings all this down several
decades after all this happened. And I can only remember the major items
of what we told each other. I certainly can’t remember the details of when
or where we told each other what.
The first thing that Megan naturally wanted to know of my past life
was: “what were the most embarrassing incidents of my past life?”. And
then she wanted to know “all about my previous female interests?”. And
then I wanted to know “all about Megan’s previous past life in Wales”.
So these 3 items are what a large part of this story of mine is now
going to be about.
So the first items I told to Megan are the most embarrassing incidents of
my life till I was aged 16. So these incidents were:
My first real embarrassment occurred when I was 6-years old in first class.
I pooed my pants. This would have been OK in Kindergarten. Several
children did it there. But I was the only child to do this in first class. So this
incident was pretty awful.
My next problem occurred when I was in fourth class. Our teacher
was ill for a day and I was sent down to join a third class for the day. And
we had a spelling test there. And then I came bottom of this test. I became
the laughing-stock of both classes. I have always been lousy at spelling I’m
afraid.
My next to embarrassment occurred here in our school, Megan.
I simply did very badly in a simple maths test. I don’t know why I did so
badly. But I just burst into tears. I must admit no one commented about
this scene at all. I suppose everyone else was too embarrassed to say thing
anything them selves. But this is definitely what I did.
My last embarrassment occurred about a year later in a biology
class. We had a new pretty teacher, who I liked very much. And when
I asked her a question once, I called her “mummy”. Again no one said
anything because everyone there was so embarrassed as well. But this
incident definitely did happen.
Then I also asked Megan to tell me about her various
embarrassments. And she told me hers. But these embarrassments were
rather similar to mine. So I won’t try to repeat Megan’s embarrassing times
here.
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We then asked each other about all our various “love” interests, when we
were younger. But again I will relate all my female interests first. And then
I will relate Megan’s much more interesting “love” adventures when she
was about my age – i.e. 16 to18.
My first “love” interest occurred when I was aged 5. I was naturally sent
off to school at Telopea Park in Canberra (we lived on Mt Stromlo). I was
put in the kindergarten class for my first year. My teacher was a young
beautiful woman called Miss Brown. She was also a superb teacher. I very
much fell in love with her in every possible way. I thought she was utterly
adorable. I loved her so much I wanted to actually eat her. But, of course, I
couldn’t physically eat her. But this is what I wanted to do with her.
About a year later I had a more natural female interest. I always
called the girl Pixie (I think her real name was Mary). She was a year
younger than me and I thought she was very pretty. She was the daughter
of a family, who my family did quite a lot with. But we didn’t do much
together. We were too young for us to think about that sort of thing.
Then a little later, my cousins from New Zealand visited us and
they stayed in our house for a week. The girl, Judy, was roughly of my age.
We had a little session where we looked as each others private parts. That
was fine. But then Judy told all the other children on the mountain that she
and I now had a very special secret between us. And all the children wanted
to know what our secret was. And I didn’t know what to say. But I was a
very good tree climber. I said that, if anyone could climb to the top of a tree
like I did, I would tell them the secret. And one guy did. So I told him what
we had done together. Then he told everyone else. Some how I managed to
make an utter fool of myself. I didn’t like that episode with Judy at all.
In my last year, in year 6 of primary school in Australia, I scored
sitting next to a girl called Shirley Jessop for a whole year. I thought she
was the most beautiful girl I had ever known. For about a month, I thought
that this situation was wonderful. But this situation didn’t last too long.
There was not much we had in common between us to talk about. In the
same class there were some other girls, who weren’t afraid to tease me and
fight with me a little. These girls turned out to be much more interesting
girls.
Then I came to the UK and went to our school here. The girls here
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were quite pleasant. But they were not quite as boisterous as the girls I had
known back in Australia.
Finally, I got to know a girl called Miriam, who
I got to know quite well, because we were both doing
maths and physics at a high level. We usually sat next
to each other in classes. Then it was convenient for
me to ask her to go to a Scout Gang-Show at Golders
Green. We walked together back to her home a couple
of hundred yards away. But I didn’t know, if I should
have held her hand on the walk or kissed her, when
we got to her home. So Megan now, with your greater
knowledge of these matters, ‘What should I have done
with Miriam?’
‘That is easy. You should have just asked Miriam
what she thought was the appropriate thing for you to do
with her?’
‘OK – and so - what do you think Miriam should
This is Miriam taken
have replied, Megan?’
from a school class
‘If she was a sensible girl, then she would have
photo. But you can’t
told you that: “you may hold my hand, if you ask me out
see much of her.
again to do something together with you next week. And,
if that next outing goes well, then we may consider kissing each other on
the following week.” ’
‘Thanks Megan for your good advice. But our games in this wood,
which you have devised, are much more fun than holding hands or kissing
Miriam could ever have been.’
So these were my female interests up to the age of 16.
Finally, I will put together Megan’s early life in Cardiff, Wales, as she had
told it to me in fragments, when I was sitting on top of her, when she was
my slave. But I will now tell Megan’s story, as if it was related by Megan
herself.
				
