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For my Mum and Dad, but for whom. 
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The Holt High School for boys, circa 1959 
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Class of 1958-9 

Yours truly, first squirt to the right of the he admaster (A.G.Russell, centre).  Also on 

the right of the Head: Mr Yeo (English and History)Ȱɯȿ2×ÐÒÌɀɯ1ÈÕÒÐÕɯȹ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏȺȰɯ,Ùɯ

Brown (Biology) Ȱɯȿ$ÊÊÌɀɯ+ÖÞÌɯȹ'ÐÚÛÖÙàȺȰɯȿ/ÐÚÚÌÙɀɯ3ÏÖÔ×ÚÖÕɯȹ&ÌÖÎÙÈ×ÏàɯÈÕËɯ

$ÊÖÕÖÔÐÊÚȺȰɯȿ)ÐÔɀɯ)ÖÕÌÚɯȹÛÏÌɯÎàÔɯÔÈÚÛÌÙȺȰɯDai Brew (Biology) ; Johnny Rhoden 

(French, Russian). 3ÖɯÛÏÌɯÓÌÍÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ'ÌÈËȮɯȿ'ÌÙÉÐÌɀɯ,ÐÓÕÌȰɯȿ/ÈËËàɀɯ,ÈÓÖÕÌȰɯȿ%ÈÎÎÚÐÌɀɯ

Faragher ȿ.ÓÓÐÌɀɯ'ÈÙËàȰɯȿ,ÈÎÎÐÌɀɯ$ÝÈÕÚȺȰɯȿ#ÐÊÒÐÌɀɯ!ÈÙÛÖÕȰɯȿ$ȭ1ȭɀ,ÈÙÊÈÚÛÌÓɯȹ%ÙÌÕÊÏɯ

Assistant and French Revolutionary).  
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A better version of part of the school photo of April 1959, showing my brother 

(second row down, fifth youth from the left , with specs); and teachers, from 

left to right Dickie Barton  (Chemistry) ; Maggie Evans (English); Ollie Hardy  

(Art) ; ȿFaggsàɀ Faragher (Maths?); Paddy Malone (Maths?); Herbie Milne  

(Deputy Head)
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Chapter 7 

1959 Living Doll  

 
Pop Music 

ȿ3ÏÌɯÊÏÈÙÛÚɀɯÍÖÙɯƕƝƙƝɯÚÏÖÞɯÈɯÞÐËÌɯÝÈÙÐÌÛàɯÖÍɯÚÖÕÎÚɯÙÌÈÊÏÐÕÎɯ3'$ɯ3./ɯ.%ɯ3'$ɯ'(3ɯ

PARADE  

Elvis Presley One Night 

Shirley Bassey  As I Love You 

The Platters Smoke Gets in Your Eyes 

Russ Conway Side Saddle 

Buddy Holly  It Doesn't Matter Anymore 

Russ Conway Roulette 

Bobby Darin  Dream Lover 

Cliff Richard   and The Drifters (sic)  Living Doll  

Craig Douglas Only Sixteen 

Bobby Darin  " Mack the Knife"  

Cliff Richard  and The Shadows " Travellin' Light"  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Elvis_Presley
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/One_Night_(song)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Shirley_Bassey
http://en.wikipedia.org/w/index.php?title=As_I_Love_You&action=edit&redlink=1
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Platters
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Smoke_Gets_in_Your_Eyes
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Russ_Conway
http://en.wikipedia.org/w/index.php?title=Side_Saddle_(instrumental)&action=edit&redlink=1
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Buddy_Holly
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/It_Doesn%27t_Matter_Anymore
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Russ_Conway
http://en.wikipedia.org/w/index.php?title=Roulette_(instrumental)&action=edit&redlink=1
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bobby_Darin
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dream_Lover
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cliff_Richard
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Living_Doll_(song)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Craig_Douglas
http://en.wikipedia.org/w/index.php?title=Only_Sixteen&action=edit&redlink=1
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bobby_Darin
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mack_the_Knife
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cliff_Richard
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Shadows
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Travellin%27_Light
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Adam Faith  What Do You Want? 

Emile Ford and the Checkmates What Do You Want to Make Those Eyes at Me For? 

 

 

3ÏÖÜÎÏɯ(ɯÕÌÝÌÙɯ×ÓÈàÌËɯÛÏÌɯÎÜÐÛÈÙȮɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÑÖÐÕÌËɯÈɯȿÎÙÖÜ×ɀɯÖÙɯÌÝÌÕɯÍÖÓÓÖÞÌËɯÖÕÌȮɯÈÕËɯ

ÞÈÚɯÔÜÊÏɯÓÌÚÚɯÈËËÐÊÛÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÜËàɯÖÍɯȿÛÏÌɯÊÏÈÙÛÚɀɯÛÏÈÕɯÔÈÕàɯÖÍɯÔàɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚɯÈÕËɯ

contemporaries, I remember every one of these records in a passive way and can 

even hum or sing he first line or two, sometimes more, to myself.  Worse, the tunes 

come into my head unexpectedly, indeed sometimes when I least expect them, at all 

times of the day and night.  I find the whole thing annoying, and an interruption to 

more serious though t and feeling, but at the same time I have a certain fondness for 

some of these numbers.  The nostalgia takes over my critical faculties; and I am even 

ÚÜÙ×ÙÐÚÌËȮɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÕÖÛɯÏÜÙÛȮɯÛÏÈÛɯ+ÖÕÕÐÌɯ#ÖÕÌÎÈÕɀÚɯDoes Your Chewing Gum Lose Its 

Flavour (On the Bedpost Overnight?) does not appear in the official list.  

Perhaps the most ÐÕÚÐËÐÖÜÚɯÛÜÕÌɯÐÚɯȿ+ÐÝÐÕÎɯ#ÖÓÓɀɯÉàɯ"ÓÐÍÍɯ1ÐÊÏÈÙË.  It has been 

playing in my head all this afternoon as I was cycling; as it has done from time to 

time ever since 1959, mundane little worm that it is; but on the other hand, we forget 

what a phenomenon Clif f, who (as everybody must know) was really called Harry 

Webb, was, and I suppose still is.  He now seems a monument of British culture; but 

at the time he was proof of how dominant American pop music was.  He was 

originally sold as the British Elvis, with a quiff, swivelling hips, curling lip, snarling 

lyrics and a feigned heightened sexuality to match.  His early hits included  "High 

Class Baby" and "Mean Streak"; but I suppose you could argue that his recording of 

Lionel Bart 's "Living Doll " showed a certain gentle reaction, in that the words are  

very innocent and sweetly sung .   It was on "Living Doll" that Cliff was backed for 

ÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÛÐÔÌɯÉàɯÈɯÎÙÖÜ×ɯÒÕÖÞÕɯÈÚɯȿthe Drifter ÚɀɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÚÖÖÕɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯÊÏÈÕÎÌɯÐÛÚɯÕÈÔÌɯ

ÛÖɯȿ3he Shadowsɀ after legal complications with the US  Drifters . 

Has he aged well?  Ostensibly yes ɬ in fact extremely well; but I cannot help 

ÞÖÕËÌÙÐÕÎɯÞÏÌÛÏÌÙɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÏÈÚÕɀÛɯÉÌÌÕɯÚÖÔÌɯ%ÈÜÚÛÐÈÕɯ×ÈÊÛɯÚÛÙÜÊÒȮɯÈÕËɯÞÏÌÛÏÌÙɯÏÌɯ

ËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÒÌÌ×ɯÈɯÏorrific portrait of himself in an attic somewhere.  

 

 

The World 

In 1959, Cyprus joined the Commonwealth; North Sea gas was discovered; and (rare 

sign of international co -operation) a treaty was signed declaring that Antar ctica 

could be used for peaceful purposes only.  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Adam_Faith
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/What_Do_You_Want%3F
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Emile_Ford
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/What_Do_You_Want_to_Make_Those_Eyes_at_Me_For%3F
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Does_Your_Chewing_Gum_Lose_Its_Flavour_(On_the_Bedpost_Overnight%3F)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Does_Your_Chewing_Gum_Lose_Its_Flavour_(On_the_Bedpost_Overnight%3F)
http://en.wikipedia.org/w/index.php?title=High_Class_Baby&action=edit&redlink=1
http://en.wikipedia.org/w/index.php?title=High_Class_Baby&action=edit&redlink=1
http://en.wikipedia.org/w/index.php?title=Mean_Streak_(Cliff_Richard_song)&action=edit&redlink=1
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lionel_Bart
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Living_Doll_(song)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Drifters
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We were in the middle of the Cold War.  Having taken control of Eastern 

$ÜÙÖ×ÌɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÛÏÌɯ6ÈÙȮɯȿÛÏÌɯ"ÖÔÔÜÕÐÚÛÚɀɯÛÖÖÒɯÊÖÕÛÙÖÓɯÖÍɯÔÈÐÕÓÈÕËɯ"ÏÐÕÈɯÐÕɯƕƝƘƝȭɯɯ3ÏÌɯ

Communist world was growing, as Communist theory said it would.  With the 

accession of CÏÐÕÈȮɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÛÖɯÊÖÕÛÈÐÕɯÔÖÙÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ6ÖÙÓËɀÚɯÓÈÕËÔÈÚÚɯÈÕËɯ

×Ö×ÜÓÈÛÐÖÕɯÛÏÈÕɯÛÏÌɯ%ÙÌÌɯ6ÖÙÓËɯÖÙɯȿÛÏÌɯ6ÌÚÛɀȰɯÈÕËɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÎÙÖÞÐÕÎȭɯɯ(ÛɯÚÌÌÔÌËɯÈÚɯ

if it had history on its side, and there were widespread predictions that, one day, it 

would take over th e entire globe.  It was not until 1960 that the Chinese quarrelled 

ÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ2ÖÝÐÌÛɯ4ÕÐÖÕɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯ"ÖÔÔÜÕÐÚÛɯÖÙɯ2ÖÊÐÈÓÐÚÛɯȿÉÓÖÊɀɯÖÙɯÊÈÔ×ɯÞÈÚɯËÐÝÐËÌËɯ

between the two, with most of the relevant countries siding with the USSR, though ɬ 

weirdly ɬ Albania decided  to remain loyal to China.  

In 1959, the Chinese invaded Tibet; and Fidel Castro took power in Cuba, 

establishing a Communist outpost for the first time in the Western hemisphere.  This 

was undoubtedly a bad thing, because he was some kind of a communist and 

because he soon started acting in a hostile way towards the Americans, our 

staunchest friends (putting their failure to back us up during the Suez Crisis to one 

side).  In Mad magazine, which was a great favourite at this time, there was a cartoon 

entitled Spy v Spy which feature d a good (white ) mouse-like creature struggling to 

defeat an evil (black) creature, and the Cubans were soon identified there as being 

on the side of the bad guy.  It was only when I went up to Oxford in 1966 that I met 

people who believed that , on the contrary,  Castro, and more especially his friend 

Che Guevara, were the good guys, and indeed ȿCheɀ was some kind of hero, along 

the lines of Robin Hood.  

In the 1950s the Labour Party was regarded as a Socialist Party; but there was 

a great deal of difference, of course, between the Socialism preached by Michael Foot 

and that practised by Joseph Stalin.  Yet my father, who was the fount of all wisdom 

on these as well as other matters, would make remarks which made light of the 

difference.  Uncle Jo Stalin had been our ally during the war, and hated Germans 

much as much Dad did.  He could never understand why we and the Americans had 

fallen out with him.  Whe reas other people clearly regarded Communism as being as 

bad as (though seldom worse than) Fascism, Dad said that the difference between us 

and the Russians was about how society should be organised (and by implication 

this was not a reason to go to war).  The view that the ÚÛÙÜÎÎÓÌɯÞÈÚɯȿÐËÌÖÓÖÎÐÊÈÓɀɯ

because the 1ÜÚÚÐÈÕÚɯÞÌÙÌɯȿ&ÖËÓÌÚÚɯÊÖÔÔÜÕÐÚÛÚɀ did not appeal to him, since he 

thought, as we were brought up to believe, that it was Natural Science rather than 

religion, which held the key to the truth and th e future.  Besides, in the late 1950s 

ȿÛÏÌɯ1ÜÚÚÐÈÕÚɀɯȹÈÚɯÛÏÌɯ2ÖÝÐÌÛɯ4ÕÐÖÕɯÞÈÚɯÖÍÛÌÕɯÙÌÍÌÙÙÌËɯÛÖȺɯÞÌÙÌɯgoing places ɬ they 

clearly dominated international sport, they were winning the space race; and it was 

widely r eported that they were win ning the arms race too.  Half the world was 

already communist ; and Krushchev the Soviet leader promised that by 1980 the 

USSR would overtake the West economically.1 Meanwhile the economist 

J.K.Galbraith preached the doctrine of ȿconvergenceɀȯɯÊÖÔÔÜÕÐÚÔɯÈÕËɯÊÈ×ÐÛÈÓÐÚÔɯ

                                                           
1 For the atmosphere of the time see Red Plenty by Francis Spufford (Faber & Faber 2011). 

http://history1900s.about.com/od/1950s/qt/castrodictator.htm
http://history1900s.about.com/od/1950s/qt/castrodictator.htm
http://history1900s.about.com/od/1950s/qt/castrodictator.htm
http://history1900s.about.com/od/1950s/qt/castrodictator.htm
http://history1900s.about.com/od/1950s/qt/castrodictator.htm
http://history1900s.about.com/od/1950s/qt/castrodictator.htm
http://history1900s.about.com/od/1950s/qt/castrodictator.htm
http://history1900s.about.com/od/1950s/qt/castrodictator.htm
http://history1900s.about.com/od/1950s/qt/castrodictator.htm
http://history1900s.about.com/od/1950s/qt/castrodictator.htm
http://history1900s.about.com/od/1950s/qt/castrodictator.htm
http://history1900s.about.com/od/1950s/qt/castrodictator.htm
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were coming to resemble one another in important respects and the remaining 

differences might one day come to seem unimportant. Dad was an optimist in those 

days and was in favour of this kind of idea, which suggested that there might not 

have to be a Third World War in his lifetime.  It would have been wildly eccentric, 

and perhaps as a betrayal of Russian sacrifices during the Second World War, to say 

that the USSR was from the very beginning an experiment with human nature that 

was bound to fail, had soon become a monstrous tyranny that was a travesty of the 

noble ideals of socialism, and was even now a house built on sand that would crash 

ÛÖɯ×ÐÌÊÌÚɯÈɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÏÈÕɯƗƔɯàÌÈÙÚɀɯÛÐÔÌȭɯɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯÞÌÙÌɯ×ÓÌÕÛàɯÖÍɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÐÕɯƕƝƙƝɯÞÏÖɯ

were saying the first two of these things; but no one who was predicting the third.  

 

 

Home 

The first section of the M1 motorway opened between junction 5 ( Watford ) and 

junction 18 (Crick /Rugby) on 2 November 1959 together with the motorway's two 

spurs, the M10 (from junction 7 to south of  St Albans originally connecting to the A1) 

and the M45 (from junction 17 to the  A45 and Coventry ). Ernest (Ernie) Marples was 

the Minister of Transport at the time.  Since this was a Conservative Government, 

my father did not think much of him; and he cannot have been alone because it was 

no longer after this that a slogan was painted on one of the new bridges over the M1, 

ÞÏÐÊÏɯÞÌɯÜÚÌËɯÛÖɯÓÖÖÒɯÖÜÛɯÍÖÙɯàÌÈÙÚɯÓÈÛÌÙɯÞÏÌÕɯËÙÐÝÐÕÎɯȿËÖÞÕɀɯÛÖɯ+ÖÕËÖÕɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯ

North of England:  

MARPLES MUST GO 

Marples had joined the government in 1957 as Postmaster General, and 

introduced  postcodes to the UK, and also brought in the subscriber trunk 

dialling  (STD) telephone system that eliminated the use of telephone operators on 

national phone calls. On 2 June 1957, he was the first person to operate his namesake 

ERNIE, the computer which selects winners for the new  Premium Bond scheme.  He 

was  Minister of Transport  between October 1959 and October 1964, but I presume 

the objection to him, taken by my father and those mysterious mot orway protestors, 

was not to the M1 itself but to some of his other policies.  He was responsible for 

roadside yellow lines , parking meters and seat belts; and appointed Dr Beeching 

chairman of the British Railways Board  (so he may also have been blamed for the 

ÞÐËÌÓàɯÜÕ×Ö×ÜÓÈÙɯ!ÌÌÊÏÐÕÎɯȿÊÜÛÚɀɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÙÈÐÓÞÈàɯÕÌÛÞÖÙÒȺȭ 

 My brother remembers that Ernie Marples was an MP on [the] Wirral , and 

so a local man. He also believes that the first stretch of motorway in Britain was not 

in fact the M1, but the Preston bypass section of the M6. This was a source of some 

local pride in Lancashire, but was (typically) ignored in favour of publicity for the 

M1.  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Watford
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Crick,_Northamptonshire
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Rugby,_Warwickshire
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/M10_motorway_(Great_Britain)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/St_Albans
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/M45_motorway
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/A45_road
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Coventry
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Postmaster_General_of_the_United_Kingdom
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Subscriber_trunk_dialling
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Subscriber_trunk_dialling
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Premium_Bond
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Secretary_of_State_for_Transport
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Yellow_lines
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Parking_meter
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Seat_belt
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/British_Railways_Board
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1959 also saw the enactment of the Street Offences Act of 1959. Section 1 of 

ÛÏÐÚɯÔÈËÌɯÐÛɯÈɯÊÙÐÔÐÕÈÓɯÖÍÍÌÕÊÌɯÍÖÙɯÈɯȿÊÖÔÔÖÕɯ×ÙÖÚÛÐÛÜÛÌɀɯÛÖ ȿÓÖÐÛÌÙɯÖÙɯÚÖÓÐÊÐÛɯÐÕɯÈɯÚÛÙÌÌÛɯ

ÖÙɯ×ÜÉÓÐÊɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯ×ÜÙ×ÖÚÌɯÖÍɯ×ÙÖÚÛÐÛÜÛÐÖÕȭɀɯɯBefore the introduction of the Act, 

prostitutes packed the streets and alleys of certain areas in the major towns; but, 

with prostitution driven off the streets, these areas, especially Soho became home to 

dozens of strip clubs and almost every doorway in Soho had little postcards 

advertising "Large Chest for Sale" or "French Lessons Given".  ȿClip jointsɀ also 

surfaced in the 1960s, selling coloured water as champagne with the promise of sex 

to follow. Also in 1960, London's first sex cinema theatre, the Compton Cinema Club 

(a membership only club to get around the law) opened at 56 Old Compton Street. 

Following the Act, a chap called Shaw published a booklet, the Ladies' 

Directory, of some 28 pages, containing the names and addresses of prostitutes.  

