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Introduction: before memory

| have just attained the age of 64, which THE BEATLES famously equated with old

age. | had often thought of writing something about my childhood; but the spur to

actonwas, a W%E UT 1 Uy MichedEiay) Asithe title suggests, that book was

Ul EOOAWEEOUUWUT T wEUUT OUZz U wi-ceedtibnl ofthe 940 @i U wd U wE

s k YAltBougtu! am younger than Frayn, his recollections brought back my own

childhood so vividly that | was able to recall many things | thought | had forgotten

i OUTI YT UOWEUOwPOwWOAWEEUT wOT 1T wsOUBPT T 1T Uzwl EVWEC
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when | was growing up, but there was also another factor at work. | had a brother,

four years older than I; and until | was around 16 and he around 20, we shared a

rather small bedroom and bunk -beds: he slept inthe lower bunk, and | in the top.

'l Wi EEWEWUEEPO3 ww»wUOOWEwWYI Ua wl GohCshaudad 1 OQws b

' EOE OE Oz U wn EBGiand 'thénltt) Radio Luxembourg, long into the night.

(This was before Radio Caroline took to the waves). Recordsbecame imprinted on

my mind, when it was very impressionable, and probably had as much influence as

more formal learning, though we both developed an appetite for that too. | can

recall very well the obligatory mid -Atlantic whine of the disc jockeys and the

monotonous pleading of Horace Batchelor, who used to plead with us half -hourly,

or so it seemed, to write to him in KEYNSHAM, for details of his infallible system

i OUwpPPOODPOT WUT T w/ 6O606EF-N-BH-A-MUthdugh b E yoOevdd | EUz Uw

heard him - you are unlikely to have forgotten that.
Memory begins in 1953 and the Coronation, when | was five; but | have some

xT OUOT UExT Uwbl PET uadiwbithwaguied i© D907 when$he died.

Many of these show me and my elder brother and younger sister prior to 1953.

Several of them were taken on Ainsdale beach, between Formby and Southport, on

the Lancashire coast. Looking at them now, they remind me of something my

mother said to me thirty years later, when she was a widow, and | had small

children of my own. She said that | ShOUOE ws PEOOOP wubOwb Uz OWEDE w( u
Fast forward to an occasion in 2005, when | was cycling with friends in the

%UI OET w OxUBww6l wbl Ul wi 060O6PDPOT wsUT 1T wUauUl wU

some of the greatcolsof the Tour de Francé the Madeleine the Colombiergthe Galibier

and Ox 1| wHl m'aWéel The night before climbing the Madeleinewe stayed the

night in a Vichy-type spa, where the hotel had been used for some dark purpose

DURING THE WAR and was still used by the infirm for thermal cures, At dinner,

we had our own table but sat opposite some patients, or inmates, | am not sure



which. There was an old crone of indeterminate age sitting there with her helper.
Shewas immobile and did not speak, except to address us when we left:

Profitezen, mes enfants, profiten! she said
A reasonable translation mightbe s 6 EOOOP wb Owb Un 7

There is a photo of my mother with my brother, aged three. He is got up in
his Sunday best, hair combed, looking at the camerain a quizzical myopic way, she
clearly on fire with motherhood; and there is a photograph of my father and my
brother, taken the following year 1948 (when | was 5 months old and probably in a
pram somewhere). There are equivalent shots of me and my sister but nothing like
those photos with Ashley; and no Baptismal Card or Cradle Roll Certificate survives
for either me or my sister. Does this have any deep psychological significance,
related to the special quality of the first-E OU OQwE T D O E y wauthaugh@®zatew UT OO
to remember that she had a miscarriage some time before my brother was born and
must have been relieved to see him enter the world. No, | have to conclude with the
I DPUUOUPEOUWUT EVws Ul T wEEUI OET woOil wi wéeé&d OET wb!
reasons why there were no later certificates, or why no such certificates survive. The
centripetal force of Protestant Christianity may have had something to do with it, or
not.

Then there are three photographs of Lisleholme Close, in West Derby,
+DYI UxOOOwPkT I Ul wbhi wODYI EWEI UPT T OWRNKNWEOE wh
Ul wOUPEa Ol wEOEwWUT EUZUwOl OWEUwWxEUUI OT 1T UBww3
UT 1T wxPEUUUI uaBCatholic hdbiseRold.] ¢ralu may think it strange that |
mention this, because we got on well with them; but the significance will appear
lafer). Note the prevalence of a certain kind of lattice-work fence, in the right
foreground. The house on the immediate right, according to my brother belonged to
a family called Stone, whose daughter Joan used tobabysit on occasion. The other
semi-detached house in their case belonged to the Heitmanns- the father evidently
having been a former German prisoner of war. One is inclined to say that he got
lucky, but then my brot her also informs me that their son Kenny got scalded with
molten lead.

Note also, with regard to the riders, that they are both clearly myopic, but

neither is wearing spectacles; and look how basic everything is ¢ clothes, pavements,
tricycle manufacture. This must be about 1952.

And my sister is driving, or rather sitting in, another mode of transport,
common amongst the infantile population of the United Kingdom sixty years ago.
The car is clearly here to stay, though Jeremy Clarkson is as yet, thank &d, not even
EwOpPOOOPOT wbOwi PUwxUOUxT EUPYI wi EUI T UzUwI al
these early photos went on to become a Professor of Physics at Oxford, as well as
passing her driving test at the first attempt ¢ more than | ever achieved, in either
field of endeavour.



The pebble dashing on the front of number 1, Lisleholme Close is very
obvious, as is the grid on the right ¢+ grids being a constant source of fascinationand
of our play . Less obvious is the shed at the back of the house, t© a wUDPUUIT Uz Uwl R C
left. Entry into said shed by my father produced a panic amongst the civilian
population equalled only by the arrival of the Mongol Horde in Krakow in the
thirteenth century.
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My father with my brother, 1948
Outside 3 Hillingdon Road, Liverpool
(- EOEz Uwi OUUI A
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Mum, with the three of us, again about 1952




Dad & co, where?

at the entrance to Lisleholme Close

My brother and me



Car ownership was becoming very widespread in the 1950s



The Coopers and Francis Lee outside no 1, Lisleholme Close, June 2 1953
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Chapter 1

1953She Wore Red Feathers

3T T Ul wPUWEwWxT OUOT UExT wOil wOl wEGwWOUI 1 Ow$s OPAEEI
1953, when | was 5 2. You can see how far American influence has saturated British
EUOUUUI ww( zZOwbkPl EUPOT WEWEOPEQaAawWOUUI PUB ww ( w
toggle), my black leather jacket and cuffs, and of course the highly-prized Colt six -

gun; and the special trouserst bearing in mind that | would otherwise have been

wearing shorts, probably Khaki at that time of the year. The celebrations were held

OOws Ul Taww ¥PAWEzZ WEUwW UT 1T wi OE w $pécial amabigdrhentO O O1 w 1
Normally THE HOCKEY was out of bounds, though we were not easily deterred

from trespassing, certainly not by the signs which misleadingly threatened

prosecution.

Why this fondness for Western dress, at a féte organised to celebrate the
coming to the throne of Our Gracious Queen? | can only surmise that the craze for
s61 U001 UOUZwPEUWUT 1 OWEOwPUUwWI 1 PTTUOWEOEWEIT UU
was a matter of indifference. In those dayUw s Ul T wOOOawl OOEwWw( ONUOQuwE
(and the same was held to be true, by many kindly English people, of the Germans).
cowboys was routinely and regularly shown on film, on both sides of the Atlantic,
though in real life they would presumably have been busy herding cows or eating
EEOI EwEI EOUWEUOUOE wE wE theSstapld dibtWf BatishuckilérénJad 1| U Oz wb
the cinema and on television. The Wild West also featured large in comics and
books and in our play. What better way to celebrate a British state occasion than by
turning up as cowboys and Indians, toting lethal hardware? Fortunately, the guns
were fakes andwe had no ammunition.

There is a girl behind my right sh oulder; but | have no idea who she is. |
think her gun is smaller, and | could probably shoot her dead if | wanted to (despite
UOPUUz Yy ww( wbk OU O E wdctordingud M KipEdia &y&iny thé=Hoalyhably O w
skirt is merely a short skirt, with no necessary connection to the Wild West.

Coronation Day fell on June 2. Many people can remember clustering
EUOUOGEWEwWUI Ol YPUDPOOwWDOHOwWEwWOI &ubel s @ tagmilless | OUUIT
x OUUT UUT EwEws Ul Uz OWEOEwW( wOOOPwWUT EVwI YT UAOOI u
We had a 9inch set, black and white of course; and | can dimly remember my
mother making tea for those who came. It seemed like hundreds; but there were
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only a dozen or so houses in The Close and not everyone can have attended. My
brother thinks 20 people must have beencrammed into our UOE OOQuws UT UOUT T z w
(there was no separate dining roomOw UT OUT T wUT 1 Ul whPEUWEWUOEOC
where we had breakfast).

Were we celebrating the Coronation, not the Ascension of Our Lord Jesus
Christ. That may seem obvious to you; but not to me at the time. | went to an
Anglican primary school and we used to celebrate Church festivals. | started school
in January 1953, on my birthday. In that year Ascension Day fell on May 14", It was
xEUOWOI wOT T w xOUUOI zUw" Ul 1l EwUTEVW' $w 2"$-#$%$
throne is a much more concrete thing, and the throne was closer to home than
Heaven, though still a long w ay from Liverpool. If there was any ascending to be
done, why not celebrate the fact that HER MAJESTY HAD ASCENDED HER
GRACIOUS THRONE?

Pop music
The song went STRAIGHT TO THE TOP OF THE HIT PARADE:

She Wears Red Feathers and a kbolyly skirt,
She Wears Red Feathers and a hbo§OO0a wUODP U U6

It was sung by an American, as they nearly all were. | now understand that
the girl in the song had nothing to do with the Wild West, despite the feathers. She
came from Indonesia; but since the Wild West was the most interesting part of the
world, and since | never knew more than the first two lines, the man sang to me of a
lonely squaw, out in the wilderness in her tepee, pining for me. One day | might join
her. She clearly had attractions, since the siger sang his song in aquite demented
fashion, as they alldid .

It was one of those songs which went round and round in the head until it
was driven out by another one. It still does from time to time, as if the brain were
some kind of jukebox, where the records are selected by someone else, for the sole
purpose of annoying me; but, unfortunately, the brain has a larger selection.
Wikipediainforms me that the artist who recorded A 11 E w % iwa&s(@Guyl Mitthell,
EQEwI I whkhi OU wsQinglnd dlukl gE1636 Ebui the jukebox in my head still
prefers the version of that one made by Tommy Steele, and so invariably drops the
Ul EOOCOEwsT zwbOws 2001 pOT 78

Songs lasted longer than the Coronation, which was over in a day, though we
all retained our mugs and plEUT UOWE OE whuNk + wh EUwWE CHoWmuadhi 1 wal E
is that doggie in the windoWw | liked that one, because it was funny and | could
Ul O1 OETl UwOOUT woOil wUT 1T whOUEUwmUT 1T wEOT wi EEwWE ws E
%UEOQOODI w wE'Ql,CepuEY DE w 6 1 B UO DB IO laethises they were
ballads, and boring. As | understood it, they were concerned with LOVE or
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LER...ER...ER...\(as my father contemptuously pronounce d it). All the singers and
grownups seemed obsessed with this idea or emotion. Maybe it was of interest to
UT T wOl PwsUIT OETT UUZwUOOOWEUUWH EWE Y wEiOwBE O
understand why practically all the songs went on and on about it .

Mrs Jeffs, who lived in THE ROAD and was the mother of a boy whom | later
become friends with, liked David Whitfield and then Frank Ifield. She thought they
were ABSOLUTELY MARVELLOUS. | can just about see why she thought that now
(Mr Jeffs was a niceman but | doubt if he ever had sex appeal any more than any of
our fathers); but the appeal of singers like this was lost on me. It was not as if they
had ever ASCENDED THE THRONE, let alone INTO HEAVEN (or was it UNTO
Heaven?)

The World

1953 was the year whenDNA was discovered by Watson and Crick; when Winston
Churchill (still Prime Minister!) won the Nobel Prize for literature; when Sir
Edmund Hillary and Tensing Norgay GOT TO THE TOP OF MOUNT EVEREST;
when Uncle Joe Stalin died; when the Korean War came to an end; when Julius and
Ethel Rosenberg were executed as spies in America; and when the
fir st Playboymagazine was published. These things were talked about in my house,
except for Playboyt that would never have been thought fit for discussion ¢ but they
were of no importance to me. | was vaguely aware that British was best; that the
British Empire still ruled most of the world, though it was gradually be ing
downgraded into the Commonwealth; and that the Conservatives were the same as
s UTotiesg OOE wUT EVwOa w# EEWEPEOz OUwlUT PO QmuéElE) wdi wU]
of Winston Churchill , their leader.

There had been rationing of food, both during the War and after; and s weet
rationing did not end until 1953. 1 just about remember the coupons which were
used to enable the family to claim its rations. | have no idea how this worked. Did
you get more sweets, the more children you had; and was there an active black
market amongst kids? | bet there was. Even so, it was reported that, on the day
sweet rationing ended, children all over the country emptied their piggy -banks and
headed straight for the corner shops, which rapidly ran out of toffee apples, nougat
and liquorice.

Although Dad had no interest in football + ( WEE Oz OUwUIl Ol Giathe wi B U wl
had ever played it, even asa child + he was keen that our country should remain
what it had always been - the best in the world at everything; and the defeat of the
English football team by the Hungarians in 1953, - by a margin of 6-3!¢+ came as a
considerable shock, evenin our house.

Home
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It was a three bedroom semi-detached house, with a coal fire in the living room, and
electric fires in all other rooms. 31T 1 Ul w phebagiekatris) fire in the bedroom
which my brother and | shared. On Friday nights, my sister and | would take a bath
together. We devoted no time to the study of anatomical differences, because we
were familiar with those, but mostly because we had to concentrate very hard on the
ordeal which followed the bathing on winter nights. This involved draping
ourselves in a towel big enough for two, and rushing from the bathroom, across the
Arctic landing, and getting as close to the one-bar electric fire as safety allowed, so
that the towel formed a kind of tent against the icy blasts.
THE COAL BUNKER was in the back garden; but we must have converted

to gas quite early on, because we soonmade the bunker into a den. It was a very
small back garden, but there was also room for a shed, and a swirg. (Note that the
shed was also an airraid shelter, which tells you something, because it was built
after the war, | think). That left little room for plants; but there was a large privet
hedge, dividing us from the next door house, with a gap in the mi ddle where |
planted a tree, o unE WEUWE WUEx OPOT wOOw! 1 0azUwi Pl OES wuw
UT PUwl EEwWT UOPOwWPOUOWEWUUUUEaAaWEEUOUWUAEEOOUI
indulgence. That tree must have undermined the foundations of half the houses in
THE CLOSE

THE PHONE was a big ugly black thing, kept in the hall so as to interfere
with family life as little as possible, and forbidding. The phone number was STO
20001 aEUOI U A actlitekany familigrity &ith Ené® gs® of the telephone
until about 1970, when | started work.

61 whl Ul wuEAwWOOwWOTI EOUwWwx OOUBww OUT OUTT wda w(

she had a cleaner who came in once a week. Her name was Mrs Glover. She used to
lay the fire (when we had coal) and clean the fireplace. Doubtless she did other
things as well, but it was the whitened cracks between the tiles in the fireplace that |
used to admire.

31T 1T wl EUwPEUVUwWs EOEOWI E Ug6edsdhal the Britigh tbund &nd a wd O w U
I RxO0OO0PUwWUT T ws OEVUUEOwWT EUZwWUOET UwUT T w- OUUT w2
something of a minor miracle. Harold Wilson, who out -talked the Tories with
UxTTETT UwOl wsUT 1T whpi DUOT wil EQwOil wlOT 1T wUIl ET 6000
the day when he would become President of the Organisation of Petroleum
Exporting Countries (OPEC, founded in 1960). It never happened.

Unlike some, | never worried about the danger caused by laying gas pipes
under every house; but | was concerned that the floors might give way under our
weight. My Uncle was in the building trade and he once told a st ory of how
someone crashed through from the loft into the bedroom below. (Much later he said
that so many load-bearing walls had been removed from the row of terraced houses
where he lived, that the entire street was likely to collapse like a pack of card, if
someone lent against the end wall). There came a time when my brother spent much
time upstairs, studying. | feared he would surprise us one day by landing on the
dining table, book still in hand.