--“
I was not a very good girl, when I was just a little younger than you are
now, Bryden. My younger brother, George, was a bumptious little brat and
my chief joy in life was to keep him in his place. He was 2 years younger
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than me but, because he was a boy, he thought that he should be able to
beat me when fighting. My parents set us a bad example on this subject.
My Dad was a miner. And his chief joy in life was to go drinking with his
mates on Saturday nights. And, when he came home afterwards, he was
very apt to become violent with my Mum. And my Mum had to accept
this violence. That was mostly what wives of miners had to accept in those
terrible bad old days.
So George seemed to think that he ought to be able to beat me
when fighting. He was in fact the same size as me. But I was absolutely
determined that he should never get the better of me. I didn’t actually do
any practise on this subject of fighting. But, when I thought about George,
which was quite often, I would tense all my muscles while imagining I was
dealing with that terrible little brat. And this tensing of my muscles might
have made me significantly stronger.
And then, Bryden, George and I would often play our chasings
game with each other. When I chased George then I, of course, won. But,
when George chased me, I would always let him catch me. But it was
always me who ended up by being on top. And if George got cheesed off
with always losing to me, then I would chant the little poem to him:
		
		
		
		

Georgie Porgie, pudding and pie,
Kissed the girls and made them cry;
When the boys came out to play,
Georgie Porgie ran away.