Shaw admitted that his purpose was to assist prostitutes to ply their trade when as a 

result of the Street Offences Act, they were no longer able to solicit in the street. The 

prostitutes paid for the advertisements and the appellant derived a profit from the 

publication. The appellant pleaded not guilty to an indictment charging him with (1) 

conspiracy to corrupt public morals; (2) living on the earnings of prostitution 

contrary to section 30 of the Sexual Offences Act, 1956.  The case went on appeal to 

the House of Lords, where the convictions were upheld; but it sparked a lively 

ÊÖÕÛÙÖÝÌÙÚàɯÈÚɯÛÖɯÞÏÌÛÏÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÜÙÛÚɯÊÖÜÓËɯÚÛÐÓÓɯȿÐÕÝÌÕÛɀɯÊÖÔÔÖÕɯÓÈÞɯÖÍÍÌÕÊÌÚȮɯÞÏÌÕɯ

an activity had not been clearly criminalised by Parliament.  This became a subject 

for undergradua te law students in the 1960s, especially at Oxford where I 

subsequently met my wife , late in 1966. 

We got our information, directly or indirectly, from The Manchester 

&ÜÈÙËÐÈÕȰɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌÕȮɯÖÕÌɯËÈàȮɯÛÏÌɯȿManchesterɀ slipped from this paper's title.  "The 

omission of Manchester implies neither a change of policy nor any disrespect to our 

home," a leading article explained, while admitting that "ours is undeniably an ugly 

city" ; but it still seemed like rank treachery to me.  My brother and I had been born 

in Manchester and still felt a certain loyalty to the place, despite our Liverpudlian 

upbringing, and the traditional rivalry between the two cities.  

In the world of cinema,  1959 was the year of Some Like It Hot by Billy Wilder  

starring Jack Lemmon, Tony Curtis  and Marilyn Monroe; North By Northwest by 

Alfred Hitchcock, starring Cary Grant; and The 400 Blows, the first of Truffaut's 

autobiographical Antoine Doinel series; but at the time Carry On Nurse made more 

impact with me.  Of the regular team, it featured  Joan Sims, Kenneth 

Williams , Kenneth Connor, Charles Hawtrey , Hattie Jacques and Leslie Phillips .  

This was the top grossing film of the year in the UK and - with an audience of 10.4 

million - had the highest cinema viewing of any of the Carry On films.  We also saw 

I'm All Right Jack a British  comedy directed by the Boulting brothers, a sequel to the 

Boulting's 1956 film Private's Progress, and also starring Ian Carmichael, Dennis 

Price,  Richard Attenborough  and Terry-Thomas.  Peter Sellers played the 

communist shop steward Fred Kite, and the film was a widely ac claimed satire on 

British  industrial  life in the 1950s. The trade unions, workers, and bosses are all seen 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Clip_joint
http://www.guardian.co.uk/travel/manchester
http://www.filmsite.org/some.html
http://www.filmsite.org/nort.html
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Joan_Sims
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kenneth_Williams
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kenneth_Williams
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kenneth_Connor
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Charles_Hawtrey_(film_actor)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hattie_Jacques
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Leslie_Phillips
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Comedy_film
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Private%27s_Progress
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ian_Carmichael
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dennis_Price
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dennis_Price
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Richard_Attenborough
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Terry-Thomas
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Peter_Sellers
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Shop_steward
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Industry
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Trade_unions
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to be incompetent or corrupt .  It seemed at the least a triumphant vindication of the 

notion that the British are very good at laughing at themselves in times of adversity, 

since it did coincide with a period of catastrophic relative decline of British industry , 

manufacturing and the economy as a whole, particularly in comparison with 

ÊÖÜÕÛÙÐÌÚɯ ÓÐÒÌɯ 6ÌÚÛɯ &ÌÙÔÈÕàɯ ÞÏÐÊÏɯ ÞÈÚɯ Ìß×ÌÙÐÌÕÊÐÕÎɯ ÐÛÚɯ ȿ$ÊÖÕÖÔÐÊɯ ,ÐÙÈÊÓÌɀɯ

(Wirtschaftswunder) at the time.  It was certainly a change from films like The Dam 

Busters (1955) and Cockleshell Heroes (also 1955). 

We had no record player in our house at that time, so all recorded music was 

listened to on the radio or TV (since this was before tape-recording became widely 

available); but at Christmas time, Uncle Harry got an LP to play  on the rebuilt 

gramophone which he had rescued from a bonfire somewhere.  This was Songs for 

Swinging Sellers and it was a parody of Frank Sinatra's album Songs for Swinging 

Lovers, ,àɯÉÙÖÛÏÌÙɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÓÐÚÛÌÕÌËɯÛÖɯÐÛɯÈÛɯ'ÈÙÙàɯÈÕËɯ/Ð×ɀÚɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÈÕËɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÐÛɯÈÓÓɯ

hugely funny, although I am sure he must have underst ood much more of it than I.  I 

particularly remember Sellers performing "Puttin on th e Style" (a parody of 

Skiffle  and Lonnie Donegan; but there was also an spoof interview in which a 

drunken Brendan Behan characterȮɯÞÏÖɯÒÌÌ×ÚɯÈÚÒÐÕÎɯȿ6ÏÌÙÌɯÛÏÌɯ'ÌÓÓɯÈÔɯ(ȳɀɯÈÕËɯ

ȿ6ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÎÌÕÛÚȳɀɯcalls the fruity English interviewer a  ȿÚÕÖÛÛà-nosed spud-faced 

ÉÈÚÛÈÙËɀɯÈÕËɯthreatens to strangle him with his old -school tie, which had us rolling 

ÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÓÖÖÙȭɯɯ3ÏÌɯÐÕÚÜÓÛɯȿÚ×ÜËÍÈÊÌɀȮɯ×ÙÖÕÖÜÕÊÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯÈÕɯ(ÙÐÚÏɯÈÊÊÌÕÛɯÉÌÊÈÔÌɯÈɯ

favourite fraternal insult.  

I had no idea who Brendan Behan was; but it turned out that he was a famous 

playwright who had been convicted of plotting to blow up Liverpool docks in 1940, 

while a very young member of the IRA.  He died of the drink, in 1964, at the age of 

41. 

 

 

School 

Having passed the 11 plus when I was in fact 10 (so that my mother always said that 

(ɯÏÈËɯ×ÈÚÚÌËɯÛÏÌɯɀƕƔɯ×ÓÜÚɀȺɯ(ɯÚÛÈÙÛÌËɯÈÛɯ3ÏÌɯ'ÖÓÛɯ'ÐÎÏɯ2ÊÏÖÖÓȮɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÞÈÚɯÝÌÙàɯ

definitely a grammar school, and proud of it and also (how could I forget?) a single -

ÚÌßɯÉÖàÚɀɯÚÊÏÖÖÓȭɯɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɀɯÙÌÈÓÐÚÌɯÐÛɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÖÚÌɯÖÍɯÞÏÖɯ×ÈÚÚÌËɯÞÌÙÌɯÐÕɯÈɯ

tiny minority ɬ I think somewhere between 5 and 10%.   

 The Holt was, I suppose, a typical Grammar School, though not in the first 

rank.  It was not in the same league as Manchester Grammar, or even the Liverpool 

Institute; but it had all the traditions, i ncluding a Latin motto ( Certum Pete Finem ɬ 

seek a sure goal), Latin for the brightest boys from the second year, and houses 

based on the Greece of Mycenae and Pericles: all boys were allocated to Athens, 

Corinth, Sparta and Troy, each of which had a colour ɬ blue, yellow, green and red.  

For a year or two, one took the rivalry seriously, for the purposes of games.  No-one 

thought to suggest that, if we had really followed in  ancient footsteps, the Athenians, 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Frank_Sinatra
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Songs_for_Swinging_Lovers
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Songs_for_Swinging_Lovers
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Skiffle
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lonnie_Donegan
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Corinthians and Spartans would immediately have ganged up and murdered the 

Trojans.  (I was in Troy).  However, Greek was not taught, until I persuaded the 

Latin master Albert Wilson to teach it to me in the Lower Sixth 

You would not have known that we were an y kind of  elite on that first day at 

ÚÊÏÖÖÓȮɯÞÏÌÕɯÞÌɯÈÓÓɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯÌÕËÜÙÌɯÛÏÌɯÐÕÐÛÐÈÛÐÖÕɯÊÌÙÌÔÖÕàɯÒÕÖÞÕɯÈÚɯȿÚÊÙÈÎÎÐÕÎɀȭɯɯ

This consisted in having your face rubbed vigorously with dandelions, of which ( of 

which there must  havÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÚÌÝÌÙÈÓɯÔÐÓÓÐÖÕɯÖÕɯ3'$ɯ/+ 8(-&ɯ%($+#Ⱥȭɯɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯ

remember this being painful, but it was humiliating to be chased around the field, 

putting up a token resistance before having the war paint put on.  It was several 

years later when I read about the sort of initiation rite practised by the Sioux Indians 

(and memorably depicted in the film A Man Called Horse in 1970) and thanked my 

lucky stars that some of the older boys at The Holt were not more literate, or 

interested in the rituals of those we now  call Native Americans.  

At some point  in the 1960s the Labour Party committed itself to abolishing the 

grammar schools, as bastions of privilege ɬ there was never an equivalent campaign 

to abolish the public schools ɬ and The Holt was in fact made into a comprehensive, 

by amalgamation, not long after I left there at the end of 1965.  It became the 

coeducational Holt Comprehensive School, then Childwall Comprehensive School, 

then Childwall Community School and is now Childwall Sports College.  Whether 

any of these changes were for the better I doubt, but they certainly were profound, 

and extremely disruptive in the short -term, by all accounts.  My parents detested the 

whole idea of abolishing the grammar schools (and made the dramatic decision not 

to vote Labour, at least in local elections); but at the time, I was probably in favour, 

at least in theory, being theoretically in favour of any system which was thought in 

ÚÖÔÌɯÞÈàɯÛÖɯÉÌɯȿÍÈÐÙÌÙɀȮɯÈÕËɯÏÈÝÐÕÎɯÌß×ÌÙÐÌÕÊÌËɯÛÏÌɯÜÕÍÈÐÙÕÌÚÚɯÖÍɯÚÌÓÌÊÛÐÖÕɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÈÎÌɯ

of 11 (or for that matter 10), when a friend of mine Allan Dickson failed to pass the 

test and seemed in my eyes condemned to a lifetime of ignorance. 

Not that there was much sign of academic excellence in Form 1D in 1958-9.  

Duncan Woods, Paul Green and I were all put into this form, because we had passed 

the 11 plus a year early; and 1D was quite literally the bottom class, not to say the 

arse-end of the school.  There was normally a three-form entry at The Holt, with 

boys put into Form 1A, 1B or 1C, according ÛÖɯ×ÌÙÊÌÐÝÌËɯÈÉÐÓÐÛàȰɯÉÜÛɯÐÕɯÈɯȿÉÜÓÎÌɀɯàÌÈÙȮɯ

which 1958-9 evidently was, they added a fourth stream, labelled as D.  Of course 

that meant that in our eyes, at any rate, if A meant very bright and B meant bright, C 

meant not so bright and D meant thick.  Th is way of looking at the matter seemed to 

be confirmed when one looked at the fact that all four forms had to do French while 

in the second year the A class started to study Latin as a second language, while the 

B class studied German, while the C and D boys did not take a second language at 

all, though otherwise, the curriculum was the same for everyone.  This seemed 

normal at the time but looking back two things strike me as odd, or at least 

questionable, in the light of subsequent developments in educational theory.   

Firstly, they presumably selected boys for the A, B, C and (where appropriate 

D) streams according to the result in the 11 plus (which had already been used to 
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determine the type of school you went to), unless there was some consultation with 

the primary schools; but in either case, they were clearly using past performance to 

determine future potential in several different ways, and virtually irrevocably. 2  

Secondly, overall ability (judged according to ability in Maths, English and an I/Q . 

ÛÌÚÛȺɯÞÈÚɯÊÓÌÈÙÓàɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÛÖɯÉÌɯËÌÛÌÙÔÐÕÈÛÐÝÌɯÖÍɯÖÕÌɀÚɯÈÉÐÓÐÛàɯÛÖɯÔÈÚÛÌÙɯÍÖÙÌÐÎÕɯ

languages; and clearly German was thought to be more difficult than French, and 

Latin more difficult than German.  Now, you could argue about these propositions, 

and you could have argued about them at the time; but it was in the nature of the 

grammar school that they were not only taken as axiomatic, but used to determine 

the future path taken by around 600 pupils at a time.  

 ÓÓɯÛÏÐÚɯÚÌÌÔÌËɯÛÙÜÓàɯȿÈÊÈËÌÔÐÊɀɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌɯÉÌÊÈÜse it was decided that 

Duncan, Paul and I should be put into the D Form, not because we were in any sense 

failures, but because it had been decided that for the time being, we were too young 

to face the academic rigours of life in either A, B or C.  I thought at the time that this 

decision was somewhat unjust; but I now think it was truly strange.  It was clear 

from the ÖÜÛÚÌÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÌɯÞÌÙÌɯȿ ɀɯÔÈÛÌÙÐÈÓȮɯÕÖÛɯȿ#ɀɯÈÕËɯÞÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÈÉÓÌɯÛÖɯÊÖ×ÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ

àÌÈÙɀÚɯËÐÍÍÌÙÌÕÛÐÈÓɯÚÖÖÕɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯ- we were all three promoted to  1A after the first 

term ɬ and coped perfectly well thereafter; but the consequence was that life was 

pretty hellish for that first term at The Holt.  

Why so? Because of the fear.  There was a gang of sadists operating in 1D, 

although ostensibly they were l ittle boys dressed in short trousers (incredibly, we 

wore shorts until the 3 rd or 4th Form).  Their bullying turned into sadism around 

November and December 1958.  The winters always seemed incredibly cold then, 

before global warming; and we regularly had snow at Christmas; but we had large 

radiators in every class room; and, there being no adequate thermostats, these 

became overheated, so that it seemed to us as if they almost reaching boiling point.  

The sadists realised that they had been provided here, free of charge, with very 

efficient instruments of torture; and the gang used the rad iators in the same way as 

the Romans had once used the gridiron to martyr St Laurence, or Flashman had once 

used an open fire at Rugby School.  They roasted the weaker and smaller members 

ÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÊÓÈÚÚȮɯÌÐÛÏÌÙɯÉàɯ×ÓÈÊÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÉÖàɀÚɯÏÈÕËɯÖÕɯÈɯÙÈËÐÈÛÖÙȮɯÖÙɯÉàɯsitting him on it.  In 

either case, several members of the gang would apply physical pressure until the 

hand or the bottom burnt, or until the screams became so loud as to attract attention, 

or the child managed to wriggle free, as the pain-induced thrashi ng overcame the 

force applied. 

I may have exaggerated the degree of torture inflicted; but not by much; and 

there are two things about this procedure which I feel unable to explain, at least 

adequately.  The first is, why I was not tortured in this way.  I  was relatively small, 

                                                           
2 This was not the practice in all grammar schools.  My wife attended Doncaster High School for Girls,  

at more or less the same time as I was at The Holt.  Selection there was by means of the 11 plus but the 

streaming was alphabetical. +ÐÒÌÞÐÚÌȮɯÔàɯÚÐÚÛÌÙɀÚɯÎÙÈÔÔÈÙɯÚÊÏÖÖÓɯȹ'ÖÓÓàɯ+ÖËÎÌɯÐÕɯ6ÌÚÛɯ#ÌÙÉàȺɯÏÈËɯ

streaming but it was according to the surname of the teacher. 
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being that year younger than most, and certainly vuln erable, in that I had been well 

ÉÙÖÜÎÏÛɯÜ×ȮɯÚ×ÖÒÌɯȿÕÐÊÌÓàɀȮɯÏÈËɯÚÖÔÌɯÔÈÕÕÌÙÚɯÈÕËɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÞÈÚɯ

right, or that football was the most important thing in life.  I supp ose the answer 

may have been that I was not worth bothering with, not being a member of a rival 

ÎÈÕÎɯÖÙɯÍÈÊÛÐÖÕȮɯÖÙɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯÚÐÔ×ÓàɯÒÌ×ÛɯÔàɯÏÌÈËɯËÖÞÕɯÈÕËɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÊÖÔÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌÐÙɯ

attention.  Possibly some minor acts of cowardice were sufficient to ingratiate me 

with the bullies.  I am ashamed to examine this possibility further.  

The second puzzle is why none of this ever came to the attention of the 

teachers, especially of the Form Master?  Here I think the answer is probably a little 

clearer.  Firstly, there was a code of omerta (= silence) which operated in that school, 

similar to the one which operates (as I understand it) in prisons, criminal 

ÖÙÎÈÕÐÚÈÛÐÖÕÚɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯ,ÈÍÐÈȯɯàÖÜɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÎÙÈÚÚɯÖÕɯàÖÜÙɯȿÔÈÛÌÚɀȮɯÕÖɯÔÈÛÛÌÙɯÏÖÞɯÉÈËÓàɯ

you were treated, and no matter how unworthy your mates might be to claim the 

name.  Secondly, and contrary to the myth, not all the grammar schools were very 

good, and not all the teachers in the good ones were cast in the same mould as the 

best of them.   I cannot remember now who the Form Master in 1D was, but the fact 

ÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÐÕËÐÊÈÛÌÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯȹÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÈÓÔÖÚÛɯÊÌÙÛÈÐÕÓàɯÈɯÏÌȺɯÔÈàɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯ

faceless and ineffective, in more than one department.  Not that I could ever have 

done that job. 

I have my school report for the Autumn te rm 1959, Form ID. 

Age 10 years 11 months 

Average age 11 years 10 months 

4 feet 8 ¾ inches, 5 stones and 6 lbs 

General estimate II plus 

I in English, French, Biology, Physics, Maths  

II in H istory, P.E. and Geography  

II minus in Woodwork and Drawing 

Not a brilliant performance, but I (and my friend Duncan Woods from the primary 

school) were promoted at the end of that term into Form 1A and I remained in the A 

form for the rest of my time at The Holt.  This meant a change of friends, apart from 

Duncan ɬ indeed I had not made any new ones in 1D, apart from a boy called 

!ÙÈËÚÏÈÞɯȹȿ!ÙÈËËàɀȺɯÞÐÛÏɯÞÏÖÔɯ(ɯÜÚÌËɯÛÖɯÌÈÛɯÔàɯÚÈÕËÞÐÊÏÌÚɯÈÛɯÓÜÕÊÏÛÐÔÌȮɯÚÐÕÊÌɯ(ɯ

never took school dinners.  (Not sure why not).  