14



My parents were Protestant rather than Catholic; but | think | would classify
UT1 Ow EUw s/ UUPUEOzw UEUT T Uw UT EOCw s O OPEEOz
s" OOT UITEUDPOOEOPUUZAwww3T T awoObPOl EwUT DOT Uw s x
sl EOEazOwoOPOl EwUUEDOI Ewl OEUU WE O E enenOtElite UOwOT (
right, not for any clear doctrinal reason but as a matter of taste. This fitted with the
fact that they seldom drank alcohol; and my father did not go frequent pubs, and
they disapproved of gambling (and therefore racing) and disliked footba Il (which
was quite a thing to dislike in Liverpool). In religious terms, they distinguished
between HIGH CHURCH and LOW CHURCH, and the higher it got, the less they
liked it.

Uw! T UOUEOEwW1 UUUIED Guux QuEEGI - EQuGue temdBicObsU U D E

believe in the religion which is instilled into us when we are young; and for many
Ul 1T w O OPEEOQw" T UUET wPOwel U0w#l UEAWS5DPOOET 1 Ou
when we prayed, and because it had stained glass and because Anglicans practised
confirmation, which held unknown terrors for me, like having to learn the dreaded
Catechism.

But there other reasons to be sceptical. For one, | could not reconcile the
exploration of space, with rockets and dogs (and then men) with my childish idea of
Heaven, as a physical space up in the wide blue yonder. When my mother
I BRxOEDOI EwUIl EQw' 1 E Y itirY,uyér Bfithite s¢Q EnDk IuoBt whe) pldt E 7 w
altogether, though | remained re luctant to admit it, even to myself, for fear of Hell. |
also remember thinking that there was something wrong with a religion which
taught that all men were sinners, and which required us to constantly seek
i OUT BYI Ol UUwi OUwWOUU w U bddahg whad dorfmittedw RGO E Oz U w (
Mum and Dad were to be believed, we were all good people in our family, whatever
one might think of other people in the neighbourhood. So why should we be classed
as sinners by the Church?

So, we were backsliders from an early age, so far as the Church was
concerned { indeed in our case, so far as one of a number of churches were
EOOEI UOI Edww( wUTl POOWUT PUwPUWET EEVUUT wOUUwx EU
all, was sufficiently Prote stant as to be quite anticlerical, like Methodism without
the lay reader, or Presbyterianism without the E Iders. In fact, if the Truth be told,
PPUT OUUw UT 1 w; i iwe b ItHe @nBfdriuge to lived at a time when
elements of the old Church discipline still survived , even amongst the
-O0EOOI OUOPUUUwWB wwaepll O OET UwUT PUWPEUWUT 1T ws -
first such Age it had been a legal requirement to attend the Anglican Church on a
Sunday). So, there was a black Deaconess who used to calat the house - black of
garment, not of skin, that is, with a somewhat military hat. She arrived
unannounced, by bicycle; but we kids had usually spotted her anyway; but | am
ashamed to say that we were so far unwilling to stand up for our Faith (or rath er the
lack of it) that we used to hide, while Mum and Dad assuaged her righteous wrath,
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doubtless offering feeble excuses and false promises Until one day Dad told the
Vicar outright that he found he had no need of Religion (or so he claimed later).

dVellz said the VicaU OQws UT I Owa O U w Elthinkuhie aed faifedta de@d B 7z ww
OOUI woOl wbUOOawPbOwWUT | w5 PEEUZUwYODPEI &

| found the subterfuge highly embarrassing; but it was better than going to
Church.

Mum

| have never known anyone be rude about their mother, except John Osborne, who
appears to have been a goodwriter, but a poor sort of human being. Most of us non-
litterati are prepared to concede that, whatever her failings, your Mum is your Mum,
when all is said and done: the person who carried you around for 9 months before
EOCa OOl wUOWOUET WEUWEOExxT EWEOwI al wOOwadUOwWEDOD
EIT EUTIT 28
We were lucky. Nobody died. Our parents stayed together, indeed appeared
to be very happy. Neither of them ever had a major illness, nor was my father ever
unemployed, and we all three passed the 11 plus, went on to grammar school and
University . We are also beneficiaries of the Welfare State, which meant free medical
and dental treatment, free school milk, cod-liver oil and orange juice. We all had
measles and mumps and chickenpox; but nobody died of diphtheria or scarlet fever;
and we all had vaccinations and inoculations against polio and TB. Our parents
joined the property owning democra cy (as lan Macleod called it) as early as 1949.
The economic boom of the 1950s meant increased prosperity without inflation. My
parents began to enjoy things they never had before ¢ more expensive holidays
(though none abroad until 1964); the occasional drink of sherry, Cinzano Bianco,
wine or whisky, though always at home.
Having said that, we resented their going out. My sister and | did not like
being delivered over to the tender mercies of baby sitters, in any shape or form. We
accused our parentsOl wsT EOOPYEOUDOT 7 wledvé thel hwusa) WhyT 1 a wO U
would they want to go and enjoy themselves without us?
My mother was born on 5 November 1915. When we were kids her birthday
was celebrated by the immolation of the awful Catholic traitor, Gu y Fawkes. When |
got to Oxford, | learned (from the Master of Balliol) that the boys who attended St
/T Ul UzZUwW2ET OOOwPOwW8 OUOWEDPEWOOUWET Ol EUEUT w&U:
an old boy of his school; but this seemed a \ery strange attitude, even ater | had
taken A levels. As a child of 5 | would have called it treason, if anyone had declined
to celebrate the event; and indeed the skies burned just as brighton Bonfire Night
over the Catholic households in Lisleholme Close as they did over no 1.
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My mother left school at 14. She met Dad when she was 19at a dance.
EEOUEDPOT w UOw UT 1 PUw OEUUPET T w ET UUDPI PEEUI w O

Presbyterian Church, on the corner of Lance Lane, Woolton Road, Wavertree in
Liverpool South, on 19 August 1939. WAR BROKE OUT on 1 Septembert hence
UTTawopPTTUwUEaws6$w&. 3w, 11($S#w -#w3' $w6e 1
mysteriously. It was a long time before | realised that marriage is a voluntary act
rather a fact of life. Like the medieval lawyers or Aristophanes, | assumed that
husband and wife were one person and always had been.

The certificate recorded that he was 24 and she was 23. He was described as
s/ TEUOEEPUUwW, / 2z8ww3l E0CwOI EOUw, I OET UwOi wOi 1
said counted as a degree, thoughl | wi EEwWOOUwsT OO0 wUOOw4ODPYI UUH
family ever had, until my brother went in 1962. No occupation was shown for Mum.
s2xPOUUI UZwPEUWEOI EUGawl OOUTT Bww' PUwi EUT T UG
Oi l PEPEOzZ S ww' | Uwli Efwerimdahanik.6 68" UT POOOwWOOUOUWE

When | went through these records after she died, | found, next to the
OEUUDPET T wEl UUDPI PEEUI OwEwW! ExUPUOEOQwW" EUEwWI OUw(
1944¢ 4 UOUUOOw" OOT UI T EUPOOEOW" T UUET z8ww OUOwEU
dated 25 April 1944, issued by Urmston Congregational Sunday School, with the
POUEUws i OUWUUET wbUwUT T w*DOT EOOWOT w' 1 EYIT 6z 6 wu
mark those Congregationalists, since that was his date of birth. The Cradle Roll
certificate shows silhouettes, of boys and girls playing with a sheep, birds in the sky,
EQEwWOUT I UwET DOEUI © aviddatly ithe Odd@ddgatidn&ih kiealbiizew
infantile Paradise, which associated Heaven with an idealised countryside. Not your
everyday scenre in Manchester, which is better known for its rain than its sheep.
(They lived in Manchester DURING THE WAR).

(OzUwUOT T wopUUOTI wlUiI POT UwUT EVwadlwuUl OI OEIT U
toffee and smoke so thick it stuck to the insides of your nostrils; sparklers (all my
sister was allowed at one stage); Silver Fountains; Golden Rain; Catherine Wheels;
and bangers for the older children; waiting for Dad to come home so that we could
UOUET wx ExIT UwE OE wUyolwradtb gl th&dllg meiEpdpen). wE O O O w

Yet there was always a certain degree of middle-class restraint. The following
EEAZUwWXExI UUwPOUOEWEOOUEPOWUT T wi OUawET UEDPOL
working -class districts. Boys maimed themselves by throwing bangers, or rather by
OOUwUT UOPPOT wUT T OQwPOwWUPO! 6 ww' OUUIwhichiwenty T wUT U
up like Roman Candles. Mad dogs roamed the streets, stealing babies from prams.
Well, perhaps not the last of these. | may be confusing theLiverpool Echavith Daniel
# 1 | Qlouzndl af the Plague Year

s, UOWUEUT T OwlUUwUPTT Owl UOOwpbpUOOT 28 ww ( wUU X
they had attended so many churches in their time, they never attempted to drum the
religion into us. We were taught a Humanist sort of creed by default + s EOQw OO w
PUOOT ZWEOEWsSs EQOWEUwWwaOUwbPOUOEWE]T wEOOI wEaz wkl U
never made to believe that the Commandments concerning observation of the
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Sabkath, or the worship of God were of equal importance to those which
commanded you not to kill or steal. Just as well that we took what Mum said more
Ul UbOUUOCawUTl EOwUT 1T w3l Ow" OOOEOCEOI OUUBww( wkhEU
sEI EUDPOT w I EOU hlonep &Wtéy; Gtz I0aartéiily knew nothing of
sl OUOPEEUPOOZ6wws8l EUVUWOEUIl UOwbki |l Ow(wpPEUWEU
indulgence in fornication was my best friendzs principal pastime, indeed goal in life ,
he was not amused. He said hedisapprovedOwWET EEUUI ws UOOI 001 wEOPEa
, UOWET OPI YI EwUT E0wadbUwkl OUwWUOT UOUT T wobi 1 w
. Ol ZOWEOE wOE Uvas iE ulb iBOnD buts,3nb Encertainties. You were
destined to meet that person, you would know it w hen it happened, and once you
T EEWOl Uws3T 1 w. Ol zwaObUwl EEWUOWOE INg-anetbllduU T E U w
El wl ExxawbkpbPUT OUOwWUT T OOwWET EEUUT wUOT 1 OwadbUwbOU
and by the way, if you met someone and fell in love, and then split up ¢+ as she knew
happened sometimest UT EUw NUUUOwUT 6Pl EwUT EQwi T wOUwWUT 1 w
. Ol 6z ww
In middle age, | used to think that this way of looking was simplistic,
bordering on the naive. That nothing was predestined, life was just a chapter of
accidents, and with regard to marriage, there was probably an infinite (or at any rate
a large) number of possibilities for happiness, though life is short and you only get a
EOOXxEUEUDYI Qawi Il pwOxxOUUUODPUDT UwUOuwdddbtlh wbl Oz
the wisdom of changing things that appear to work pretty well and see the force of
| UUOI ZUwWEUT U001 OUwUT EVwUOEPTI DawhPUwEwWxEUUOI UL
[ O00UT wil Ol UEUDPOOUG ww OE3uixiTud T A xz0uBId ul Gudx U upUOIOA (
after all, for producing a happy life (or one that feels happy, which is all that
matters).
(UwPUWEDPI I PEUOUWI OUWEWET POEwWUOwWDPOET POl wWE U
I PUOI UPI OEWEOEwWaObUwadlUwi EVIT UzUwOOUDYI Uwpkl
get married and produce you; but you get a glimpse now and again of the young
x1 OxOl wUT T AawOOET whl Ul bww, awlOOUT 1 Uwl EEwUT Ewl
s"EUUDPI z8ww2T T whEUwWI YI Ows UOUDPI w" EUUDT wUOOwWI
piano as a teerager and we always had a piano in our house. After my father died
she once told me that there had been a time, after she met Dad but before they
married, when she played for him and a group of friends. After some time, Dad got
a bit fed up with this, bec ause she had no time for him and they were supposed to be
enjoying themselves together

s' T aowl YI UaEOEaOwOawl PUOTI UPI OEzUwUx1 OEDPOT wlC

UWEUwWOI EUUOwWUT EwPUwpPi EwUI | WUEPEwWRY EQwI I

 UUUODUEUDPOOWEWEPUwWOOUI wil EVUUT POadwws 30O0wWOUET
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School

We would all three have gone to a different primary school, if my parents had not
moved from Manchester to Liverpool at the wrong time of the year, in 1949. As it
was my mother had a humiliating encounter with the authorities at Blackmoor Park
Junior Schaol, which was the nearest school to Lisleholme, where she was most
unaccountably rejected. Turned away. Rebuffed. Branded as a ranknewcomer and
an ignoramus of the rules, who had applied too late; but, on the other hand, she
returned in triumph when sh e took Ashley to W.D.C. OF E. ¢ West Derby Church of
England School, where she was welcomed with open arms, and he as the prodigal
son, into the fold.

s60#06" 0w. %w$SzZwWPEUWEOwW O1 OPEEQWUET OOOO0OWE
in THE VILLAGE, which was still a village, with a VILLAGE HALL, a medieval
courthouse, stocks, a few houses appropriate for estate workers and a fine set of
gates which led down thr ough a park to Croxteth Hall, which belonged to Lord
21 T U008 ww3T PUWPEUWEOOwWxUDPYEUI wOEQOEQWEUUwWPIT w
UOUEazOQuwWEOPOWUT UOUT T wUOT T wl EUI UWEGEWDPOUOW3 " 4
flowers. The more daring boys would take the opportunity to steal marble
chippings from the churchyard, for use in hopscotch. Some of them were
remarkably good at it, and the teachers never seemed to notice that the marble was
stolen. It undoubtedly made the best kind of stone for sliding across a playground
surface.

Mum rapidly became convinced that her rejection by Blackmoor Park was a
kind of miracle, since we all three thrived at W.D.C. OF E.. She even experienced a
eldest child! Did they not realise that in doing that they had deprived themselves,
not just of one bright child , but of the three deverest children in the world? On the
otherhand,' T UET UUwms' | UEDPI z Aw2 D Ox UOOWas indtatl OEU U1 U
recognised as one of the wisest and most perspicacious teachers in théand.

When 1 visited the school 2 or 3 years ago (say around 2008), | found that
there was a Herbert Simpson Memorial Hall, and more remarkably that Mrs
Simpson, his widow, was still living close by; but | have to say that | remember the
man with mixed emotions. He was something of a Tartar, albeit a kindly and well -
intentioned one. He used to smack kids round the head with gusto, for very little
reason, and this included his own son David, who was a rogue, but not - | would
have thought - a vicious one. On second thoughts, | take that back. Perhaps Herbie
knew better. Once, when | had a sunburnt neck, he jumped on it and did his best to
wring it, causing me pain | can still remember. So he deserved all the slapping he
got from his merciless father, the bastard.
But it must have been difficult for David Simpson all the same, because his

father was determined to show that he had no favourites, and used to demonstrate
this by cruel and unusual punishment on his first born. He slapped his only son
around the head very often, and vehemently. A perverse kind of reverse
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discrimination. On occasion, Herbie displayed such relish at the prospect of
slapping David that he licked his hand before administering the coup de grace
Perhaps this is why David wore his shorts trousers long, though this has since
become fashionable.
Other teachers used a cane to keep the older chdren in order; and there
was also a large leather strap, reserved for the younger children. Once, and once
O000aOomwa's$ @ PIxHink from Miss Wood, or Miss Roberts, for talking in
class. (I think it for talking to my best friend, Michael Jackso n, of whom more anon).
| hope this narrative does not give the wrong impression of W.D.C.OF E.
There was a lot of excellent instruction which went on there, along with the corporal
punishment. Miss Close, Mrs Coward, Miss Roberts, Miss Wood, Mr Balderson and
Mr Kewin ¢ disciplinarians all, but good teachers who provided us with solid
TUOUOEDPOT wPOwUT T wsUT Ul T wl1Uz wEUUWE Ohistioyp OQwl OT (
and geography. We all three passed the 11 plus or in my case (becausely birthday
was in January) the 10 plust the passport to the grammar school.
61 WUUEUUIl EwPOws UT 1 w( 61l EOVUUZ WEOGEwWPT OUwWwOOw!
years in each part of the school, though | must have missed the last year in the latter.
| started learning fast from the start. Nature study: in the first year of the Infants, we
ECaUwl EEWEOwWOUUUDPE]T wUODPOI UOwPPUT wUUDPOEOQWEUW
that there was a wall which you pissed against, and a foul -smelling gutter running
along the bottom of it. It was there that | discovered the meaning of Original Sin.
It was not considered manly to just piss against the wall horizontally. You
had to aim as high as you could up the wall. One day, when | was actively engaged
in this activity, Miss Rob erts walked in and caught us at it. We were all told off,
including me. So ¢ contrary to what my mother had led me to believe - nobody was
perfect, and there were sinners even in the Cooper family.
It was also at this time that | observed another natural phenomenon. Not all
UT 1 wEOGazUWEPEOUwWPT Ul wUT T WwUEOST ww2O01 wbil Ul wo
end, until you peeled it back; but in the case of one boy, there was nothing to peel. |
thought this meant that al | boys were born like him or me + Neanderthals or Homo
Sapiens, so to speak.Later on | learned that he was Jewish. So Jews were born with
different dicks? | was never been told that this was so, not by the great David
Attenborough or even by Armand and Michaela Denis, although they had
admittedly mostly confined themselves to animals, amongst whom circumcision is, |
believe, unknown.
61T 1 Ow(wxEUUI EwPOUOwWwsUT T w) UOPOUUZwWUTIT UI w
suspected of stealing coins from the pockets of coats left in the cloakroom. It was
well-known that my father was a pharmacist, and he was asked to supply a
substance which Herbie spread on some decoy coins, distributed at random in
sundry mac pockets in the cloakroom. When the thief had done his work, his hands
turned a peculiar colour, leading to his arrest and condign punishment. ( WE OOz OwUT B
(wl YT UwUOOEWEOQaOO!l wi OUT woi wOawi EOPOazUwxEUUL
had now redeemed myself in the eyes of authority for the heinous crime of vertical
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pissing. | hope the bOa WP EUOZ7 UWEDPUET I EQOWEUwWI | wedl EUOa wli

criminal responsibility.

