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Prologue

I WAS in utter despair . 
How could I have done such a terrible thing? 
I’ve always tried to live the life of a good and decent man, one 

who had, as a young boy, been sent to Sunday school to learn about 
and absorb those timeless virtues of love, honour and compassion . 
I hadn’t, I’ll admit, been all that keen on going to Sunday school 
in the first place but, despite that, I couldn’t help but agree with 
the lessons I learnt there and had vowed, from that early age, to 
try as best I could to treat others as I would expect to be treated 
myself, but this good and decent man had just seriously injured 
the woman he loved more than anything or anyone else . More, 
perhaps, than life itself .

Life had been good to me . I was fit and healthy, as blissfully 
happy as I had ever been . Through a mix of hard work and good 
fortune I’d enjoyed a decent career as a professional footballer 
before, having left the shelter of the game altogether, securing 
a job that I thoroughly enjoyed, not something a lot of ex-pros I 
knew were able to admit to . I had money in the bank and lived in 
a beautiful cottage on the banks of the River Wensum in Norwich 
with a brand new sponsored Seat car parked in the driveway . I 
looked forward to getting up every morning, especially those that I 
could spend with the woman I loved and cherished so much – the 
woman who was now lying in my hallway covered in blood after 
I’d stabbed her in the back with a kitchen knife .
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Charlotte
I’d met Charlotte at my local gym where I’d previously seen her 
coming and going a few times before we were introduced to one 
another by the instructor who took the spin classes I was doing . 
Charlotte had really stood out from the crowd at the gym because, 
unlike most of us who’d be clad in sweatshirts and jogging bottoms 
as we arrived and departed, she was always very smartly dressed . 
Now that we’d been introduced I felt confident enough to follow 
that up by passing the time of day with her whenever we saw one 
another, a quick ‘hello, how are you?’ that eventually developed 
into us really starting to get to know one another at the gym’s 
Christmas Party that year, which was held at the Holiday Inn at 
Norwich Airport . 

It was simple enough stuff really . We sat together at the 
party and for its entire duration just talked about anything and 
everything really; it felt as if, for those few hours, there was no one 
else in the room at all, let alone that there was a typically raucous 
festive party going on in the background . Christmas duly came 
and went, and as the new year approached we found ourselves 
keeping in touch more and more by just texting one another, until 
early that January we finally arranged to meet again properly over 
a coffee, the first ‘proper’ date that we had as a couple .

More dates followed . Nothing too outlandish or extravagant, 
just the two of us meeting somewhere in or around Norwich and 
having a chat, revelling in, as anyone in the same situation does, 
that special feeling that comes with getting to know someone 
that you like more and more . We continued meeting on this basis 
until, now resolved to wanting to take the relationship further, I 
took the plunge and asked Charlotte if she’d like to come out to 
dinner with me .

Oh joy . She said yes .
We had, by now, learnt a great deal about one another . I knew, 

for example, that she was still living with her ex-partner and her 
daughter, not the sort of situation you’d expect your date for the 
evening to still be in, but as Charlotte had explained she felt she 
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could not, at that time, leave the home they were still sharing as it 
was being completely renovated . 

Despite that, however, she very much regarded herself as a 
single woman who had been more than happy to spend time with 
me, including, as things had progressed, a lovely and intimate meal 
together . It was a memorable evening that we both thoroughly 
enjoyed, the beginnings of a proper and committed relationship 
with one another .

The highlight of my week was always on the Saturday and 
Charlotte swiftly became a big part of that day . In the mornings 
I’d coach upwards of 120 boys and girls at Eaton Park in Norwich 
alongside my very good friend Malcolm ‘Macca’ Sparrow . We’d 
finish there at around midday, which is when, if Norwich City 
were playing a home match at Carrow Road, I’d make my way 
there to commence my day’s work as part of the club’s hospitality 
team . This would usually involve me greeting either the match 
ball or programme sponsors as they arrived for the game, starting 
with me introducing myself to them at the directors’ entrance and 
being with them for the rest of the day, before and after the match 
as well as sitting with them during the game .

Life was good . I thoroughly enjoyed my work as well as, 
on those days I was ‘on duty’, the responsibilities I had as a 
representative of Norwich City Football Club . I was fortunate 
enough to be a lifelong fan of the club who had also had the privilege 
of playing for them, and I’d enjoyed every second of my time at 
Carrow Road . Yes, there had been more than one opportunity 
to move to another club during my time there – Leeds United, 
for example, were very interested in signing me at one time . But 
I never really wanted to leave and was not at all frustrated that I 
spent all of my career with the Canaries . I’d been a player, now I 
could be a fan again and I looked forward to meeting those fellow 
fans who came along to the games, many of whom were really 
interesting people who were nearly always excellent company . It all 
made my job very easy, that’s if you can even call it a job because for 
me at that time it was a privilege to do it . I’d happily go the extra 
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mile with ‘my’ guests and would often arrange for them to meet 
one of their footballing heroes, be it a Norwich player or, as was 
sometimes the case, a member of the opposing team on the day, 
a player who might, of course, have been someone I once lined up 
alongside or played against myself .