And this poem would stir George up again for further fighting and
punishment. And, of course, I often called him Georgie or Porgie - or then
sometimes both names. And so then I could beat him up once again.
But one day both of us were in a friendly mood with each other. And
Georgie told me, as a secret, the girl he fancied most at our school. So I,
in return, told him about the guy I fancied most in school as well – a guy
called Terry. I didn’t know him very well because he was in the class above
me. But we had met and talked a bit. And I had once gone to watch him on
a Saturday afternoon playing rugby. So we knew each other just a little.
A couple of months later, our parents wanted to go on a trip to
Bristol and stay for the Saturday night there with some of their old friends.
They asked George and me, if we wanted to have someone to sleep-in
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to check we would be OK. But we both agreed that we were completely
happy at being left alone for the night.
But now I need to tell you, Bryden, of the nature of our terrace
house. It was very standard terrace house. So, on the bottom floor, there
was: our lounge at the front and kitchen/eating facilities at the back.
Then on upper level there was: our parent’s room at the front and my and
George’s room at the back. And, of course, a small toilet/shower between
these two room. When George and I were young we didn’t worry about
our sexual differences. But, when I became a teenager, my parents put up a
curtain between our beds to give us both some privacy.
When my parents left us to go to Bristol, life continued as normal - I was
quite capable of cooking our evening meal. Georgie went to bed slightly
before me - but that was also as normal. I went to bed at 10 pm and I was
soundly asleep by 11 pm. But I awoke to feel someone lying next to me and
feeling my body.
‘Don’t worry Megan.’ He said. ‘It is only me your good friend
Terry. George told me you fancied me a little. So I have come here to give
you a little company in bed, as it is now so very convenient to do so.’
‘So where is George now?’
‘Sleeping in your parents’ bed, of course.’
‘I suppose I should let you can stay here for 10 minutes. You have
gone to a lot of effort to see me. But then you must go home.’ I thought that
I was doing the correct thing for Terry.
‘Yes – of course I will.’ He replied. So I thought that was OK.
So I thought I had to give him a kiss. And we did a little bit of
feeling of each other’s bodies. And some more kissing. So that was OK.
But after 10 minutes, Terry, the bastard, still wouldn’t leave to go
home. And there was damn all I could do about it. I tried hitting him quite
hard. But, he only laughed. I could shout out and let our neighbours hear.
But I couldn’t bear to do that and let all our neighbours know about my
problem. But I could make damn sure he did not enter me. He had come
with a sheath to make this safe. But I certainly wasn’t going to let him do
that. But he stayed with me the whole night. And during this time we kissed
each other very deeply. And we naturally both felt the sexual parts of each
other’s bodies in reasonable detail.
But, by the end of that night, I felt I had to accept that Terry was
now my new boy-friend. We had kissed each other so much in a very
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intimate way. And he said he was in love with me as well. And I was sort of
in love with him. And, in a funny sort of way, I felt I had given my body to
him already.
So Terry was now my boyfriend. And I did all the right things. I went to all
his rugby matches and I was accepted as his new “girl-friend”. We went out
to watch films together. And we went on long walks. And, on one of those
walks, he told me it was now my duty to have sex with him. He assured
this is what everyone did. He had his sheaths ready. So finally I agreed to
have sex with him. So that was OK.
But, within a week, Terry told me he was now ready for a new
challenge in his life. He had had me. I was fine but I was just a normal girl.
But there was a rather fine girl he fancied in his own class. Now he had had
me, this older girl would be a real challenge for him. He thanked me for the
practise I had given him. But he felt he could do a lot better than me now.
But that wasn’t the end of this affair. Terry and George then told
absolutely everyone that I was an easy “fuck” to practise on. Even guys I
hardly knew came up to me and told me they would pay me a couple of
bob for a bit of sexual practise with me. I became known as the local slut.
I was in terrible position. Also I found out most girls don’t have sex with
their boyfriend until both parties think that their relationship could well be
permanent. That bloody bastard, Terry, had taken me for an absolute sucker.
And there seemed to be nothing I could now do about it.
But, a couple of weeks later, an old guy was very kind to me. He went to
our church and he was quite active there. I knew who he was but I had
never actually talked to him before. He was quite rich and he was about 60
years old. His wife had died. He saw me walking in our local park and he
immediately approached me.
‘There is a rumour going around our suburb that you are having a
hard time.’ He said. ‘I might be able to help you a little. Could I ask you
to come for tea with me - say next Wednesday afternoon after school, at
4 o’clock? The gardener and the cook will have tea with us - so we won’t
be alone. I live in that big house over there.’ And he pointed out his house.
‘My name is Francis Harding and I already know that you are Megan
Evans. So - would you like to come to tea with us?’
And, of course, I said, ‘I would love to.’ I was certainly very happy
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to become friends with some of the richer, established people of our town.
So, about a week later, I duly trotted over to his house and then I had
afternoon tea with Francis, the cook and the gardener. Of course, it was
a very fine afternoon tea and I enjoyed making a pig of myself mostly
on freshly cooked scones with cream and black-currant jam. Afterwards