Being in 1A was a new beginning.  The boys were much more to my li king 

and I soon met a number who are still friends to this day ɬ especially Graham Jeffs, 

who lived in Lisleholme Road, Chris Beazer, who lived down Deysbrook Lane, and 

Brian Brown who lived a bit further away but met us at the bus stop to wait for the 
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61 ÉÜÚȭɯɯ.ÜÙɯÍÖÙÔɯÔÈÚÛÌÙȮɯÖÙɯÙÈÛÏÌÙɯÔÐÚÛÙÌÚÚɯÞÈÚɯȿ,ÈÎÎÐÌɀɯ$ÝÈÕÚȮɯÈɯÙÈÛÏÌÙɯÍÈÛɯÚ×ÐÕÚÛÌÙɯ

whom we addressed ɬ without complaint, or attempt at correction ɬ ÈÚɯȿ2ÐÙɀȮɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯ

ÚÏÌɯÈÕËɯȿ%ÈÕÕàɀɯ'ÈÙÒÕÌÚÚɯȹÔÐÚÛÙÌÚÚɯÛÖɯ%ÖÙÔɯƕ!ȺɯÞÌÙÌɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÓàɯÍÌÔÈÓÌɯÛÌÈÊÏÌÙÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ

school (the only other female in the building being the School Secretary, who was 

ÒÕÖÞÕȮɯÜÕÒÐÕËÓàȮɯÈÚɯȿ3ȭ!ȭ3ȭɀȮɯÖÙɯȿ3ÌÕÕÐÚɯ!ÈÓÓɯ3ÐÛÚɀȭɯɯ ÛɯÓÌÈÚÛɯÚÏÌɯÐÚɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÓàɯÖÕÌɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯ

remember, there was probably more than one secretary during my time).  

I remember that Maggie, who taught us English, used to read aloud to us 

from a book called Men and Gods (by Rex Warner), which had stories in it based on 

the Greek myths; and the idea that there were three classes of men ɬ Men, Gods and 

Heroes, impinged on my mind.  Women di d not play much of a role in this world; 

nor in the early essays which we wrote, about the achievements of Thomas Alva 

Edison and Louis Pasteur.  I think we were taught, subconsciously, that they were 

put in the world to be loyal help -meets and mothers for men, like Penelope for 

Odysseus/Ulysses ɬ unless of course they were being abducted or abandoned.  The 

Greeks, and for that matter the early Romans, seem to have done a lot of abducting 

and abandoning. 

 The older boys were taught Maths by a very old man ɬ no, this one really 

was (comparatively) old ɬ ÒÕÖÞÕɯÈÚɯȿ/ÈËËàɀɯ,ÈÓÖÕÌȰɯÉÜÛɯÏÌɯÚÖÔÌÛÐÔÌÚɯÛÖÖÒɯÜÚɯÍÖÙɯÈɯ

lesson if other teachers were away.  It turned out that this chap not only taught my 

brother but had also taught my father , at The Oulton school in Liver pool, in the late 

1920s.  When my brother first started at T he Holt and came across Paddy, Dad 

ÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÐÛɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯ×ÖÚÚÐÉÓàɯÉÌɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌɯÔÈÕȮɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯhe'd be much too old; and, 

further pointed out that Paddy had a bad limp - does this chap limp?- which he didnɀt; 

ÉÜÛɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÐÕËÌÌËɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌɯÔÈÕȭɯɯ#ÈËɯÔÌÛɯÏÐÔɯÈÛɯÈɯ×ÈÙÌÕÛÚɀɯÌÝÌÕÐÕÎɯÚÖÖÕɯÈÍÛÌÙÞÈÙËÚɯ

and they recognised each other.   

 /ÈËËàɯÞÈÚɯÊÌÙÛÈÐÕÓàɯÈɯȿÖÕÌ-ÖÍÍȭɀɯɯ'ÐÚɯÛÌÊÏÕÐØÜÌɯÍÖÙɯÒÌÌ×ÐÕÎɯÊÖÕÛÙÖÓɯÞÈÚɯÛÖɯ

speak harshly and carry a large blackboard rubber.  Sometimes he shouted vulgar 

ÈÉÜÚÌɯȹȿÜÎÓàɯÉÌÈÚÛɀȮɯÖÙɯȿÎÈÔÔàɯÉÈÊÒÏÈÕËÌÙɀɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÓÌÍÛ-handed, as I 

was) and sometimes he launched the blackboard rubber.  On one occasion he kicked 

a lad called Sperry in the face, leaving a large footprint visible on his cheek; but at 

the same time, he was reckoned to be a very good Maths teacher, and I think we 

ÙÈÛÏÌÙɯÌÕÑÖàÌËɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÔÌËàɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯÙÖÜÛÐÕÌÚȭɯɯ3ÏÌɯÒÐÊÒɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÏÈÙËȮɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯÞÈàȭ 

We were taught music by a very fierce and strange man called Ron Jennings, 

ÞÏÖÚÌɯÔÐÚÚÐÖÕɯȹÜÕÓÐÒÌɯ/ÈËËàɀÚȺɯËÐËɯÚÌÌÔɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÛÌÙÙÖÙÐÚÌɯÙÈÛÏÌÙɯÛÏÈÕɯÛÌÈÊÏȭɯɯ(ÍɯàÖÜɯ

made the least mistake in copying something out in your exercise book, the 

offending page would be  ripped out with scorn.  Many boys ended the term with 

scarcely a leaf left in the book.  If you offended in class, by misbehaving or creating 

some kind of smell, the delict would be brought to the attention of the whole class, 

so that you could be rituall y humiliated in some way.  There was one boy who 

suffered from particularly bad body odour.  Jennings would stand next to him and 

roar out the question 

 

ȿWhich of yÖÜɯÉÖàÚɯÚÔÌÓÓÚɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÓÈÝÈÛÖÙàȳɀ 
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Or sometimes ȿ6ÏÐÊÏɯÉÖàɯÕÌÈÙɯÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÕÛÚɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯ,ÙÚɯ,ÜÙ×Ïàȳɀ 

 

 Jennings had been in the RAF and boasted that he had extraordinarily good 

eyesight.  To prove this, he would spend part of each lesson standing on the other 

side of the classroom by the window and reading n otices which were pinned up next 

to the door, or on the blackboard.  He also played the piano to amuse himself rather 

than instruct, periodically removing the sandwiches which boys had placed inside it 

by way of revenge during break.  At other times, he wo uld just rant, against the evils 

of modern society and modern Britain.  Some thought he was a Communist, others 

that he was a Fascist.  Either way, his views were certainly extreme.  All this meant 

there was very little time left for teaching; and I cannot  remember that my musical 

education was enhanced at this time. 

 My brother remembers that, on one occasion, Jennings, in gown, came into 

the music room where the class was sitting. He took his gown off, looked round ɬ 

apparently seeing nowhere to hang it up, then went to the blackboard, took a piece 

of chalk, drew a hook and hung the gown  on it.  Of course the boys were mystified. 

Playing along, Jennings started the lesson, then noticing that all attention was on the 

gown, asked one boy what he was staring at.  The reply was along the lines of   

 

Your gown sir. Is that chalk very thick?   

 

Someone else asked whether the chalk contained glue. Eventually we were let into 

the secret. Before the lesson, he had tapped a small black nail  into the board, then 

drawn the hook round it!  

There was another very fierce teacher called Yeo, whom my brother again 

remembers better than I; but there was apparently a human side to him.  This was 

revealed when he started going out with a girl who worke d in the same bookshop as 

Aunt Peg.  He also wrote a book about his childhood called ɬ we think - A place of 

stones. My brother think s he came from Fleetwood, though I doubt that the beach 

was stony there? In one part of his book, he revealed that, as a youth, he and some 

others looked up the skirts of a shop girl, who had climbed some steps to a high 

shelf. It would be surprising if a teacher owned up to this kind of thing today  

As for practical skills, we did Art and Woodwork in the first year, an d most 

boys preferred Woodwork, because this was the passport to Metalwork in the 

second year, when you could learn to use a lathe and make real things that would 

last ɬ perhaps a sign that manufacturing  still played an important part in the British 

economy in those days.  I preferred Art, and was particularly poor at Woodwork, 

even in the theoretical department, where I failed to see the importance of what kind 

of wood each tool was made of, but especially at the practical side.  I remember one 

particular humiliation over a trenching exercise.  I had dug too deep at one side of 

ÖÕÌɯÛÙÌÕÊÏɯÚÖɯÛÏÈÛɯÖÕÌɯȿÊÙÌÕÌÓÓÈÛÐÖÕɀȮɯÚÌ×ÈÙÈÛÐÕÎɯÛÞÖɯÛÙÌÕÊÏÌÚȮɯÏÜÕÎɯÖÕɯÉàɯÈɯÞÈÍÌÙɯ

thing piece of wood.  When I presented it to the master (Kissack or Burgoyne, I 
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forget which) I sig hed involuntarily.  He, spying the defect immediately, flipped the 

entire crenellation out with a flick of his thumb and bawled:  

 

(ÛɀÚɯÔÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÚÐÎÏÐÕÎȮɯÉÖàȮɯÈÛɯÚÖÔÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÉÐÛÚɯÖÍɯÍÐÙÌÞÖÖËɯ×ÙÌÚÌÕÛÌËɯÛÖɯÔÌȭ 

(ɯȿËÙÖ××ÌËɀɯ6ÖÖËÞÖÙÒɯÈÚɯÚÖÖÕɯÈÚɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËȮ and never took up Metalwork.  Not that I 

was much good at Art, but at least the master was kind and did not go in for public 

humiliation.  Gentle sarcasm was more his style. 

Curiously when I took my 25 yards swimming certificate beginners in May 

1959, the examiner was CHARNOCK , the belching Biology master.  I also have one 

for 50 yards in June 1959.  I think the swimming was done at Picton Road Baths, an 

old style pool where the changing cubicles surrounded the water on all side, and 

where the water was comfortably warm, possibly due to the effect upon the 

temperature of large amounts of infantile urine, mixed with unsafe levels of chlorine.  

As I have said, Maggie Evans was Form Mistress of 1A and Fanny Harkness 

was Mistress of 1B. It was probably deliberate policy, to put two women in charge of 

ÛÏÌɯȿÛÌÕËÌÙÌÚÛɀɯÍÓÖÞÌÙÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÊÏÖÖÓȰɯÉÜÛȮɯÐÍɯÚÖȮɯÛÏÌɯÍÙÈÔÌÙÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÓÐÊàɯÞÌÙÌɯ

ÔÐÚÛÈÒÌÕȮɯÐÕɯÛÞÖɯÌÕÛÐÙÌÓàɯËÐÍÍÌÙÌÕÛɯÙÌÚ×ÌÊÛÚȭɯɯ%ÐÙÚÛÓàȮɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÉÖàÚɯÐÕɯ

ƕ ɯÈÕËɯƕ!ɯÞÌÙÌȮɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÏÖÓÌȮɯÈÕàɯÔÖÙÌɯȿÛÌÕËÌÙɀɯÛÏÈÕɯÛÏÖÚÌɯÐÕɯƕ"ɯÈÕËɯƕ#ȭɯɯ3ÏÌàɯ

were simply better at certain types of exam.  Some of the boys in my class were 

certainly just as vicious as any in the so-ÊÈÓÓÌËɯȿÓÖÞÌÙɀɯÍÖÙÔÚȭɯɯ2ÌÊÖÕËÓàȮɯ%ÈÕÕàɯ

Harkness was probably a member of the Communist Party, with orders from 

,ÖÚÊÖÞɯÛÖɯÐÕËÖÊÛÙÐÕÈÛÌɯÜÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÜ×ÌÙÐÖÙÐÛàɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ6ÖÙÒÌÙɀÚɯ/ÈÙÈËÐÚÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯ

USSR.   

I grant you that Fanny, a well-spoken English spinster of indeterminate age, 

and (judging by her appearance) quintessentially conservative, was an unlikely 

Soviet agent, but she might have well as been, listening to what she told us during 

Geography lessons.  Whereas other geography teachers ɬ ÓÐÒÌɯ ȿ,ÈÙÛàɀɯ 6ÐÓËÌɯ- 

concentrated, in the long run-Ü×ɯÛÖɯȿ.ɀɯÓÌÝÌÓȮɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ ÔÈáÖÕɯ!ÈÚÐÕȮɯÛÏÌɯ"ÖÕÎÖȮɯÛhe 

Mississippi, or the Canadian Shield, she spoke about the Soviet Union.  She taught 

us about its enormous natural resources of timber, oil  and minerals and its vast size 

and different time zones; but also its excellent but egalitarian educational system; the 

vast numbers of its scientists; and its splendid collective farms (Kolkoz).   

IÕɯ%ÈÕÕàɀÚɯÉÖÖÒɯÛÏÌɯ2ÖÝÐÌÛɯ4ÕÐÖÕɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÞÖÕËÌÙÍÜÓɯÈnd successful country, to 

whom the future clearly belonged.  It was the ȿnew ÊÐÝÐÓÐÚÈÛÐÖÕɀɯÖÍɯ2àËÕÌàɯÈÕËɯ

Beatrice Webb, though ÚÏÌɯ ËÐËÕɀÛɯ ÜÚÌɯtheir term.  This was most obviously 

demonstrated in her treatment of the Komsomols ɬ the youth organisations - which 

were clearly much more than a superior version of the Boy Scouts.  In the USSR, all 

was for the best, apparently, in the best of all possible worlds.  The possibility that 

the Soviet Union was in reality an old -style Empire, or a monstrous tyranny, and 

that the Komsomols were little different from the Hitler Youth, was not even 

discussed.  In mitigation, I suppose it could  be said that this was took place before 
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the crushing of the Prague Spring in 1968 and the publication of Alexander 

2ÖÓáÏÌÕÐÛÚàÕÚɀɯGulag Archipelago in the West (1973); but it was a long time after 

 ÙÛÏÜÙɯ*ÖÌÚÛÓÌÙɀÚɯDarkness At Noon (of 1940) and George OrÞÌÓÓɀÚɯNineteen Eighty-

Four (of 1949) and not long after the Hungarian Uprising of 1956, which led to the 

virtual demise of the British C ommunist Party.  Many people had already seen the 

light about the nature of the communist system in the USSR; and the other side of 

the coin might at least have been mentioned in our lessons. 

And all the time , an insidious denigration of the USA, which I would have 

thought - even in the narrow terms of physical geography - had certain features 

which were almost totally lacking in the USSR, like sunshine and rivers which 

flowed in the right direction.  There was a prevailing pessimism about America and 

the West generally, and not just in geography lessons, which seems to have re-

emerged now in r elation to discussions about China, for which there was and is a 

distinct lack of evidence.   Meanwhile, the USSR has collapsed, while the USA has 

carried on growing.  Its population, around 150 million at the time, is now over 300 

mil lion, and it is still in some ways a developing country.  

 

 

Summer holidays 

For the summer holiday s we went with Harry and Pip and Cousin Geraldine and 

stayed in a house in St Florence near Tenby, where we were provided with breakfast 

and evening meal, but otherwise catered for ourselves.  In fact I see from Google 

Maps itɀs about 4 miles from Tenby.  I can remember little about the house where we 

stayed, except that I think it belonged to a Mrs Richards; and that on one occasion 

her cat shat all over a chair in the dining room.  This occasioned some 

embarrassment, since it was not easy to find the appropriate words for pointing this 

out to her, in a polite way.  

The other thing  I remember is that the house had a drive, with room to park 

cars and my brother was learning to drive on private land and was allowed to park 

ÛÏÌɯÊÈÙȮɯÕÖÛÞÐÛÏÚÛÈÕËÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÚÐßÛÌÌÕɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌȭɯɯȹ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯƕƙɯÈÕËɯƗɯÔÖÕÛÏÚɯ

to be exact).  I thought this was definitely risky, fr om several points of view ; but I 

was assured that he was allowed to drive the car on private land, so I refrained from 

informing the Police, notwithstanding our unfortunate experiences with the law in 

the previous year at Old Colwyn.  

There are two beaches at Tenby but we preferred the North Beach, where 

there was a rock ɬ Goscar Rock, or at least I did, because there was a diving board on 

the rock, from which you could jump or dive into the sea .  On one occasion  I swam 

right round the rock, disappearing fr om view at one point.  Mum and Dad were 

watching from the beach and they, understandably , became concerned.  I was told 

later that Dad had threatened to go in - in his underpants - ÛÖɯÙÌÚÊÜÌɯÔÌȮɯÐÍɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯ

re-appear shortly; but fortunately my head bobbed into view the next moment.   
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6ÏÌÕɯ(ɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÚÞÐÔÔÐÕÎȮɯ(ɯÙÌÈËɯÈɯnovel called Blood Brother, which was 

extremely bloodth irsty novel, involving some several  exquisite tortures inflicted by 

Red Indians on Mexicans.  In one chapter, the Apaches (reputedly amongst the most 

bloodthirsty of tribes) bound a prisonerɀÚɯÏÌÈËɯÞÐÛÏɯÞÌÛɯÓÌÈÛÏÌÙɯÚÛÙÐ×ÚɯÈÕËɯÚÛÈÒÌËɯ

him out in the sun, so that his head burst open as the leather dried.  In another, they 

buried another captive in the desert up to his neck, poured honey over his head and 

left him to be eaten alive by the termites.  I think the fascination of th e book for an 11 

year old lay in its extreme violence, and the absence of sex.  Sex was of no interest to 

me whatsoever at that age. 

There was another beach near Tenby, at Manorbier.  This has a very fine 

Norman castle, where I was impressed by a mannequin of Giraldus  Cambrensis, 

last time I went; but in 1959 what I remember is the waves.  On a windy day, they 

crashed down on the beach at Manorbier in tremendous fashion, though the idea of 

surfing had yet to dawn on anyone outside Hawaii.  

We all took the boat to Caldey Island, where there is a Cistercian monastery.  

3ÏÌàɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÓÌÛɯÞÖÔÌÕɯÐÕȮɯÈÕËɯÈÛɯÍÐÙÚÛɯ#ÈËɯÛÖÖÒɯÛÏÈÛɯÈÚɯan insult ɬ ÐÍɯÛÏÌàɯÞÖÕɀÛɯ

ÈÓÓÖÞɯÔàɯÞÐÍÌɯÛÖɯÝÐÚÐÛȮɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯÔÌɯÌÐÛÏÌÙȵ; but he relented and so the men 

ɬ Dad, Harry, Ash and me, went round, leaving the womenfolk (Mum, Pip, Mandy 

and Geraldine) to fend for themselves, on an island which had doubtless been 

pillaged by Vikings long ago .   

The fat monk who showed us around was a jolly cove, very reminiscent of 

Friar Tuck, but with a very slack leather belt, which he moved up and down his 

cassock or habit continuously, warming his ample stomach in the process.  (I 

remember thinking that it must have been cold wearing sandals in all weathers, 

without socks); but I was impressed by their simple way of life ɬ the food was 

mostly lettuce, it seemed; but then how did the fat monk get so fat?  And fancy 

deliberately choosing to remain unmarried and have no kids to keep you going.  

By the time we got back to the landing stage for the return boat trip, the 

Heavens had opened and we got absolutely soaked.  More torrential rain as we 

ÞÈÐÛÌËȮɯ ÈÕËɯ (ɯ ËÖÕɀÛɯ ÛÏÐÕk we had umbrellas, though we may have had macs 

(Pacamacs?) Mandy and I and Geraldine were small enough to shelter under the 

jetty.  Then a further wet trip in the open boat (the boat trip back was much rougher 

than the outward trip, so we were taking on w ater from all directions); and a mad 

dash back over the 4 miles to St Florence by car, picking up some hot fish and chips 

on the way home. 