It was always an enjoyable afternoon for me and I hope it was 
for all of the people I hosted . Yet, fun as it was, by the time the last 
of our guests for the day were leaving the ground, my thoughts 
would turn to the evening that was to come and what Charlotte 
and I would be doing together, the perfect ending, at this time in 
my life, to what had already been a wonderful day .

So yes, life was good . Very good in fact .
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CH A P TER ON E

The Linnet

I knew that I was, like all of my mates, meant to be 
going along to Alderman Catleugh school when I was 

11 but was told by my dad, who I’m sure had gone 
in to have a quiet word with the school’s headmaster, 
that, regardless of the fact we weren’t in his school’s 
catchment area, we were a Gaywood family and I’d 

therefore be going to a Gaywood school.

YOU’VE PROBABLY heard of King’s Lynn but I’m not so sure 
that you will have heard of Gaywood . Whenever I read something 
about myself, it usually refers to the fact that I was born in King’s 
Lynn, the Norfolk market town that sits on the River Ouse, that 
grey and silt-rich river that acts as the gateway to The Wash .

That bit is true enough . My first home was on Regent Street, 
which is in the centre of King’s Lynn . But, for various reasons, not 
least the fact I went to school in Gaywood, it remains the part of 
the town I am most closely connected with .

Fittingly, my day of birth was a Saturday, the day of the 
week which I looked forward to more than any other, especially 
during my playing career . There’s an old rhyme that claims that 
‘Saturday’s child works hard for a living’ . That might have been 
written by Mel Machin, my old coach at Norwich (and more on 
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Mel later on) except that he’d have rewritten the whole thing so 
that working hard for a living applied to all the other days of the 
week as well, Sunday included . 

Gaywood was, at least before it was swallowed up by Lynn, 
quite a substantial village in its own right . And a prosperous one 
at that . Gaywood Hall, seat of the ancient Bagge family, was built 
on the site of a medieval palace that was the home of John de Gray, 
who didn’t do so bad as he ended up being appointed as Bishop 
of Norwich .

He’d have had no problem declaring himself to have been a 
proud man of Gaywood . Nothing much has changed since then 
to be honest . If you ask a Gaywood man or woman if they’re from 
Lynn, they’ll look at you in a funny way and say, ‘No, I’m from 
Gaywood .’

I was the second of four children born to Bill and Molly 
Mendham . They lived in Regent Street in Gaywood, which isn’t 
far, if you’re familiar with the area, from the Majestic Cinema . 
Bill worked in the town docks driving cranes and forklift trucks . 
He was a hard man who didn’t suffer fools gladly, especially as far 
as his children were concerned . That especially applied to Paul, 
my older brother, who would, as you do when you’re growing 
up, look to see how far he could push Dad before he responded . 
In all honesty, Paul should have learned early on where Dad’s 
boundaries, at least as far as the behaviour of his children was 
concerned, were drawn in the sand and made sure he didn’t cross 
them . Because if he did, that’s when Dad’s leather belt would 
come off and my brother would know all about it . Dad would 
be going at it with Paul whilst I’d be hiding under the kitchen 
table, pleading with my dad not to hit him, but usually to no avail 
because Dad had made it a point of honour that no one, not even 
his own children, would get away with showing him any sort of 
disrespect . That’s the kind of man he was and I guess it ref lected 
his own upbringing, and, just as importantly, how things were 
at the docks, the sort of working environment that didn’t take 
kindly to any sort of man other than those who grafted hard 
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and knew how to put in a proper shift, but were also good with 
their fists .

I’ve made Dad sound like a bully but that’s not my intention . 
He was a product of that time and would have been no different to 
any other man in any other working family then, no matter where 
they lived . If we did as we were told, worked hard and, in doing so, 
kept on the right side of Dad and Mum, then they’d do whatever 
they could for us to ensure that we were happy . 

Both Dad and my Uncle Les saw active service during World 
War Two . They were identical twins which meant they had hoped 
to end up serving in the same battalion, but any dreams they had 
of doing so were thwarted at King’s Lynn railway station on the 
day that Dad reported for duty, along with my Uncle Les, only to 
be told by the sergeant at the station that he was being posted to 
a regiment up in Scotland .

‘I can’t go that far,’ protested Dad, adding, ‘I’m a Norfolk man, 
I want to be with my own kin – and that includes my brother here .’

Dad was referring to the Royal Norfolk Regiment, but no 
such luck . Off he went to Scotland so he could start his training 
with the Royal Army Medical Corps, whilst Uncle Les ended up 
being sent down to somewhere on the south coast of England, 
so about as far away from my dad as you could possibly get! The 
Army, of course, would not have considered this an issue at all . 
Everyone had to do as they were told and go wherever they had 
been ordered to go, but, for all that, it was still a bitter blow for 
my dad to be separated from his brother as the notion of family 
togetherness and strength through being together, including 
through adversity, was very important to him .

Take Christmas, for example: there was never much money 
to go around as Dad’s was the only income (he truly thought a 
woman’s place was in the home and would never have considered 
letting Mum go out to work) so it had to be spread around our little 
terraced house as carefully as possible . They certainly excelled at 
this at Christmas, which was always special, a time when all the 
family would get together at our home and enjoy themselves, Dad 
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included . But, with family being so important to him, he’d ensure 
that all of my assorted aunts and uncles would dutifully call round 
for a glass of beer (sherry for the ladies) with plenty of fizzy pop 
on the go for Paul and myself as well as Steve, my younger brother, 
and Lynne, who had the unenviable role of being the youngest out 
of all of us and sister to the three Mendham boys; that couldn’t 
have been an easy task for her at times, but I have to say she coped 
with the three of us quite magnificently!