Francis and I played draughts and chess with each other. During this, he
told me that everyone has problems with their boyfriends. So everyone has
problems in their relationships with the other sex. But, from what he had
heard, my boyfriend, Terry, had been a real rat to me.
Then he told me he enjoyed my lively mind and he would like me
to come and visit him and tea with him like this weekly, until I got bored
with the situation. But eventually we found we both enjoyed each other’s
company very much.
But, before I left that afternoon, I demanded a tour of the big house. I
wanted to see how the really wealthy people lived. So Francis gave me the
big tour of the house. The ground floor was very grand with lots cabinets
full of precious items. I wasn’t interested in that stuff at all. To me this
just looked like a horrible amount work to look after it all. On next the
floor there were 4 bedrooms. He, himself, had the smallest bedroom –
he explained to me he liked to have a room that was just nice cosy and
warm. Then the cook had the next smallest bedroom. Then there were 2
quite large bedrooms. Francis explained to me he had 4 children all with
families. And they all liked to visit him occasionally for weekends. So this
floor was just as you would expect.
But there was another level above this, which had originally been
an attic. But it had been recently completely modernised – and that floor
was just fantastic.
The room, that fascinated me most, was the huge bath room. The
bath was enormous and there was clearly plenty of hot water. Also there
were radiators above to keep you warm at the same time. The bath even
had quite a fine window. I have always felt that I have a rather fine sexy
body. I would love to have the slight temptation of considering exposing
this body of mine to some odd passers by. In our terrace house at home, we
just had a shower. But the bottom had a plug, so we could sit down there
and sort of have a bath there. So I was now determined to get Francis let
me have a bath in this enormous bath sometime.
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Next to the was a bath room, there was a large bedroom with a
beautiful double bed. And it had a gloriously light eiderdown cover. So I
also wanted to have a bit of a play in this wonderful bed sometime in the
future.
These two rooms over looked over the street. But the lounge room
looked out onto the park. And in the park, there was always plenty of action
to watch. So my new challenge now was going to be to get Francis to let
me enjoy the facilities of this modern new attic flat of his. But I knew this
new idea of mine would take time to come about. But Francis was a very
pleasant easy-going person. I just had to take my time and not get too bored
too much by playing chess and draughts with him a lot - before having
some real fun with him in his attic.
Next week, after the cook and gardener had left us, Francis had something
more to say to me. ‘I enjoy your company Megan very much indeed. But
I would also like to think that I was helping your future as well. To me the
one hour you spend with me is a very pleasant hour indeed. It is wonderful
for me to talk to a young person, who is still full of the enthusiasm for
life. In monetary terms, I would happily spend a pound for this hour with
you. But I have to be very careful about giving this money to you, because
some people would think I was doing this for very base motives. So we
must be very careful. So - could you set up an account at our local post
office? And then I will very secretly add the correct amount of money to
your account when I need to go the post office on my own account. By the
time you finish at school in 2-years time, your account should have about
100 pounds in it. And this money will help you enormously in starting at
a course at Bristol University, which is what I know you want to do. But
Megan, please be very carefully about telling about this to anyone. People
would be very suspicious of such an arrangement. So please - be very, very
careful about it all.’
Of course I was delighted. And I would be very careful about
telling anyone about it as well. But this also got me thinking - it might
be rather fun to have a mild affair with old Francis. He really was such a
very kindly old fellow. And he did like my company. And I like my fun –
particularly if I know this fun is just a little bit dangerous.
Next week, after we had finished our super tea and we were alone together,
I broached the topic. ‘In all my life, I have never enjoyed the luxury of
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having a good bath. Please, Francis, it really is your duty to let me use your
wonderful bath for just once in my life and have a really good bath.’
Francis very carefully thought about this proposition for a good
5-minutes. That is what he is like. Then he spoke out, ‘Yes, I do have to let
you have a good bath sometime. But you could have a bath right now, if I
told my cook to go up there with you. But I don’t think that, that is what
you want is it, Megan?’
‘No it is not. As you have already told me, my job here is to
entertain you with my youthful enthusiasm for life. So you have to let me
do my job here properly in your lovely attic-flat. And there, you must let
me entertain you just a little.’
‘We have to think quite carefully of what an old man like myself
and a 16-year old girl are allowed to do together. But, if we have seen each
other down here 8 times down here, then I think it will be OK for us to
have tea together in the attic flat together. And, during this time, you could
have a bath. But it is best that no one knows about you are having a bath up
there. People can be rightly very suspicious about what happens between
an old man and a young girl. Would that be OK with you?’
‘Yes – Francis. You are truly very wise. And I already have a
terrible reputation. But I am now looking to having a really glorious bath in
about 2-months time in your wonderful attic.’
So very slowly, the 8 weeks passed with me and Francis playing chess and
draughts together. And, of course, we also told each other all about our very