 My brother remembers that the fat monk smelled very sweetly. He had told 

us that a large part of his diet was fruit and vegetables so this may be why. It 

apparently led Dad to speculate, in pharmaceutical fashion, as to whether the odour 

of sanctity was a real, diet-related phenomenon, rather than a figment of the mystical 

imagination . 

My sister remembers that there were other people staying at the house in St 

Florence at the same time as us; and that Dad used to chat to a Mr Green (who I 

think was some kind of scientist)  in the evenings, when she and I had a practice of 
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reading Mad magazine. Green beans were on the evening menu every night.   She 

also recalls that, after the drenched trip to Caldey island, there was a difference of 

opinion  between the Coops and the Coopers: the Coops wanted to have chips in a 

greasy café RIGHT AWAY, whereas the Coopers wanted to go back to St Florence 

and put on dry clothes after which we re -met the Coops in the greasy café for the 

chips.  She also remembers Dad and Mum thinking that I had been too long 

swimming round Goscar Rock , and Dad declaring that he was ȿgoing inɀ after me, 

notwi thstanding the lack of a bathing costume.  Not that this would have been any 

ÜÚÌȰɯÉÜÛɯÐÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÒÐÕËɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÕÎɯ×ÈÙÌÕÛÚɯÈÙÌɯ×ÙÌ×ÈÙÌËɯÛÖɯËÖȭɯ 

We all went to see Carry on Constable at a Cinema near Tenby South beach.  
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ȿ%ÈÕÕàɀɯ'ÈÙÒÕÌÚÚ, avid fan of the Komsomol 

(the boy at bottom right is Paul Green, who was at WDCE and passed the 10 plus 

along with Duncan Woods and me)
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Cliff Richard circa 1959 

 

And now!  
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Helen Shapiro 

 

 

 

Craig Douglas
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Chapter 8 

 ƕƝƚƔɯ,àɯ.ÓËɯ,ÈÕɀÚɯÈɯ#ÜÚÛÔÈÕɯ 

 

Pop Music 

 

Oh, my old man's a dustman 

He wears a dustman's hat 

'ÌɯÞÌÈÙÚɯȿÊÖÙɯÉÓÐÔÌàɀɯÛÙÖÜÚÌÙÚ 

And he lives in a council flat 

 

6ÌÓÓɯ ÖÍɯ ÊÖÜÙÚÌɯ ÏÌɯ ÞÈÚÕɀÛ ÈÕËɯ ÏÌɯ ËÐËÕɀÛȭɯ ɯ ,àɯ ÖÓËɯ ÔÈÕɯ ÞÈÚɯ Èɯ ÞÌÓÓ-respected 

Pharmacist ɬ or rather one Èɯ ȿ×ÏÈÙÔÈÊÐÚÛɯ ÊÜÔɯ ÚÜÉ-×ÖÚÛÔÈÚÛÌÙɀ, which was a 

somewhat rarer phenomenon, but one Dad was proud to be.  Moreover, we lived in 

a (small) three-bedroomed house which my parents owned  (albeit on mortgage); and 

they were undoubtedly of the middle class.  However, there was no doubt that it 

was the working class which had the most popular singers; and it seemed as if there 

was an inverted snobbery at work here. The working class singers sold the most 

ÙÌÊÖÙËÚȮɯÌÝÌÕɯÐÍɯȹÛÖɯÔàɯÍÈÛÏÌÙɀÚɯÌÝÐËÌÕÛɯËÐÚÛÈÚÛÌɯÈÕËɯËÐÚÎÜÚÛȺɯÛÏÌàɯÏÈËɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÉÌÌÕɯ

trained to sing in the old -fashioned way and even if they could not play whatever 

instruments they were told to strut around with.  I am thinking here of peopl e like 

Adam Faith and Tommy Steele (who notoriously came from Bermondsey, and had 

at one time been a barrow boy). 

 Here are some of the songs which were popular in 1960: 

  

Michael Holliday  Starry Eyed 

Anthony Newley  Why? 

Adam Faith  Poor Me 

Johnny Preston Running Bear 

Lonnie Donegan  My Old Man's a Dustman 

The Everly Brothers Cathy's Clown 

Clif f Richard and The Shadows Please Don't Tease 

The Shadows Apache 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Michael_Holliday
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Starry_Eyed_(Michael_Holliday_song)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Anthony_Newley
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Why_(Frankie_Avalon_song)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Adam_Faith
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Poor_Me
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Johnny_Preston
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Running_Bear
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lonnie_Donegan
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/My_Old_Man%27s_a_Dustman
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Everly_Brothers
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cathy%27s_Clown
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cliff_Richard
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Shadows
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Please_Don%27t_Tease
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Shadows
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Apache_(instrumental)
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Ricky Valance Tell Laura I Love Her 

Roy Orbison  Only the Lonely (Know How I Feel) 

Elvis Presley 

It's Now or Never 
 

 

One which is not in the above list, but which I remember listening to over and over 

on Radio Luxembourg  ÛÏÈÛɯàÌÈÙȮɯÞÏÐÓÌɯÓàÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÛÖ×ɯÉÜÕÒɯÉÌËɯÐÕɯȿÛÏÌɯÉÖàÚɀɯ

ÉÌËÙÖÖÔɀȮɯÞÐÛÏɯÔàɯÉÙÖÛÏÌÙɯÍÐÙÔÓàɯÐÕɯÊÏÈÙÎÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÙÈËÐÖɯÚÌÛɯÈÕËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÉÖÛÛÖÔɯÉÜÕÒȮɯ

ÞÈÚɯ2ÈÔɯ"ÖÖÒÌɀÚɯChaingang, which I thought was fantastic, though it was not until I 

saw Paul Newman in Cool Hand Luke, many years later, that I really understood 

what a chaingang was: 

 

Oooh! Aaah!  Oooh! Aaah!  

Oooh! Aaah!  Oooh! Aaah! 

  Well, don't you know? 

That's the sound of the men working on the chain ga-a-ang! 

 

(You had to be there, to understand how the first two lines were pronounced and 

sung). 

 

 

The World 

 

In 1960 the Belgian Congo gained its independence from  Belgium, and became Zaire.  

I was shocked when the new Prime Minister, Patrice Lumumba insulted the Belgians 

at the independence day ceremony, instead of thanking them, as was becoming 

traditional when Britain granted independence to its former colonies.  Not long after 

this, the province of Katanga tried to break away from the Congo; there was a 

bloody and protracted civil war, and Pa trice Lumumba was not only overthrown but 

murdered, after being abused on screen (rather as Colonel Gaddafi was on TV 

recently). 

British Somaliland and Nigeria also become independent in 1960; and Archbishop 

Makarios (who had served time in a British jail)  became President of Cyprus.  The 

world news seemed to be dominated by the gradual crumbling of British power and  

the military and ideological rivalry of the United States and the USSR.  The Russian 

leader Nikita Krushchev lost his temper at a meeting of the United Nations in 

November : he pounded his desk and shouted interruptions to show his  disapproval 

at the way UN forces had intervened in the recent trouble in the Congo.  On that or 

another occasion around the same time, he banged his shoe on the 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ricky_Valance
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tell_Laura_I_Love_Her
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Roy_Orbison
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Only_the_Lonely
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Elvis_Presley
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/It%27s_Now_or_Never_(song)
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desk, ÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯ!ÙÐÛÐÚÏɯ/ÙÐÔÌɯ,ÐÕÐÚÛÌÙɯ'ÈÙÖÓËɯ,ÈÊÔÐÓÓÈÕɯÞÈÚɯÚ×ÌÈÒÐÕÎȭɯɯȿ2Ü×ÌÙÔÈÊɀɯ

as he was beginning to be called in some quarters, gained considerable kudos, at 

least with the home audience for immediately asking for a translation.  

In November 1960, Jack Kennedy was elected President of the USA. He was 

young, much younger than Macmillan, and he seemed from the start to bring new 

ÏÖ×ÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙÓËȭɯɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯ×ÜááÓÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯÔàɯÍÈÛÏÌÙɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÏÖÓÓàɯÛÙÜÚÛɯÏÐÔȮɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯ

*ÌÕÕÌËàɀÚɯÍÈÛÏÌÙȮɯ2ÌÕÈÛÖÙɯ)ÖÚÌ×Ïɯ*ÌÕÕÌËàɯÏÈËɯÖÕÊÌɯÚÈÐËɯÛÏÈÛɯ!ÙÐÛÈÐÕɯÞÈÚɯȿÍÐÕÐÚÏÌËɀȮɯ

ÈÕËɯ#ÈËɯÚÈÐËɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÏÈËɯȿÉÖÜÎÏÛɀɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÌÚÐËÌÕÛÐÈÓɯÌÓÌÊÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯƕƝƚƔɯÍÖÙɯÏÐÚɯÚÖÕȭ 

Nuclear testing was in full swing; and ,ÜÔɀÚɯÝÐÌÞ was that of course this 

was ruining the weather.  Summers were not what they used to be in her youth, and 

àÖÜɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÛÌÓÓɯÏÌÙɯÖÛÏÌÙÞÐÚÌȭɯɯ(ÛɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÚÜÓÛɯÖÍɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÈÛɯÙÈËÐÈÛÐÖÕɯÉÌÐÕÎɯ

pumped into the sky.  At the same time, neither Mum nor Dad ever had any time for 

the Campaign for Nuclear Disarmament, founded in 1960.  The idea of unilateral 

disarmament, of any kind, was not calculated to appeal to people who had lived 

through the years of Appeasement and married two weeks before the Second World 

War broke out in 1939.  On the other hand, 1960 saw the abolition of conscription (or 

ȿ-ÈÛÐÖÕÈÓɯ2ÌÙÝÐÊÌɀȺɯÐÕɯÛÏÌ United Kingdom .  I welcomed this because I had a fear that 

my brother would be whisked away to some foreign war; but he comfortably 

ȿescapedɀ National Service, since he was not 18 until 1962. 

The Olympic Games of 1960 were held in Rome; and were seen as part of the 

global ideological contest between West and East, especially since the State in the 

East invested very heavily in the promotion of sport, as evidence of its superiority ɬ 

to a far greater extent than anyone in the West realised at the time.  This was 

reflected in the final medals table.  The USSR topped the table with 43 golds, 29 

silver and 31 bronze medals, totalling 103: the USA came a poor second, considering 

its size and wealth, with 34 golds, 21 silver, and 16 bronze, totalling 71 medals.  

Surprisingly It aly was in third place; and Germany (still competing as one country) 

in fourth.  Soviet gymnasts won 15 of 16 possible medals in women's gymnastics.   

Nevertheless, there were some notable triumphs for the West.  Wilma 

Rudolph  a Black American (in those days we called them ȿNegroesɀ and ȿNegresses,ɀ 

without apology) won three gold medals in sprint events on the track. Cassius Clay, 

later known as Muhammad Ali , won boxing's light -heavyweight gold medal.  

Australian  athlete Herb Elliott  won the men's 1500 metres.  Abebe Bikila of Ethiopia  

won the marathon bare-footed to become the first black African  Olymp ic champion.  

South Africa  appeared in the Olympic arena for the last time under its apartheid  

regime.  As for  Great Britain, Peter Radford won a bronze medal 100 metres; but this 

was long before the glorious period of Coe and Ovett: it was a time when British 

ÙÜÕÕÌÙÚȮɯ ÔÌÕɯ ÓÐÒÌɯ ȿ/ÜÍÍÐÕÎɀɯ &ÖÙËÖÕɯ /ÐÙÐÌɯ ÈÕËɯ 8ÖÙÒÚÏÐÙÌÔÈÕ Derek Ibbotson 

ÙÌÎÜÓÈÙÓàɯȿÓÖÚÛɀɯÐÕɯÔÐËËÓÌɯËÐÚÛÈÕÊÌɯÙÈÊÌÚȮɯÛÖɯÔÌÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÌßÖÛÐÊɯÍÖÙÌÐÎÕɯÕÈÔÌÚȮɯÓÐÒÌɯ$ÔÐÓɯ

Zatopek.  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/United_Kingdom
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Wilma_Rudolph
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Wilma_Rudolph
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Muhammad_Ali
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Muhammad_Ali
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Australian
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Herb_Elliott
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Abebe_Bikila
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ethiopia
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Marathon_(sport)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Africa
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/South_Africa
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Apartheid
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The Government changed the law with regard to betting. Prior to the Betting 

and Gaming Act  of 1960, there were no betting shops and people who wanted to bet 

on horseracing had (theoretically) to go a racecourse and place a bet there.  The 

practice ÖÍɯÌÔ×ÓÖàÐÕÎɯȿÙÜÕÕÌÙÚɀɯÛÖɯÊÖÓÓÌÊÛɯÚÛÈÒÌÚɯÍÙÖÔɯ×ÜÕÛÌÙÚɯÈÕËɯÛÈÒÌɯÛÏÌÔɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ

bookmakers on the course, was illegal, though it must certainly have been 

wi despread in Liverpool, to judge from the number of times boys at school referred 

ÛÖɯȿÉÖÖÒÐÌɀÚɯÙÜÕÕÌÙÚɀȭɯɯ(ɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÈÚÚÜÔÌËɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÈÚɯÐÕɯÑÌÚÛȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛɯȿÉÖÖÒÐÌɀÚɯÙÜÕÕÌÙɀɯ

ÞÈÚɯÈɯÒÐÕËɯÖÍɯÐÕÚÜÓÛȮɯÓÐÒÌɯÊÈÓÓÐÕÎɯÚÖÔÌÖÕÌɯÈɯȿ×ÐÔ×ɀɯȹÈÓÚÖɯÞÐËÌÚ×ÙÌÈËɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÈÔÔÈÙɯ

school); but perhaps some of the older boys did get involved in it (running for 

bookies, I mean, though some of them may also have become pimps after they left 

school). 

The Act of Parliament legalised betting shops. There was a good deal of 

Puritanism still in Britain in 1960 and the government felt obliged to argue that the 

legalising of betting shops would take gambling off the streets and bring the 

×ÙÖÍÌÚÚÐÖÕɯÖÍɯÉÖÖÒÐÌɀÚɯÙÜÕÕÌÙɯÛÖɯÈÕɯÌÕËȭɯɯ(ÛɯÔÈàɯÏÈÝÌɯËÖÕÌɯÛÏÐÚȰɯÉÜÛɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯ

hand, the national addiction t o betting vastly exceeded all predictions.  After 1 May 

1961 (when the Act came into force) betting shops opened at a rate of 100 a week. 

After six months there were already 10,000; and around 1,000 casinos were opened 

in the first five years. Betting became one of the most vibrant and profitable parts of 

the new British economy.  My father thought that the change was a clear sign of 

ÔÖÙÈÓɯËÌÊÈàȭɯɯ'ÌɯÚÏÈÙÌËɯÛÏÌɯÝÐÌÞɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÖÓËɯ/ÜÙÐÛÈÕÚɯÖÍɯ"ÙÖÔÞÌÓÓɀÚɯÛÐÔÌȯɯÛÏÈÛɯÈÓÓɯ

betting and gambling was wrong.  The differ ence was that whereas the seventeenth 

century Puritan believed that the individual who placed a bet was placing his fate in 

the hands of the pagan Goddess Dame Fortune, rather than in the hands of God ɬ 

and gaming was therefore blasphemous ɬ my father simp ly believed that it was 

frivolous and almost inevitably led to an increase in debt, marital discord, 

bankruptcy, ruin and moral turpitude.   

  ÓÍÙÌËɯ'ÐÛÊÏÊÖÊÒɀÚɯfilm Psycho was being shown at The Carlton cinema in 

Tuebrook,3 which I regularly went past on the number 12 bus into town.  I did not 

see the film myself, but other boys did, probably illegally; and said it was the most 

frightening thing they had ever seen.  I am not sure, in fact that I have ever seen it 

from beginning to end ; but the scene where the girl in the shower is murdered with 

a knife by Norman Bates (played by Anthony Perkins ) at The Bates Motel (12 cabins, 

12 vacancies, and 12 showers) became legendary.  There were however many 

competitors in the realms of horro.  The horror comic was much in vogue; my pals 

and I used to swop stories from collections of horror stories which were published in 

paperback; and there were short films on the TV late at night about the bizarre as 

well as the horrific e.g . One Step Beyond and The Twilight Zone.  From 1961 Alfred 

Hitchcock presented half hour TV versions of strange stories that he was associated 

with ɬ Alfred Hitchcock Presents. 

                                                           
3 I am grateful to my sister and brother, each of whom p oint out that the name of the cinema was The 

Carlton.  I had remembered it as The Gaumont. 

http://www.filmsite.org/psyc.html
http://www.filmsite.org/psyc.html
http://www.filmsite.org/psyc.html
http://www.filmsite.org/psyc.html
http://www.filmsite.org/psyc.html
http://www.filmsite.org/psyc.html
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Home 

 

It was around this time that I acquired a model railway.  My first (which was 

a Christmas present) was a Triang; but then I progressed onto something bigger and 

better (Hornby?).  Around this time, my parents decided to have the loft floored, so 

as to give me more room.  My brother had more or less taken over our bedroom.  

There was no more room, and so my Uncle Harry, who had been a joiner, bought 

some planks and used his ȿ6ÌÓÚÏÔÈÕɀÚɯÚÊÙÌÞËÙÐÝÌÙɀ (a hammer) to attach them to 

the rafters with lo ng screws.  He did the work mostly on his own; but my father, my 

brother and I helped a bit.  Thereafter, I benefitted from a great deal more privacy; 

and for a period of about three years until we moved  from Lisleholme to Sandfield 

Park.  I could read up there, do my homework; a nd I also had a place for my model 

railway.  It was my private space, and I had warning of anyone  elseɀÚɯÐÔÔÐÕÌÕÛɯ

approach by birtue of the fact that they had to climb a ladder to get up into the loft, 

and the ladder squeaked, a lot. 

My friend Graham Jeffs used to come round and we would spend our time 

constructing and de-constructing the track rather than actually running the trains.  It 

is better to travel than to arrive, and the business of making plans, thinking  about 

how to implement them, and then ac tually building the new layout was somewhat 

more interesting than watching the train s progress around the still somewhat limited 

space available in the loft.  Graham was a whiz at all this, and seemed to have 

inherited a knowledge of electricity and its my steries from his father, who worked at 

/ÓÌÚÚÌàɀÚȭɯɯ%ÖÙɯÌßÈÔ×ÓÌȮɯÏÌɯÚÏÖÞÌËɯÔÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯÊÖÕÕÌÊÛÌËɯÛÏÌɯÌÓÌÊÛÙÐÊɯÓÌads to 

your own tongue , or his, and turned the power on, the tongue would jerk in a very 

interesting fashion.   