I think there must have been quite a few Mendhams around 
at that time . If you look at the old census forms from 1891, you can 
see that there were 105 Mendham families living in Norfolk alone, 
which was nearly a quarter of all the Mendhams living in the UK 
at that time . It did feel at times, as I grew up, that most of them 
seemed to all congregate at my parents’ house every Christmas 
for a jolly before all going their separate ways, never to be seen or 
heard of again until 12 months down the line .

I started school quite early, indeed . I would have been four 
when I was taken along to the St James’ Infants School for the first 
time . Mum didn’t want me under her feet at home for any longer 
than was necessary . Not that I minded . I was an energetic and 
inquisitive child who needed the stimulation that school would 
bring and I made the most of it from the very beginning . St James’ 
put a heavy emphasis on sport, especially the St James’ Junior 
School for Boys, which was where you ‘went up’ to at the age of 
seven . It was part of everyone’s daily life at the school and I soon 
found myself enjoying running as well as trying out for, and getting 
into, the school football team, where the Formula One driver and 
present-day commentator Martin Brundle, who was a year older 
than me, was a regular team-mate . 

We were very lucky at St James’ in having good sports 
teachers . Someone can have all the talent in the world at their 
chosen sport at the age of seven or eight, which can be enough, 
albeit if a lot of other things fall into place, for them to end up as 
a world-class performer and household name when they get older . 
Take, for example, Tiger Woods – when he was only three, he shot 
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a score of 48 over a nine-hole golf course before going on, at six, 
to win a pitch-and-putt competition that saw him up against boys 
three or four years older than him . Even more remarkably, he first 
shot a score of under 80 when he was only eight, a phenomenal 
achievement . Luckily for Tiger, and this is such a crucial factor 
for anyone in any sport, he had a mentor and guide alongside him 
all the time, that person being Earl, his father . 

Because even at a very young age, youngsters who enjoy their 
sport and are showing signs of excelling at it all need someone to 
nurture that talent, to encourage them and make training fun, 
something they look forward to and want to do, because if they 
don’t then the easiest decision a seven- or eight-year-old will ever 
make is not to bother with sports practice again . He or she just 
wants to have fun . Look at, for example, Lionel Messi, one of 
the greatest footballers there has ever been . When he was just 
nine years old, the directors of the club he trained with, Newell’s 
Old Boys in Argentina, would ask him to practice keepy-ups on 
their pitch . If he did 100 he knew he’d get an ice cream . That was 
incentive enough for the young Messi, who once did 1,100 keepy-
ups just so he could have another ten ice creams! The coaches he 
was working with knew exactly what they were doing . By making 
training fun and putting in these little incentives, Messi wanted to 
succeed and improve from an early age . Had they not been quite 
so committed to him and just left him in a group of another eight 
to ten boys, he might have lost interest and never turned into the 
player that he ultimately became . 

The teacher in charge of games and PE at St James’ School 
was Alan Fry . He had that exact same approach with his teaching 
that Earl Woods or Messi’s coach would had done; he wanted 
everyone, no matter what their standard was, to enjoy playing 
games and to look forward to their weekly sessions . That was an 
approach which meant that anyone with a genuine natural talent 
for what they were doing would soon shine . It baffles me to this 
day how some children will do just about anything they can to 
get out of PE at school . It should be the highlight of their week, a 
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chance to get outside into the fresh air and run around with a ball 
or whatever and just have fun . 

Maybe some are put off because they don’t think they are any 
good or will ever be in the school team or the first to be picked . 
That’s such a shame . You don’t have to excel at any sport, just enjoy 
it . That is what a good teacher or coach should be focussing on 
with young children, making sure the sessions are fun and leave 
everyone with a smile on their face – which is what Alan Fry did . 
He was very dedicated and gave everything he could to ensure 
that his young and lively charges had fun, regardless of what the 
sport was . He had a big influence on me with all the enthusiasm 
and commitment he demonstrated to everyone back then . It was 
infectious . I wanted to improve because of Alan and become a 
better player . He was always there for me, encouraging me to 
do just that, to better myself in the game in every way he could 
think of . Yet he’d have given just as much time and effort to those 
children who could barely kick the ball straight, never mind do 
anything else with it . It didn’t matter to Alan, he just wanted us 
to have fun and, you know what, every single one of us did . The 
man was an absolute diamond .