Mr Balderson (who was suitably bald) had escaped from a Nazi POW camp.
It was said that he was one of those who had escaped fromStalag Luft Il DURING
THE WAR, using a wooden vaulting horse. There was a wooden vaulting horse at
W.D.C. OF E, which was sometimes lifted out into the playground ; and | was
somewhat unclear as to how he could have used that to escape from a concentration
camp. Did he vault over the wire? | became even more confused when we were
told at the grammar school about the wooden horse used by Odysseus to bring
about the fall of Troy.

Sadly, having consulted Wikipedia | now think it was all a myth. Three men
did escape from Stalag Luft Ill by tunnelling under the ground, disguising their
activities by placing the vaulting horse over the entrance to the tunnel; but it seems
unlikely that Mr Balderson was one of the se. It seems much more likely that he
obtained his reputation as an escapee asa result of some infantile fiction, arising
from the showing viewing of the film The Wooden Horsevhich came out in 1950.

@31 1T Ul wPEUWEwWPT 001 wUI UPT Uwodi w! UPUBUT w/ .

to compensate returning soldiers for their rat her poor record against the Germans on
the real battlefields of Western Europe in 1940).

6 ws I L

"1 UEDI w2bhbOxUOOWPEUWUOOI Ul POT WWENTEQx O00a OF

UNIVERSITY but he had somehow acquired a BSc, as he was fond of telling us. And
he was a radio ham, and liked to tell us about that too. He would say at morning
assembly.

s+EU0wODPT T UOwWET POEUI OOw( wPEUWUEOODOT wUOwWOE O

flung place).

This was impressive; but | must say that any respect | had for Radio Hams did not
UOUYDYI wOawi I EUD Theuradid®lanirst brodecasi aspastwf the last
series of' EOE OE Oz Uin'196D i (Mességé teceived from man in Tokyo:it is a
raining-not in Tokyo)

Morning assembly usually included a repetition of stories about the three
UT DOT UWEOOUIT U U yapadh iomibattEring his W ivstl bbri) UK love of our
old hymn books; the Bible; and the Opportunity Class. So, first a lecture on how our
school was the best there was because our hymn books were the most tattered. This
showed we used them more than other schools. Therefore wewere more Christian.

21 EOOCEOws (WEOwWT OPOT wUOWEUOwWa OUWEOOWEwW@UI UUDC

Right, ready? Vi EUz UwUT T wET UUWEOOOwWPOwWUT 1 whOUOE

Answer, roared by the assembled masses, trainedto respond in North Korea n style:
sBIl w! PEOI Ow2bHUz 3w

21



s3T EUOzUwUDPT T Unz

| think it was being required to parrot things like this at school or in Church
that helped turn me off the Church and Christianity altogether. That, and the
constant requirement to worship and adore Somebody or SomethinT wUT EVUw ( wp E U(
UOUT wi RPUUT EBdww$Y! Owdi w' | wEPEwWI RPUUOQwWPT awpk]
repeatedly? Why all this need for adoration? 6 | a WEOUOEOz UwEOw. 600D U
Omnipotent being be satisfied with what He had done, and what he knew he was
capable of?

Third, the Opportunity Class.

s61 wli EYIl WEwWPOOEI Ul UOwhbOUUPUUUPOOWDPOWOUUWUET ¢
Class. Every boy and girl here has a second chance. They are sent there to give them

EQwOxxOUUUOPUawUOfrErE g B DBO®O Ly WE OrwB0a wE Oa u
using that word will be punished ,U1 Y1 Ul 0a 6 ww# Owa OUwWUOEI UUUEOQE L

Assembled massesroaro ws al UoOwUbBUnz

s61 EUZUwWPUWEEOOI Eyz

s3T 1T w. xxOUO0UOPUaw" OEVUOWUDPUNZ
Assembled masses file out into playground or lessons, whispering quietly;

$2 @Qub WUwUT T wUi DEOO (B EWQ BIQUxWHIEWEETCG WibiT E0auwd 1 w
too).

Children from W.D.C. OF E. sometimes went on holiday to the summer camp
at Colomendy in North Wales, but we never went. | think my parents thought it
PEUwi OUwUOT T wxOOUOwOUwUT OUT whi Owi OUwOUT 1 UwUI E
their own, or for parents who had an only child in need of others to play with.
Looking back | think we deprived ourselves of the chance to visit a rather beautiful
place, with friends rather than family; but then I think our whole family was anti -
social to some degree. Dad, for example, discouraged us from joining either the cubs
or the Boy Scouts onthel UOUOEUwWUT EQwUT T Ul wkl Ul ws xEUEODO
view which was widely shared in the 1950s, | would have thought. Nor did he
wholly approve of the Youth Hostels Association . He thought this was a pale
imitation of the original G erman Jugendhebergenand tainted by the association with
the Hitler Youth (or JugEnd).
We spent our Summer Holidays in a boarding house in Barmouth. My
brother remembers that it rained every day. | remember the view from our

22



bedroom: a solid wall of grey Welsh slate, about two feet from the window pane ,
relieved only by a few streaks of lichen.
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Chapter 2
19540h Mein Papa

Pop music

+EUU0wWOPT T OwUOT T wETl POEwWwPT OwlOUUOUWOOwWUT T wRUOI E
Calvert, THE MAN WITH THE GOLDEN TRUMPET.
Why is this? He might just as well have chosen Secret Lovéy Doris Day or |
See the MoompE a w3 T I w2 UEUT E&l U Uhkea Odihauithd Fodh@iubat B E U U E z L
it had to be Eddie Calvert. Perhaps this was because there was a vogue in the mid
1950s for trumpet players. The trumpet is also associated in my mind with Kenny
Ball, Acker Bilk and Herp Alpert and HIS TIJUANA BRASS, tho ugh | never liked
any of them. (The dikebox does however hold a copy of * | O 0 a wMign@i U w
Moscow(1961) which had a certain following since it was a good tune and the Soviet
Union was still a complete enigma as far as most people in the West wereconcerned.
Anything which suggested that it was an enormous concentration camp run by
geriatric maniacs bent on blowing up the planet with their vast store of nuclear
weapons was welcome).
But to return to Eddie Calvert and his Papa, the first lines of th e song are

Oh,mypax EOQOwUOOwOl wil whEUwWUOwWPOOSGET Ub i U
Oh, my papa, to me he was so gbod

Now the child in charge of the jukebox is playing various tricks on me here, because
those are indeed the words; but they are sung by a woman, whereas Eddie Calvert
was a (male) trumpet player. Also, these words are in English ¢ the girl laments her
Papa,PT 1 Ul EUwWUOT T wUPUOT woOi w"NedY EUYEig @aman. BBOUEDOT u
what is going on here? Why do | remember that version, when my father detested
all things German? For that matter, why was my middle name Manfred?
Perhaps the answer to the question about Eddie Calvert, is that my father disliked all
manner of things, often for multiple reasons. Thus he may well have said that he
"4+ #-73w23 -#w. ' w, $(-w/ / wOOwliIl WEEUPUWUT EQwDH
that Eddie Calvert was one of those artists who STANK. (Though this is unlikely, because
he was after all a trained musician. It was generally people who pretended to sing, when
they had not been trained to do so, or purported to play instruments which they could not in
| EEUwxOEawpbl OwxUOOxUI EwUT 1 wEUAWOI ws' $wgdUwoOdUI v
singer | can ever remember my father positively approving of was, most improbably, Lulu,
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PT OUI wi PUUUwWI PUws 2T OUUZ wb E U wOwdddy sincd DO uwsi 5] @ Wy
eyes, popular music as a whole had by then taken a distinct turn for the worse, in the

direction of tuneless noise and rank vulgarity; but | think he must have taken an untypical

faOE a wU O w+ (hsiasthw U E b wl

The World
Though ( WEPEwWOOUwWOOOPwWUT PUwUOUPOwWY T URosma) iET OUOA
was in 1954 that the Western European Union (WEU) was formed. This was not the
UEOI wUT POT WEUWEOOWEUwWUT 1T ws" 6O0O0OOw, EUOT Uz wdUL
defensive Union, formed as a result of the Cold War. It was this Union which led to
West Germany, as it then was, joining N.A.T.O. as a sovereign state. The Warsaw
Pact, which included EastGermany, was formed soon afterwards.
The agreements reached in 1954 meant GERMAN REARMAMENT, and it is
this phrase which comes back to me, after morethan half a century. We take it for
granted now that Germany is one country; that she is democratic as well as a world-
leader economically; and has no aggressive intent; indeed, is reluctant to commit
troops internationally. Not so in the 1950s, when there was a very real fear of
&1 UOEQw s Ul YEOETI PUOzZwEQOUT wPOwUT T w20YDPI Uw 4 OF
DURING THE WAR and in Britain. My father, who had lost his father in the First
World War and endured almost six years of war in his early manhood, was fir mly
against GERMAN RE-ARMAMENT. Why should we help these people rise like a
Phoenix from their richly -deserved ashes,to become a military threat once again,
when they had shown, not once but twice !, in the previous 50 years, that they simply
could not be trusted?
+DOI PPUTI Owl 1l wWEOUOEWOOUWUOET UUUEQCEwW@UDUIT w
Soviet Union in the first place, since the disagreement merely appeared to be over
OOUI POT wOOUI wUT EOwUT T wEIT UU w btAiRkthe Apwotsbf EODUIT u
Stalinism, the Ukrainian Famine, the Great Terror and the Gulag were really ever
mentioned. They did not really become widely known until the works of Robert
Conquest and Alexander Solzenitshyn were published, and not everyone was
familiar with them. There was of course the small matter of the Hungarian Revolt of
1956 and the Soviettanks sent in to crush it; but not everyone in the West thought
that this provided a reason for ceasing to mistrust the Germans.
It did not help that the 1954 World Cup was won by West Germany, when
England, the inventors of football and the best team in the world, had never won it,
especially when by general agreement the Hungarian team - which the West
Germans beat in the final - was the more talented. The Germans had triumphed
again through their heartless Teutonic efficiency, as they had in 1870, 1940 and so
nearly in 1914 and 1918
Yet, sometime in the late 1950s,Kenny Meadows, a boy who lived in
Lisleholme Close and must have been in his late teens at the time, WENT TO
MUNICH and brought back stories that it was a far better place than Liverpool! The
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streets were clean, the trams and buses ran on time, everybody worked hard and
was more prosperous. How could this be? Surely, England (by which we
understood Britain or the Un ited Kingdom) was still the best country in the world,
EQCEWUUPOOWOO] woOl wlOTI T wOOUUwxOPT Ul UOyww' EEOZz U
#DEOZUwOUUWUOOEDPI UUWUUPOOWOEEUxaw6] UUw&I UOE
strange requests forForces Favouritefsom the B.F.P.O.?
It was in 1954 that the First Atomic Submarine was launched; that a report
was published saying cigarettes caused cancer; that Roger Bannister broke the Four
Minute Mile at Oxford ; that segregation in schools was ruled illegal by the US
Supreme Court; and that Britain sponsored an expedition to search for the
Abominable Snowman. It was the Snowman who interested me. There had been
reports of expeditions which had found hairs in rem ote parts of the Himalayas,
PT PET wUUxxOUI EOa wE It @ ééature, henHags wubr perbapd aped 7 w
perhaps half of eacld w3 T 1T w@UI U0 wi OUwUT T ws EOOPOEEOI w2C
the search for the Loch Ness Monster, with the added attraction that it involved a
far-away and more exotic place, and his existence was even more difficult to
disprove. There might after all be scientific basis for the myth; and in any event the
Snowman made for a better game, since he was easier to imitate than a pretstoric
reptile (or maybe IT was an amphibian).
My mother was very pleased when Jaroslav Drobny b OOw U1 1 wOl Oz UwUD
title at Wimbledon. The competition in those days was an amateur one, and MORE
FUN than a gladiatorial contest between professional. Ithad more connection with
the game x OEal EwEaw Ul 1 wOEUUI UOw EGEpOdil VUL @ w OU wuk
Drobny PEUWOOIT 6 ww, a w, UO alkbstenivigd fiont thdfactr@ushem&diw
played tennis with Dad when they were younger. Yet | never saw either of them
pick up a racket but there were some old rackets in the house this was all part of the
life once lived BEFORE YOU WERE BORN.
Drobny, said my Mum, was like Rosewall, his opponent. HE WAS A GOOD
/' + 8%$10w 2w6$++w 2w w- (" Sw, -dww3llawbl Ul wEC
know, and what was her standard of comparison? Whatever they were, they were
good enough for me; and so we thrilled to Drobnyz UwYPEUOU A wdYheUw 1 OUI
final. (Drobny was a Czech who evenually became a British citizen and, in my
, UOzUwl al UOwT I wEOUOwWI E E winddf beingpaliéftthahied) fké O1 wEE Y
me).
Although the connection between smoking and lung cancer had already been
made by the scientists, it took a long time for the message to percolate through to the
masses, in view of the active hostility of the tobacco companies; and it had little
discernible effect on the behaviour of my father (despite his scientific turn of mind).
He and Uncle Harry both enjoyed a smoke, particularly together. In my eyes Harry
was the more heroic smoker, because he could puff smokerings into the air, which
seemed a manly thing to do, especially when the feat was performed with a cigar at
Christmas time.
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My father on ce explained why they enjoyed smoking so much. It was again
concerned with what happened BEFORE YOU WERE BORN and, in this case, also
DURING THE WAR. Tobacco had been rationed then along with everything else;
and there was also a shortage of good(that is, American) tobaccot UT OUT T w( wEEO:
imagine what the substitute was. So when the War ended and good Virginia tobacco
became available once more, itcame with great nostalgic pleasure as well as a
harbinger for the return of the good times.
We had a family doctor, Irish, Jim Murray, who used to visit us at home (he
knew my father well). On entering the house he would offer my father a cigarette,
and if my father showed the slightest reluctance, Jim would encourage him by
UEabOT ws b Uz UMark ORDEWI 1O0QWBWDI@Uuu U1 O Eifogt Dactor3 T 1 w O U
Murray was thathewasi UOOwUT | w1l xUEOPEwpbki PET wiMy wEEOOI
Dad said he had once told him that, as a child he (Jim) had been taughtto spit on the
British flag ¢+ something which made me very wary of Irish Republicans. It also
suggested that the education system in the Irish Republic must have been different
from the one we knew. All that Catholicism, and all that officially inspired spitting,
must have made for a very strange curriculum.
Christmas was a great time for smoking, and for vice in general. This was
when we boys were encouraged to smoke our first cigarettes and drink our first
glassesof sherry. And a time when it was extremely useful that your Dad smoked:
because thenyou did not have to think very long about Christmas presents. Balkan
Sobranie Benson and Hedgea cigarette lighter and fuel or an ash tray were all very
acceptable.
As late as 1964 and 1966, | would return from trips to France armed with
GauloisesDisque Bleuor, worse-still, Gitanes foul-smelling rough things made of
French tobacco rather than Virginia, and this was considered to be an exotic prize,
well worth the smoking, as if sometimes you had to suffer for the cause. Yet, by this
time, we were already being shown anti-smoking films at school, where the
pathologist would pick lugubriously over a piece ofblack lung tissue, extracted from
the dead body of some haplessvictim of smoking. It really was disgusting; and my
father in particular kne w full well that smoking was a major cause of bronchitis and
other diseases, apart from its connection with lung cancer. Why else did Uncle Bill
find it virtually impossible to breathe, or even swallow when he got a bad cold, in
the winter or when exposed to the elements on his motorbike and sidecar? (THE
BROUGH, as my mother called it).
My brother and | took up smoking in a minor way in the early and mid -1960s
and for a time as an undergraduate my brother even smoked a pipe. | tried it once
and was immediately turned green, and never returned to pipe s, despite Harold
6 POUOOZ UWEEYOEEEA wi OUwiiditl shake Cigarette® tniand, o ODU U1 U
AWEwaoUOl wOEOOwWXxEUUOa QUG EHOUDAWBUEEUYU wb O Qb
image, and mainly because |learned to enjoy the taste, especially with alcohol.
There has been a seahange of course. A generation later, my daughters would
have regarded such behaviour as semiEUD OPOEOOWEOEwW OUUw xEUI OU
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encouraging it as criminal negligence; but it was all accepted at the time; and the
number of boys who smoked at school, albeit only in the toilets or bikesheds, was
very large. It was regarded as arite of passage and a sign of maturity.