The loft was also the scene of other adventures.  I started a fire up there one 

day in the waste paper basket.  Fortunately, it never got out of control.  And my 

brother, with his knowledge of chemical reactions, sometimes used the space as a 

laboratory , producing foul smells and plotting to produce poison gas, to be pumped 

down through the chimney -breast into the house next door, with the aim of killing 

ȿthe WÌÌËɀȮɯÖÜÙɯobnoxious next door neighbour. 4 

.××ÖÚÐÛÌɯ!ÌÕÒàɀÚɯȹ!ÌÕÒÐÌɀÚȳȺɯÍÐÌÓËɯand on the Lisleholme side of Leyfield 

Road there was  a farmhouse, inhabited by a woman called Mabel, who had a horse 

and cart and delivered milk.  Much of the farmland had been sold as the site for 

Lisleholme, where we lived, and the milk must have come from elsewhere since 

there were no cows.  GrahÈÔɯ)ÌÍÍÚɀÚɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÉÈÊÒÌËɯÖÕÛÖɯ,ÈÉÌÓɀÚɯÍÈÙÔȰɯÈÕËɯÙÈÛÚɯÍÙÖÔɯ

                                                           
4 We all three now think we were excessively hard on The Weed.  The poor man must have suffered 

from much private grief.  He and his wife had a child which died when  it was only a few 

weeks old.  Weed was seen emerging from the house, cradling a tiny coffin and sitting in the 

funeral car, the coffin on his knee. 
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the outbuildings were a constant problem for grownups but a delight for Graham, 

who had a taste for killing things even as a boy, and was seldom squeamish.  When 

the farmhouse itself was demolished, they needed the services of ratcatchers from 

miles around.  More housing was then built on the site, some of it occupied by 

young men with fancy cars who seemed to be around the house during normal 

working hours.  These were the new breed of players who signed for Liverpool 

Football Club under the new managership of Bill Shankly (from 1958 -9), though the 

club was only promoted to the First Division in 1962.  One of the players who lived 

round the corner from us was Chris Lawler (Liverpool F .C. 1960-75).  This was a 

badge of pride worn by some of us at the time. 

+ÐÝÌÙ×ÖÖÓɯÐÕɯƕƝƚƔɯÞÈÚɯȿÛÏÌɯÊÐÛàɯÖÍɯÊÏÈÕÎÌɯÈÕËɯÊÏÈÓÓÌÕÎÌɀ, with a population of 

some 750,000, which included 50,000 men employed as dockers.  It had three football 

teams, if you included Tranmere Rovers; but, to tell the truth, my knowledge of it 

was always very limited.  I only ever became familiar with a few bits of West Derby 

(for example, the Village and later Sandfield Park), a few roads on the way from 

6ÌÚÛɯ#ÌÙÉàɯÛÖɯ"ÏÐÓËÞÈÓÓȮɯÈÕËɯÈɯÍÌÞɯÚÛÙÌÌÛÚɯȿÐÕɯ3ÖÞÕɀȭɯɯ6ÏÈÛɯÒÕÖÞÓÌËÎÌɯ(ɯËÐËɯÏÈÝÌɯ

was based on certain well known bus journeys or trips around Liverpool by bicycle.  

Thus I knew the way to Philip Son & Nephew, the bookseller; to Hattons, the model 

ÙÈÐÓÞÈàɯÚÏÖ×ȰɯÛÖɯȿ/ÙÌÊÐÚÐÖÕɯ$ÕÎÐÕÌÌÙÐÕÎɀȮɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÚÖÓËɯÔodels and kits of various 

ÒÐÕËÚȮɯÔÖÚÛÓàɯÖÍɯÊÈÙÚɯÈÕËɯÙÈÐÓÞÈàɯÌÕÎÐÕÌÚȮɯÖÙɯÈÌÙÖ×ÓÈÕÌÚȰɯÈÕËɯÓÈÛÌÙɯÛÖɯ)ÐÔÔàɯ2ÖÌÕÚɀÚɯ

cycle shop in Lower Breck Road. 

I also knew the way to The Tatler and The News Theatre in Town, where one 

could watch films on a Saturday.  I remember going into one or the other, some time 

when I was at The Holt, with a friend.  After half an hour, I became aware that on 

either side of us, there were men with raincoats over their knees; and that the 

raincoats had gradually started to cover our knees as well.  Then, I thought I felt a 

hand on my knee.  The pressure was very slight and the movement was very subtle, 

but repeated.  I suggested to my friend that w e should leave, and we did.  He said 

the same thing had been happening to him, from the gent on the other side.  We 

never discussed the matter further; and I never told anyone else; but I think this was 

probably an example of some kind of mild paedophilia  at work , though it was 

decades before that problem or word was widely discussed or thought to be a 

widespread problem.  

There was also a small cinema in West Derby Village, near The Rookery, which 

was the shop which belonged to the parents of my friend Duncan Woods.  Here, 

there were matinées on a Saturday attended by the local youth.  This was another 

ȿÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛÐÕÎɀɯexperience.  There were no adults in attendance, or so few that they 

were totally unable to exercise any control over the Graham Balfours who led the 

charge, or rather ran riot .  The noise and the catcalling (and worse) was quite 

amazing to me; but my brother seemed to think it was all good fun, possibly because 

he knew some of the malefactors.  I think I was a bit frightened, of authority and of 

getting into tro uble.  On one occasion the noise got so bad that the manager stopped 
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the show, came out, read the Riot Act and retreated into the gloom, whereupon the 

din recommenced immediately . 

 There was a pub in Town called The Legs of Man.  This is associated in my 

mind the dreaded 'Isle of Man Boat' from Liverpool  to Douglas, which provided 

passengers with a convenient way of getting to the Isle, provided that you had a 

taste for adventure and a strong stomach.  Having said that, I only went there once 

myself, many years later (for a wedding) and the passage was calm and trouble free.   

 I cannot claim to be any sort of seaman, just because I came from Liverpool.  

In my day, there were still many boys who would say that they wanted to join the 

Merchant Navy, when asked what career they had in mind; and Alexei Sayle has a 

wonderful joke about a Liverpudlian who spent 'forty years before the mast on the 

5ÈÓ×ÈÙÈÐÚÖɯÙÜÕɀȰɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÚÏÈÙÌËɯÛÏÌÚÌɯÈÔÉÐÛÐÖÕÚȭ 

,àɯÍÈÛÏÌÙɀÚɯÌÓËÌÙɯÚÐÚÛÌÙȮɯ ÜÕÛɯȿ/ÌÎɀȮɯÞÈÚɯÙÌÎÈÙËÌËɯÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÌÊÊÌÕÛÙÐÊɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ

family.   In fact my mother, who had evidently never liked her, thought she was mad.  

/ÌÎɀÚɯÌÊÊÌÕÛÙÐÊÐÛàɯÔÈÕÐÍÌÚÛÌËɯÐÛÚÌÓÍȮɯÚÖɯÍÈÙɯÈÚɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÊÖÕÊÌÙÕÌËȮɯÞÏÌÕɯÚÏÌɯÛÖÖÒɯÛÖɯ

signing herself Tante Marguerite in her letters, and threatened to write a book entitled 

Histoire des Familles Cooper et Thomas.  Her madness was demonstrated when she 

started to study Russian at nightschool, which she did at The Holt, being taught by 

ÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÔàɯ%ÙÌÕÊÏɯÛÌÈÊÏÌÙÚȮɯȿ)ÖÏÕÕàɀɯȹÖÙɯȿ1ÈÛÛàɀȺɯ1ÏÖËÌÕȭɯɯ6ÏÈÛɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÚÌÌÕɯ

by others as an admirable thirst for knowledge was portrayed by mother, to her 

ÍÙÐÌÕËÚȮɯÈÚɯÈɯÚÐÎÕɯÖÍɯÐÕÚÈÕÐÛàȮɯÈÕËɯÈÊÊÌ×ÛÌËɯÉàɯÛÏÌÔɯÈÚɯÚÜÊÏȭɯɯ,àɯÍÈÛÏÌÙɀÚɯÈÛÛÐÛÜËÌɯÞÈÚɯ

more kindly.  I think he felt sorry for Peg, because her home life was not, perhaps, a 

happy one.  Nevertheless he did think she was a little strange and had little time for 

her passion for family history.  

 Peg became intensely interested in this long before others did.  

Unfortunately, m y ×ÈÙÌÕÛÚɀɯÐÕËÐÍÍÌÙÌÕÊÌɯÔÌÈÕÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÝÌÙÚÐÖÕɯÖÍɯÖÜÙɯÍÈÔÐÓàɯÏÐÚÛÖÙàɯ

whic h came down to me was somewhat confused, especially since her approach to 

research was erratic.  (Her motive included the chance to meet long-lost cousins in 

person; and I fear that not all of them welcomed her arrival on their doorsteps as 

warmly as she had hoped). 

There was a story that all elder male children in the Cooper family had been 

called Ashley, like my older brother and my father.  This turned out to be totally 

untrue: there was no-ÖÕÌɯÌÓÚÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÈÔÐÓàɯÖÍɯÛÏÈÛɯÕÈÔÌȭɯɯ3ÏÌÕȮɯÛÏÌɯÜÚÌɯÖÍɯȿ ÚÏÓÌàɀɯ

was supposed to indicate descent from the Ashley Coopers, Earls of Shaftesbury (in 

particular the 7th Earl, who was a philanthropist and factory reformer in the 

nineteenth century , and before him the 1st $ÈÙÓȮɯ ÞÏÖɯ ÞÈÚɯ ÖÕÌɯ ÖÍɯ "ÏÈÙÓÌÚɯ ((ɀÚɯ

Ministers, and later a leading Whig).  Well, I researched the family tree once and got 

back to a John Cooper, my great-great-great grandfather; but he was a haberdasher 

in Tring in the 1840s.  No blue blood there.   

There was a suggestion that the descent from the Earls of Shaftesbury might 

ÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯȿÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÙÖÕÎɯÚÐËÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÉÓÈÕÒÌÛɀɯɬ a coy phrase much in use before 

ÐÓÓÌÎÐÛÐÔÈÊàɯÉÌÊÈÔÌɯÙÌÚ×ÌÊÛÈÉÓÌȭɯɯ/ÌÎɀÚɯÌÝÐËÌÕÊÌɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÐÚɯÚÊÈÕËÈÓÖÜÚɯÚÜÎÎÌÚÛÐÖÕɯÞÈÚɯ

that there was a miniature, handed down in the family, which I have in front of me 
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now.  It shows a Victorian gentleman, dressed in somewhat foppish style, with a 

nose which might be said to be a Cooperish nose, and a lock of hair preserved in the 

back of the case.  This miniature is a nice object ɬ it was valued by Boodle and 

Dunthorne, of Liverpool, in the 1960s and found to be of the right period; but there is 

no evidence that it ever belonged to the Shaftesburys.  My Aunt Peg said she had 

visited the home of the Shaftesburys, and they had a wall where a number of 

miniatures were hanging, and there was one missing; but I am afraid that an air of 

mystery still surrounds this story.  As far as I can see, the ancestral home of the 

2ÏÈÍÛÌÚÉÜÙàÚɯÐÚɯ2Ûɯ&ÐÓÌÚɀÚɯ'ÖÜÚÌȮɯ6ÐÔÉÖÙÕÌɯÐÕɯ#ÖÙest and this is not generally open 

to the public, though for all I know, it may have been in the 1960s.  

The claims to noble, or at any rate gentle, descent, on the Thomas side of the 

ÍÈÔÐÓàɯÞÌÙÌɯÐÍɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÌÝÌÕɯÔÖÙÌɯÌßÛÙÈÝÈÎÈÕÛȭɯɯ/ÌÎɀÚɯÔÖÛÏÌÙȮɯÔàɯȿ-ÈÕÈɀȮɯwas 

Margaret Thomas, originally from Knutsford.  Her mother ɬ my great-grandmother, 

Eliza Jane Thomas - was born Eliza Jane Massey.  The story was that she used to 

ȿbring home her earnings from working in the fields ɀȮɯÛÖɯÏÌÙɯÍÈÛÏÌÙɯ%ÙÈÕÊÐÚɯ,assey 

ȿÛÖɯÏÌÓ×ɯpay for the lawsuit ɀȭɯɯ(ɯÚÜ××ÖÚÌɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÈÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯƕƜƛƔÚɯÖÙɯȿƜƔÚȮɯÚÐÕÊÌɯ-ÈÕÈɯÞÈÚɯ

born circa 1886.  So what was this lawsuit about?    

The Masseys had a considerable history in the County of Cheshire.  Our Nana 

apparently always said that her Masseys came from Dunham Massey, while Cousin 

Fred said that in Cheshire ȿtherÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÈÚɯÔÈÕàɯÈÚÚÌÚɯÈÚɯ,ÈÚÚÌàÚȰɀɯɯÈÕËɯ$ÓÐáÈɯ)ane 

Thomas used to ÚÈàɯÛÏÈÛɯȿÉàɯÙÐÎÏÛÚɯÚÏÌɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÈÉÓÌɯÛÖɯÙÐËÌɯÐÕɯÏÌÙɯÖÞÕɯ

carriage round Knut sÍÖÙËɀ.  In its fully developed form, the myth was that some 

young Massey squire had fathered a child on a young girl of peasant stock, giving 

rise to our poverty -stricken (but honest) side of the Massey family; but that Francis 

,ÈÚÚÌàɯÒÕÌÞɯÛÏÌɯÛÙÜÛÏɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÛÛÌÙɯÈÕËɯÚÌÕÛɯ$ÓÐáÈɯ)ÈÕÌɯÛÖɯÊÖÓÓÌÊÛɯȿÏush-ÔÖÕÌàɀɯ

from the big house (was it Dunham Massey Hall, or Tatton Park?)  But that tale is 

ÐÕÊÖÔ×ÈÛÐÉÓÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÐËÌÈȮɯÈÓÚÖɯÊÜÙÙÌÕÛȮɯÛÏÈÛɯȿÐÍɯÞÌɯÏÈËɯÖÜÙɯÙÐÎÏÛÚȮɯÞÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯ

ÓÖÙËÚɯÖÍɯ#ÜÕÏÈÔɯ,ÈÚÚÌàɤ3ÈÛÛÖÕɯ/ÈÙÒɀȮɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÐÓÓÌÎÐÛÐÔÈÛÌɯÊÏÐÓËÙÌÕɯÏÈËɯÕÖɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÛo 

inherit property on an intestacy until very recently.  Perhaps I am trying to inject an 

element of logic here, where it really does not belong. 

There remains, however, one piece of intriguing evidence, though it is 

difficult to say what it is evidence of .  During her heroic but unsung researches, 

conducted during the early 1960s when no-one else was interested, Aunt Peg camer 

into possession of a document; and I find that I have this now too.  It is a petition 

filed by Charles Massey, said to be my great-great-ÎÙÈÕËÍÈÛÏÌÙɀÚɯÜÕÊÓÌ, perhaps with 

the House of Lords; and it asks in the most moving but hopeless terms, for justice to 

be done, at long last. 

The petition is dated at London, 19 December 1816.  It claims ownership of 

some property or other on the basis that it is theirs by right although the Masseys 

have always paid a rent of £2/5s/- for it.   Reference is made to a John Massey, who 

originally made this claim in 1781, when he put a plate on the pew door at 

Hollingsgreen (?) Chapel in the township of Brixton in the parish of W arrington.   It is 

said that the Masseys were at some date deprived of their estate by the Tempest 
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family.  Since then the Tempests have paid the Crown t he sum in question, but in the 

name of the Masseys. 

The Petition has clearly been drafted by a litigant in person, and does not 

make much sense; but Charles Massey clearly felt that there had been some 

skulduggery on the part of the foul Tempests; and there is a tone of outraged 

innocence which appeals to me, even after 200 years:  

   

Since your petitioner started a lawsuit against Stephen Tempest, some persons have taken 

down the monument out of their chapel in Warrington church in order that their family may 

not be traced and also taken their names out of the Register. 

 

So my lords the question that your petitioner humbly prays to put before your lordships is ? 

have not Government always considered that Masseys was the family that enjoyed the 

property and my lords does it not ? that Masseys are still the holders of the property...   Your 

×ÌÛÐÛÐÖÕÌÙɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÓÐÝÌÚɯÐÕɯÏÖ×ÌȱɯàÖÜɯÞÐÓÓɯÈÓÓÖÞɯàÖÜÙɯ×ÌÛÐÛÐÖÕÌÙɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÌÕÛÐÛÓÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÌÔÐÚÌÚɯ

ÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙÚɯÛÏÌɯÜÕÓÈÞÍÜÓɯÐÕÛÙÜËÌÙÚɯÒÌÌ×ÐÕÎɯÛÏÌÔɯÉàɯÛàÙÈÕÕàɯȱ 

 

I have to say that, when presented with the evidence that there might be 

something in the ancestral claim to the Massey inheritance, my father wisely took 

the line that the kindly and wise John Jarndyce had taken towards the far more 

famous  lawsuit of Jarndyce v Jarndyce ɬ Suffer any wrong that can be done you rather 

than come [to the court of Chancery].  Litigation was likely to end in bankruptcy, 

madness and worse.  Dickens had had good reasons for writing Bleak House; and my 

father was undoubtedly right; but I retain a certain curiosity to know more.  

 ÜÕÛɯ/ÌÎɀÚɯÏÐÚÛÖÙÐÊÈÓɯÙÌÚÌÈÙÊÏÌÚɯÔÜÚÛɯÏÈÝÌ occupied several years; but 1960 is 

a suitable year to relate them to because that was the year when Gerald Vernon 

,ÈÚÚÌàɯȿÛÏÌɯÓÈÚÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ,ÈÚÚÌàÚɀɯȹÖÙɯÖÍɯÛÏÖÚÌɯÞÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÊÖÕÊÌÙÕÌËɯÞÐÛÏȺȮɯÞÈÚɯÒÐÓÓÌËȭɯɯ

He was the son of Frederick and Elsie Massey of 260 Lovely Lane, Warrington; and, 

according to a family tree prepared by Aunt Peg and sent to me in the late 1970s, 

Frederick Massey was descended from Sir William Massey of Tatton, who died in 

1272; and, more recently, he was a nephew of that Eliza Jane Massey who was my 

great grandmother .  