The other subject I enjoyed at St James’ School was geography . 
However, it wasn’t so much for my longing to immerse myself in 
the fascinating world of ox-bow lakes (come on, how many of you 
still remember how they are formed?), weathering, erosion, myriad 
Mercator maps and the capital cities of the world . None of that 
mattered much to me in the slightest . What did matter was my 
geography teacher . Her name was Miss Tate, and to the young 
Peter Mendham she was someone who had been sent down to 
earth by the gods . I thought she was gorgeous and, in the way that 
many a ten-year-old will, I fell totally and utterly in love with her . 
I paid the price for my infatuation, mind you, as one day I wrote ‘I 
LOVE MISS TATE’ on a piece of scrap paper and passed it over 
to one of my friends . What do you think happened? Yes, she saw 
what I was doing and intercepted that piece of paper, opening it in 
front of me and the rest of the class . She went a little bit red as she 
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did so, but not half as red as I must have gone! Luckily, she didn’t 
share my message with my classmates but she did send me to see 
the headmaster so I could show him what I’d written . I dare say 
I wasn’t the first or last young man he’d encountered in his office 
who’d fallen for that particular member of his teaching staff .

I was at St James’ School until I was 11 . Football was, by 
then, already playing a very big part in my life, but I didn’t neglect 
my other subjects too much and certainly didn’t get into serious 
trouble . I’d have my moments of mischief, just as we all do at that 
age, but would always have, lurking at the back of my mind, the 
thought of what Dad might do if he got home from the docks one 
day to find out I’d really misbehaved at school . He’d chuckle or 
tut-tut a bit in response to some of my less-serious escapades, but 
that leather belt of his was always conveniently nearby if needed 
and I knew that he wouldn’t hesitate to give me a wallop if he 
thought I’d overstepped the mark .

By the time I was 11, we had moved from Regent Street into 
a nice new house on the Grange Estate in a small village called 
South Wootton, which is about two miles north-east of King’s 
Lynn . It’s a pleasant enough little suburb where nothing much 
really happened, though if it did you could be sure someone would 
be keenly watching from behind their immaculate net curtains . It 
was a great place to live if you were growing up as the roads were 
much quieter, with the added bonus that there was a lot more 
green space for all of us kids to run wild in, including a sports 
field within a few minutes’ walk of our cul-de-sac . All of the local 
children used to gather on the playing field on a daily basis until 
there was enough of us to have a decent game of football, we’d 
all then head off to the sports field every evening and, in the best 
childhood traditions, continue playing until it was nearly dark and 
the streets were echoing to the multiple calls of parents wanting 
their children to come home . I’d be enjoying our games as much 
as anyone, but if I heard my Dad’s voice shouting out my name I’d 
stop whatever I was doing and head straight home without waiting 
for a second invitation .
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Our new house was in the catchment area of a local secondary 
modern school known as Alderman Catleugh, but, unlike all of 
my mates on my road, I didn’t go there and wouldn’t have done 
even if I’d wanted to . No, my fate was to go to the notorious 
Gaywood Park school, locally renowned for being just about the 
toughest school with the hardest, meanest and most streetwise 
intake you could think of . And that was just the teachers . No, 
seriously, Gaywood Park did have a reputation at the time for 
being the school where all the local hard nuts went, or at least 
the school where they were meant to be if they weren’t bunking 
off and hanging out in the town centre . I knew that I was, like 
all of my mates, meant to be going along to Alderman Catleugh 
school when I was 11 but was told by my dad, who I’m sure had 
gone in to have a quiet word with the school’s headmaster, that, 
regardless of the fact we weren’t in his school’s catchment area, we 
were a Gaywood family and I’d therefore be going to a Gaywood 
school . It might also, of course, have had something to do with 
the fact that Dad thought I needed toughening up a bit, and if 
he was thinking that I would, like him, end up working at King’s 
Lynn docks, then it wasn’t so much an academic education that 
I needed as one that would leave me streetwise and able to look 
after myself .

Alderman was considered to be an all-round better school, 
and no wonder . It didn’t, for example, include the massive 
Fairstead Estate in its catchment area . Fairstead, or ‘the Stead’ as 
it was known locally, was one of the biggest council estates in the 
whole of East Anglia and one which, unfortunately, housed a few 
undesirables, many of whom were reputedly sent there by assorted 
London councils keen to get them off their hands and make them 
someone else’s problem . Given the choice, then, most local families 
would have sent their children to Alderman . But not my dad, it 
was Gaywood Park for me and that was the end of it . 

My first day at senior school rolled around, and whilst all of 
my mates headed off in one direction I went in the other, and I 
ended up going to the school I should never have gone to for five 
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years . Not that this particularly bothered me . For all of Gaywood 
Park’s problems, I’d heard some very good things about the teacher 
there who was head of PE and games called Steve King .

Steve worked alongside another teacher, Barry Chandler, who 
had played a fairly decent level of football in his time but was now 
more interested in passing on his knowledge and experience in the 
game to others . Another teacher who had a great influence on me 
at this time was Tony Gayton . They all ended up having a huge 
influence on my life and fledgling career in the game, something 
which I will always be grateful to them for . 

Barry soon had me playing in the Year One (11 to 12 year 
olds) team but quickly realised that I was already too good for 
this level so he promoted me into the Year Two (12 to 13 year 
olds) team where, despite being a bit smaller and younger than 
everyone else, I more than fitted in, as did two other lads, Robert 
Linford and David Goose, whom Barry had also ‘promoted’ from 
the first-year team . 