Home

If I look at a Google Map now, | see that the house we lived in is still there, as is the
surrounding network of streets which we knew as THE CLOSE (Lisleholme Close),
THE ROAD (Lisleholme Road), THE CRESCENT (Lisleholme Crescent) and THE
+ - SwOUwWsH#EDPUDPI w+EOI zwp#l a UE U Bdethan TDQdrd& 8 www 3 |
square; but it was only in THE CLOSE that you were safe + and even then, the
further you got from the front door of no 1, the less secure it became. This was not
because there was any danger of riots or sectarian violence, let alone of guerrilla
warfare. The people who lived around us were, so far as | was and am aware, much
the same as us. It was simply that theworld revolved around my Mum and Dad,
my elder brother and my younger sister; and even close friends were not of the same
tribe. And there were people, even amongst those who lived in THE CLOSE, about
whom | had my doubts.
For example Mrs Lee, who lived opposite, was a CATHOLIC, as were Mr and
Mrs Tipping, from Preston, who lived at no 3. As I realised much later, my father
PEUwEwWsI UIT Ul DPOOT Uz wepOOUWOEOawOPOl EwUxwUOuwE
mother basically was content to believe what my fatheUw E1 OBl YI Ewowmps b1 EUI
PEOUOWEIT EUZ AOw E UU w b ithat lstrakhe comEkinétior df Bratddtant O O w
religions, which involved an Anglican primary school on weekdays but services on
2 UOEE a Uw E U w dwvbich 2vasieishér iP@gbyderian or Congregation alist); and
whatever belief that was supposed to produce, it certainly was not Catholicism.
"EUT OOPEDUOOWPOWET UUEDOWXxEUUUWOl w+BYI UxOOOO0
mysterious and sinister quality. As my sister and | walked to school past the local
Catholic Church in Town Row, we almost held our breath. What might they do to
you in there, if they dragged you in to that dark nave? What unspeakable tortures
might be inflicted in the vestry? It was not long before we were taught about Sir
Francis Drake and Sir Walter Raleigh. (( OO0Ua w/ aU07T 66z UwUOI UET weEO
(O0gUPUPUDOOZ wbEUw O dtlivasForydt Bxfofd Onmuch Cated, ©&D 1
learned that there was any alternative to the Protestant version of Elizabethan
English history).
Mrs Lee was, | am sure, the kindest of women, very kind to my mother when
she was ill; and probably a true Christian, if | can be the judge of that. She was as
poor as a Church mouset which is rather appropriate in her case as she was what is
EEOOEENME®BUwW" EUT OOPEZ wpl UOOawl OpPwEI YOUUwW/ UOUI
as such); but, when she performed some service or other for my mother, and my
OOUT T UwOoOiTTUIl EwOOwxEaOwUT T whpOUOGEWUEOI wOOwl
possibly do that, becaud wPUwPEUws Ewl I UOUUI z8ww( whbOOET Uwl
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signficance which was lost on me at the time ¢ an act of contrition, like Lord
Marchmain, in the closing chapter of Brideshead Revisit@d In later years, | became
very interested in Catholicism and its doctrines ¢ for example, the much
misunderstood doctrine of the Immaculate Conception ¢ but | am sure | would not
have wanted to practise it myself. It never seemed to me that Mrs Lee was a very
[ ExxawbPOOEOOWEUCWUIT T OQw( ¥R @100 bz ibws® e W & & B
Uw( wUOET UUUEOGEwWDPUOwW" EUT OOPEUWI EYI wEadd Ea UwE]
you better get used to it.
, U0w+T1 1 zU0Uwl EOOWPEUWEEUOB Www2OwpbPEUWUOT T w" T
WENT TO MASS and which my sister and | were so wary of; and there was even, if |
remember correctly, stained glass in her front door. Stained glass, such as was not to
El wi OUSEWEOwWw20w?2U01 xT1 Oz UOWEOEWUUET WEUwWUT T w
Congregationalists, would rather have smashed than adored. What unspeakable
tortures (or more likely brainwashing, of the type the Red Chinese employed in
Korea) must Mrs Lee have inflicted on her son Francis, to persuade him to remain a
Catholic; and induce him to undertake that embarrassing Ch®B OEUIT Oz Uw" UUUEEIT w
pornography, when he was in his teens?
As for Mrs Tipping, who was also Catholic, it was difficult to know what to
make of her: she and Tom spoke with such strange Prestonian accents that it was all
we could do to understand their everyday conversation; but | was told by my
mother that she had a Bible that was different from our own. So, whereas Mrs Lee
was probably a secret agent of the Spanish Inquisition, Mrs Tipping was more like a
witch, pronouncing incantations over her pse udo-Bible.
There was an old woman who lived in the close called Mrs Adams, who
used wear a kind of flowery smock. One hot summer day she said she really envied
me, because | was walking about in shortsE OE wWUE OE E OU Q wMbéd BHe sald O ws U O x
that, | EUOI Ewl | Uwp T take ket topuot ®E& & ghe falt hot; and | told my
mother what | had said.
There was Mr Thompson, who was a bachelor and lived alone, and was
therefore clearly a strange man, since normal people were married and had children.
There were the Joneses, who owned a pig farm somewhere, collected table scraps for
sx-DPDOOZWEUUwPT OUI wxbBT Uwbkil Ul wxl UDOEDAUEOOa wUC
without apparently making any difference to the ir standard of living . What did they
do with the pig -swill , when there were no pigs left to feed? Could it be that they ate
it themselves?
Then there was Mr and Mrs Andrews, and their children, an apparently
normal family, who lived next door to Mr Thompson, so that Mrs Andrews could
report to my mother on his habits. They were reasonably normal; but their children
were difficult to play with. David had contracted TB meningitis when he was young
ECEwW I EEwWwsOI YIUWEI T Ow gUPUIl wubTT Uzw UDOET w Ul
mispronouncing her wo rds. My sister and | used to think it was funny that she said
sOl UUzwbPOUUI EEwOl wsal Uz8ww (wWEEUI UEaAawUOT 1T aw>
difference being that | could not tell you what our oddities were seen to be |
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UUx x OUl wUT E Uz U wrbdbiting §aunOowi 6ddyuBp@®@Eu Qu®E O EButul OUI z
there was something odd about David Andrews in my view . His hobby was bobbin
work . Nothing wrong with that, | suppose; but he was a bit too fond of telling you
so. My sister and | formed the view that he spent more time in THE CLOSE, waiting
to catch your eye, so that he could tell you that he was going inside - TO DO HIS
BOBBIN WORK ¢ than he actually spent producing knitted wool with his bobbin.

Mr and Mrs Fazakerley lived next door, in what must have been no 2 (since
the numbers in Lisleholme Close went 1,2, 3 like proper numbers; and not 1,3,5 as
they did, unaccountably, in the Road and the Crescent and many insalubrious
places. The Fazakerleys, though close neighbours, were not like us. They had no
children; and they had a strange name. Fazakerley was a district of Liverpool, and it
was not West Derby. Were they foreign?

Mr Fazakerley was, for all | know , a perfectly inoffensive man, though he had
EwWEl EUEWEOEwWU] Ewl EPUOWEUUwOawUPUU]l UWEOEwW( wE
some stage he went to work abroad for a period of some months or even years, |
think in Borneo, where two parts of th at huge Island were still under British rule,
and where there were reputed to be head-hunters still, apparently leaving Mrs
Fazakerley to fend for herself, all alone in the wilds of Lisleholme Close, with no
children to comfort her. The original Wild Man must have be come news for some
reason in 1953 (or perhaps it was 1954). Or rather theWild Men, who had been a
pair of exceptionally strong dwarf brothers from Connecticut, who performed with
P. T. Barnumand his freak show exhibitions in the late nineteenth century; but it is
pointless to try to make sense of the wild speculations which my sister and |
indulged in. Perhaps there was some connection, though, between the Wild Man of
Borneo and the Abominable Snowman?

There was a great emphasis on learning. A set of Encyclopaedias had been
bought, large red volumes with strange names, indicating the subject matter ¢ LON -
PAP, PAR_SOP etc; and there were other single volumes containing KNOWLEDGE.
¢+ The World of the Childrefor example. One contained cross sections of the human
body and the human mind showing what went on in each department of the brain
(it largely seemed to proceed on the somewhat outdated theory that each bit of the
brain had little men in side it, pulling levers, or riding bicycles attached to dynamos,
or simply having clever ideas). Another picture showed the terrors the human mind
was prey to when we are asleep. This was a terrifying image ¢ with ghosts and
ghoulies creeping around the house below, as you slept upstairs. Not the kind of
thing calculated to give a child a good nB 1 & dleep.

| am not sure if the two things were connected but there was a period when
my sister did not sleep well. She had uncomfortable dreams and used to complain
EEOUUws T 1 Wuhd thiGgs that Weptzhen awake at night. My mother would
sometimes agree to sit in her room, patting her head until she went to sleep. On
OUT 1 UWOEEEUDPOOUWUT T whOUOGEWEUI | xwbOWEOEwWUT EUI
to the cold of the small bedroom. | expect she still spends many sleepless nights
thinking guil tily about this.
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In 1954 my sister appeared as a Red Indiarsquaw in a musical staged by Miss
Francis, the dancing teacher at West Derby Village Hall. There is aphotograph of
her in full fig . Later on her enthusiasm for dancing waned, as did her membership
of the Brownies. She was probably more interested in her school work. | liked to
tease her andl took up the crythat T EEwWE 1 | Ows Ezbinotd brganisations,
which | thought a huge joke. My brother remembers going to see the show where
she gopeared as the Red Indian. There was a number with a chorus line

Buckets and spades, happy holidays.

Dad

(WEOOz Uw@U b0 buuttis) bub aithdddh | loved my father, | think | was a
bit afraid of him . He was a more distant figure than my mother (if only bec ause he
worked such long hours; and he could get cross, which my mother never did. |
think this is wholly unjustifiable but | can only think that | had some kind of very
mild Oedipus complex. Some inkling that the relationship between the two of them
was more complex than mine with her. And it made me uneasy.
My father was a self-made man. He had been born in 1915 and his father had
been killed when he was three, in 1918. | found out much later, in fact in the 1980s
that this had been during the German Spring Offensives of that year; and that my
grandfather had been a private soldier in the British Army, who had only been in
Flanders for two weeks, when he was BLOWN TO BITS. The consequence was that
my father was brought up his grieving mother, and his two elder sisters. It is my
guess thatitwas E1 DOT wUOT 1 wOOOa ws OEOz wubOwUT T wi OUUI weE
grew into a relatively small adult (5 feet 7 inches)but one who was determined to
show that he was as good as the next man and better than most. He was
independent, self-reliant but very sure that he was right. | love him dearly, but | was
not so completely EI UUEDOwOI wi PUWET 1 1 E U pudtDtBevirgiteat ( wb E U w
involving the Blackjack wrapper in 1958.
He was highly intelligent, but struggled to get an education, and he left
school at around 16, once he had obtained his School Certificate (what we came to
pharmacist, and by dint of hard work, he qualified and became a pharmacist. That
was the closest he came to GETTING A DEGREE, which was then the privilege of
the very few.
My father was very knowledgeable, about many things. He knew his
thirteen-times table; he knew Spanish ard could sing La Cucarachand dance the
paso doble@E wUOOOwY!I UUPOOWPT wadUwxUl T 1 UUT EAOwI 1T wC
called it. He was very good at crosswords and puzzles involving numbers; and of
course he knew the contents of thePharmacopeiaH e read The Guardiarn(or rather The
Manchester Guardignas well asThe Liverpool EchoHe had learned to play the violin,
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though | never saw him with one in hand ; and his general knowledge was very
wide; but he did have narrow views about some things and he was often convinced
that he knew better than other people, about a suspiciously wide range of things. He
had a habit of denigrating anyone who had reached the top, with the exception of
Nobel Prize Winners in the hard sciences, or members of his own family .
Most people in the world, even those who were apparently at the top of their
x UOI 1T UUPOOUOWEOEwWT Ul EOWUUEET UUT UOwPkPIT Ul wbOwob:
were in the entertainment industry, but had not been trained to sing or tread the
boards, they also STANK. A person who was obviously intelligent, but did not
employ his talents in the furtherance of Medicine or Science, which included all
lawyers and politicians, might be summarily condemned with the phrase HE LOVES
HIMSELF. (Frankie Vaughan was immediately condemned for this crime, common
as it was among entertainers. His trade mark high -kick was a clear sign of his guilt ).
3TTwiRUOUI Ol wi REOxOI wOi wUT PUWEUUDUUET wpkE!L
Churchill. In 1954, Churchill was Prime Minister once more, having been PM
between 1940 and 1945; and again from 19555. In the eyes of the world, and of
OOUUwWOUT T Uw! UPUDPUT wx1 OxO0l w(wiEYIT wi Yl UwOI U
$01 OPUI OEOZOWEUUwWOawWw#EEWDOYEUDE®DMEOOL | 1 UUI E
"t 41" (++8zww- OPwWw( WEOQwWOOUwWUUUI wUT EVwUT PUwbPE
probably because of the impetuousness he had shown at certain moments in his long
career, for example, the Gallipoli Campaign of 1915 (coincidentally, the year of my
fEOT 1 Uz UWEPUUT ABww- OWEUI EPUwWPEUWT BDYT Qwi OUwU
people when they had their backs to the wall in 1940. Ow Oawi EUT 1 Uz UwYI U
history, events had moved swiftly on to the glorious day in 1945, when my mother
and father voted for the first time in their lives and helped to bring about the Labour
OEOEUOPE]I OwbkPi PET wUl OUws6DOOPI ZzwxEEOPOT wuw, a
then, that WE WERE NOT GOING BACK to the Bad Old Days, when Churchill and
his kind had laid down the law to the rest of us
My father disliked the SPIVSof the 1940s andthe TEDDY-BOY S of the 1950s.
If THE SHOP he owned was burgled ¢+ which it frequently was - he would rail
against the villainy of those responsible; and embark upon a lecture concerning the
theories of Cesare Lombrosg anltalian criminologist. Lombroso believed that
criminality was inherited OWE OEwUT EQwUOO0] 001 ws EOUOWEUDODPOE
physical defectsO w O U w B O wveraian H\Eldokirg wt his face. According to my
Dad, it was obvious that Lombroso was right: you only had to look at some of the
types who came into the shop. He, Dad, could spot the criminals right away. Well,
who knows, perhaps Lombroso was right; but he had died in 1909; and | doubt there
were many criminologists in 1954 who still subscribed to these views.
Then there was the question of capital punishment. All through the 1950s, the
Labour MP Sydney Silverman was campaigning for the abolition of the death
penalty; but my father, who as far as | know voted Labour all his life, at least in
general elections, opposed this fiercely, at least in our living room. The deterrent
effect of capital punishment was open to debate but my father was clear that what
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Dad wanted was RETRIBUTION ¢ a word that he almost spat out ¢ or at least he said
he did.
Capital punishment was not in fact abolished until 1965, but soon after that,
my father informed us that it should be reintroduced; and that, if no -one else was
prepared to do so, he was prepared to act as hangman. He was a kind and gentle
man; and it was OO U w Ul OOUI OawxOUUPEOI wUT EVws3T 1T w&aody
need of his services: so the declaration was greeted with some disbelief; but there
was no doubt about his stern views on penal policy. In his view, there should be
fixed sentences for pet wUOT 1 T Uows i OUwWUT 1T wi PUUCwWOiI 11 OEIl Ow
offence, two fingers; for the third offence, immediate | B 1 E U Ui Wes & wewy
extreme,aswellasearly, Y1 UUDPOOwWOT wsUT Ul T wUOUPOI UWwEOEwWaod
even the Islamic Shariais so Draconian.
As for politics, you may by now have concluded that my father was some
kind of Communist agent; but in fact he never belonged, even to the Labour party;
OOUw PEUwW T T w Ew 20EPEOPUUW POw UT T w NKYUw s +
interchangeably). He once explained to me that the only Party he had joined, or
perhaps felt tempted to join was the Common Wealth DURING THE WAR. This
had been a movement rather than a conventional political party - an alliance of left
wing groups formed in 1942. It appealed g0 the egalitarian sentiments of the
English populacez One of its proposals was that all incomes should be subjected to
an upper limit.  Not very practical | would have thought, but the world was a
simpler place in the 1940s.
Christmas was, as | have said, a time for giving presents designed to increase
the profits of the tobacco companies; but there was also another regular
accompaniment to the festivities, and that was the Giles Annual, which contained
the cartoons drawn by [Carl] Giles during the previous year in The Daily Expresand
The Sunday ExpressThis was strange in a way, because Dad never took either of
UT 1T Ul ws30UazwlOi PUxEx]T UUOwPT PET wil wUITEUEI Ew
was regarded as atreat. | doubt if | understood most of the jokes, but the d rawings
were fun nonetheless. Giles was a very skilful draftsman and the characters of the
various members of the typical family portrayed there came across very strongly;
and there were a lot of minor jokes in the detail of the drawing.
Two themes came up regularly. Granma sometimes wore a gas mask. |
thought that was funny in itself; but it was actually very typical of the times, in that
it encapsulated (1) the fear of renewed war, after two World Wars wit hin a
generation; and (2) the fact that if war broke out, there would be a danger of a gas
attack. One cartoon showed Granma in a gas mask alongside some kind of warning
about Formosa. Where was Formosa? | had no idea. Itwas the old Portuguese
name for what is now Taiwan , and in the early 1950s,p 1T I QwUT 1 ws 11 Ez w" 1 O
over mainland China, the Nationalists under Chang Kai Shek escaped to Taiwan,
and the small coastal islands of Quemoy and Matsu. The Reds bombarded the
islands, while the US Navy patrolled the straits. Granma portrayed the fear that
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there might be a general conflagration. 1 just thought the idea of an old woman
wearing a gas mask was funny.
The other thing that troubled Granma, in several of the annuals, was the spy
scandal involving ! UUT 1 UUWEOEw, EEOI EO6 ww ( weétheE Ot Uw OO0k
they were also clearly a huge joke. In fact, it was no laughing matter. They had been
recruited at Cambridge in the 1930s and had penetrated the higher echelons of the
British civil service . They defected together, to the Soviet Union, in 1951. This led to
speculation, which periodically became intense and died away again but lasted all
OT UOUTT wOT 1 whuNKkYUOQWEUwWUOwWPTTUOTT UwUOTT Ul wobT 1
wilil POwUT 1 ws $UUEEODPUT O1 OU0Uz wUOOI PT T UT Bww3T 1 wuU>
to the film The Third Man a 1949 Britishfilm noir starring Joseph Cotten Orson
Welles, and Trevor Howard, though ostensibly that had little or nothing to do with
Britain. The aftermath was the unmasking of The Third Man in 1963. He was Kim
Philby, who had penetrated British Intelligence while also being a full colonel in the
KGB.
The sound track used in the film The Third Manfeatured a zither. There was a
very attractive woman who used to play the zither on TV in the mid 1950s. This was
Shirley Abicair, an Australia n who hosted Children's Hour, with help from her
Aboriginal puppet friends, Tea Cup and Clothespeg. In the process she became a
s U U E U z O wrEudaffibidl @vbasgadbrughd promoter of Australia ¢ and almost as
famous asRolf Harris.
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Sylvia Peters
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Shirley Abicair