Gerald was educated at Warrington and aÛÛÌÕËÌËɯ 2Ûɯ !ÈÙÕÈÉÈÚɀÚɯ ÚÊÏÖÖÓȮɯ

Bewsey !ÖàÚɀɯÚÊÏÖÖÓɯÈÕËɯ!ÖÛÌÓÌÙɯ&rammar School.  He went to the Universit y of 

Nottingham, where he read Physics.  He served with the RAF between 1945 and 

1948.  His squadron leader gave him a reference ÚÈàÐÕÎɯÏÌɯÏÈËɯȿÎÐÝÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÜÓÓÌÚÛɯ

ÚÈÛÐÚÍÈÊÛÐÖÕɀɯÈÕËɯwas ȿÈÕɯÌßÛÙÌÔÌÓàɯÐÕÛÌÓÓÐÎÌÕÛɯÛà×Ìɀȭɯ He played an active part in 

Station affairs, sports, recreation etc.  He joined the UK Atomic Energy Authority in 

1951 and at first worked at Culceth.  He was sent to work in Dounreay in September 

1956, and promoted to Senior Experimental Officer. "ÓÌÈÙÓàɯÈÕɯȿÈÓÓ-rounderɀȮɯÏÌɯ

remained a mountaineer, astronomer, poet, actor and sportsman. Also he enjoyed 

public speaking ɬ after he died, his parents gave a plaque to encourage skill and 

efficiency in the art.  
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The Culceth Chronicle reported that Gerald Vernon Massey ȿÍÌÓÓɯÛÖɯÏÐÚɯËÌÈÛÏɯÍÖÙÔɯÛÏÌ 

slopes of Ben Hope, Sutherlandɀ, on 7 February 1960, aged 33.  An article was 

publish ed in the Pincerna Magazine of the Boteler School vol. VI no 7 July 1960 

ÞÏÐÊÏɯÈËËÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯȿ×ÓÜÕÎÌËɯÖÝÌÙɯÈɯ×ÙÌÊÐ×ÐÊÌɯÞÏÐle glissading on the slopes of Ben 

'Ö×ÌɀɯÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÍÜÕÌÙÈÓɯÚÌÙÝÐÊÌɯÈÛɯ!ÖÓËɯ2ÛÙÌÌÛɯ,ÌÛÏÖËÐÚÛɯ"ÏÜÙÊÏȭ  A 

service of remembrance was held in the Congregational Church, Thurso , on 19 

February  1960.  His parents published a commemorative booklet from which the 

above information is taken.  It also contained several poems by him, including The 

Song of the Neutron.  Another, entitled In Memoriam and beginning with the line 

ȿ%ÐÎÏÛȮɯ,ÈÎàÈÙȮɯÍÐÎÏÛȱɀɯɯclearly commemorated the Hungarian Uprising of 1956.   

Everyone clearly thought that Gerry was a very fine chap, and there was 

plenty of evidence to confirm this  ɬ he was the recipient of the Liverpool Shipwreck 

ÈÕËɯ'ÜÔÈÕÌɯ2ÖÊÐÌÛàɀÚɯÉÙÖÕáÌɯÔÌËÈÓɯÈÕËɯÊÌÙÛÐÍÐÊÈÛÌɯÍÖÙɯÙÌÚÊÜÐÕÎɯÈɯÉÖàɯÍÙÖÔɯ2ÈÕÒÌàɯ

Brook in December 1943; but he never married.  I quote from the commemorative 

booklet: 

 

Mr Massey was interested in drama, cricket, swimming and badminton, and had been on 

mountain climbing expeditions in Eire, France, Spain and Norway in which latter country 

he was awarded a badge for climbing the highest mountain there. Galdhøpiggen (2469 

ÔÌÛÙÌÚȺȱɯ 

 

At grammar school he formed a close friendship with Dr Keith Warburton, another 

Warrington man, who vanished last year (1959) with members of an expedition he was 

leading in the Himalayas.  The two had often climbed together on mountains in North Wales, 

Scotland and the Lake District.  When Dr Warburton married in 1958, Mr Massey was his 

best man.   

 

And finally, there is this pathetic sentence:  

 

He was evidently also interested in family history. 

 

2ÖɯÐÛɯÓÖÖÒÚɯÈÚɯÐÍɯ"ÏÈÙÓÌÚɯ,ÈÚÚÌàɀÚɯ/ÌÛÐÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯƕƜƕƚȮɯÞÏÐÊÏɯI inherited from Aunt Peg, 

ÏÈËɯÖÙÐÎÐÕÈÓÓàɯÉÌÌÕɯ&ÌÙÈÓËɀÚȰɯÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÛɯÊÈÔÌɯÛÖɯÏÌÙɯÐÕɯƕƝƚƔȮɯÝÐÈɯ&ÌÙÈÓËɀÚɯÍÈÛÏÌÙȭɯɯɯ

The tradition here is that, when Gerald was killed, Fred had no further use for the 

Petition, or for it, or for a number of other documents whi ch Gerald had collected, 

and therefore gave the entirety to Peg, remarking that she might as well have the 

papers because they were ȿÈɯÓÖÛɯÖÍɯold ÙÜÉÉÐÚÏɀȭ 

 

 

School 

 

My school report for Summer 1960: 
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Form II A J. Rhoden form master 

 

Height 4 ft 11 ½; Weight 6 st 3lbs 

 

1 minus overall 

[1s in all ȿacademicɀ subjects] 

 

How strange and modern the new date had seemed in January 1960, when you 

wrote it at down at the start of each exercise: almost like a piece of science fiction; 

and at first, you had to mak e a conscious effort to remember that it was 1960 now, 

not some date in the 1950s; but after a week or two, you started to write it with 

confidence; and soon enough 1961 takes over from 1960.   

I got my 250 yards swimming certificate in 1960; and it must have been that 

year that my brother took G CE (General Certificate of Edcuation) ȿ.ɀɯÓÌÝÌÓȮɯÞÐÕÕÐÕÎɯ

the Treeby Memorial prize for the best performance.  I always felt an obligation to 

live up to what he had achieved, and was regularly reminded of it by teachers, like 

ȿ#ÐÊÒÐÌɀɯ!ÈÙÛÖÕȮɯ$ÊÊÌɯ+ÖÞÌɯÈÕËɯ ÓÉÌÙÛɯ6ÐÓÚÖÕȭɯɯ ÚÏÓÌàɀÚɯ×ÌÙÍÖÙÔÈÕÊÌɯÞÈÚɯÕÖɯÍÓÜÒÌȭɯɯ

He was very bri ght, excelling in all subjects except P.E.; and he had been Junior chess 

champion of Liverpoo lȮɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÞÏÐÊÏɯ(ɯÒÕÌÞɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÌÔÜÓÈÛÌȭɯɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯ

have either the brain or the killer instinct for chess ɬ or for that matter for Maths . 

In the second year, we started Latin, and the Latin master, Albert Wilson, was 

one of the most intelligent and interesting men I have ever met.  There were many 

stories about him.  It was said that, since he could teach anything to anybody, he had 

been employed during the War in teaching recruits to operate radio sets, something 

which he knew nothing about but which he mastered in no time.  His technique, 

with Latin, at least to begin with, was to walk around the classroom, talking the 

language as he went.  So, he would say ȿÈÔÉÜÓÖɀɯȻ(ɯÞÈÓÒȼɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÞÈÓÒÌËȮɯÛÏÌÕɯȿÚÌËÌÖɀɯ

[I sit] when he sat down.  Then he would point to a boy and address him, saying 

ȿÚÌËÌÚɀɯȻàÖÜɯÈÙÌɯÚÐÛÛÐÕÎȼɯÛÏÌÕȮɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÛÈÓÒÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌɯÉÖàȮɯÏÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯ×ÖÐÕÛɯÛÖɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯ

ÉÖàɯÈÕËɯÚÈàɯȿÚÌËÌÛɀɯȻÏÌɯÐÚɯÚÐÛÛÐÕÎȼȰɯÈÕËɯso on.  It seemed to work a treat with young 

and impressionable minds, thirsty for knowledge, which I suppose most of us in 2A 

were.   

We certainly learned all about grammar through the vehicle of Latin.  I think 

we also learned about English grammar in English lessons, but not in the same depth 

as we learned about it in Latin.  Conjugation, declension, ablative absolute, the 

ÎÌÙÜÕËȭɯɯ ÓÉÌÙÛɯÛÖÖÒɯÜÚɯÍÖÙɯ+ÈÛÐÕɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÔÜÊÏɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÞÈàɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÖɯȿ.ɀɯÓÌÝÌÓɯÈÕËɯ(ɯ

cannot remember that there were many boys who rejected it on the grounds of it 

ÉÌÐÕÎɯÈɯȿËÌÈËɀɯÓÈÕÎÜÈÎÌɯÖÙɯȿÐÙÙÌÓÌÝÈÕÛɀȭɯɯ'ÌɯÔÈËÌɯÐÛɯÊÖÔÌɯÈÓÐÝÌȮɯÈÕËɯÖÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌɯÛÏÌÙÌɯ

ÞÌÙÌɯÔÈÕàɯÉÓÖÖËÛÏÐÙÚÛàɯÌ×ÐÚÖËÌÚɯÍÙÖÔɯ"ÈÌÚÈÙɀÚɯ&ÈÓÓÐÊɯ6ÈÙÚȮɯÌÚ×ÌÊÐÈÓÓàɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÏÐÚɯ

invasion of Britain, to keep us interested.   

Having said th at, Albert was a strict disciplinarian, and had perfected a 

technique for maintaining control, which consisted of instilling a high degree of 

terror into us all at the outset ɬ for example by shouting at those guilty of minor 
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misdemeanours ȿHave you ever had a thrashing?ɀ  Albert must have been a 

consummate actor, because we truly believed that he was a very fierce, as well as a 

highly intelligent , man, who would think nothing of sending us to the Headmaster 

ÍÖÙɯÈɯȿÛÏÙÈÚÏÐÕÎɀɯȹÞÏÐÊÏɯÞÌɯÏÈËɯÕÖɯËÖÜÉÛɯÞÖÜÓËɯÉÌ inflicted), whereas ɬ as I learned 

in later years ɬ he was actually the most charming of men, and the Headmaster no 

sadistic torturer either. 

I was never threatened with a thrashing; but on one occasion when my 

homework was not up to standard, and Albert had covered it with red ink, he 

ÚÐÔ×Óàɯ ÈÚÒÌËɯ ÔÌɯ ÐÕɯ Èɯ ÚÌÝÌÙÌɯ ÛÖÕÌɯ ȿ'ÈÚɯ àÖÜÙɯ ÉÙÖÛÏÌÙɯ ÚÌÌÕɯ ÛÏÐÚɯ ÞÖÙÒȳɀɯ 3ÏÌɯ

disapproval (and the comparison) contained in the remark, and the fear that he 

ÔÐÎÏÛɯÙÌ×ÖÙÛɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÈËɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÛÖɯÔàɯÉÙÖÛÏÌÙȮɯÐÍɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛȮɯÞÈÚɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÛÖɯensure a 

marked and immediate improvement, which I took good care to maintain thereafter.  

 My brother and I sometimes rode to school on our bikes, though never 

together I think.  I remember being very worried about him, especially one day 

when we learned that a boy had been killed when he got his wheel stuck in a 

tramline in the centre of Liverpool.  My brother explained that I need not worry, 

because he did not ride the same kind of bike as the unfortunate deceased must have 

ridden.  That bike must have beÌÕɯÈɯȿÙÈÊÌÙɀɯÞÐÛÏɯÝÌÙàɯÛÏÐÕɯÞÏÌÌÓÚȭɯɯ'ÐÚɯÉÐÒÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯ

roadster, with comparatively thick wheel and tyres, which could not possibly get 

stuck in a tramline.  

My friends and I were starting to take an interest in things which were to be 

seen at the bus stop, or from the 61 bus on the way to school.  There was a very 

attractive young woman who walked past, taking her children to the primary school.  

When we started to notice her ɬ probably not in 1960 but certainly by 1963 ɬ we 

ÊÈÓÓÌËɯÏÌÙɯÛÏÌɯȿàÜÔÔàɯ,ÜÔÔàɀȭɯɯ3ÏÌÙe was a man who walked past on the other 

side of the road, with his head leaning backwards at an extreme angle.  My friend 

Chris liked to imitate his strange way of walking, but by good fortune his imitation 

ËÐËɯÕÖÛɯÊÖÔÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÕɀÚɯÈÛÛÌÕÛÐÖÕȮɯÌßÊÌ×ÛɯÖÕɯÖne occasion when we escaped.  

Coming back from school, where we got on the bus at Childwall Fiveways, there a 

schoolgirl who wore very short skirts (before it became fashionable), and whom we 

ÊÈÓÓÌËɯȿ"ÏÐÚÌÓÓàɀȮɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯȹ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒȺɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚÏÈ×ÌɯÖÍɯÏÌÙɯÑÈÞȭɯɯ'er suspenders made a 

deep impression on us all. 

 

 

 

Holidays 

 

We had a couple of holidays at Easter time, staying in a farmhouse in Eaton Bishop, 

near Hereford.  We saw Tintern Abbey, the Hereford World Map ɬ the Mappa Mundi 

- ÈÕËɯÛÖÜÙÌËɯÛÏÌɯ6àÌɯ5ÈÓÓÌàȮɯÐÕÊÓÜËÐÕÎɯ2àÔÖÕËÚɀɯ8ÈÛȭ 

 My parents loved Eaton Bishop because it was so quiet, rural and crime-

free, in comparison with Liverpool .  The house where we stayed was directly 

opposite the parish church, which had a grill over the wooden door.  My father 
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noticed this and remarked to our hostess Mrs Powell that it was such a pity that it 

was necessary to protect the church against thieves and vandals, even in such a 

peaceful country village; but she explained that the grill was there  to protect the 

door against woodpeckers, not people.  

 Teddy Boys were already become a problem in Liverpool.  My father asked 

Mrs Powell if they had any in their part of the world and was amused when she 

ÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȯɯɅ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÉÌɯÖÕÌɯÐÕɯɀereford.'   

 In the summer, we went to Newquay, on the North Coast of Cornwall for 

our two week holiday.  Or rather I think that we stayed in St Columb Minor (not to 

be confused with St Column Major or St Columb Road), in a house and a village that 

were a few miles from Newquay.  In those days, a trip to Cornwall seemed like a real 

expedition, in terms of the time it took to get there by car.  There were no motorways 

down to the South-West; but the Exeter bypass was already to be dreaded, and 

avoided if at all possible, by taking the minor road through Okehampton,  I think we 

allowed about 12 hours for the trip, setting off at a very early hour in the morning, 

with my brother navigating and my father driving, which left Mum, me and my 

sister on the back seat, and (in the case of my sister and I) free to tease the 

unfortunates who happened to be driving behind us with silly faces and private 

jokes.  There were various exotic places to be negotiated along the way ɬ Indian 

Queens being one, Jamaica Inn another. 

 The North Coast of Cornwall is rocky and notorious for its wrecks and vast 

beaches and its Atlantic surf.  I regarded Cornwall as infinitely superior to the places 

we had visited in Wales for years; but I have only hazy memories of this holiday.  

One incident, however occurred at Bedruthan Steps, a spectacular series of rocks set 

A little way off from the main cliffs, on the beach, which become inundated with 

water at a trot to get down to the beach by the steep coastal path, to admire the Steps 

close-up.  3ÏÐÚɯÚÌÌÔÌËɯÚÜÊÏɯÈÕɯÖÉÝÐÖÜÚɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÖɯËÖɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÌɯÌÐÛÏÌÙɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌɯ

ÞÈÙÕÐÕÎɯÚÐÎÕÚɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÖ×ɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÊÓÐÍÍȮɯÖÙɯÞÌɯËÌÊÐËÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌàɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÈ××ÓàɯÛÖɯÜÚȭɯ6Ìɯ

dashed down the cliff path, which did not seem particularly dangerous to us, and 

got down to the b each; but nobody followed, at least not very quickly, so we went 

back up, to find an unusually irate Dad, scolding us for having made the descent 

without permission, indeed in plain contradiction of the clear written warning that 

visitors must not use that  cliff path at all, since it was highly  dangerous.  We were 

ÊÏÈÚÛÌÕÌËȰɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÈÛɯÌÐÛÏÌÙɯÖÍɯÜÚɯÊÖÜÓËɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÍÐÎÜÙÌɯÖÜÛɯÞÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÍÜÚÚɯ

was all about. 
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The flower which Gerald Massey us wearing  suggests that the photograph was 

taken at the wedding of his friend, Keith Warburton, in 1958 (see below).  
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,ÈÙÛÐÕɀÚɯ"ÙÖÍÛɯɬ the house where we stayed in Eaton Bishop 

 

 

 
 

The Church in Eaton Bishop, which was under attack from woodpeckers  
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There was a place near Buxton where we went for picnics on a Sunday; and where I 

could climb some rocks in safety.  Nonetheless, this picture is a bit of a cheat, since 

my feet are probably only around 4 feet off the ground.  
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Chapter 9 

1961 Runaway 
 

Pop Music 

As I walk along,  

I wonder,  

I wa wa wa wa wonder. 

What went wrong 

With our love, 

A love that was so strong? 

 

Del Shannon Runaway 

Johnny Tillotson Poetry in Motion 

Elvis Presley Are You Lonesome Tonight? 

The Everly Brothers Walk Right Back 

Elvis Presley Wooden Heart 

The Temperance Seven You're Driving Me Crazy 

The Marcels Blue Moon 

Elvis Presley Surrender 

Helen Shapiro You Don't Know 

John Leyton Johnny Remember Me 

The Highwaymen  Michael (Row the Boat) 

Helen Shapiro Walkin' Back to Happiness 

Elvis Presley His Latest Flame 

Frankie Vaughan Tower of Strength 

Bobby Vee Take Good Care of My Baby 

Danny Williams  Moon River 

 

Four records by Elvis Presley!  

 

(ÕɯÎÌÕÌÙÈÓȮɯÓàÙÐÊÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÊÖàɯÖÙɯÔàÚÛÌÙÐÖÜÚȰɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÈÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÙÜÌɯÖÍɯ!ÖÉÉàɯ#ÈÙÐÕɀÚɯ

Multiplication .  It was all too obvious what this song was about: 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Del_Shannon
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Runaway_(Del_Shannon_song)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Johnny_Tillotson
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Poetry_in_Motion_(song)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Elvis_Presley
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Are_You_Lonesome_Tonight%3F_(song)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Everly_Brothers
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Walk_Right_Back
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Elvis_Presley
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Wooden_Heart
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Temperance_Seven
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/You%27re_Driving_Me_Crazy
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Marcels
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Blue_Moon_(song)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Elvis_Presley
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Surrender_(Elvis_Presley_song)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Helen_Shapiro
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/You_Don%27t_Know_(Helen_Shapiro_song)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/John_Leyton
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Johnny_Remember_Me
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Highwaymen_(folk_band)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Michael_Row_the_Boat_Ashore
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Helen_Shapiro
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Walkin%27_Back_to_Happiness
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Elvis_Presley
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/(Marie%27s_the_Name)_His_Latest_Flame
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Frankie_Vaughan
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tower_of_Strength
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bobby_Vee
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Take_Good_Care_of_My_Baby
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Danny_Williams_(musician)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Moon_River
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Multiplication  

That's the name of the game! 

And each generationȱ 

They play the same.  

 

 

The World 

 

&ÖàÈɀÚɯ×ÖÙÛÙÈÐÛɯÖÍɯ3ÏÌɯ#ÜÒÌɯÖÍɯ6ÌÓÓÐÕÎÛÖÕɯÞÈÚɯÈÊØÜÐÙÌËɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÕÈÛÐÖÕɯand almost 

immediately stolen from the National Gallery by a disabled pensioner , as a protest. 