different lives.
Then finally we went up to the attic, taking our afternoon tea with
us. So first we a had a leisurely tea watching what was going on in the park
as well. I naturally was quite keen to let Francis see as much of my body
as possible, within the bounds of decency. So what I did was to undress in
the bedroom, and then I wrapped a big towel around me. And on the way to
the bath room, I decided I had needed to have eat a further pikelet from the
tray. And, when I got to the bath room, I needed Francis to come and help
me to turn on the hot water system. And he was happy to do this. Then I
spent about 20 minutes enjoying the luxury of such a huge bath.
On the way back to bedroom I asked Francis to dry my hair very
thoroughly. And he was happy to do this as well. And finally I popped into
the bed and asked Francis to come in and give me a kiss me in the bed
there. But this he refused to do. But I was very happy with the progress I
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was making with Francis.
Then another 2 months passed in the same fashion. And then we
had a further afternoon tea in the attic. And this time Francis came into the
bedroom and gave me a kiss there. And during the kiss I dragged his hands
onto my breasts and he felt them very thoroughly. But he still wouldn’t go
the full way with me.
This is how he explained the situation to me. ‘I enjoy your
company very much indeed, young Megan. And I am hoping that our
friendship will last till you go to University at Bristol in nearly 2-years
time. But, if we go too fast, then you will soon become bored with me. This
is the nature of all life. But, if we go slowly, you won’t become so bored
with me and you will still be happy to continue seeing me. This is my
experience of life anyway. So Megan, you must be patient.’
‘I suppose you are right Francis. I have to savour my pleasures in
life slowly.’
But 2-months later, we went the full way. Francis had to go out and a buy a
packet of condoms, because he hadn’t used them ever before. And I thought
our sex was wonderful. Strangely Francis got quite tearful when he finally
came to climax with me. He didn’t know why he felt like this himself. It
had never happened to him before. He seemed to think it was because I was
such a wonderful generous girl. But he couldn’t really explain the situation
at all.
I thought the sex was rather good myself. And I felt I had done
something very kind for dear old Francis. So I was very pleased with our
little affair.
But, when I got home, Georgie was waiting for me to hear about what had
happened up there. He knew that I always enjoyed my visits to the big
house.
‘You look very pleased with yourself today indeed little Megsie.’
He said. ‘Did anything happen between you and the old guy?’
But I was prepared for this. ‘It was just that I beat Francis at chess
for the first time.’ I replied. I thought I had been rather clever at giving him
this simple reply.
‘Since when have you ever cared much about winning at chess.’
But then George thought for a moment. ‘Ah – I see it all now. You have just
had sex with old Francis haven’t you? You - great old sexpot! Well done!
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So you can now make your fortune as the finest whore in all whole of
Cardiff. And I will make my fortune now as well as your agent.’
‘Don’t be stupid George. I just enjoyed beating Francis at chess –
nothing more and nothing less.’
‘OK – then. Let us let have a fight again like we used to before you
started going to the Big House. And I will win now because you know that
I am right. And you will lose because you know you are lying.’
‘You are quite wrong, George. But I must admit I don’t want to
fight with you anymore. But – please George, don’t say anything to anyone
about what I do up at the Big House. And I now promise I will now be a
really good sister for always.’ And I gave George a good hug.
‘OK then – my sweet little Megsie. I accept you now as an older and yet in a way just a little sister. And I am now actually bigger than you
physically. And we will now work together for our mutual benefit.’ And we
had a little hug.
And, in fact, we never fought each other at all after that. But now I
had to be kind to Georgie most of the time. This was sad – but it had to be
done.
Then the rest of my life in Cardiff followed exactly in the same pattern.
At the end of each half year, we had one session of sex. So we only had
full sex 3-times. So we were quite respectable people. And then, using
the money Francis had given me, I went to the University in Bristol. And
there I was very careful to have no sex at all. I didn’t want for my past
sexual escapades to limit the choice of my future partner in life. And these
episodes haven’t in fact. But, looking back over my life, these affairs really
made me into the woman I now am. So I am now very proud of my early
sexual life.
But during the last Summer, before I went to Bristol University, there was
one thing I needed to do. And this was to take my revenge on that awful
Terry guy.
He had now left school. But we still met quite often because we
belonged to the same circle of friends. Once, at a dance, I held his hands
more firmly than normal and smiled at him a little. He took the message
and he asked me out. We went out several times and I allowed him to kiss
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me. He grew very keen on me indeed. But I kept him at arm’s length.
Finally, Terry took me on the same walk where we first had sex
together. And we naturally rested at the very same spot as before. But this
time he proposed marriage to me. Then it was my supreme pleasure to tell
that he was now a nice kind fellow. But, unfortunately, he wasn’t good
enough now to be worthy of me marrying him. He then got very angry
indeed because he really thought that I should belong to me. We then had a
full on fight, which ended up with me boxing his ears quite hard. And then
he started to weep.
So I finally put Terry back in his place. And he was not worthy of
me giving him any further attention.
”
				