Because of our age (we were two years younger than some 
of the lads we played against, a big difference when you’re 11 and 
they’re 13), Barry knew we’d need to work on our stamina and 
fitness as well as build up our physical strength, which meant 
lots of cross-country running, especially in the large park in the 
middle of King’s Lynn, which is known as The Walks, although, 
funnily enough, I can never remember ‘ just’ walking in there, all I 
did was run! I actually got quite good at cross country and ended 
up representing Norfolk at two English Schools Cross-Country 
Championships which were held in Derby and Portsmouth, and 
I was proud to be representing my county .

I’d spend a lot of time running there on my own, usually 
at weekends but sometimes after school and into the evenings . 
Most of the other kids my age would be out mucking about on 
their bikes or just messing around with whatever the latest craze 
was, but not me . I was, even then, becoming more and more 
dedicated to doing whatever I could to be as good a footballer 
as I could possibly be . I don’t suppose it would happen today; 
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not only are there a lot more distractions out there for children 
of that age but, given how the world has changed in the years 
since I was going out for my solo runs, most parents are very 
reluctant to let their children out of their sight . That’s especially 
true in the evenings, and, for all the negatives there are about the 
current younger generation spending all of their free time in their 
bedrooms playing computer games, at least their mums and dads 
know where they are . I would, at least, have someone to run with 
on occasion as I’d kept in touch with one of the lads I went to 
St James’ School with, so on more than one occasion it would be 
me and my mate Tony Hunt pounding the lanes and footpaths 
in and around The Walks, taking in all the local landmarks like 
the tennis courts and the Red Mount Chapel .

I mentioned earlier on how I tended, for the most part, to 
behave myself . That’s true enough and I’m not going to contradict 
myself here too much . But I did have my moments and it would 
have been at around about the time I was really getting into my 
running that I found myself distracted enough one afternoon 
to engage in that great teenage occupation of a spot of light 
scrumping . 

Scrumping, for those of you who are either not old enough 
or simply too cool to have heard of it, is the act of pilfering fruit 
from an allotment or someone’s garden, usually with the intention 
of eating it straight away . This was certainly my intention at the 
time as I was feeling rather hungry, something that people who 
know me well will agree is not particularly unusual . The object of 
my desires was an orchard that was set in the grounds of a large 
house that was situated in the Gaywood Road, not too far away 
from where the old Lynn Tech, now the College of West Anglia, 
is . There was a great abundance of ripe apples hanging from the 
branches of the trees in this orchard and I couldn’t help myself, 
I had to have some of them . Unfortunately I was so intent on 
filling both my stomach and my pockets with lovely ripe fruit that 
I didn’t notice the owner of the property running up to me until 
it was too late . 
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Busted! 
I could hardly plead innocence as, let’s face it, the evidence was 
overwhelmingly against me . There I was in her orchard, half-eaten 
apple cores at my feet with more fruit stashed about my person . 
There was little point in me claiming that it was an accident or 
I’d taken a wrong turn whilst I was out on my run . The aggrieved 
lady wouldn’t let me go until the police had arrived, which I felt 
was a little mean-spirited of her . Mind you, I didn’t run off either 
so maybe, deep down, I’d accepted that I was in the wrong and 
was ready for whatever fate might have in store for me . With my 
dad, that might have involved his old leather belt, but for whatever 
reason (maybe he’d done a spot of scrumping in his day) he wasn’t 
too mad at me and the scrumping episode was soon forgotten .

I guess if I did have a taste for apples then I could have quenched 
my thirst in one of the many pubs that are dotted around King’s 
Lynn and the surrounding area . I was never particularly interested 
in going out for a drink though, as right from my early teens I’d 
had my heart set on becoming a professional footballer and knew, 
even at that age, that pubs and alcohol were not something that 
would help me achieve that lofty goal . So I got into a few other 
things, notably fishing, something that I still love to do to this day 
whenever I have the chance . My favourite fishing haunts at the 
time were the Babingley River as well as the long ponds on Loke 
Road in King’s Lynn, the latter a location that many a committed 
fisherman or woman who grew up in the town will be more than 
familiar with . It’s a place where, rod and line wise, you learnt the 
angling trade along with all of your mates, who were just getting 
into it and, just like you, all making the same mistakes such as 
getting your line all tangled up, losing hooks and, more often than 
not, managing to prick yourself in the finger whilst you tried to 
get a worm on to the hook . 

If I wasn’t out fishing then there is a fair chance that if I wasn’t 
training you’d have found me at one of two cinemas in King’s 
Lynn at that time . The two options we had were either the rather 
grandiose Majestic or the more humble Pilot which, sadly, has now 
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long gone . The Majestic was a must for me and all of my mates 
every Saturday morning when they used to put on a series of films 
for the local children – quite an ordeal I would think for all the 
hard-working staff there at the time who were rather more used 
to small and relatively genteel audiences every evening . I’d also go 
along to the King’s Lynn Sea Cadets meetings on occasion – the 
closest, I guess, I ever got to following my dad and having a career 
on or in the water, but it wasn’t for me and I often wonder if my 
dad had ever thought he’d end up accompanying one of his sons, 
probably me, to work every morning down at the town’s docks and 
being disappointed when that never happened .