Cy Grant
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Clint Walker as LheyennezBodie

37



Conrad Phillips as William Tell , and son (with crew -cut)

The villainous Landberger Gessler (and friend)
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Paul Anka

Perry Como, about to fall asleep
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Chapter 3
1955¢ Rock Around the Clock

Pop Music

The Jukebox is capable of playing a good number of records fom 1955,
OOUPPUT UUEOGEDPOT wiUT EVWOEOCa WOl wUOT T wsEWOrbUUI Ug
example, Dickie Valentine (The Finger Of SuspicignRosemary Clooney (Hey, mambo,
mambo Italianp Alma Cogan (Softly, Softly; but then came Bill Haley (and his
Comets) with Rock Around the Clogkand this changed everything.

It is difficult now, looking at photographs of Bill Haley to understand why.
He looks so squarez OWE OOx EUIT EwbDPUT wOT OUI whl OQwi 666O6PI1 E
Rock Around the ClocWwas the first record to sell a million copies in Britain and Bill
"EOl awUT 1 wi PUUUCw OI1 UD EtHNG tinge Ut €cErtet that hev@suot) O U U wil |
the radio all the time, and that young people and especially teenagers were doing
that dance ¢ the rock and roll - everywhere. To my parents it was revolutionary, in
that the dance, and the style of dress that went with it, seemed to mark a complete
break with what went before. | can see now that rock and roll was still a form of
dance, where the couples madephysical contact, and there was a recognised pattern
to the movement in time with the music. By the time | started dancing with a girl
ten years later, the idea of holding the girl, except for a slow smooch, was already
very old fashioned, having largely been superseded by freeexpressionors T a UEUD OT z C
as one friend from Winchester was to call it. But Rock and Roll in 1955, while still a
recognisable form of dance, was still an act of rebellion, recognised as such
immediately by older people. It thrived on disapproval.

Bill Haley followed up Rock Around the Clocwith See you lateAlligator (In a
while, crocodilg, which appealed to a nine-year old, because it was funny as well as
(presumably) romantic for teenagers; but in general, records appealed to me if they
Pl Ul wWEEUET adww3i 1 wOaUPEWEPEOzZ UwOEUUI UwUOOwOU
romance in my mind, both alien concepts, of interest to grownups and now
teenagers. (For instancel liked Chaingang( wODP Ol EwWET EEUUI wabditub EU Oz |
love and romance at all, but about some aspects of the penal system in the Southern
40PUIl Ew2UEUIl UBwws2EEzZOwWw( wOOOP A
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The World

My father had a simple view of foreign affairs. Anyone who deliberately shot and
killed British soldiers, was A MURDERER, whether they were IRA, EOKA, MAU -
MAU, STERN GANG or Malayan Communists. That was all you needed to know
about it.
During the 1950s Archbishop Makarios was a popular figure among Greek
Cypriots, a leading advocate for $ 2 WHWBntbn with Greece), and suspected by the
British of being in league with the terrorist organisation known as EOKA, which was
led by General George Grivas. InOctober 1955, theBritish governor opened talks on
UT1 wbUOEOGOEZzZUwi UOUUI OWEUUwWUT 1 Ul wEUOOT wEOPOwWI
by the Special Branchwhilst attempting to board a flight at Nicosia airport and
exiled to the Seychelles He eventually became President of an independent Cyprus,
EOQwbhI T O YIUwl T wEEOT wOOw35wdawi EUTT UwbPOUOEW
had undoubtedly murdered British soldiers, on duty in Cyprus,
JOMO KENYATTA was ANOTHER MURDERER. The Mau Mau Uprising in
Kenya in the 1950s was extremely violent, as was its successfully suppression.
Again the British colonial authorities suspected that Kenyatta was behind it, or at
least involved in it. It involved a Kikuyu -dominated anti -colonial group called Mau
Mau, but there was also Kikuyu who were anti -Mau Mau. Kenyatta was arrested in
October 1952 and indicted with five others on the charge of being a member. In April
1953 the court sentenced him to seven years imprisonment with hard labour, and
indefinite restriction thereafter. He remained in prison until 1959. The state of
emergency was lifted in 1960 and Kenyatta became PM of independent Kenya in
1963 and the following year , President.
In Palestine, there were many atrocities committed by the Jews as they fought
to establish the state of Israel in the late 1940s. Among these was the hanging of
three British sergeants and the bombing of the King David Hotel in 1946. My father
remembered these with great bitterness too. At the time there were several Jewish
terrorist groups, the best known being the IRGUN, of which Menachen Megin was
the leader. He was therefore another MURDERER. Begin became Prime Minister of
Israel between 1977 and 983 and was awarded the Nobel Peace Prize in 1978.
371 wUPET woOil wi pPUUOUVUAWEOTI EUCAWPEUWOOUWI 00b-
he took it all cheerfully enough and confined his protests to bawling MURDERER at
the telly. Nothing could be so bad after all, as long as my brother and | did not have
to fight in any more European wars; but, in recent years begun to think he was right
about THE MURDERERS. 8 OUWEEOQwUx| OEwil EOI wEwWODPIi 1 UPOI w
nationalisms, and trying to understand the causes of the conflict; but at the end of
the day the line has to be drawn between those who are prepared to Kill (rather than
NUUUOWEDP] Awi OUwEwWI EPUT WEOEwWUT OUT whblT OwEUI 0z Ow
an idea; and it remains very difficult for me to sy mpathise with another x | UUO Oz Uw
nationalism, however loud the protests in favour of it .
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1955 was the year when theWarsaw Pact was signed; but it was also the year
when James Dean diedin a car crash and when British Gran Prix was won by
Stirling Moss at Aintree on 16 July, and | think | must have seen this. At least, |
certainly went to a car-race of some kind at Aintree around about that time, with my
father and Uncle Harry . If it was indeed the 1955 BritishGrand Prix, then it should
have been a memorable occasion, because that was the year when Mosbkeat Juan
Fangio, the greatest driver of his age. Fangio was more of demonic force than
Argentinian. Inconceivable that he should beat good old Stirling on home territory,
whatever the odds.

In fact | can only remember one thing about the British Gran Prix of 1955 and
this was a humiliation. We had never been to a Gran Prix before; and we were
totally unfamiliar with the procedures ¢ where to enter the stadium, where to find
the seats, what to look for, how to behave. It had rained heavily. We found some
seats, liberally supplied by the weather with puddles where you needed to put your
bum. My father devised a way of sweeping the w ater away and making them
reasonably sittable-on. But, not long after we had taken out seats, we were moved
on by some men who had booked them; and demanded their rights. My U ncle tried
to pass off our arse-trespassE a wN OOP OT wUT EUVUws B U uwdd i BB uwbE Walz
the true owners did not seem to respond well. There was a hint of menace in the air;
and | think he thought that they thought t hat he was TRYING TO BE FUNNY. On
Merseyside it was acceptable, even expected, that you shouldbe funny, to some
degree but TRYING TO BE FUNNY was an unpardonable sin, in fact was
tantamount to issuing an invitation to fight. The incident passed off without
violence but, for me, the humiliation was total.

My grandmother, Nana, strongly disapproved of motor -racing. Her
/| UOUPUEOPUOWPEUWEIT T xI UOWwOEUUOPI UOwPDETabOwIl YI
for someone born around 1886. Motor-racing must have seemed acomplete waste of
money, and a completely pointless activity, as well as extremely dangerous. In the
1950s she was probably right about the danger: there were multiple smashups and
pileups, with frequent deaths amongst the drivers, and even the spectators, since
cars often crashed through the barriers, or came cartwheeling over them, cutting
large swathes through the innocent crowds, virtually every time a race was run. In
-EOQOEzUwYDPI POwUT T wUxOUUwWwUT OUOCEWET wEEOOI EQuw i
safety (which would have been a remarkably early example of the Nanny state in
action).

Ma w- E OE zt®prohiBitWnbtor -racing was one of the few things my father
disagreed with her about. Indeed got quite cross about. It really did show how out
of touch with the modern world she was. My father liked motor -sport, indeed he
thought that it was at the fo refront of modern science and technology. It was only
by trying out new models, materials, designs and machinery, in extreme conditions,
that one could hope to improve the car, which was such an important part of the
modern world and of British industry. Experiment was the fundamental tool of
modern science, which had replaced religion as the thing which modern men should
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believe in. By her attitude to motor racing, Nana showed that she was LIVING IN

THE PAST. My father, who admired Stirling Moss (and other British drivers)

thought that death was a necessary part of the experiment, and a price worth paying
for PROGRESS In this | suppose he was a bit like Joseph Stalin. The people at Ibrox
had died in vain, since watching football was pointless; but the people who died at
motor -raceswere had sacrificed their lives in a noble cause

Home

Mum had never wanted to GO BACK TO WORK; and my father would have
considered it as a kind of insult if it had been suggested that she should ¢ because it
would have cast doubt on his ability to support his family. So, instead, she was s E
I OUUI PP T z 6 wsdbindd gdainUrow; twit) shét@okupride in it . Even so, she
seemed to feel the need to justify this existence by claiming that cookery was
scientific; and that she was some kind of a chemist, who made the compounds (our
dinners) by mixing the elements (or ingredients).

Since she wasat home most of the time, she had friends round on a regular
basis. Thereseemed to have an endless round of friendsin the house for coffee or
tea, though there were probably only three t+ Aunt Pip, Aunt Lil and Mrs Lee. These
she would regale with her endless and much repeated stories, sometimes without
pausing for breath. They were designed, deliberately or otherwise, to reduce anyone
with a brain, or even half one, to a state of bored stupefaction, and my mother to
near-exhaustion. | never met anyone who was so impolite as to interrupt her, or
object that they had heard any of it before; and, when | became aware of the awful
reality, | was not cruel enough to point any of this out. In any case, it would have
been too late. She took all arguments pesonally and serious difference of view was
likely to give rise to mortal offence.

Sometimes, when listening to a grownup conversation, one might get a
childish view of what it was all about. F or example, | remember my mother
discussing a television programme with her friends, over a cup of tea. Somebody (a
woman) had done something which was highly disapproved of; and my mother said

UT EQwpPl EQwUT PUwPOOEOwWT EEWEOOI whEUwsUUTTT UUD
the consumption of a digestive biscuit, so maa ET ws UUT T 1 UUDPYI z wEOEwsE

similar, or connected in some way? At any rate, | took note that suggestive
behaviour was something that a lady should never, under any circumstances,
engage in. After a time, | realised that it was all about breasts When photographs
of Brigitte Bardot and Sophia Loren started to impinge on my consciousness it was

EOPEaAaUwPOwWUT I weEOOUI ROwWOT wUT I PUWEUI EU0OUOWUOU
UUI wOi wEwPOOEOZUWEUI EU0OU WD OwOU Ed irUthe lefiecan OUOE Y |
PEUwUI T wbhOUEwWsEOI EYET T zOwbT PET wbOxOPl EwWEwWbPC

exposed, or more likely semi-exposed, or at least prominently displayed; and (c)
clearly divided. You can seewhy | passed the 10 plus.
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My mother did not have much of a sense of humour but my father did. He
used to do funny walks and tell jokes ¢ the same ones, often. Or perhaps it would be
more accurate to call them funny stories ¢ like the one about the carpenter and the
wooden stool, or the can of bears that was not for eating but for selling, or the tailor
who advised his customer to stand in a certain way to disguise the poor cut of his
suit. They were accompanied by an act or a dance and delighted us all. Childish
minds are easily amused by a fond and much loved Dad .

I DPOOw' 1 UOOXxwPEUWEwWI UPI OEwOi wdawi EUI T Uz UL
UPOxOQawUT T wedai UPI OEWEOEwWUT T Owl UUEEQEwWOI wdau
dances together, and Lil may have been there in 1934 when my mother and father
met at that dance in Liverpool. So they were Uncle Bill and Aunt Lil and their two
UOOUwWPI Ul ws EOUUPOUZ w# OOCEOCEWEOCEwW* 1 PUT d www3T 1 a
of the 61 Bus route, after Old Swan and The Holt School and Childwall Fiveways ¢
in fact quite a lot further on, down near Otterspool. | was never sure you could see
otters there, or ever had been able to, but it was an outing by bus or by car, with a
large though windy place to play in, down by the Mersey.