--But now it is time for me, Bryden, to relate the final episode, which was
eventually to turn Megan into the very important person she has now
become.
One Saturday, when Megan and I were due for our outing in the
wood, the weather forecast was awful. So, instead of us going to our
normal wood near me, we only went to Hampstead Heath. But we were
still caught in very heavy shower on the walk. We were both completely
drenched. So we had to go Megan’s room nearby to dry off and put on
some dry clothes.
Naturally we took off our soaking-wet outside clothes. But we both
kept our undies on so we were decent. And then we dried as ourselves as
much as possible with two big towels. So first we dried ourselves as best
we could individually. But then we found it much better to alternately
dry each other’s backs and hair. And we both clearly enjoyed this rather
intimate drying process very much indeed.
I then decided that this golden opportunity was far too good for us
to waste. So I picked Megan up in my arms and carried her off to her bed.
Megan appeared to be quite happy to accept her fate. So we fell on the bed.
Megan accepted my kisses and she allowed to me take her bra off. So I
thought that this was going to be it. We were now going to become a full
sexual couple.
But then Megan spoke out very clearly indeed. ‘I am now very
much in love with you, Bryden, and I would even be happy to marry you.
And, if we have sex now, I will quite likely get pregnant because I am in
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my sexual receptive period right now. But I am happy to get pregnant and
get married to you. Maynard then would have to give me the sack – but that
wouldn’t worry me too much.
‘But I have been thinking about this possibility for several weeks
now. But such a situation would not be good for you, Bryden, at all. You
are still only 17-years old now. If I married you now, then you would
miss out on all the important experiences of your young coming-life. You
wouldn’t have had all the normal sexual adventures that everyone needs to
have from the ages from 17 to 22 with people of a similar age to yourself.
And then - what about your university career. I know it is still possible for
you to marry me. But there is a much better option for you to think about.
I have been thinking about something like this situation now could happen
for several weeks now. So that is why I am now prepared with a much
better plan for us to follow.
‘You have told me already about your climbing plans with your
Senior Scouts to climb some of the high mountains in Corsica. And I think
that is wonderful thing for you to do, Bryden. But I, naturally, don’t want
to copy what you are doing. But what I would like to do now is to go on
many walks and climbs with the London Mountaineering Club. I have
already been the Black’s Outdoor Shop in the city - and they have told me
just ordinary people like me would be very welcome in this club. So my
plan for this Summer holiday now is to join this club. And then I will do
everything possible to ingratiate myself into all the activities of this club.
Later you could join this club. And then, when we finally meet each other
at this club, we can both put on a great show of surprise that we actually
went to the same school together. And then we can do some things together
in this club of a very healthy nature.
‘So what do you think about this plan?’ Megan asked.
‘That is indeed the perfect solution for our future, Megan. I wish
had thought of that idea myself.’
‘So you are not the only person, who change their ways. So I have
become an “organising freak” – just like you are my dear Bryden.’
Then we had just an ordinary kiss. Then we got up and got dressed
again. Megan had put my clothes on the bar heater she had in her room.
And so they were just about wearable when I put them on.
We then had a light meal at the usual tea-shop and we made plans
as to when we could see each other again. And then we decided that it was
a lot more practical for us to contact each other in the future by phone. But
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we would still avoid being seen together too much at school. However,
probably, that wouldn’t be so important now.
But then, while we
were on our holidays,
there wasn’t time for
us to see so much of
each other at all. So I
went climbing with the
Senior Scouts climbing
in Corsica. And I also
got a job working on
a building site not
far from my house to
earn some money for
the various activities
This is me on the top of Paglia Orba, the third highest
I was doing. So I
mountain in Corsica. It is about twice as high as Ben Nevis the
was reasonably busy
highest mountain in the UK. So it is quite high. Only 3 of us
myself.
climbed it. So it was a real challenge for us.
And Megan
joined the London Mountaineering Club and she was as active in that club
as it was as possible to be. There was a guy there, called Alex, who was the
Trips Secretary of the club. And, if no one else offered to lead a trip, Alex
would always lead a trip to one of the several sandstone outcrops near East
Grinstead. Alex himself lived in South London so he could get out climbing
very easily indeed there.
Megan now went walking or climbing on every week end with this
club. And Megan was so keen on going on trips that Alex suggested that
Megan now become the new Trips Secretary herself. And then Alex could
become the President, which was a much easier job. And all the members
of the club felt that Alex was now due to accept this honour. And this
arrangement worked out very well indeed because Megan was so very keen
and active as the Trips Secretary. The whole club thrived. And the club
then bought a small house in Nant Peris in North Wales, which became the
club’s climbing hut. So the club grew and grew.
Then Megan and Alex, because they did so much together, soon
found it easiest to marry each other. Alex himself was quite a bit older
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than Megan. He had been
married before and he
had 2-children from this
marriage. But, because of
this, Alex was completely
happy for Megan to have
affairs with anyone she
liked – particularly if
such a person would then
become a very active
member of this club.
When our Summer
holidays were over, I
naturally joined the L.M.C.
club myself. And then I
also soon could become
one of Megan’s boy
friends. This all occurred
in a very natural way and
all people were very happy
about this arrangement.
But I wasn’t so
keen on this situation.
So I finally had sex with
Megan. And Megan made
that experience as good
as it could possibly be.
Further more this sex was
not protected so Megan
could well get pregnant and
have my child. And she
was very happy for this to
happen. So Megan gave me
everything I could possibly
want. But I, myself, was
no longer very special
to Megan. I was just the