Mind you, I think he was more pleased with me when I 
started to show an interest in girls . Maybe he was looking forward 
to meeting them whenever I brought one home . The first girl I 
was really interested in (if you disregard my schoolboy infatuation 
with Miss Tate) was Margaret Benefer . I did have more than a 
little crush on her . She lived near King’s Lynn Library, which 
wasn’t too far away from Gaywood Park school, so I would never 
have been able to use the excuse that she lived too far away from 
me . Even somewhere like Castle Rising, which is only a few miles 
away from Lynn, might as well have been on the other side of the 
universe at that time, so it would have been pointless if I found 
myself fancying someone who came from there or even further 
afield, the glamorous surrounds of seaside town Hunstanton, for 
example . But no, Margaret was local and, as far as I knew, she 
wasn’t going out with anyone, so there was no reason for me not 
to ask her out on a date with the possibility of sitting in the back 
row at the Majestic foremost in my mind . It should, I guess, have 
been the beginning of a wonderful friendship, my first girlfriend 
and all the memories that go with it, of holding hands, stolen 
kisses and letters that have SWALK written on the back of the 
envelope, but no, it never happened . As much as I wanted to ask 
Margaret out, I could never quite summon up the courage to do 
so, and in the end, despite all of my romantic hopes and dreams, 
I was just too shy to even talk to her . 
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I had my first genuine sexual experience with a local girl 
when I was 17 . She was a little bit older than me and was probably 
expecting big things in every sense of the word from the young, fit 
and athletic Peter Mendham . Sadly for both of us that didn’t end 
up being the case at all; in fact, the whole thing was something of 
a complete and utter disaster for me .

I don’t suppose that’s particularly unusual in young men, even 
today . I was, like so many of my friends, very good at all the talk 
and acting as if I knew exactly what I was doing, but that was 
anything but the case . Sadly, though, that wasn’t my first sexual 
encounter as my childhood innocence had been taken away from 
me at a much earlier age . I had, when I was a lot younger, been 
dispatched up the A149 coast road to Heacham in order to enjoy 
the occasional night under canvas and just enjoy being away from 
the town for a few days . These ended up being trips I never used 
to look forward to as the man who was charged with looking after 
me on these trips was someone Dad knew, and someone who, over 
a period of around four years, would regularly make his way into 
my tent and sexually abuse me whenever I was there . 

This man was regarded as a family friend, someone who 
would always receive a warm welcome and a cup of tea whenever 
he knocked on the door . He and Dad got on really well, with 
Dad especially liking the fact that he seemed to enjoy spending 
time with us all . It meant, as far as he was concerned, there was 
someone he could rely on to take us off his and Mum’s hands 
on occasion and spend time with us . Dad trusted this man with 
his kids, never knowing, for one second, that his trust had been 
betrayed in the worst possible way .

He would put on a great show of being a family friend when 
Dad was around . But once he was on his own with me he didn’t 
care what pain and suffering he inflicted as long as his sexual 
needs were sated . He’d also tried to abuse my brother Paul, but 
fortunately Paul was, by the time he was on the prowl, streetwise 
enough to know that he had to avoid him and his company at all 
costs . That didn’t particularly bother him . He still had access 
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to me and the nights I was forced to spend in his company at 
that campsite in Heacham still provoke memories that keep me 
awake at night and return me to that state of complete and utter 
hopelessness that I knew then . Had Dad known he was doing 
this, of course, he would have taken the law into his own hands 
but he never did as my attacker was able to manipulate me in such 
a way that I became convinced it was a secret that could never be 
known or shared by anyone other than the two of us . I knew it 
was wrong and the whole scenario, as it played out, used to make 
me feel as uncomfortable as hell, but I felt as powerless in terms of 
doing something about it as I did in stopping him from doing so 
in the first place . It certainly never occurred to me to say anything 
to my dad about it . 

Later on in my life and just as I had started my professional 
career, Dad got in touch with me to say that the man in question, 
who was still one of his best friends, was seriously ill and not 
expected to live for very much longer . Would Peter, he’d asked 
my dad, care to go over and see him one last time? I didn’t want 
to of course, the memories of all the things that had taken place 
in that tent all those years ago were suddenly very vivid ones 
again, but at the same time I couldn’t think of a reason not to go 
that would have satisfied Dad, other than telling him the truth 
about what had happened at that campsite in Heacham . So I went 
along to see him in order to please my father, realising, as so many 
thoughts raced through my mind during that brief visit, that the 
man who was lying there in front of me, slowly dying, had been 
the reason I had, on the day that I thought I was going to lose my 
virginity, completely frozen, unable to move or even talk, much to 
the distress of the young lady I was with who must have ended up 
being a little bit scarred by the whole experience herself .

I was too young to know what he was doing to me was abuse . 
Over time it just became part of what we did when we were at the 
campsite, and although I didn’t like what he was doing I also knew 
that a lot of things grown-ups asked or expected you to do weren’t 
particularly nice, but you just had to put up with it . Even as I got older 
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and began to realise that what was happening wasn’t right I became 
very frightened at the prospect of heading out to the campsite, but 
I must have hidden it well as no one in the family ever picked up on 
my sudden reluctance to head out to Heacham for a long weekend . 
I eventually plucked up the courage to speak to him about what he 
was doing but was told that I wasn’t, under any circumstances, to 
say anything to anyone about him or the two of us, so, not wanting 
to upset anyone or make my dad cross, I did as I was told and kept 
quiet . Eventually, many years later, I brought up the subject with my 
older brother Paul and told him what had happened . Paul listened 
and then told me that he’d tried to abuse him as well but, being a 
little bit bigger and older at the time, he’d pushed him away and he’d 
never bothered him again after that one attempt . 