Following the theft, a government enquiry examined how the burglary had taken 

place; and this led to widespread impr ovements to the security of public buildings .  

The thief was in fact a very ordinary man called Kempton Bunton, who started to 

send notes, demanding that the sum of £140,000 be paid to charity.   He announced 

ȿMy sole object in all this was to set up a charity to buy TV licences for old and poor 

people who seem to be neglected in an affluent society.ɀɯɯȹ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÌÝÌÕÛÜÈÓÓàɯÙÌÝÌÈÓÌËɯ

that he had served time in prison after repeatedly refusing to pay the TV licence fee).   

Over the years a number of notes were received, leading to intense 

speculation in thÌɯ/ÙÌÚÚɯÈÕËɯÝÈÙÐÖÜÚɯÈÛÛÌÔ×ÛÚɯÛÖɯÚÌÊÜÙÌɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÐÕÛÐÕÎɀÚɯÙÌÓÌÈÚÌȰɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌɯ

ÔÐÚÚÐÕÎɯ&ÖàÈɯÙÌÔÈÐÕÌËɯÐÕɯ!ÜÕÛÖÕɀÚɯÏÈÕËÚɯÜÕÛÐÓɯÏÌɯÌÝÌÕÛÜÈÓÓàɯÎÈÝÌɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯÜ×ɯÐÕɯ

July 1965.  He was then charged on five counts: larceny of the picture and the frame; 

demanding money from  Lord Robbins (chairman of the Trustees of the National 

Gallery) with menaces; demanding money with menaces from the editor of the Daily 

Mirror ; and causing a nuisance to the public.  His QC argued that the offence of 

ȿÓÈÙÊÌÕàɀɯneeded proof of a intent to sell or keep the work, and neither had been 

×ÙÖÝÌËȯɯ!ÜÕÛÖÕɯÏÈËɯÔÌÙÌÓàɯȿÉÖÙÙÖÞÌËɀ the painting.  However, although he was 

acquitted on the other four charges, Bunton was convicted of stealing the frame, and 

sentenced to three months' imprisonment. This led to the inclusion of a specific 

section in the Theft Act  ÖÍɯƕƝƚƜȮɯÔÈÒÐÕÎɯÐÛɯÐÓÓÌÎÈÓɯÛÖɯȿremove without authority any 

object displayed or kept for display to the public in a building to which the public 

ÏÈÝÌɯÈÊÊÌÚÚɀ.  Throughout the period 1961-5, the Goya featured regularly in the Giles 

cartoon books which we pored over at Christmas time.  There was no specific 

reference to it: the painting was simply drawn in part of the cartoon, perhaps 

protruding from behind a door in the living room, while Granma, Auntie Vera and 

the rest went about their business. 

 The Cold War was hotting up.  In April 1961, Cuban exiles, with some 

backing from the United States, tried unsuccessfully to invade Cuba.  This was an 

ignominious outcome for President Kennedy, who had just lau nched the Peace 

Corps.  In August 1961 the East German authorities constructed an ugly concrete 

wall to divide East from West Berlin, because so many people were escaping to the 

West, despite the fact that they could be shot if caught in the act.  As is well known, 

the Wall remained in place until 1989 and it seemed (to most people in the West) to 

http://www.absolutelyrics.com/lyrics/view/bobby_darin/multiplication/
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be living proof that the East was no sort of Paradise, if the Communists had to try so 

hard to keep their people from voting, even with their feet.  

Sierra Leone, Tanganyika and British Cameroons become independent; South 

Africa left the Commonwealth.  The Russians launched the First Man into Space ɬ 

Yuri Gagarin, who visited Britain in Ju ly, three months after his flight in the 

spaceship Vostok.  He landed at Manchester airport and was acclaimed by vast 

enthusiastic crowds wherever he went.  The scale of the welcome caught the 

authorities by surprise, because the visit had originally been conceived as a trade-

union sponsored tour.  It seemed as if the Russians were going to take over Space as 

well as the World!  Khruschev, First Secretary of the Communist Party of the Soviet 

Union, had ÛÏÙÌÈÛÌÕÌËɯÛÖɯȿÉÜÙàɀɯÜÚȰɯÈÕËɯit seemed increasingly  possible that he had 

the means to do so.  &ÈÎÈÙÐÕɀÚɯÍÓÐÎÏÛɯËemonstrated that the Russians had more 

accurate and more powerful rockets  than we did.  The Russians seemed to get 

everything right, in terms of space exploration, while the Americans repeatedly 

made the most disastrous mistakes.  The Russians sent up rocket after rocket, always 

achieving something new, while the Americans had a succession of flops and 

disasters (only redeeming the position when they put the first man on the Moon in 

1969).  I remember a Giles cartoon which showed two Russian holidaymakers 

sunbathing on the Moon, and watching the Earth through binoculars.  They catch 

sight of the latest American rocket, taking off from Cape Canaveral (later renamed 

Cape Kennedy), describing a short arc across the Caribbean and plunging back 

down into the sea, and make some caustic remark, as they sink back into their 

deckchairs.   

But my father shrewdly pointed out that America was a free society and the 

USSR was not.  Whereas the Americans gave wide publicity to everything they did ɬ 

showing most things live on TV, so that you knew about their failures as well as 

their successes ɬ the Russians only told you what they wanted you to hear.  He was 

proved right, several years after his death, when we learned more about the Soviet 

record in space, ËÜÙÐÕÎɯ&ÖÙÉÈÊÏÌÝɀÚɯGlasnost years, and when the Soviet Union fell 

apart and the archives were opened in 1991.  It turned out that the Russians had had 

numerous failures themselves in space (including catastrophic loss of life) but they 

had never told anyone at the time, not even their domestic public.  

In London  Special Branch officers arrested five people, all of whom were part 

of ÛÏÌɯȿ/ÖÙÛÓÈÕËɯ2py Ringɀ. One of the five was Gordon Lonsdale.  He turned out to 

be a Russian, with a naval background.  He was tried, along with Ethel Gee and the 

others.  Still refusing to reveal his real ide ntity, Lonsdale was sentenced to 25 years 

in jail in March 1961. He was taken to Winson Green Prison, Birmingham , where he 

was said to have fraternised with some of the  Great Train Robbers.  On 22 April 1964 

he was exchanged for Greville Wynne , a British businessman apprehended and 

convicted in Moscow for his contacts with  Oleg Penkovsky. As part of the process, 

the Soviets admitted that Lonsdale was a spy and gave the British his real name, 

which was Konon Molody . 

http://history1900s.about.com/od/1960s/qt/firstmaninspace.htm
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/London
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Special_Branch
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Birmingham_(HM_Prison)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Birmingham
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Great_Train_Robbery_(1963)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Greville_Wynne
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Oleg_Penkovsky
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 My father was always in favour of the death penalty.  He claimed he would 

ÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯ×ÙÌ×ÈÙÌËɯÛÖɯËÖɯÛÏÌɯÑÖÉɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍȮɯÐÍɯÛÏÌàɯÌÝÌÙɯÙÈÕɯÚÏÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÏÈÕÎÔÌÕȭɯɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯ

see that he would have done that; but he was quite vehement on the subject.  Among 

the last executions in Britain was that of James Hanratty (on 4 April 1962 in Bedford 

Prison).  Hanratty was a professional car thief, convicted of the murder of Michael 

Gregsten at Deadman's Hill on the A6, near the village of  Clophill  in Bedfordshire, 

on 23 August 1961. Gregsten's companion Valerie Storie was raped and shot at the 

same time. She survived but testified at the trial, despite being paralysed by her 

injuries.  

What made Hanratty special was that his guilt was hotly disputed, and over a 

period of many years. The case for a pardon was pursued by his family as well as by 

opponents of capital punishment and in particular by Paul Foot (1937-2004), an 

industrious journalist an controversialist, who wrote a book on the subject entitled 

Who Killed Hanratty? The case was eventually referred back to the Court of Appeal in 

2002, which decided (partly on the basis of newly-available DNA evidence) that 

'ÈÕÙÈÛÛàɀÚɯÎÜÐÓÛɯhad been established beyond reasonable doubt .  Paul Foot and some 

other campaigners continued to believe in his innocence and argued that the DNA 

evidence could have been contaminated. 

 

 

Home 

 

MAD magazine, whose editor was Alfred E. Neuma n (motto ɬ What me, worry?)  was 

a favourite in our house , at least with my sister and I.  My sister was very adept at 

ÙÌÊÐÛÐÕÎɯÓÖÕÎɯ×ÈÚÚÈÎÌÚɯÍÙÖÔɯÐÛɯÉàɯÏÌÈÙÛȮɯ×ÈÙÛÐÊÜÓÈÙÓàɯÖÕÌɯÈÉÖÜÛɯȿÛÏÌɯÈÔÈáÐÕÎɯÈÝÌÙÈÎÌɯ

ÊÓÖËɀȮɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÞÈÚɯÍÜÓÓɯÖÍɯÜÕÒÐÕËɯÙÌÔÈÙÒÚɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯunintelligent (American) masses.  

There was also a routine, which delighted my father, about the need to set off on 

holiday before other people did  

 

Letɀs go, letɀs go, letɀs go before the crowds go! 

 

1961, according to Mad Magazine, was the first reversible date for many 

centuries: it read the same way if looked at in the mirror, and you could even turn it 

upside down and it was still 1961.  This fascinated the more intelligent boys at The 

Holt.   

#ȭ'ȭ+ÈÞÙÌÕÊÌɀÚɯ+ÈËàɯ"ÏÈÛÛÌÙÓÌàɀÚɯLover ȹ×Ö×ÜÓÈÙÓàɯÒÕÖÞÕɯÈÚɯȿ+ÈËàɯ"ɀȺɯÔÈËÌɯ

an impact in our house, just as it did throughout the whole country ; but only in an 

indirect fashion.  The full unexpurgated edition of the novel had been published 

by Penguin Books in Britain in 1960.  The publishers were then tried under the new 

Obscene Publications Act of 1959, which made it possible for publishers to escape 

conviction if they could show that a work was of  literary merit . One of the objections 

ÞÈÚɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÍÙÌØÜÌÕÛɯÜÚÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙËɯȿfuckɀ, another to the use of what is still usually 

ÙÌÍÌÙÙÌËɯÛÖɯȿÛÏÌɯ"ɯÞÖÙËɀȭɯɯ5ÈÙÐÖÜÚɯÈÊÈËÌÔÐÊɯÊÙÐÛÐÊÚɯÈÕËɯÌß×ÌÙÛÚȮɯÐÕÊÓÜËÐÕÎ E. M. 
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http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bedfordshire
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Capital_punishment_in_the_United_Kingdom
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Capital_punishment_in_the_United_Kingdom
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Capital_punishment_in_the_United_Kingdom
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http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Obscene_Publications_Act_1959
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Literary_merit
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Fuck
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/E._M._Forster
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Forster, Richard Hoggart , Raymond Wi lliams and Norman St John-Stevas [d. 2012], 

were called as witnesses, and the verdict, delivered on 2 November 1960, was ȿnot 

guilty ɀ.  The prosecution was ridiculed for being out of touch with the changes in 

society, when the chief prosecutor, Mervyn Griffith -Jones, asked the jury if this was 

ȿÛÏÌɯÒÐÕËɯÖÍɯÉÖÖÒɯàÖÜɯÞÖÜÓËɯÞÐÚÏɯàÖÜÙɯÞÐÍÌɯÖÙɯÚÌÙÝÈÕÛÚɯÛÖɯÙÌÈËɀȭɯɯ.ÕɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÊÒɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ

acquittal, the Penguin second edition was published in 1961; and from that time on, 

at least in the eyes of conservatives, the floodgates were open. 

There were certainly boys who read it  at The Holt ; but Dad would not have it 

ÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÜÚÌȭɯɯ2ÖɯÍÈÙɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÊÖÕÊÌÙÕÌËȮɯÐÛɯÏÈËɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÉÌÌÕɯȿÍÐÓÛÏɀɯÈÕËɯÍÐÓÛÏɯÐÛɯwould 

remain.  He also muttered darkly  ÛÏÈÛɯ#ȭ'ȭ+ÈÞÙÌÕÊÌɯȿÜÕËÌÙÚÛÖÖËɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ

ÞÖÔÌÕɀ (I have no idea what he meant by that); and he also predicted (correctly) 

that the day would now come when a so -called artist would urinate or defecate on 

ÛÏÌɯÍÓÖÖÙɯÈÕËɯÊÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÖËÜÊÛɯȿÈÙÛɀȭɯ(ÛɯÚÛÙÜÊÒɯÔÌɯÈÚɯÖËËɯÛÏÈÛɯ#ÈËɀÚɯÝÐÌÞÚɯÖÕɯÔÖËÌÙÕɯ

art coincided pretty much with those of Nikita Khruschev.  There was a story that 

Mr K had toured an art gallery in Moscow and denounced the deviations that he 

found there, from Socialist Realism, ÈÚɯȿËÖÎɯÔÜÊÒɀȭ 

 .ÕÌɯÖÍɯ#ÈËɀÚɯÑÖÒÌÚȯ 

Before becoming President of South Korea, Syngman Rhee was for many years foreign 

corresponcent for Life magazine, dividing his time between their New York and Seoul. One 

ËÈàȮɯÏÌɯÓÌÍÛɯ-ÌÞɯ8ÖÙÒɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÙÖÜÛÐÕÌɯÛÙÐ×ɯÛÖɯ2ÌÖÜÓȮɯÉÜÛȮɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌàɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÏÌÈÙɯÍÙÖÔɯÏÐÔɯÍÖÙɯÈɯ

while, the New York office became concerned and called the Seoul office. The Seoul office 

confirmed that he had arrived as scheduled but had left almost immediately for North Korea. 

They quoted him as saying that he was not at liberty to say where he could be reached there; 

ÉÜÛɯÞÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯËÖÐÕÎɯÈɯÚÛÖÙàɯÖÕɯÏÖÞɯȿÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÏÈÓÍɀ lived, having promised to cable it to Seoul 

and New York on completion. 

The New York office was still worried and decided to send a correspondent to try to find him. 

This man travelled to Seoul, where they had had an update: Syngman Rhee had called in a 

half hour earlier to say that his story would concern interviews with a taxi driver, a tailor, 

and a restaurant manager, all in Pyongyang. But he still declined to supply a contact 

address. 

So the reporter decided to go to Pyongyang to track him down. At Pyongyang airport he took 

a taxi into town, and although the taxi driver was not the one interviewed by Rhee, he knew 

the driver who had been, and he gave the reporter his name. When the reporter talked to the 

right driver, the latter said that Rhee had planned to interview a tailor in a district known for 

its many tailors. 

 ÎÈÐÕɯÓÜÊÒɯÞÈÚɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÙÙÌÚ×ÖÕËÌÕÛɀÚɯÚÐËÌȯɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯƗȮƙƕƜɯÛÈÐÓÖÙÚȮɯÏÌɯÖÕÓàɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯÛÈÓÒɯÛÖɯƕƛɯ

before finding the one who had been interviewed by Rhee: the latter said Rhee had told him 

that he intended to talk to a restaurant manager located in another suburb of Pyongyang. 

Acting on a hunch that the suburb would be the last one on the commuter train line, our 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/E._M._Forster
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http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Raymond_Williams
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intrepid correspondent took the train for the northern suburbs and got off at the last stop. He 

interviewed a restaurant manager there without success, so he returned to Pyongyang 

Central Station and took a train to the northeast, getting off at the last stop. In this way he 

worked his way around, taking trains to the east, then southeast, and again luck was with 

him. He did not have to get half way around the circuit before arriving at the last town on a 

line running southeast of Pyongyang, where he talked to the manager of one of the town's 

only two restaurants. The manager confirmed that Syngman Rhee had gone to the other one 

for his interview. 

Arriving there, the correspondent talked to the manager, who said that Rhee had just 

interviewed him and was now in the kitchen talking to the staff. The reporter went into the 

kitchen, and there was Syngman Rhee, fit and well, and sipping a cup of tea with the staff 

with his notebook on his knee. The correspondent said, 

Ah, sweet Mr. Rhee of Life, at last I've found you!5 

!ÜÛɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯȿÚÞÌÌÛɯÔàÚÛÌÙàɯÖÍɯÓÐÍÌɀɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÑÖÒÌɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÜ×ÖÕȳɯɯ3ÏÌɯ×ÏÙÈÚÌɯÞÈÚɯ

used in a song in a film made in 1935 - Naughty Marietta; and again in Mel !ÙÖÖÒÚɀÚɯ

Young Frankenstein (1974), starring Gene Wilder.   

 $ÝÌÕɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌɯÖÍɯ#ÈËɀÚɯÑÖÒÌɯÈÉÖÜÛ the President of South Korea, I was 

ÐÕÛÙÐÎÜÌËɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯÔÌÈÕÐÕÎɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ×ÏÙÈÚÌȭɯɯȿ2ÞÌÌÛɯÔàÚÛÌÙàɯÖÍɯÓÐÍÌɀɯÏÈÚɯÚÜÊÏɯÈɯÙÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÐÛȭɯɯ

I had become aware that my parents had a relationship , closely related to 

parenthood, but not entirely the same.  It was, I am sure, a very deep and loving 

relationship .  They had after all been through a lot together ɬ with the war beginning 

two  weeks after they got married .  And t here must have been years when it seemed 

possible, even likely, that the country would be invaded and overrun.  Dad spoke of 

ÛÏÌÐÙɯÏÈÝÐÕÎɯÈÝÖÐËÌËɯȿa hundred years of tyrannyɀȭɯɯ 

And then t here was the decision to postpone having children until they knew 

the war was being won ; but also the mysterious lost baby of 1943.  This was one of 

those things my mothe r told me about , much later after Dad died, but even then, I 

never got the whole of a story, only snatches which I pieced together, probably 

inaccurately.  There had been a quarrel of some kind, during t he War, between Mum 

and Dad and a couple with whom th ey had been best friends.  In some way, this was 

connected with a miscarriage which Mum had had before my brother was born ɬ the  

ȿÓÖÚÛɯÉÈÉàȭɀɯɯAnd there was the mysterious lawsuit, which may or may not have been 

connected.  The landlord tried to evict them but the case was declared a non-suit , 

because tenancies were given some kind of legal protection for the duration of 

hostilities.  (All tenancies?  In that case, why did the landlord even try? ȱȭ)  

                                                           

5 Note: these events took place before the Korean war of 1950-53; Rhee was president of South Korea 

between 1948 and 1960 
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 ,àɯ×ÈÙÌÕÛÚɯËÐËÕɀÛɯØÜÈÙÙÌÓɯÔÜÊÏȰɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÛÌÕÚÐÖÕÚȭ  In later years this 

seemed to revolve around the questions of blood pressure ÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÈÛÌɯÖÍɯ#ÈËɀÚɯ

heart.   