I have put this picture in again so that you might be able
to read the text below, which I think is very amusing. But
you still might not be able to read it. But the whole climb
is described in my webpage: “My Climbing” in my website
called “bryden allen.” So you can read it there.
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same as several other young
guys who Megan walked and
climbed with as well.
But, when I went to
university at U.C.L, I soon
became an important climber
there. I organised most of
the club’s trips. And, in the
college, I became well known
as the photo on the left shows.
And then Megan and I tended
to forget about each other. We
both already had very extensive
interests.
Then I returned to
Australia and I became a
famous climber there. So I
made the first ascent of: The
Face of Bluff Mountain; the
Face of Frenchman’s Cap in
Tasmania; and Ball’s Pyramid.
These were the major ascents of that early
period in Australia. (These are all shown
on the right.) And I also made illegal
ascents of the five most iconic buildings
in Sydney. And I got a PhD as well and I
also got married.
When I started working, I found I
could do all the work, which I was given,
remarkably easily. So then I started to
work on projects that I thought would
help the world to progress. But most
people of this world don’t want this world
to progress at all. So all my wonderful
work on progress has never been
appreciated at all. But I thought I always
tried to help our world progress as best I
could.
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I have never learnt to write easily. But I have always persevered. So
now I have written 7 books and 6 novels all showing how we ought to live
in better ways. Also I have a huge website, which contains all these books besides about 200 webpages. So I have now written a lot.
Finally, I have just finished writing my autobiography called
“Glorious Ambitions”. And, of course in this book, I tell everyone all the
wonderful magnificent things that I have done over my long life of 78
years.
I think I have had an incredibly fortunate life. Even my climbing
accident at the age of 59, which put me in a wheel-chair for the rest of my
life, was very useful for me. It simply forced me to do all the writing on the
various topics, which I think are so important for a healthy life for us all in
this world.
But I can’t say I have had any success in persuading anyone to
ever read any of what I think is so important. But no one else has had any
success in trying to suggest a sane political system either. Thomas More
tried to do this in his Utopia novel. He did his very best for his day. But I
have never found anyone, who can tell me what his Utopian plan actually
consisted of. And he was famous and he died a martyr. And I can honestly
say that I have ever thought in terms of being a martyr in order to spread
my own ideas around the world.
As far as I can see there are simply no precise plans, apart from
mine, which now show how we can create good communities that treat all
their members completely fairly. (OK – if you don’t think this is true – you
just tell me of any such a community that you know of?)
But Megan, in her little world around East Grinstead in the UK, has been
very successful in forming a genuine community from her large circle of
good friends.
And Megan’s plan was very simple. Megan was always very
friendly to all those people she knew, who didn’t own a house or a car. But
she would not to be friendly to all the people who did own a house or a car.
So she gave such people the cold shoulder. So Megan, in a very practical
way, simply obeyed the ideas, which I had first suggested to her at our
second meeting at the tea shop in Golders Green.
And then Alex and Megan bought a small farm near East Grinstead.
And this farm was only a short walk from Stone Farm, which had several
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large sandstone boulders. And these boulders were perfect for climbing on
without using a rope (this activity is now called “bouldering”). And then
Alex and Megan extended their farm house so that climbers could easily
spend several nights there in rooms with several beds. And people could
stay at this farm free, if they worked on the farm a little. And this was very
successful – many people liked to come and stay and work on this farm a
little when convenient.
But, people who owned cars or houses weren’t allowed to enjoy
the friendliness of this community farm. But, if these people sold their cars
or houses, then they could put this money into the farm and so become
part owners of the farm. So this meant that this farm now became a full
proper “democratic community farm”. So then there had to be community
meetings every Wednesday night, which all full resident members had
to attend. And then all the complex things like: voting; equity; timesheets; membership; remuneration; money; officers and exams; had to be
addressed and solved. And eventually all these difficult problems were
solved. And so this community grew and thrived.
When I had a world trip in 1995, I visited this community. At that
stage, the community had about a100 members living on the farm. I was
most impressed how efficiently this whole community was run. Most
people had a room to live in and then everyone shared the usual kitchens,
dining-rooms, lounges, toilets, showers, etc. And there were community
cars and small buses for getting around. And most residents there averaged
about 10 - 20 hours a week working on the farm. And this community was
completely self-sufficient in food. So this community was pretty damn
good.
But the truly amazing thing about this community was how
many children this supported. There seemed to be children absolutely
everywhere. And these children tried to be useful in picking: the ripe
fruit, weeding, watering and doing simple tasks like this. Megan herself
had 6 children and at least 20 grand-children. So she set the example and
everyone else there followed her very good example.
Megan told me that many people thought that this community was
setting a bad example to the world, because the world could not support
more people. At least here I was very useful to Megan. I explained to
Megan that the people who make these statements were simply wrong. If
people were to live in communities like hers, then the world could support
at least 5 times the Earth’s current population. The people, who make
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these terrible predictions, simply have not done the calculations necessary
to work how many people the Earth can support. So I showed Megan
my many calculations about how the Earth could support more people.
So Megan took my various notes and copied them on their community
scanner. So then she could tell the world that it was the world’s love affair
with houses, cars and possessions that was polluting our world. If we
stopped doing this, then we could support a much larger world population.
Megan then rewarded me for this information very well, by giving
me a superb night with her in bed.
When I returned to Australia, I often wondered why it was Megan who was
so successful in forming a good egalitarian community and - not me. And,
finally, I decided it was a question of “courage”.
Now I am a reasonably courageous guy. So, in my early 20’s, I did
quite a few long new climbs, which most people now think of as being very
bold. But they weren’t all that bold, because I always prepared for these
ascents very carefully indeed. So I always spent several days before hand,
doing the lower pitches and working out possible retreat options. Thus I
wasn’t all that courageous.
But, when it comes to adventures with women, I have always been
a downright coward. So I have preferred being married and not pushing
a girl too far. And, also at work, I have always liked to have a reasonably
high status job. Also I have always hated getting the sack – but I have been
given the sack quite a few times in my life.
Then I wasn’t all that good about owning cars or houses. I tried
avoiding owning a house or a car, if I could. But often it was more
convenient to own a house and a car when you are married with children.
So I have.
But Megan was quite different about this matter. She positively shunned
people who owned houses or cars. And I know, from my personal
experience, this is very hard to do. Most people in this world love owning
houses and cars. And to fight against this entrenched idea is terribly
difficult.
But, good old Megan, she truly has “fought the good fight with
all her might” as much as anyone can - against our world, which now only
worships wealth. And she, in her old age now, receives her just reward. All
her 6 children and 20 grand-children simply adore her. And everyone in her
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community admires her immensely.
After all, Megan has created a community that all people can now
follow. So all people of the world now don’t have to follow the stupid
dogma associated “capitalism”, “globalism” and “economic growth”.
Isn’t this new idea wonderful? And this was all due to good old
Megan and her simple courage at sticking to her guns about shunning all
people, who personally owned either detached-houses or cars.
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You can contact me in all the usual ways:
My phone number is: 0412 871 544
My email address is: brydentallen@gmail.com
I am on Facebook (Bryden Allen) and I will make you a friend, if you send
me a request.
My address is: 7/5 Knox St, Ashfield, Sydney 2131.
I still perform (squeeze box and recorder) every Saturday morning from 11.am
till 11.40 am - with my books on show. This is in the open space, beside the
Town Hall in front of the Ashfield Mall. So you can make personal contact
with me then as well.
I also go to SICG every Tuesday night at St Peters. So you can see me there
also as well.
1/11/2018.