Despite everything that went on there, I do still have, 
thankfully, some good memories of the campsite, which was 
perfect for getting away for a few days, even if it meant having my 
immediate family around me for the duration . It therefore became, 
between April and September every year, a second home for the 
Mendhams and we’d be there, complete with a few essential 
belongings, on the first weekend it opened every spring, no matter 
what the weather was like . The tents we made our home were 
fairly large, around 16ft square and made of a solid-wood frame 
with a heavy duty canvas over them . 

No nonsense then, and far superior to the flimsy things you 
see being sold in shops and garden centres today . So, for every 
dark and dreadful memory I had of the place, I could, at least, try 
to blank it out with some of the good ones, treasured memories 
spent with Mum and Dad, my brothers and sister, them and other 
members of the camping fraternity whom we got to know at the 
time and considered to be our friends . It sounds, admittedly, not 
much of a big deal . 

Most people had caught the foreign travel bug by then and 
were jetting off to sun themselves on the beaches of Spain and 
Portugal, but not the Mendhams . We were happy enough to drive 
15 miles or so out of town and, come rain or shine, spend our 
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precious free time under canvas in Heacham . And what a great 
place to be it was . We had a beach on one side of the campsite 
with woodland and a river on the other . It was a well-kept secret, 
a place known only to the privileged few, picturesque beyond belief 
and with an abundance of wildlife to watch, particularly rabbits . 
I remember us heading over to the nearby town of Hunstanton 
(‘Hun’stun’ as its referred to locally) and to its fairground for a 
bit of fun and a laugh on the ghost train and dodgems . It was 
pitch black by the time we returned to the campsite and I was 
enraptured by the sight of what seemed to be thousands of pairs 
of rabbits’ eyes glowing in the reflection of my dad’s headlights . 
That memory prompts another one, the story my grandad told 
me about how to catch a rabbit . It’s easy really, all you need to do 
is get a big stone and put some pepper on it, then when the rabbit 
comes along and sniffs the stone it promptly sneezes and in the 
process knocks itself out on the stone .

No wonder that campsite is the source of some of the best 
and worst memories of my younger life . I prefer to focus on the 
good ones . Like finishing at school in July and looking forward to 
spending six long and glorious weeks in Heacham . We cycled all 
the way there from King’s Lynn at the start of one holiday and I 
spent the entire summer in a tent, my days full of what would now 
be considered rather old-fashioned pursuits for a boy to take part 
in, lots of swimming and fishing as well as playing tennis, rounders 
and, of course, football . We had everything we needed there . The 
tent had a gas cooker and fridge, a set of bunk beds, a single bed 
plus a large sofa bed, which is where Mum and Dad slept . It was 
‘glamping’ way before it became fashionable, just us and the great 
outdoors . No television and, of course, no mobiles or other devices 
to suck away your time and gaze . A wonderful and innocent time 
that we all so thoroughly enjoyed .

Much later on in my life, and shortly before my father passed 
away, I shared my story about what happened at the campsite with 
him . Poor Dad, it came as a great shock to him but he was glad 
that I told him, difficult as it was for me to do . 



LIFE ON THE INSIDE

38

By the time I was 12, I was really getting into my football 
in a big way . Steve King and Barry Chandler, my teachers at 
Gaywood Park, were continuing to encourage me to practise as 
much as I could and I’d taken that advice seriously, so much so 
that even when I was walking to and from school I’d have a tennis 
ball or, if one wasn’t readily available, a pair of rolled-up socks at 
my feet . I grew so committed that you’d rarely, if ever, not see me 
walking along and controlling a ball of some kind (or the socks) 
as I walked to and from school . As far as I was concerned, the 
two most important items I took to school with me every day 
were my packed lunch and something to kick on the way there 
and back as well as all points in between . Pens, pencils, textbooks 
and homework, they soon all became afterthoughts to me on my 
‘school run’; as long as I had something to eat and a ball at my feet, 
I was content because I was now living and breathing football in 
every waking moment, as well as dreaming about it when I was 
asleep . Football was all that I ever wanted to do in my life and I 
made sure that every opportunity I had to practise, train and play 
the game was one that I seized upon with relish . 

One thing I’d come to realise was that I wasn’t as strong 
with my left foot as I was with my right . I knew, there and then, 
that I could never expect to make it in the game as a professional 
if I could only kick and control the ball with one foot . It amazes 
me today that commentators and media pundits refer to Premier 
League players as having a ‘weaker foot’ . They’re earning in 
excess of £100,000 a week and can’t kick with one of their feet? 
Why on earth have they never practised being stronger on that 
side of their body? They’d be far better players as a result of 
that extra effort . 