But | never really liked Keith an d my brother had little in common with
Donald. Though they were not so different in age, they were certainly different in
outlook. Keith was once of those boys who seemed to grow up much more quickly
than | did, and started becoming interested in pop mus ic, and model railways and
then bicycles and then motorbikes, long before | did; and | was reluctant to adopt
him as a role model, preferring a quiet afternoon with a book to GOING OUT . |
remember that the time came when my father had to defend me, against the charge,

Ol YI 001l EwEaw4 OEQCIG@DWIOMechyd & WuunE EOEWODWwO] EUI
time, he did so rather cleverly by saying that although | did not go out much, when |

went | went. | think this must refer to a period when | was going cy cling into Wales

regularly on a Sunday and doing 60 or 70 or even 100 miles on a bike in a day; and

hence cannot have related to any time before about 1961 or 62; but the story shows
UTEVwpEAwaOUwl EEw0OOwl EYT wUOOT wop&ymulGQiErOUPIT L
even as a very young child. AUI x Qawbi PET wUE btthgree, blt Gicel 1 z UwE
PPUT wbUz wb OUOE wi Estmeutigatio, lihol &s'd Befefcas E U w

Bill was a severe sort of fathert perhaps he had more to be severe aboutt and
in our eyes a true curmudgeon. We used to complain about it. But Dad said he liked
him, because he was funny. Wales. Sunday. Some kind of outing. Woman objects
EI EEUUI w B Uz U ulgdediywBil Edripledlyi aitsmart s woman with his
devastating repartee:

s EEEOw( WEOQWEwW) I POw( wEl OI EVUEUI EwOaw2EEEEUT wal
f WEOUUUT wil whEUOZUOWEODSEWI 1 wi EEOzZUOQWEUOwWPUwE
Welsh obscurantists who were trying to spoil our fun.
As | may have said, UOwE OE w# E Etaugtiis AfGheylcauii @void it. |
UT POOwOa wi E Udere Waz ftaméd by)(b) Bdilydontact with the Temperance
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, OYT Ol OUwhOw+bYI UxOOOwWwPOwWUT T whNt YOwp( wET Uw !
guess, especially around Great Homer Street).

| never heard my parents swear, when we were children. The Ten
Commandments (given much additional publicity by the appearance of the
eponymous film, starring Charlton Heston and Yul Bryn ner in 1956) included the
Ul gUPUI Ol O0wUT EVws UT OUwUT EOCOwWwOOUWUEOT wUT il wbd
T O01T wiYI OwUIT T wbhOUEWSEEOOZWPEUWOI Il wopOPUUOW
some notable swearers.

| once heard Larry Hadden, the optician, complain to my father that when he
had taken his car into the garage for repair the bloody mechanics (or perhaps it was
bloody monkeys) had had put their shitty hands all over it. This seemed a bit strong;
but we liked Larry Hadden. We were all shortsight ed and had to go to see Larry
very often. | was shortsighted from a very early age (and had an astigmatism). | did
earlier, because everyone did in our family (well, not Mum, but the rest) and
sometimes | used to stare at the lightbulb, thinking this would speed up the myopia.
-OEOEawl YI UWwUEPEwWUT T whOUEwsi UEOZwWEUwW6B68#6" 8 u
UTETT POT Bww( wEPEOZ UwOOOP wpk i Hifferett frdnGucking U O wE U U
611 Ow(wUI EOPUI EWOEUI UwUT ECwUOO0T wxl OxO1l wlUUI E
EEEPUPOOwWUOwWsUT ET Zzw( wEUOI EwOawdOOUT 1 UwWEEOUU W
that | must never repeat (she could not bring herself to use it, and used if necessary
to spell it rather than pronounce it); but anyway it had to do with putting something
POUOWEwWxT UUOOZUWEOUUOOOwWPT PET wPEUwWYI UAWEEEW
years in a state of considerable confusion, because the word was sed increasingly
often by those around me, but | still thought fucking was different from shagging,
except when used as a swear word, when there was clearly little difference.t

It was John Kent who explained that they were the same thing, at the
grammar school. He was quite surprised that | thought they were different; but
guite understanding about my ignorance ¢ and prepared to concede that he might be
wrong. There could be a difference, it was just that he was unaware that there was
any. | was still unsure what any of this was about, and there were other words
which | was even less sure about, because you could hardly ask your parents, once
you had realised the nature of the territor y you had unwittingly trespassed on.

Cunts! Now, that was a really bad word, though it was in common use at the
T UEOOEUWUET OOOWEUWEwWUT UOwOi wEEUUI ww wsEUOU.
boy, of whom there were plenty at THE HOLT, despite the process of selection
represented by the 11 plus. It was years before | aseciated that word with the
female anatomy, and when | did, | was puzzled by its continued existence as a term
of abuse amongst boys.

' Since writing this | have been reliably informed that i n India shaggingz means wanking

(masturbating).
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Foreign travel

Once you got out of THE CLOSE, you were really on your own, and you might well

get into trouble. You might be found guilty of TRESPASSING; and, as everyone

knew TRESPASSERS WOULD BE PROSECUTED: the dire warnings were
everywhere. What would happen to you if you were caught in the act? | can only

picture it in terms of those early Victorian spring -guns. An offender would probably

lose a leg; but worse than that was would precede the loss of the limb: the sickening

snap of metal on flesh; the tearing of muscle from bone; the disgusting marrowbone

jelly; and the life of penury and ignominy, as a cripple, w hich would inevitably

follow. Even worse things might happen to you if you wandered too far DOWN

3" $w+ -$6wwsyYl OwPi waOUWEPEOz Uwl I UwALUEYI EUWE U
OF THE SHADOW OF DEATH ¢ and the world of the COUNCIL HOUSE, where

the rough kids lived, with their ragged clothes and runny noses. They would duff
A0UwUxWEUWUOOOWEUWOOOOWEUwWwadbUOwWNUUOwi OUWET B
&l UUaw, EUUEIT Oz UwiLigetpitibnsgr@at®di UwEUUUUI E

s/ 1 OxOl wOOwI YI UawEOUOI U
They seem to smidnd say
61 WEOOZz UwOOOPwPT E0wa OUUWOEODTI wbUOuU
61 zOOwWO! YI UwOUUOwaObOUwEPEAaGZ

61 OOOwWUUUl ww3T 1l awEPEOzOUwUUUOwaOUwWEPEaAOQWETI E
They preferred to shout abuse, chase you and gave you a kicking, if you were daft
enough to wait around for it.
Yet, we did sally forth. To THE HOCKEY. To the RU.F.C. To NO-, -z 2w
+ - #WEOE wWOODPE UE UTHE BlQCKEY was the2nearest. It was a hockey
pitch, sometimes played upon for the designated purpose, but sometimes put to
more interesting use. Next to it ran THE DITCH, which was some kind of drainage
EAaOl Gww3il 1 Ul whEUw@UPUI wEwWOEUT T wi EOT woOl EWE a wl
occasion this boy, | think his name was Graham Balfour, dressed in an old German
helmet and appointed himsel f Obergruppentihrer. As such, he ordered a part of boys
to dam the ditch, at the junction of No-OE Oz UWwOEOEOwWUT | w' OEOI awEOQE
we proceeded to do with Teutonic efficiency, so that there was no ditch left at all on
one side of the dam, and a considerable body ofwater on the other. It was a long
summer evening, so that unfortunately, or fortunately, depending on your point of
view, there was enough time for the Police and other authorities to be contacted, to
put a stop to the mayhem. The importance of the ditch to the local network of drains
and dykes was then revealed to an unsuspecting world. So far as | know, we had all
UEEUxIT Ul EwEaAawUOT 1 wUPOT wUOT T wi UOOwWI RUT OUwWOI wiOT
Ul POOwWUT EVw&! ZUWEUDOI wb E Ujust asiwellusiade Gig féttvet Ul E 8 w i
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was a Sergeant in the C.1.D. My brother informs me, however, that G drank himself
to the death by the age of 40. Always a wild one, that Graham.

On one occasion when | (Simple Simon) was making my brave way alone
through No-OE Oz UWOEQEwWUOw! 1 60azUOw( whPEUWEEEOUUI Eu
in some kind of den, which she had furnished with some scraps of fabric in the
EUOUT T UBww2T 1T wbOYDUI E w&l dutrdutsededlinadladdweet BAO U1 wi 1T |
my innocent way. She was probably about 12 and probably came from DOWN THE
LANE.
commit some petty crime (or even a major one), and still in possession of your
virginity ¢ then a quite different scene awaited you. | never knew where the name
came from; but | suppose it was a Liverpudlian abbrevi EUD OO w O wEwi OUOI UL
surname. At any rate, between the years 1953 and 1965 it was a bit of waste ground,
surrounded by high trees, and a natural playground, with sandstone outcrops and
craters and scrub, surrounded by housing. Not entirely safe, because you could
meet kids from quite different areas there, but on the whole they were not of the
roughest kind.

| went there once with a new bike, thinking to perform some kind of stunt

by flying over the rim of a crater. It is just as well that | chos e not to pursue the
family love of Science, because this was where my ignorance of elementary physics
became manifest. Specifically, | had no concept of how fast you would have to travel
to make the leap from one side of the crater to the other; and nor did | understand
that the bikes in those days were different from the cars, in that they had no springs.
So, when | launched her off the edge, she just descended ito the depth of the crater,
landing with considerable impact, and depositing me on my head. There was more
damage to pride than injury to body; but the bike took a poundin g which was hard
to explain to a fond parent and a critical sibling.

We often used to drive out to Delamere Forest in Cheshire, for a picnic; but
the favourite destination at a weekend was Ainsdale Beach. Sitting in the back of the
car playing with my sister, | took very little notice of routes or times; but | remember
the names of one place we passed through ¢ Ince Blundell. The journey home
usually involved at least one humiliating stop so that my sister could relieve herself
into a potty, held by my mother or father between two doors on one side of the car,
SO as to disguise the activity as far as pos#ble.

Ainsdale beach was a vast expanse of sand, dunes and shallow water,
reaching out into the deep Sea. The sun always shone there and we regularly got
sunburnt, something which | never own up to when | got to skin -cancer clinics
almost 60 years later. There is a contradiction here. The fact that sunburn was such
a regular feature of our summers suggests that the British were never truly used to
having hot summers. Yet it was certainly true that by the 1960s we regarded the
1950sn as a surdrenched decade. Summers were never the same again, something
which my mother blamed on the bomb though my father would have wanted
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evidence for a statement like that. There was no talk of global warming then, only a
worry about whether we were ruining the planet wi th plutonium.
We usually went with my Uncle Harry and Aunty Pip, and our cousin
Geraldine who was more like a sister than a cousin; and they were all great fun
because they seemed so much younger than Mum and Dad, though thee was only
eight years difference between the sisters; butsometimes we went with the Heslops,
who were not so much fun, largely because Uncle Bill had smelly feet, which he
liked to display and because he used to complain, loudly and often about the fact
that, in our play, we kicked u p the sand and he said that it got into the sandwiches.
Some people are never satisfied.
Keith Heslop and | once went skulking in the dunes, tracking down lovers,
to see what they were doing. | think Keith copied his father in this, for Bill displayed
al EUEPOEUDPOOwWi OUwUT T wedbOUI OUUwWOTl woOUT T Uwoli 07
average woollen bathing costume did not have much tensile strength; which meant
that it was all right for keeping you warm (well up to a point since the Irish Sea
differs from the Mediterranenan); but it also clearly displayed UT T wUDP&l wOIl wE w
cock and balls. Bill would amuse himself by sitting on a woollen blanket behind a
windbreak, singing a popular song from 1944: s's ( z Yl wil OUwEwW OUYI UO3
EOEOOUUUZ wd mwfatheb(and iaadiher) dreatly.

School

Why do | think of Roy Nevison, who was in my class at WD.COFE,EUws Ul | WEEE
EQazyww! I EEVUI wi I wprEWREEOE WL N WOOWLBRBODBWET T E Y
it was his mission in life to be bad (and if you look at him on the school photograph

he clearly has the classic physiognomy of the Lombrosian criminal. And once when

| asked him why he was bad, he just laughed ' T WET UUEDOOa WEDPHOZz UwUUA
was quite friendly to me though, for some reason.

(wOoOOl Pwkhi T UI wil wOPYI Eww( UwPEUWEOPOWEOQWE
EEUEI Uz UwUT Oxbwww(wbkPl OUwbOUOWUT EVWEOOI awobdC
Harv est Festival service at school, for some old folk who lived in the terraced houses
there. The old man assumed that, when | knocked on his door, | was playing a trick
on him and his wife; and he came out with a roar, waving a stick in the air. | fled,
probably dropping the fruit in the process; and this changed my attitude towards
philanthropic activities for some years thereatfter.

The Vicar of West Derby Parish Church was a Rector + something grand, and
indeed he later became acanon. With hindsight it s eems like a bit of Barchester
Towerstransported into the middle of the 20  century. The church was big. It was
&OEzUwl OUUI Bww8 OUWET UUIl UwOOUWOPUEIT TEYI wbOwU
in his own house he could see right inside your head. We crept around the place like
Nuns, though there were no Nuns in the Church of England, were there? That was a
Catholic thing.
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| can remember walking to school with my sister, who was two years

younger. Did my mother really a seven year old to walk a distance of about half a
mile to school with a five year old , unaccompanied? Yes, she did. h my mind, that
was what used to happen, four times a day for a period of about five years; |
suppose it shows that the walk was not considered to be through hostile territory,
i OUwUT EVwxEUUwWOl wéel UUw#1 UEAWPEUWEOOUDPET UI EL
hostile territory, as you soon encountered if you went down Deysbrook Lane. |
calculate that, since we overlapped at school between 1955 and 1958, that is thre
years, we must have done that walk at least 2,400 times. (There and back twice a
day, five days a week, say 40 weeksa year. We always went home for lunch, which
Pl WEEOOI Ews EPOOI Uz wekeGilvay8ithe san® ] aEcOrtiing bitheiday I w
of the week; but it was good food, liberally washed down with quantities of HP
sauce Cette sauce de haute quéliest un nlange elicieux de.). On thesejourneys my
sister and | forged a strong bond,which I think is with us still.

We recited the names ofthe houses we passed on the way, though | can only
remember onenow, PT DPET wPEUws OYEOOI az 6 ww( sukele@OOws O
of the walk, near THE VILLAGE HALL. So that meant to get there, we had already
entered Lisleholme Road, Deysbrook Lane, rounded the semicircle of Town Row,
with its sweetshop, walked for miles along Town Row (though for some
unaccountable reasons this became Leyfield Road in the other direction) crossed the
roaring thoroughfare of Melwood Drive, where it mysteriously became Ba rnfield
Drive, forged on along the other leg of Town Row and were approaching THE
5(++ &$whbUOUI Ofl OwbkpT 1 Owbl wUEPwWUT T wl EUI wpDUT ws
to me a verdant pasture, a safe heaven, an earthly paradise in an urban landscape,
and an arriving ¢ although when we did it in the other direction, it was a departure.
And then, turning right by the old stocks, we entered Meadow Lane and there on the
left was THE SCHOOL, and the safe harbour of the playground.

We also had a game for each day ofthe week. One day it was 'run a lampost,
walk a lampost' ¢ there were many lampposts along the way and the game is fairly
self-explanatory. Another day (Wednesdays?)it was was market day; and | was the
farmer, taking a pig to market. My sister was the pig, in fact she was a Yorkshire
pig. (I suppose Yorkshire was thought to be a more rural kind of county ). She did a
T OOEWPOPUEUPOOWOT WEwWxDT OwxUEOI UPOT wUx wi T UwOE
insulted by the roled ww6 I WEDPE Oz U w @ @lwi OUwWECaWiowiuwg OUl z U
OTTUITOUIl wUT T wPEUWOOUWEwWxDT wbOwWEOaAaODOI zUwl al
She was a good Yorkshire pig, and we were both pleased to be taking her to the
OEUOTI UBww( wEOOZzZ UwUT OO wI b Uhér faté wedld havelbeetif OUT T U
she had arrived. We never invented an abattoir game.

There were Catholic schools as well as Catholic churches all around, as if the
Spaniards had landed after all, and managed to conquer some parts of the
population, but not o thers. And we used to see the Catholic children walking to
school as we did. There must have been a certain amount of name calling because
one day, | had a fight with a Catholic boy, when somehow the mutual hostility in the
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air descended on our persons, EUT 1 UwUT EQwWOOWEOa OO1 wi OUI 7z UB wt
ever remember having, all my life, except for the ritualistic sparring with my
EUOUT T UBww OEwWPUwWPEUWOOUwWx Ol EUEOUS ww( wEdOz Uu
TEYTl ws POOz 6 ww ( wiEdiOwmsIvery hoBodrable,Geahar snEerms of its
being brought about or in the execution. | think | could have walked away from it,
as could he. We traded a few ineffectual blows, and then | went on my way,
smarting a bit. My sister had gone on ahead, and | found her sitting on the
pavement near Melwood Drive, in tears. | picked her up and kissed her and we
walked the rest of the way together, forgetting to say the names of the houses.
| had a friend when | was at W.D.C. OF E., Michael Jacksont not the Michael
Jackson of course, and he later changed his name to Michael J Jackson to avoid that
confusion ¢ for he became an actor. | met him on the first day at W.D.C. of E, when
he and | were both in the playground and his mother thought | looked like a nice
child and asked if | would hold his hand, as he was looking even more lost than me.
| apparently did so successfully.

Michael lived DOWN THE LANE, but in a nice house. In my mind I
seemed to go down there every Saturday afternoon to play. There was a tribe of
Jacksons living down there, all next to one another, and one of the adults ran a pig
farm, so no doubt there were periodic massacres of swine fever ridden animals, as
with the Jones/Adams family. Michael and | used to play at the back of his house.
Sometimes we would dare each other to walk around the edge of a large stone vat,
filled with pig shit. Had one of us fallen in, he would doubtless have drowned in the
stuff. On other occasions, we used to make cigarettes out of brown paper and used
tea leaves, inthe disused chicken coops amongst the chicken shit, not far from the
pig shit. On another occasion, we had a spitting contest inthe front room of his
house, but were interrupted by Mrs Jackson, who came in from the back room and
objected. She had previously thought | was a nice little boy, and the incident was
somewhat embarrassing.