On the following pages then I will also show the front pages of my major
books. They are:
1.

My autobiography: Glorious Ambitions.

2

My book, which has all the fine detail: Green Living.

3.

My most important book: Forming Green Communities.

4.
My book on our biggest problem: A Special Period to stop 		
					
Climate Change.
5.

A short recent little booklet: My Farewell Message.

6.

A page, which gives most of the webpages in my website (this is
on the back cover).
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Glorious
Ambitions

Bryden Allen is well known
for his early, famous,
climbing, first-ascents in
Australia. But he has spent
most of his life working
on six important global
challenges. So this is what
this unique autobiography
is also about.
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My Farewell
Message
by
Bryden Allen

Everyone would
like to think that
human kind could
all work together in
peace and harmony.
The purpose of this
little booklet is to
show that this is not
possible.
First I show how
“peace” and “love” conflict with “truth” and “life”.
And then I show how the good concepts of
“equality”, “democracy”, “free-time”, “self-sufficiency”, “variety”,
“low-footprints” and “autonomy”
conflict with our current concepts of
“capitalism”, “globalism” and “economic growth”.
So our future life
probably won’t
be as easy and
pleasant as the life
we have enjoyed
for the past 50
years. But then
I also do give
two important
solutions.
The 4 pictures are the
covers for my major
novels.
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Plan of all my Webpages and PDFs.
To start, Google “bryden allen”.
This page won’t quite hold all my
webpages and pdfs. But I give an
indication when there are more pages.
My “Home Page” is the first thing
to read, My autobiography is “Glorious
Ambitions”(pdf) tells about my life.
“Profile of Bryden Allen”(pdf) is taken
from an article in Rock magazine.
“My Farewell Message” (pdf) is my latest piece of work.
“My Climbing”,
“My 3 Famous Big First Ascents”.
“First Ascent of the Face of Bluff Mountain”, “First Ascent
of the Face of Frenchman’s Cap”,
“First Ascent of Ball’s Pyramid”.
“Illegal Ascents of Sydney’s most Iconic Buildings”,
“Illegal Ascent of Sydney Central Railway Clock-Tower”,
“Illegal Ascent of Sydney Town Hall + Clock-Tower”,
“Illegal Direct Ascent of Sydney Harbour Bridge”,
“Illegal Ascent of the Land’s Department + Clock-Tower”,
“Illegal Ascent of Centre Point”.
“First Ascent of Sweet Dreams”, “My Exploits
in the Warrumbungles”. “My Original Climbing Guide
to NSW” ( + book pdf). “Four Deaths on the Crags”,
“Climbing Days at Lindfield”, “A Proposal for a New NSW
Climbers Club”, “Our_Ascent_of_Ginsberg_on_Bluff_
Mountain”, “The_Original_Ascent_of_Mt_Banks”, “My_
Ascent_of_Toyland”.
“Society of Choice”( + book pdf).
		“Green Living”.( + book pdf)
“Degrees of Being Green”, “The Benefits of Self-Sufficient
Green Communities”, “Who Changes – We or the Climate”.
“Forming Green Communities”, ( + book pdf).
“Why Create new Green Communities”, “Green Homes”,
“Green House-Unit Communities”, “Green Agriculture”,
“Green Hamlets - Independent”, “Green Hamlets Integrated”, “Green Villages”, “Village Centres”, “Green
Town-States”, “Town Centres”, “Green Transport”, “States
and Wildlife Parks”.
“Members, Meetings, Officers and Voting”,
“Finance and Remuneration”, “Citizenship Levels”,
“Democratic Levels”, “Information and Recognition”,
“Education and Welfare”, “Free-Time and Clubs”, “About
Being Green”, “The Nature of Life is to Expand”( + 4).
“A Special Period to stop Climate Change”( + book).
“A Special Period”( + 1).
“All people will receive the Necessities of Life”, “All people
will receive Employment”, “All Costs will be paid by Taxes
on all Luxuries”, “The Rich will be prevented from getting
Richer”, “The Poor will be protected from getting Poorer”.
“Political Fundamentals”.
“Measures of a Good Society”.
“Current Measures – Economic Growth, Wealth, Low
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Footprint”, “Equality Measures”.
“Freedom Measures”, “Democracy
Measures”, “Variety Measures”, “A
Summary of these Various Measures”.
“Known Mathematical
Political Results”, “Pure, Visible
Democracy – versus – Current
Democracies”, “The Difficulty of
Reforming a Society”.
“The Unstable Nature of
Life”
“A Utopian Period in my Life”, “We always accept the
Easiest Path”, “Our five Serious Current Problems”, “How
Our Problems Evolve and get Worse”, “Solving All Problems
in One Go”.
“The Degenerate Species”. “The Four
Fundamental Problems – that Civilization Must Face”(
+ 4) . “The Far Distant Future and Negativism”( +3). “A
Safe Village Governmental Element – Should Disaster
Strike”. “A Summary of my Political Solutions”, “Equality
of Opportunity should be the basis of all Political Forms”,
“Helping other Nations in Trouble”.
Here are some simpler webpages: “All_Our_
Problems”, “Self-Sufficiency_or_Globalism”, “Officers_
or_A-Leader”, “Economic-Growth_or_Free-Time”,
“Capitalism_or_Socialism”, “Citizenship+Recognition_
or_Money”, “Selfish_or_A-Saint”, “What_is_The-Law”,
“There_are_Two_Very_Different_Solutions”.
“The Ultimate Ascent”( + book pdf).
“The 4 Cover Pages”, “A Path to Create a Full Space
Colony”( + 22). “The Fundamental Problems which we must
Overcome”, “A Path to Create a Colony on Mars”.
“My Novels”( + 4 books pdf)
“The Voice of the Fire ”, “The No-Boots Club”, “Sandstone
and Clock-Towers”, “The Wonder Plant”.
“My Inventions”( + 5).
“Quarter Calendar”, “Carrot Bolt Belay System”, “A High
3-rope Swing”, “Easy Compact Home Living”, “The Lost
Chord”, “A New Easy-to-Use Bedding-Package System”
“A New Simple International Language”( + book pdf).
		“My Life”.
“My Cards”, “My Dreams”, “My Dad”. “A
Better Way to Solve Problems with Computers”, “Academic
Activities”. “Scouting”, “Bush-Walking”, “Sports, Games
and Running”, “Singing”, “Dancing”, “The Running Set”,
“Musical Activities”, “My Books”, “Philosophy, Beliefs and
Purpose of Life”.“My Accident”, “A Time of Suffering”,
“Dealing with the Problems of Paraplegia”, “My Advice to
Young People”.
“Family Photos”,
“Mt Stromlo - 1940-1951”, “Mill Hill - 1952-1961”,
“Stanmore - 1962-1965”, “Oxford - 1965-1967”, “Epping 1968-1975”, “Glebe - 1975-1982”, “Sheffield - 1983-1985”,
“Stanmore - 1986-1999”, “Ashfield - 2000-2016”.