I wasn’t going to be like that . I didn’t want there to be a 
weakness in my game . So I established a personal training 
routine that would put the emphasis on improving my kicking 
with my left foot . That involved me wearing one of my carpet 
slippers on my right foot whilst on my left I’d wear a football 
boot . The footballs we had to play with back then were heavy old 
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leather things, especially if it had been raining, which meant if 
I kicked with my right foot it would hurt as I only had a slipper 
on . This was incentive, therefore, to use my left foot as much as I 
could, and that is exactly what I did . More often than not I’d be 
practising on my own anyway as my friends didn’t always want 
to play, not as much as I wanted to anyway . So I’d spend a lot of 
time perfecting my skills and making sure I could control, kick 
and pass the ball equally as well with both feet, an asset which 
served me well throughout my career as it meant that the managers 
I played under could consider me as an option on the left side of 
the pitch as well as through the middle and on the right . These 
little training sessions were occasionally interrupted by my giving 
some other sports a go . I was, for example, quite handy at both 
the long and triple jumps at school whilst I also took time out to 
have a few games of cricket, but that didn’t last very long as it was 
far too slow a game for my liking and I found it very hard to get 
excited about a sport that revolves around nothing happening for 
much of the time .

It was around about this time that my grandparents took 
me along to my first ‘proper’ match as a spectator . Tim and Elsie 
Mendham were my dad’s parents and they’d clearly noticed how 
keen I was on the game and decided, as big fans of the local team, 
King’s Lynn FC, that they’d take me along to watch one of their 
matches . I knew where the club played as I’d run past their stadium 
many times on my training runs in The Walks; indeed, that’s the 
name of the ground that the Linnets, as they are known, play at . 
I’d never been to watch them though so was, understandably, very 
excited about seeing them in action . I can’t, sadly, remember who 
they were playing or even if they won the match, but I do recall 
finding it all great fun and wanting to go again . Grandad Tim was 
wonderful company, someone who you would unhesitatingly call a 
‘proper’ grandad, a man who had a garden shed full of wonderful 
tools that he would use, as grandfathers do, to make just about 
anything you could care to ask . Both he and my Nan Mendham 
encouraged me in my football and would always ask me, without 
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fail, how I was getting on with my training or how my school 
matches were going . It saddens me to this day to think that they 
both passed away before they got the chance to watch me play 
in the First Division for Norwich City as it would have been a 
wonderful way for me to have repaid them for all the faith and 
support they showed me when I was younger .

I can remember the first Norwich City match that I attended 
as if it was only a few days ago . It was the second leg of a League 
Cup semi-final tie against Manchester United in January 1975 (so 
I would have been 14) that Norwich, who’d drawn the first leg at 
Old Trafford 2-2, won by a goal to nil in order to reach the final, 
where they’d play Aston Villa . There were nearly 32,000 people 
packed into Carrow Road that night who, along with a very excited 
Peter Mendham, enjoyed an absolutely thrilling match, one that 
saw the legendary Canaries goalkeeper Kevin Keelan make two 
absolutely extraordinary saves, one from Alex Forsyth and another 
from Sammy McIlroy . It was a game and occasion that fuelled 
my desire to become a professional footballer myself and take 
part in nights and games such as that one and in front of such a 
boisterous and demanding crowd . Norwich fans have never been 
slow to let their team know when they weren’t happy with the way 
they were playing and, back then, would very publicly display any 
dissatisfaction by lobbing the blue cushions that used to be placed 
on every seat in the main stand on to the pitch . But I didn’t want 
to be throwing the cushions, I wanted to be out on the pitch and 
playing so well that no one would ever dream of lobbing one my 
way . The first opportunity I had to do so that summer wasn’t with 
Norwich but with Peterborough United, who invited me down 
for a trial match . They were seen as quite a progressive club at the 
time and had, in Noel Cantwell, a manager who’d taken Coventry 
City into European club competition as well as, three years earlier, 
won the Fourth Division title with Peterborough . 

They would have been a good club for me to join then but, 
despite my playing well in the trial match at London Road, nothing 
came of it . At around about the same time, I was invited up to 
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Nottingham Forest for a trial with them, an even more exciting 
prospect really because at that time they’d just been taken over 
by Brian Clough . Unfortunately, the chance to impress Cloughie 
never came about as on the day of the trial I managed to miss the 
bus I was due to catch at the start of my journey north and wasn’t 
invited again . Looking back now, I do wonder if, deep down, I 
didn’t really want to go all the way up there at all and maybe didn’t 
make as much effort to get that bus as I might have done . Maybe 
deep down I was still waiting for the opportunity to have a trial for 
Norwich to come along and had realised that if I ended up signing 
for another club, even as an apprentice, my chances of playing for 
the Canaries might have disappeared altogether . 

I didn’t see being rejected by Peterborough as a disappointment 
but came to regard it as a vital lesson that I was determined to 
make the most of . I knew I was a good player, even at that early 
age, and came to accept that Peterborough hadn’t turned down 
the opportunity to sign me because I wasn’t capable of making 
the grade . What I had begun to realise is that I needed to address 
other aspects of both my game and my character on the pitch 
because, as decent a player as I was, I was also rather quiet and 
withdrawn, someone who, perhaps, wasn’t as visible or vocal as he 
could have been, especially when things weren’t going well . What 
I needed to do, I realised, with the same sort of commitment I 
had to improving my ball control, sprinting and gym work, was to 
work on my confidence, to express myself more both on the field 
of play and in the dressing room or at training, to come across, 
in other words, as someone who had the self-belief and positive 
attitude to match his game . 