It was never the same again after | passed the 10 plus. | remember Michael
asking if w e would still be friends after | went, and of course | said we would be; but
going to The Holt was a rite of passage; and we rapidly acquired other friends. He
followed me the next year to The Holt, but he was then in 1B and | was in 2A. That's
a big divide.

| can only remember walking to school with Michael on one or two occasions
- perhaps he normally cut through Crown Road and walked there a different way ,
though | am not sure there was a way through there in those days. Anyway, it was
while | was wal king to school with him one day , just the two of us ¢+ where was my
sister? ¢ that | first discussed what grown -up men and women did to each other
when they were alone and had the chance. Michael and | had each acquired a highly
inaccurate idea about this from somewhere or other; but it was he who first used the
word s. What they did, he said,PE Uws DOUI UUI RUEOwDHPOUI UEOUUUI zd
term for what we had learned was a brief and vigorous act, involving some kind of
clinging and penetration. So this was what lay behind all th at frothy and soppy stuff
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in the popsongs about love and marriage! Though we could hardly believe that our
own mothers and fathers would ever have stooped so low.
We spent our Summer holidays in a caravan at Heysham, on the same site
PT 1 Ul w&Ul E0w4 OOE]T w3OOWEDEwW&UI EOw UOUwWw$S OUDIT wo
lived. Tom worked in the mills. They had no children, which was a puzzle to me. If
adlwpkbl Ul wOEUUDPI EOwaObUwl EEWET POE Uds@lGob® E Oz U w:
Uncle Tom's yellow and crooked t eeth were a sight to behold. Great Aunt Elsie was
only 11 years older than Mum (and | think she wore one of those floral housecoats
which Nana wore). The small age gappuzzled me. | think there is some kind of
hidden phenomenon here - an absence of any sophisticated notion or method of
i EOPOawx OEOOPOT ww( | w&UI E0w UOUwW$OUDPI whEUWOC
say something about family planning before the First World War ¢ or rather about
the abserce of it?

52



Chapter 4
1956Why do fools fall in love?

Popular Culture

The Jukebox can play almost the whole of this one-

Oh wah, Oh wah, Oh wah, Oh wah, Oh wah, Oh wah,
Why do fools fall in love?
Why do birds sing so gay?
And loversawait the break of day
Why do they fall in love

%UEOODPI w+aOOOWEOEWUT T w3l 1 OETT UUOWDOWEEUIT wa-
6ET UzOw OOUwWIi DYl wOUwUI YI 006 EIOCEQPEWwW swT &BEI
remembered. | could equally well play snatches of Tennessee Ernie Forg¢ Sixieen
Tons Dean Martins Memories Are Made of THsw O U w# O UMbatlenst \Bif Be Wil
Be (Que Sera, SeraYhe last of these is a particularly persistent worm.

The radio was not the only source of music in the house. There was also the
television, although viewing hours were very restricted, and my bedtime arrived
very early in the evening. Cy Grant, who was probably the first black person any of
us had ever seen (other than fleetingly) used to appear on the BBC's daily news
show, Tonight, to sing the news in calypso. (To my surprise | now find that the
words were written by Bernard Levin, who went on to be a regular feature of That
Was The Week ThatWasuUT | wi PUUUOws UEUPUDPEEOz wUT ObwdOOw35

MacDonald Hobley and Sylvia Peters became as well knownas Gil Uz Uw UOUDI
Vera. Theybl Ul ws EOOU D O U B & Braadvihichthas@lied outquww Hobley
used to wear a dinner jacket and bow tie, Petersan evening gown and pearls; but
they (and Peter Haigh) all seemed to embody a revival of the wartime bull-dog
spirit.  Their upper lips did not move, and they EOOQw Ux OO1I wpkpbUTl wbOx1 E
E E E I; Bubrolzody, even in Liverpool, felt that this was strange or represented any
kDPOEwW Ol ws EPUEUDODOE UD Cafter &l tihtnggsPsblowicb e (and) | 1T w ! !
properly .

Then came IMV. The Television Act of 1954 introduced commercial

television for the first time, but in a different form the one it took in America, where
it was thought by the British Establishment to be irredeemably cheap and 'vulgar'.
From the start it was decreed that in the UK, commercials must be clearly
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distinguishable from programmes; and this has remained the rule . In our house we

sT OUzw(35wi EPUOA wU O O Moughi notlimoneidatey Pl Ehinkule@U U OE UE
was a feeling that it was a bit of a foreign interloper, and my father continued to

believe that ADVERTISING IS THE CURSE OF MODERN SOCIETY ¢ which sat

alongside his refusal to take free offers, or collect coupons or green stamps (THAT IS

HOW THEY GET YOU). Having thought when | was young that these were silly

prejudices, | can now see what he meant; butmy sister and | used to rather enjoy

playable on my mental Jukebox as those in the Hit Parade

8OUzOOwWPOOET UwbT 1T UTl wUT T wal 000bpwbki O0C
(Remember folks, Pepsodenttoothpaste) had a new miracle ingredient -s ( 6

Bom, Bom, Bom, Bom, Esso Bluel!

The second of these jingles isx EUEEORDEEOOWE] EEUUT wbUwUT O
for an advert, at least as a child, had little or nothing to do with the commercial
success which it achieved Whereas we knew what Pepsodenivas (while lacking the
purchasing power or legal capacity to buy any), Esso Bluewas a substance whose
YI UawOEUUUI whEUwWUOOOOPOWUOWUUBwwWw( OwPEUwWDOwI
paraffin in our house, at least not in any substantial or regular quantity .
Notwithstanding the paternal contempt for advertising, my sister and |
watched ITV avidly, just as we watched BBC. There was an early type of game-
showOQw x DOOT 1 Ul EwOOWIEEPOwW+ URIT OEKithael Milés®E ws i OU
Hughie Green. The former hosted Take Your Pickwhile the latter hosted Double Your
Money and Opportunity Knocks The problem with watching these shows when Dad
was around was that they were doubly infuriat ing for him because (1) they
epitomised the decay of British society associated with gambling and (2) the hosts
STANK. ( OWEEEPUDPOOwW#EEwWUT OUT T Ow, PET ET OQw, pOI Uz U

THREE RIGHT!

' U0w Qaw i EUT T Uw EPE Oz Usufddduad dims wad 0$handUé w w '
(Paramount Pictures, 1953), starring Alan Ladd. You could watch a Western without
fear of being interrupted by the cry of HE STINKS. A favourite of ours was
Cheyenngstarring Clint Walker aUw s " T 1 al 001 w! O kvaslimpéessively | DUw OF
built. He stood 6 feet, 6inchestall, and had a 48inch chest and a 32inch waist. His
strength was displayed in good causes every week. He was good looking and he
becamea great hero to young English boys and girls alike, even when engaged in the
routine mayhem of shooting daddieszfirst and asking questions later. Even Mum
liked them, though she told me later that she PEUOz Ow Ul EOOawbHOUI Ul U
always watched them to please my father. WHATEVER YOU WANT, DEAR.
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Rolf Harris was the only entertainer to work on both BBC and ITV,
x1 Ul OUOPOT wOOw! ! " wkpPUT wi PUwOPOWEUI EUPOOOWS 61
which he drew Willoughby . The daracter would then come to life and talk to
Harris as he drew cartoons of Willoughby's adventures. Sounds silly, even for
children, but Rolf Harris was a very talented artist, and has proved a lasting success
with the British public. (At the time of writing, he is still alive)

We all used to enjoy THE INTERLUDE . Programming was not as slick as it
has since become; and therewere often gaps between scheduled programmes, to
keep usall amused. | suppose it shows the power of repetition; but these Interludes
were great favourites with adults and children alike, though they were entirely
mundane and largely silent: The Potter'swheel, The Spinning Wheel, The White Kitten,
Angel Fish, Horses Ploughing a Fieldnd of course the more exciting London to
Brighton in 4 Minutes

At the cinema, not everything was made in Hollywoo d, since British films
were undergoing one of their periodic revivals. Private's Progressvas made by the
Boulting Brothers. The action took place during the Second World War (as it often
did); and followed the adventures of Stanley Windrush (lan Carmichael), a conscript
into the British Army who gets involved in some elaborate fraud. Most of his
comrades are malingerers. He joins a secret operation OOP Ow OO0O0awEUws ' ELC
This was one of series of successful satirical comedies made by the Boultingd I'm
All Right Jack(1959)being another.

As for football, | was interested in the more important matches, like the Cup
Final, especially if a local team was playing; and in 1956, Manchester City beat
Birmingham 3-1. The man of the match was Bert Trautmann, the Man. City
goalkeeper, who had beena German paratrooper (on the Russian front!) and then a
POW in England before settling here after the War. (The club's decision to sign him
provoked intense controversy at the time). With 17 minutes of the match remaining
Trautmann suffered a serious injury after diving at the feet of Birmingham
City's Peter Murphy . Despite this, he continued to play and made several important
saves, to preserve his team's 81 lead. His head was noticeably at an angle as he
collected his winner's medal; and three days later it was revealed that he had
sustained a broken neck When last heard of (2011) Trautmann was still alive.

The World

On April 18, 1956, Nikita Khrushchev arrived in the UK for a goodwill visit aboard

Ul 1 w E UGrézkehikidze ®w PT DET w EOQEOI Ew EQw / OUUOUOOULUI
Commander Crabb, a navy diver and said to be the inspiration for James Bond,

checked into a hotel in Portsmouth, checked out again and was never seen again.

This led to an international incident , since the Russians accused us of spying on the
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ship and on the other hand there was speculation in the British Press that the Soviets
had captured Crabb and taken him to the Soviet Union. In June 1957, a body in a
frogmanz Wuit was found floating in the sea. The head and both hands were
missing.

Elvis Presley shocked the world by wiggling his hips on the Ed Sullivan

Show. Sounds tame enough now, but my mother would have called his antics
sWi T 1 UUerick Kdélyutuan American film star - married Prince Rainier of
Monaco, to the delight of women everywhere (I think the men were more
phlegmatic, when it came to weddings); and Khrushchev denounced the excesses of
" OOUEEI w2 UEODOwIPIOk EzuOaul@ BRI TwO w U1 1T w" 6O6006UODPUU
Union. Word of this got out and, as a result, there was an uprising in Hungary later
that year which was brutally put down by Soviet troops . Large numbers of
Hungarians fled to the West and many prominent members of the British
Communist Party resigned, including Christopher Hill, the future master of Balliol.
It was the end of a dream for many Socialists. At the time, the West was unable or
unwilling to respond in any way to the crushing of the Hungari an revolution (or
counter-revolution , as those who remained in the Communist Party called it)
because of the distraction of the Suez Crisis.

| remember the panic over the supply of petrol. Because the Suez Canal was
closed (Nasser having ordered the sinking of ships in it, so as to block it when the
British expeditionary force landed ) the Government announced petrol rationing and
the public started panic buying. Many cars ran out of petrol. There was much talk
of illegal siphoning ¢ | assume it was not so common then to have a lock on the
petrol cap. This interested me and | remember asking my father how it was done.
He either showed me or explained it so graphically that | think, if pushed, | could
still nick petrol if | had a key to the lock, or coul d pick it.

| think many British people, including my Dad, felt let down by the
Americans over Suez. They had been our friends in two World Wars (though
always late to arrive), and they had undoubtedly won the Second War ¢ whereas
their part in the first w as peripheral. At the same time they had always made it clear
UTEQwU0T 1 awEPEOzZ UwWPEOUWUT T w! UBUDUT wstdeasb Ul wU O
not by much ¢ and Suez was proof that they could not always be relied on to help us
any more.

Dad

There was no garden to speak of at Lisleholme Close. True, thee were areas

designated asfront and back garden; but (since we had no garage) part of the so

called front garden was devoted to a hard-standing for the car, which my father built

for himself PPUT WEOOEUI Ul wsi OET Uz8ww3T ECwOI I OwYl Ua
there were perhaps a few plants, and there was certainly a low privet hedge between

our land and the front pavement. At the back, there was a shed, a coal bunker, a
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swing and a large tall privet hedge guarding the territory of the Empire from the
land of barbarians, so again there was very little room for gardening of the
earth by our constant journeying s and play, especially when the swing was put to
vigorous use. You cannot jump onto grass several dozen timesa day without this
having a deleterious effect. It was only when | was 16n that we moved to a bigger
house and that Dad became interestal in gardening, both for itself and as a way of
relaxing.

There was no much relaxing that | can recall at Lisleholme Close. Had he
lived in Russia, Dad must surely have been recognised asa Hero of the Soviet
Union, in the same league as Alexey Stakhanoy who had won that status for his
incredibly productive coalmining . He (Dad) must have started work at the age of 15
or 16 when he left school, and worked all his life, until he died at the age of 60. He
worked 6 days a week, including Saturdays, usually 9 am to 7pm, and sometimes for
a few hours on a Sunday, if there was a rota. It was only in later life that he started
to take Wednesday afternoons off. He also did much paperwork in the evenings.
He took 2 weeks holiday in the summer and 1 week at Easter, but these short
holidays were taken later in life and not invariably. | can remember a time when the
rest of the family had a holiday but he continued to work. He had no hobbies.

| think all this this was influential ¢ we were all three Stakhanovites as
schoolchildren and students, assuming as we did that, if you were at school or
University, you were there to work. | had few hobbies other than reading ¢ no
trainspotting + O O ws E U E U uh ©dkirfig iBaddlsUt Whpugh | did have friends and
a model railway later . At the same time, | have tried all my life, not to work as hard
as Dad.

There was a lot of pharmaceutical and medical lore in our house. You did not
use too much soap when washing your face and neck, because that would give you
boils, or acne. THE BODY DOES NOT STORE VITAMIN C so what you need,
when you get a cold is a MASSIVE DOSE OF VITAMIN C. The best medicine for a
EOUTT whbUw" . ./ $172w/CP.g3"0.08 (E-Ux w3 1 ¢ wbUwE wU O
my father knew a man who washed his hair in it. You should not wear your hair too
long, because it harboured lice and germs.

This last became a topic for debate some years later when the Beatles started a
trend for wearing your hair a s long as the collar. This might be all right for the
middle classes (though it was still disapproved of); but for working people it was
definitely not advisable, because if worn that way in shops , or trades which involved
contact with other people, it was a source of disease. If worn by workers in factories,
it could even lead to terrible accidents. Dad knew of a woman who had been
scalped when the hair got caught in machinery; and Cheyenne Bodie was not
around to rescue her.

Later in life, my father was particularly scornful of mod ern theories of child
rearing. When some latter day psychiatrist announced the results of some big
research project which showed that children benefited from bein g given parental
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OOYI Owil wuUl OEUOI EwUIT EVUws UrHE 8HNG ITE BOWOWIDHO D WED U E
BABIES IS TO CUDDLE THEM. On the other hand, when we were small, he once
told Mum that, if he had his way, all babies would be issued with small Winston
Churchill -style boiler suits, so that, after feeding them, you could simply hose them
down. This was years before the Babygrohad been thought of.
,awli EOCT T UzZUwBDOUIT UT U0wbOwOl EPEDPOIl wOEawi E
inherited (and have passed onto my own daughter) a copy of The Doctor at home and
Nurses GuideBook which belonged to his father, Arthur Cooper. This was given to
Arthur by J R Stringer, President of Cheetham Hill Congregational Church,
in 1886, so the prize was awaded when he was 24. What sort of prize would he be
winning at that date? Clearly it has something to do with religion; and the date
coincides with the year after he was married .
| think if my father had had the chance of going to University he could wel |
have been a doctor; but the idea of it impossible in the 1930s for a boy who had no
father and whose mother presumably lived off a modest state pension, as a war-
widow (though there may have been a Post Office pension as well). Pharmacy was
an ideal ocaupation for my father, though, because it was scientific, and | think he
liked to feel that he was on the side of progress and part of the National Health
21 UYPEI Ow PT POUUW EOUOW UEODOT wUEUDPUI EEUDPOOW B
[ 40 + (" w%l. , w( 32 wling cofnietics) sh&mgifdhim &nd contraceptives.
When he said that he liked parting the public from its money, it set a thought
going in my mind, which | know that my sister shared. | was unclear as to how
exactly this gartingz was done; but | knew that it involved taking cash over the
EOUOUI UBwws 2UECEWEOEWET OPYIl Uz wbhEUwEiwa$s UEUIT wl
common parlance, for example, between the highwayman and his victim in the
UUET T EOEET wop(z, w w' (&' 6 8, -0Ow23 -#w -#wWH#S+
YOUR LIFE!), or between the child highwayman and his child victim in the
EEUT UOOOwm&S$3w. %%w3' $w3. (+9$3 Sauhat if our fatier( &' 6 8
was some kind of robber, instead of being a Chemist, or perhaps he contrived to
combine the two occupations? - though the one of course was more secret than the
other.
So was Dad really a bankrobber, as my sister and | sometimes used to
wonder? | have examined his accounts for year ended 5 April 1957 when he was at
259 Great Homer Street Liverpool (prepared by E. W. Holland of Lord Street ); and
these show a Post Office Salary of £1,231/19s/4d; and the net profit from the
pharmacy of £1,093/2s/11d. Salary to wife £234; car expenses on a Vauxhall and a
Rover of £96/4s/5d No hidden riches here then. The sort o sum which (incredibly
from the viewpoint we have now) kept us all in comfort without resorting to crime,
let alone serious crime.
Except that, when he died, | had a curious conversation with his accountant,
in Castle Street. The accountant hadthe ta® wOi whPUPUDPOT wUx ws UT 1 wEOO
death. | gave him the death certificate and the grant of probate and the other papers
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relating to THE SHOP and asked if there was anything further that he wanted to
know. He said there was just one problem. | should tell him how much of the
income to declare. | was puzzled. Surely, the income declared was the income one
had received, which should be plain from the materials | had handed over. No, he
said, my Dad had always given him the books, receipts and invoices et but he had
also specified how much income should be declared The two things were not
necessarily the same. Surely | realised this?

