
But a more robust utilitarian approach might
see a bit of bullying as a worthwhile cost for
more transplants, as well as saving relatives
some agonising decisions.

Elizabeth Ward advocated an opting out
system such as operates in some European
countries. The discussion of this was tantalis-
ingly brief-a glimpse of a solution in the last
minutes of the programme. How would
a dissent register work? How m-any more

organs are obtained? How quickly do cultural
expectations change to accept the idea that
the state has rights over the dead body? Why
is it that we ask the state to treat the sick, but
deny it the best resources to do so?

It is inevitable that a short programme on
such a topic should raise more questions than
it answers. But at least two (lay) viewers have
since ascertained their partners' views on
organ donation. Airing the subject in this

well balanced way can only be welcomed. -
JEREMY WIGHT, registrar, Renal Unit, Northern
General Hospital, Sheffield

Correction
On camera
Because of a series of errors the name of one of the
authors of this article (5 October, p 862) was given
incorrectly. The second author is Robert Cocks.

On the beach and
afterwards
W hen the midday meal was over my

brother and I walked along the
V V beach in front of our house. This

was 50 years ago. I was 8 and my brother
7 years old. After walking a quarter of a mile
we saw a man sitting by himself at the foot of
the beach retaining wall in an angle where
steps led down to the sand from the road. The
beach was part of a friendly suburban com-
munity where people usually greeted each
other whether they knew them or not. So we
said hello to this pleasant stranger, who gave
us a sweet. After some talk he invited us to
tickle his chest and abdomen with one of the
long pine needles which lay in the sand. I
noticed that he didn't have swimming trunks
on and had covered his lower abdomen and
thighs with a towel. When my brother asked
about this he said that he belonged to a group
which liked to bathe without any clothing.
Soon he moved the towel aside and asked for
the pine needles to be brought lower until
they stroked his penis. Then he asked where
we could go so that we could not be seen.
A few yards away the Home Guard had

built a slit trench some eight feet long and six
feet deep with boarded sides to stop subsi-
dence, part of the coastal defences. We went
over to it and climbed down, concealed from
passersby.

In the trench he dropped the towel and
asked me to take hold of his now erect penis
and rub it. This I did with my brother
looking on. He said,"Do it harder," and
then, "Do it faster." After a short time white
fluid came out and splashed on to the floor of
the trench. He then put on his bathing
trunks, climbed out, and returned to the
beach with us and made us promise not to tell
what had happened.
We were excited and puzzled by this novel

event and described it to mv mother when we
got home. She made us soak our hands in
disinfectant and said we must not tell my
father, but she did so. He questioned us,
became silent with a grim look around his
mouth as he did when angry, and insisted we
go at once and search the beach. When I
asked "Why?" he said he was going to thrash
the man, adding we were lucky that he had
not put his penis up our backsides. My father
and I walked the beach without finding the
man and then went to the police, which my

mother opposed. There we told our story
to the village policeman, a dull man with
prominent front teeth who wrote it down in
long hand in pencil.
My next memory is of walking along a line

of men and pointing out the man. Then
followed a magistrate's court hearing in a
small room when I had to tell the story again,
this time in front of the man. I could not look
at him. We had promised not to tell anyone
and had broken the promise. Then there was
a wait of some months until the trial.

My emotion at the time ofthe
act was ofintense curiosity

and excitement.

For the trial we had the afternoon off
school. My father took us to the high court
waiting room and left us alone and we had a
fight. My brother and I often had fights
which I usually won because I was bigger and
more aggressive. He hit me hard on the nose
and it would not stop bleeding. My appear-
ance in court had to be delayed while attempts
were made to stop the bleeding with a cold
sponge to my forehead and a key dropped
down my back. Then when the bleeding
stopped I heard my name being called
repeatedly in the way it is in films of court-
room dramas. I was conducted to the court-
room and stood in the witness stand. A man
in black in the centre of the room asked my
name and then said, "Do you see the accused
here?" I replied, "What does accused mean?"
Some discussion followed and I was told, "It
means the man who is said to have done these
things." I looked around the courtroom
inspecting I imagine reporters, the public,
the jury, the lawyers, and the judge and
began to think he was not there. Then I saw
him, in the centre of the court surrounded
with a rail, pointed, and said, "There he is."
I was asked to say what had happened on the
beach and then questioned. This was the fifth
or sixth time I had gone through the story in
an official setting. One question used the
name of a different beach as the site of the
offence, which I corrected. I wondered sub-
sequently if the wrong name was a test ofmy
lying. My brother then gave evidence and my
father took us home.
That in a way was the end of the affair for

me, but in another way it was the beginning

of a lifelong memory, which from time to
time I think through or discuss with a
confidant.

In writing this account I have tried to
decide what harm I came to as a result of the
sexual experience, corruption as the judge
stated when sentencing. I have concluded,
with possible lack of insight, no harm of
consequence. A benefit has been some limited
understanding of sexual contact between an
adult and child. But the trial, the preparation
for it, and the aftermath did cause much
worry and helped reinforce the memory so
that I am able to write this piece confident in
the accuracy of the facts and emotions
recalled.
My brother and I shared a bedroom and

talked a lot about what had happened. We
were worried for some months about the man
escaping and coming to look for us to kill or
harm us. I have never been aware of feeling
ashamed or stigmatised, but did elect to
publish this account unsigned. The absence
of a sense of shame or stigma resulted partly
from the offender being nice to us, partly
from my parents, who never made us feel
guilty, and partly from the authorities'
approach. They tried to ascertain the facts
without making a fuss and indirectly con-
veyed to us that we were not responsible
for what had happened.

This absence of responsibility might not be
entirely true for it could be said that I
colluded to some extent both with the man
and with the authorities. My emotion at the
time of the act was of intense curiosity and
excitement. My brother remembers the same.
We had never seen a naked adult man or an
erect adult penis. The man had not forced us
into stimulating him and we could have left at
any time without risk of violence. Subse-
quently it was probably satisfying to ally
myself with the authorities in the pursuit of
the wrongdoer with myself as the wronged
child, the centre of attention.
The newspaper report of the trial says

that verdicts of guilty were returned on
eight charges of indecent assault on boys and
one charge of committing an indecent act
with intent to insult. The judge, awarding
a sentence of 12 years' imprisonment,
remarked on the corrupting influence on
boys and a previous sentence of four years for
the same offence. He declared that the man
was an habitual criminal and a menace to the
community. I do not know what happened to
him. He would have been 58 years of age on
release from prison after a full sentence.
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