My father was a kind of barefoot doctor as well as chemistt he gave advice as
Pl OOWEUWEI OPYI UPOT wOl EPEDPOI UWEEEOUEDPOT wlOwLU
ETT1 OPUUZzZABww. OEl wOUwWUPPET wWEPEwW( wi il OwEWUEUUI
from his profession. He told me how he was responsible for checking the
prescriptions ¢+ sometimes the doctor prescribed an incorrect dosage by mistake, and
DPUwWPEUwWUI | wxT EUOEEPUUZUWNOEWUOwWUx @ngdicad T 1 wi UL
advice he gave acrossth WEOUOUT U ww2 OO01I UPOI Uwi T wbOUOEws 1
EWEEOPUUI UwoOi woOrRal il OwUOUSEwWUOwWUOOI EOEazUwl
delivered in the ordinary way. And when he died unexpectedly, we did get a letter
or two of appreciation from custom ers+t not the kind of thing one would expect if it
was always and on every occasion a purely commercial transaction. There was one
 UOOwWUOOI EOEaAawWwUEaDOT wlOT T awbl Ul wUT OEOT EwbT I (
"OO0Ox1 Uzwl EEwxEUUI EwE P E a Oapl€ elhgudatdia webnere UT 1 w O
informed that prayers would be said for him at the local RC Church. 1| think my
father, who as | have said was really some kind of Cromwellian Puritan , but was
also a man of sciencewould have been amused by that.

He must have sold contraceptives, all the time, and probably every day,
despite his Puritani sm and the prevalence of Catholicism in the area surrounding the
shop. (In the 1950s, ontraceptives were outlawed in Catholic countries like Ireland
and Spain). | never sawthem on sale, or being sold; but they were there all right.

Some years later,when | was in the shop, supposedly helping out, I was
hugely embarrassed when someone came in to buy some. he youngest assistant
Joyce, who was probably no more than 20 but savvy, had clearly been asked for
something over the counter which was probably Durex. She came into the back of
the shop, with a wry smile on her face, asking for the whereabouts of something.
My father told her. She looked at me with the cruel look of the cat which has caught
the mouse out in the open and asked my father:

~ A e o~ N A .

#.%2w S$w*-.6ywpbOUOOEUPOOWPUWUEOT wEUws # 01 Uwl
OF COURSE HE KNOWS

said my father, instinctively sticking up for me, despite the fact that the facts of life
had never been, and never were discussed at home. So what was it that | knew?
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Well, not very much as | can recall. Yes, there was sex, but its connection with
Durex, let alone Tampax was not just woolly it wa s non-existent.

My parents both had complete sets offalse teeth; and | know that my mother
had them before she was 42 (see conversation with Mrs Binnsbelow). This now
seems like ahistorical curiosity. My current dentist, regards me, at the age of 64, as a
kind of |iving fossil, with a mouth containing specimens of all the kinds of filling
employed by the NHS between 1948 and 2008, but clearly in the 1930s,
EXTRACTION was the name of the game (whereas in the world of popular song
MULTIPLICATION WAS THE NAME OF THE GAME in the 1950s). At the time, it
seaned entirely normal to me that my parents should have dentures. My mother
was indeed proud of the fact that she had had the courage to HAVE ALL HER
TEETH OUT at the same time; and the practice was so common that | got to thinking
that people ought to have all their teeth out as soon as possible, to avoid the dental
martyrdom which they would otherwise inevitably have to suffer for the rest of their
lives. This would have worked for many people, though not of course for T om
Colton (see below).

There was along list of people and thing who or which STANK ¢ Tommy
Trinder, Cheerful Charlie Chester, Max Bygraves, Tories, spivs ¢+ smut ¢ modern art.
My Dad approved of Nik ita Krushchevz UWEUUDUUE | w ihé Boviet @aserU Ow U U
when visiting an exhibition of it in Moscow, was honest enoughto EE OO wbP Uws EOT wO
He was offended by the artistz UwUOPDOODPOT Ol UUwWwUOWET wbOUxbDUI
and to paint in the approved Socialist Realist manner. ( WE OOz OwUUT T 1 U0wOda
disapproval was based on any similar ideological objection. | think it was just that
ITT wi EEWEWOOPwWOxDODPOOWO! wxl Ox Ol whi Owi DUT T Uwl
demonstrate it.

My father liked people who were masters of their craft, from the anonymous
medieval masons who had crafted the gargoyles on our great Cathedrals and
Abbeys, to Grinling Gi bbons and Leonardo da Vinci. For the same reason hedid
like some comedians, for example) POOa w) EOI UwEOE w Il g 0O WE WIDE EL
I EOTl Uw ps UT 1 w 00O P UKaeéamlid uar® sk, zwdaseEnDrowr was
sEOI EOCzbww. Owdoi EmBEO U wiil EOBEOREOCT | EwbOws UOUUZ
so-called Cheeky Chappy) were strongly disapproved of. | think they were guilty of
bringi ng up the dreaded subject of sex, indeed of making light of it and bringing it
into the home. So, if one such should come onto the television, he was likely to be
switched off, or have the volume turned down on him, to protect both the children
and public decency. (You can imagine the nuclear explosion which was triggered in
our house when the critic Kennl U7 w3 a OEOwi PUUCwWUUIT Ewliin whOUE
1965).

31T Ul uPEUWEOOUT T UwxT POOUOXxT PEEOQwWUI EUOQuWI
smut. At the time of the trial (for obscenity) O w# 6 w' d wH+ EE@ WO E IEVWWw UO
Lover, my father told me that he thought that the mind was like a clean sheet of
paper. Once it had received an impression of any kind, it was impossible to
eradicate it totally, no matter how hard you tried. So, if you saw something, the
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image entered your mind and, if it was something obscene or smultty, that created an
indelible blot. At the time | was puzzled by this idea, though also concerned about
it, because although | never ri E B @ &€ 3 luh&dzheard innumerable jokes about such
matters at school. Some boys at the grammar school excelled in the telling of them, if
little else; and | was afraid that if Dad w as right, then my mind must already have
become a stinking sewer,whic h would never be free of pollution.
It was a regular thing in the 1950s for footage of the Nazi concentration camps
in Germany to be shown on TV. Pictures of the liberation of Belsen by the British
Army in 1945 were frequently shown. Once seen, the bodies of the dead being
bulldozed into pits and the walking skeletons of those who were still alive, were
images which were difficult to forget; but, as soon as these scenesappeared on the
TV screen Dad would leap up and switch off, or else unfold a newspaper and hang
it over the screen, remarking that we children should not be exposed to the horror of
it. This went on for some years, before | sawthe full horrors .
There was also of courseadvertising, THE CURSE OF MODERN SOCIETY.
Lawyers were also held in contempt, since they (apparently) thought they were
better than doctors, whD Ol wDOwW#EEzUwYDPI PwOl EPEPOI whPEU W
profession than law. Horseracing was evil, because it was impossible to separate it
from betting, and betti ng was obviously a breeding ground for crime. In those days,
off-course bookmaking was illegal; yet there were apparently large numbers of
x] OxOl wbOw+HPYI UxOOOwbi OwOBEWWOO O PUWWODGI 2 Wil
every Puritanical instinctinmy fat T | Uz UwE OE a 8-wrhér as thé® Iovies bf U
the low, a PARASITE as well as a criminal.
| must have been the only boy on Merseyside (with the exception | suppose of
my brother) who was brought up to believe that you should not attend football
matches, because it was dangerous. People had been killed, in large numbers,
attending football matches. There were too many people present for it to be safe.
When a wall of people started to move, it was like water, nothing could stop it, and
you were likely to get killed in the crush. As evidence of this, Dad used to cite the
Ibrox disaster of 1902 During a championship game between Scotland and England,
the back of a newly-built stand at Ibrox in Glasgow had collapsed, due to heavy
rainfall the previous night. Hundreds of supporters had fallen up to 40 feet to the
ground below. 25 people died and 517 were injured. Though it had happened 13
years before he was born, this was taken as a terrible warning to anyone with the
UOPTT Ul U0wPOUITI Ul U0 wPOwhkT E Ulupd lugdO P wUIT | 1 UwUOWE
The list of things Dad liked may be shorter but it should be said that he was a
practical man who enjoyed decorating and cleaning the car i 1 WEDPE Oz OUwUUI wEE
tDOwi EEVwWw( wEOOzUwUI O1 OET UwUT 1 Ul wEl DOT weOawb(
general ¥ especially Fords and Rovers. He also liked visiting stately homes, gardens
and old churches, and gargoyles. IF YOU WANT TO LEARN THE HISTORY OF
THIS COUNTRY YOU HAVE TO GO INTO THE PUBS AND THE CHURCHES!
! U0wi T wEPEOzZ Uwl OwbOUOwxUEUR A
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My MumdBDE wOOUwsT OwOUU0wUOwPOUOSzww2i 1T wl EEwT {

as women did when they had their first child. There was a system in force then of
should work ¢ Inland Revenue (where she had worked before as a clerk) or some
other place. My Mum was very proud of this: two employers fighting over her!

There is a photograph of my Dad outside the front door of his shop at 259
Great Homer Street. Look at those turn-ups on the trousers! Look too at the look on
his face. This is pride at becoming a selfemployed Pharmacist (and sub-postmaster)
at the age of 40. | think Dad borrowed money from Auntie Anne (his unmarried
sister), secured onour house by way of second mortgage, to buy the first shop. He
remained self-employed for the next 20 years, until his early death from a heart-
attack. Selfemployment was something he never regretted ¢ ONCE YOU HAVE
WORKED FOR YOURSELF, YOU WILL NEVER WANT TO WORK FOR ANYONE
ELSE but ( w E E Oz U wevdt thoudhi thatl wit(seems to me that if you are selt
employed, you never quite know when to call it a day. And ne ither did he.

We used to help him out at THE SHOP, in various ways. Sometimes it
would involve counting scripts ¢ prescriptions ¢ and dividing them into piles,
EEEOUEDPOT wOOw&/ ww2aU0O0l Uwl EEwWUT | wEDT 11
signature, which was usually illegible; but Dad knew them all. Sometimes it would
involve going into the shop, to pour medicines from one bottle to another (and
usually getting a lot on the floor); at other times we would be asked to take
something UP to the many rooms above. My sister remembers these rooms, in
particular the top (second or perhaps even third) floor where there was a model of a
girl (a Virgin Mary) that the Catholics must have adored at one time, and she was
scared of that. She also rememberghat when she went up there there were crates on
the first floor labelled 'Lion Gate, Bombay'. She also remembers that there was a
large tin of Zubes cough sweets on the window ledge of the landing on the way up
to the 1st floor, which Dad never put it away.

Zubes are good for your tubes

There was an old library upstairs too - a Catholic one too. | still have one or
two books PT PET w Pl Ul w Ol xUwUTT Ul wops" UET OUO
Catholicism reminds me that my sister was O O Eduakexiz wtBe($wimming baths by
some Catholic girls who asked where she went to school. The reason for the
PDPOYOOUOUEUaAwWDHLOOI UUPOOWPEUWUT ECwUT T wUIT x
s. UEOT T w+OETI 67

But in addition we boys were sometimes asked to go down into THE
CELLAR. There were in fact several, and descending the steps was druly terrifying
experience. This was an old building, it was dark, the cellars were damp, the
ceilings were low, the wallpaper was coming off and the plasterwork flaking. T here
were several interconnecting rooms with partition walls behind which anything
might lurk. When you were used to a diet of horror comics and old Sherlock
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Holmes films, starring sThe Hoxton Creeperz and d.ittle Tongagz you constantly
expected some awful creature to jump out at you out of the dark. Being asked to
descend into the gloom, to fetch a medicine bottle, was like being asked to lower
yourself into a snake-infested pit; but | never refused.

Dad did all the adding up for the business, including the Post Office side,
computers. His arithmetic was very good (he had been taught the 13 times table,
and not just the twelve, as we were); but it must have been very laborious ‘balancing
the books' in those days.

Tom Colton was # EEz Uwi PUUUwI OxO00al UwodOOIl wil wul U
Manchester. He was a kindly and generous man. He once gave us two pairs of
boxing gloves for Xmas, as a result of which my brother used to batter me
mercilessly, though | was a willing party. Volenti non fit inuria, as we used to say in
the law. Tom was also remarkable for having had three sets of teeth rather than the
normal two .

School

There was a teacher at W.D.C.OF E. called Kewint bT OOwb i wEE O OKelieus * | b DI
had the remarkable habit of cleaning his ears outt while teaching ¢ with a pair of
scissors; but I remember him more for the occasion when he humiliated me by
EUODPOT woOl wOOwUPOT wOUUWOOUEwWDPOwWI UOOUWOT wiT 1T u
seen me miming. | still think about this sometimes, at night. Not long after this, a
boy threw a ball in the playground, and it went straight through a w indow, landing
OOw* 1 PPl zUwi T EEGw6TT OQwi 1l wOEUTT QwOT 1T wETl U1l UOO
| EUWEOQEWEwWUOOl PT EUwWDOI I1 1 EUPYI WEEOEET 1 6 ww( wl
act of criminal damage and grievous bodily harm was ever apprehended, let alone
x UOPUI | EOwEaw' 1 UEPT wOUwWUT T wEUPODOEOWNUUUDEI u
| think | must have got into my stride at school by this date. My school report
from W.D.C. of E. for Class P1, Summer Term shows that | came top of the class,
scoring 98 Y for English and 71/75 for Arithmetic. | also came top in the Christmas
term. | never had any difficulty with reading and writing, though | found
understand why | did so muc h better than most others at school, from the start and
all the way through ¢ particularly my friends Michael Jackson and Allan Dickson,
who came from similar homes, and were not very different from me. | wonder if the
reason was that it matteredmore in our house. There was certainly always a
premium placed on academic success, though no pressure.
We had our two week holiday in + a UT EQw2 Uw OOI1 zUwi OUwUT T
Pl O0wUT 1T Ul wbOwxUI i1 UI OEl wUOw! OEEOxOOOOWEI EE
remember ever going to Blackpool at all, which is remarkable considering the fact
that they built a motorway there, which goes nowhere else. | remember there was a
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windmill on the front at Lytham; and a green space of some kind outside the
boarding house, with trees and bushes. This was the kind of rural inter ruption into
urban space that | was familiar with, and a lot less easy to get lost in than the real
EOUOUUAUDPE]I OBww OUOwWwaOUWEPEOZUwWOI T EwUOwWT Ouws ¢t
really walkers OWE x EUU wi UOOwWOOT wOUDbx wUT T awli EEWOEET wUC
6$1%w! . 1-8zww( wl EEWEWEOPWEOEWEUUOPUWEOCEwWOOwW
Hood and his merry men there ¢ in preference to Red Indians. Fortunately, there
was another boy there, alOQw OO wi OOPEEAWEOEwW( wOEET wi UPI OEU
think he was one of the Merry Men. | think we were both Robin.

Dad took the view that General Franco was a Fascist dictator. He said that
when he had been a young man, there were people who had volunteered to fight the
Fascistst he would have been 19 when the Spanish Civil War broke out. Others had
taken a vow never to go to Spain while Franco lived and ruled. We never went
EEUOEEWEUVUWEwWI EOPOQAaWEOEwWUOwWsUT 1T wakeopluwpbHodoo
Dad had ever taken a formal vow not to go there, any more than he had thought
seriously of going there to fight there, but he thought you ought to think seriously
about going on holiday there , despite the millions of British holidaymakers who h ad
been there by the time Franco died in 1975.

2001 wOl w#EEzZUw" EUT OOPEWEUUUOOI UVUWEOI EUOa
once heard to remark GOD BLESS GENERAL FRANCO, which my Dad thought
was a terrible thing to say.
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THE COAL BUNKER at 1 Lisleholme Close: my sister and cousin Geraldine,
xUl UUOEEQa wxOEabOl wsi OUUI ¢z

65



Sand-dunes at Ainsdale ¢ my sister with Hula -Hoop

Ainsdale Beach, yours truly in centre

66