  

Mum ɬ ËÖÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÌßÊÐÛÌËȮɯÐÛɀs not good for you. 

Dad ɬ (ɀm not excited. Youɀre the one whoɀs excited.  You ought to calm down. 

Mum - No ɬ (ɀÔɯÖÕÓàɯgetting ÌßÊÐÛÌËɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÌßÊÐÛÌËȭ 

 

And so on; but the argument never lasted long. 

6ÏÌÕɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÊÏÐÓËȮɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÊÜÙÐÖÜÚɯȿÛÙÈÕÚ×ÖÙÛÌÙɀɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÓàɯ

method of crossing the River Mersey and the Manchester Ship Canal between 

Widnes and Runcorn in Cheshire.  You had a to drive your car onto the transporter, 

which was essentially a large platform which then swung across the river on chains 

suspended from a metal structure above.  It had been in place since 1905, and by the 

1960s was regarded as a curiosity; but there had long been plans to replace it with a 

modern bridge.  Work on the new bridge began in 1956 and it was opened in 1961, 

by Princess Alexandra.  It seemed enormous, and it was a great adventure to drive 

across it for the first time.  In those days, I used to dream a lot, and on one occasion I 

dreamed that the new bridge was faced wit h a terrible catastrophe.  (I had probably 

been reading about the Tay Bridge disaster of 1879, or seen that film of the Tacoma 

Narrows Bridge in the USA, swaying and then collapsing spectacularly into the river 

below, in 1940).  When my mother woke me, to ask if I wanted breakfast, I asked her 

ÐÕɯÈɯÊÖÕÍÜÚÌËɯÞÈàɯȿ'ÖÞɯÐÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÚÈÝÌɯÛÏÌɯÕÌÞɯÉÙÐËÎÌȳɀɯɯ-ÖÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÔàɯÔÖÛÏÌÙɯ

had very clear ideas about the Runcorn bridge herself: when we approached it from 

the Widnes side for the first time in the car, she thought we were go ing to have to 

drive right over the top of the arch, from which the bridge was suspended.  

(Mechanics was not one of her strengths).  

(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÚÈàɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÈÚɯÊÖÕÕÌÊÛÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÜÕÚÈÍÌɯÊÏÈÙÈÊÛÌÙɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÙÐÝÌÙɯ

crossing at Runcorn; but we often went into Wal es on a Sunday, rather than 

Cheshire.  It was near enough to be easy to visit, and far enough to make the trip 

worthwhile; but my father had little time for the idea that the Welsh were in any 

way oppressed, or deserved some measure of Home Rule, let alone independence.  

Indeed, I recall quite a lot of anti -Welsh prejudice, though possibly expressed in jest.  

I think this was born of a dislike of Welsh smugness about their exceptionality:  the 

6ÌÓÚÏɯÐÕÚÐÚÛÌÕÊÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÊÌÙÛÈÐÕɯÊÖÜÕÛÐÌÚɯÙÌÔÈÐÕɯȿËÙàɀɯÖÕɯÈɯ2ÜÕËÈàȰ the idea that in the 

Welsh language the Welsh people had something unique and superior; the Welsh 

ÙÌÚÌÕÛÔÌÕÛɯÈÛɯ$ÕÎÓÈÕËɀÚɯÛÈÒÐÕÎɯȿÛÏÌÐÙɀɯÞÈÛÌÙɯȹ+ÈÒÌɯ5àÙÕÞàɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÐÕɯÙÌÚÌÙÝÖÐÙɯ

for Liverpool); and the fact that Huw Wheldon (who presented certain Welsh  

programmes on TV) was so smug.  Dad thought the Welsh ought to be grateful for 

the money the English brought into their economy.  He also suggested that many 

Welsh people did not really speak Welsh, and only did so when the English were 

present, so that they could exclude us, and in some cases insult us, to our faces but 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Princess_Alexandra,_The_Honourable_Lady_Ogilvy
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also behind our backs.  At the time I thought this was a ludic rously paranoid 

suggestion; but a Welsh-speaking friend of mine informed me quite recently that the 

suspicion is well founded.  

 We went to Wales very often, but we never went to other Celtic countries, 

unless you count Cornwall ɬ so that means we never went to the Isle of Man, 

Scotland or any part of Ireland.  This did not prevent my  father from being pretty 

anti-Irish, too, based (I think) on the fact that Eire had remained neutral during the 

Second World War; and that we had an Irish G.P., Jim Murray.  No t that my father 

disliked Jim; but Jim had assured him that when he was growing up in #Ìɯ5ÈÓÌÙÈɀÚɯ

Free State, they were ÈÓÓɯȿÛÈÜÎÏÛɯÛÖɯÚ×ÐÛɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ!ÙÐÛÐÚÏɯÍÓÈÎɀȭɯɯ 

 We visited my grandmother ɬ Ôàɯ ÍÈÛÏÌÙɀÚɯ ÔÖÛÏÌÙɯɬ on a Wednesday 

afternoon.  She lived at 3 Hillingdon Road, about 3 miles away from where we did.  

She was a widow, her husband having been killed in the First World War , when my 

ÍÈÛÏÌÙɯÞÈÚɯÖÕÓàɯÛÏÙÌÌɯàÌÈÙÚɯÖÓËȭɯɯ2ÏÌɯÓÐÝÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯÔàɯÍÈÛÏÌÙɀÚɯàÖÜÕÎÌÙɯÚÐÚÛÌÙɯ ÜÕÛɯ

 ÕÕÌȮɯÞÏÖɯÏÈËɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÔÈÙÙÐÌËɯȹÏÈÝÐÕÎɯÉÌÌÕɯȿÑÐÓÛÌËɀɯÉàɯÏÌÙɯÍÐÈÕÊõɯËÜÙÐÕÎɯÖÙɯÚÏÖÙÛÓàɯ

after the Second World War).  My mother like Aunt Anne, who was kindly and mild, 

unlike our other paternal Aunt, Peg, whom I have already described.  Mum thought 

ÛÏÈÛɯ ÜÕÛɯ ÕÕÌɯÞÈÚɯȿ×ÜÛɯÜ×ÖÕɀɯɬ and treated like a little girl by Nana.  For example, 

she was allowed a glass of sherry at Christmas, but if she asked for another, Nana 

would coÜÕÚÌÓɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯÐÛȯɯàÖÜɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÔÖÙÌȮɯÈÍÛÌÙɯȿÈÓÓɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÐÕÌɀȭɯɯ,ÜÔɯÈÓÚÖɯ

thought that the wrong sister had got married, because Peg was not in the least 

maternal, whereas Anne was.  I think this was a strange and unjust verdict; but you 

ËÖÕɀÛɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕɯyour ×ÈÙÌÕÛɀÚɯÙÜÓÐÕÎɯÖÕɯÚÜÊÏɯÔÈÛÛÌÙÚɯÞÏÌÕɯàÖÜɯÈÙÌɯƕƖɯÈÕËɯƕƗȭ 

 Visiting my grandmother, I have to say, was a duty rather than a pleasure.  I 

ÊÈÕɀÛɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÏÈÝÐÕÎɯÈÕàɯÒÐÕËɯÖÍɯÙÌÓÈÛÐÖÕÚÏÐ×ɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÌÙȭɯɯ6ÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÈÛɯÙÈÛÏÌÙɯ

than played with or spoken to.  The  visits consisted of being mildly bored while our 

parents conversed with Nana, though we perhaps had to reply to a question now 

and again.  Sometimes we were allowed to venture into the garden, but there was 

nothing much there.  The highlight was when we w ere allowed to see the cobbler 

ÞÏÖɯÞÖÙÒÌËɯÐÕɯÈɯÞÖÙÒÚÏÖ×ɯÐÕɯ-ÈÕÈɀÚɯÎÈÙÈÎÌȭɯɯ'ÌɯÚÌÌÔÌËɯÓÐÒÌɯa throwback to 

Dickensian times - a little old man, with a smile on his face and a last in his hand, 

hammering in the nails which he stored in his mouth.  I never knew why he had 

ÛÈÒÌÕɯÜ×ɯ×ÖÚÚÌÚÚÐÖÕɯÖÍɯ-ÈÕÈɀÚɯÎÈÙÈÎÌȮɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÞÈÚɯÐÕɯÈÕɯÖÝÌÙÞÏÌÓÔÐÕÎÓàɯÚÜÉÜÙÉÈÕɯ

area.  I suppose the rent was very low.  

 We had few pets.  We never had a dog or a cat; and I certainly grew up with a 

ÍÌÈÙɯÖÍɯËÖÎÚɯÈÚɯÈɯÙÌÚÜÓÛȭɯɯ$ÝÌÕɯÕÖÞȮɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÙÜÚÛɯÛÏÌÔɯÈÕËɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÏÖÞɯÛÖɯÏÈÕËÓÌɯ

them. We had a rabbit when we were younger, and more than one tortoise, which 

seldom survived the winter.  We had two budgerigars, both called Mickie.  The first 

we inherited, I think from Mrs Binns the music teacher, or from an acquaintance of 

hers.  The second budgie was new; but soon flew into a door and lost an eye.  We 

also had a numbeÙɯÖÍɯÎÖÓËÍÐÚÏȭɯɯ#ÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÌßÈÊÛÓàɯÚÖÜÕËɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÍÈÔÐÓàɯÖÍɯÈÕÐÔÈÓ-lovers, 

does it? 
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 We used to go places on a Sunday as a family - Delamere Forest; Buxton; the 

Trough of Bowland; Speke Hall ; Little Moreton Hall ; Stokesay Castle; Chirk; 

Cholmondely (pronounced Chumley); Lyme Park; Chatsworth.  You will see that 

there is ÈɯÎÖÖËɯÕÜÔÉÌÙɯÖÍɯÈÕÊÐÌÕÛɯÔÖÕÜÔÌÕÛÚɯÈÕËɯȿÚÛÈÛÌÓàɯÏÖÔÌÚɀɯhere.  My father 

was, I think, a highly cultured man , though he never went to University,  and he 

wanted us to share his interest in the English heritage.  I think some of this rubbed 

off on us ɬ I can remember the quality of the wood carving by Grinling Gibbons at 

Chatsworth and the ÛÙÖÔ×ÌɯÓɀÖÌÐÓ violin, hanging in a long gallery there; but I also 

remember the games and the messing about, which he bore with patience.  

 

 

 

School 

 

School report, Summer term 1961  

 

FORM III A  - J. Rhoden, form master 

 

5 ft 2 ¼ ins; 7 st 13 ½ lbs 

 

Overall mark I minus 

 

There was one distinctly lukewarm comment, from the younger of the two gym 

masters, for P.E.  

 

Al ways tries hard but is somewhat below standard in his athletics .   

 

This was untrue, mainly because I did not always try very hard, or at all, because I 

ËÐËÕɀÛɯÙÌÎÈÙËɯ/ȭ$ȭɯÈÚɯÈɯ×ÙÖ×ÌÙɯÚÜÉÑÌÊÛɯÈÕËɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯÞÏàɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÊÖÔ×ÜÓÚÖÙàɯÈÕËɯ

ËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯÞÏàɯÞÌɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÙÌØÜÐÙÌËɯÛÖɯÛÙàɯÏÈÙËȭɯɯ3ÏÌÙÌȮɯ(ɀÝÌɯÍÐÕÈÓÓàɯÎÖÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÖÍÍɯÔàɯ

chest. 

 (ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÔÜÊÏɯÓÐÒÌɯȿChalkyɀ 6ÏÐÛÌȭɯɯ(ÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌÔɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÛÖɯÔÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÖÔÌÖÕÌɯ

who was rather good at games and sports should have the status of a teacher at a 

grammar school, the purpo se of which was to teach proper things like Latin and 

Chemistry.  The idea of mens sana in corpore sano may have been part of the public 

school ethos - and I can see now why it was a good idea - but I believed in 

ÔÌÙÐÛÖÊÙÈÊàɯÈÕËɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯÞÏàɯÛÏÌɯÚÖÙÛɯÖf things we did in the gym or on the 

playing field had any importance.  (In addition, my arms were always weak, and I 

have never been able to do anything that requires great strength in the upper body, 

like throwing stones, or moving old washing -machines). 

'ÖÞÌÝÌÙȮɯÐÛɯÏÈÚɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÚÈÐËɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙËɯȿÔÌÙÐÛÖÊÙÈÊàɀɯÞÖÜÓËɯÕÖÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÔÌÈÕÛɯ

anything to me in 1961.  It had been coined by Michael Young (1915-2002) in his 

book, The Rise of the Meritocracy, of 1958 and it was certainly in the air; but that 
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ÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯbeen the sort of book that I would have read before the sixth form, 

ÞÏÌÕɯȿ"ÜÙÙÌÕÛɯ ÍÍÈÐÙÚɀɯÉÌÊÈÔÌɯ×ÈÙÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚàÓÓÈÉÜÚȭɯɯ'ÖÞÌÝÌÙȮɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛÌËɯÛÖɯ

read, when Michael Young died in 2002, that he had originally intended his world -

famous book as a satire on what might happen i f society placed the gaining of 

formal educational qualifications over all other considerations. He had in fact argued 

that this wo uld lead to the permanent rejection of many able working -class men and 

women, and result in the rise of a new exclusive social class as discriminatory as the 

older ones. Well, bugger me, and here was me and the rest of the world having lived 

ÖÜÙɯÓÐÝÌÚɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÈÚÚÜÔ×ÛÐÖÕɯÛÏÈÛɯȿÔÌÙÐÛÖÊÙÈÊàɀɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯÛÏÐÕÎȮɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯ

governments of all parties should stri ve to promote, the golden rule from which all 

departures were corrupt, old -fashioned and objectionable.  

The revelation has come as a considerable shock to me.  I now take back all 

those unkind thoughts about Chalky , and all my seething resentment of his scathing 

criticisms (of my pathetic attempts to jump high or long, throw the javelin and climb 

a rope).  It was all kindly meant after all.  Clearly Chalk y had been a devotee of 

,ÐÊÏÈÌÓɯ8ÖÜÕÎɀÚɯÈËÝÈÕÊÌËɯÚÖÊÐÖÓÖÎÐÊÈÓɯÐËÌÈÚȭɯɯ'ÌɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÛÙàÐÕÎɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌɯÛo 

produce young men with a correct understanding of the drawbacks of a purely 

meritocratic education.   

My brother was scarcely athletic, but he did like football.  I remember he had 

a book about Tom Finney, and was a follower of the Spurs, whose captain was 

Danny Blanchflower, and whom he greatly admired.  In 1960 -61 Spurs enjoyed 

unprecedented success, winning both the F.A.Cup and the League in the same year.  

Having a football team to follow, even if it was neither Liverpool nor Everton, made 

you part of the human race; but I could never see why I should get involved or be 

interested.   

I think it was around Easter 1961 that we went on a school trip from The Holt 

to Paris, for a week.  There were boys of all ages there, maybe thirty  of us in all; but 

my pals and I were among the youngest.  I remember two of the masters who 

accompanied us ɬ Johnny Rhoden and another French teacher called Groarke.  (I 

ÊÈÕɀÛɯ ÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯ ÏÐÚɯ ÕÐÊÒÕÈÔÌɯ ÈÓÛÏÖÜÎÏɯ ÏÌɯ ÞÖÜÓËɯ ÜÕËÖÜÉÛÌËÓàɯ ÏÈÝÌɯ ÏÈËɯ ÖÕÌȺȭɯɯ

Rhoden was a small man, but fierce and fond of rugby.  Groarke was a gentle giant, 

with a mild temperament to match, though he too played rugby .  We stayed in a 

hotel somewhere in Paris, and it seemed to me at the time that we walked 

everywhere, and were always footsore. 

We saw all the sights in the centre of the old City ɬ the Eiffel Tower, the Arc de 

Triomphe, -È×ÖÓÌÖÕɀÚɯ3ÖÔÉɯÈÛɯLes Invalides; Montmartre and  the Sacré Coeur; and we 

had a boat trip on the River Seine.  We contrived by some means of transport or 

other to get to Versailles, and go out on the boats on the lakes there.  Pete Hayes 

disgraced himself by swearing at a man on the river bank , in English so foul that the 

man could not possibly understand ɬ or so Pete thought.  It was an unsafe 

assumption. 

We did not do well with the food; but the drink was OK: we had shandies, 

and citrons presses, instead of Coca-Cola; and the older boys were allowed to smoke 
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ÛÖɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÏÌÈÙÛɀÚɯÊÖÕÛÌÕÛȮɯÈÓÖÕÎɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÚÛÌÙÚȭɯɯ1ÏÖËÌÕɯÚÌÕÛɯÔÌɯÖÜÛɯÛÖɯÉÜàɯÚÖÔÌɯ

Disque Bleus for him, which I signally failed to do, because I misheard him, and was 

afraid to ask him to repeat the order. 

Two incidents of a risqué nature ɬ which it seems appropriate to relate since 

we are talking about 1961, when Paris still retained its nineteenth century reputation 

ÍÖÙɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÔÖÙÌɯȿÚÈÜÊàɀɯÛÏÈÕɯ+ÖÕËÖÕȭɯɯ%ÐÙÚÛȮɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯàÖÜÛÏɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÛÙÐ×ɯÞÏÖɯÏÈËɯÈɯ

hole in his heart ɬ such were not uncommon in those days.  He was pale and thin, 

ÈÕËɯÞÈÚɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÌßÊÜÚÌËɯÎÈÔÌÚɯÈÕËɯ/ȭ$ȭȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÕÈÔÌȭɯɯ ÕàÞÈàȮɯ

as we were strolling near one of the bridges over the Seine in Central Paris, late at 

night, a prostitute approached this boy and tried to drag him  off into a dark place 

near the embankment.  At least, this is what seemed to have happened, piecing 

together the various bits of garbled testimony, which was endlessly repeated during 

the rest of that week, by boys with imperfect memories, fevered imagina tions and 

every reason to exaggerate the story.  The masters did not think any of it was funny, 

nor I think did the victim (nor would the prostitute have done), but the rest of us 

did.  It was also, for many of us, our first encounter with the phenomenon o f 

prostitution.  

Second, something which one of the boys said to another.  The background to 

this remark was that we occupied the rooms in the hotel in threes, and there was 

usually one double bed and 1 single per room.  One of the rooms was occupied by 

Roy Evans, Pete Hayes and Roger Little.  Now these boys seemed much more 

mature than the ones I knew best, though they were all much the same age; and in 

particular, they claimed to have a much better of knowledge of matters sexual.   My 

friends and I were st ill, I would say, fairly innocent, certainly ignorant, about such 

things; but one day, Pete Hayes says to Rodge Little, in front of everyone 

 

(ɀÔɯ×ÓÈàÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÙÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÕɯÛÖÕÐÎÏÛȮɯ1ÖËÎÌȮɯàÖÜɀÝÌɯÎÖÛÛÈ be the woman. 

 

What on earth were they getting up to at night?  Was it some kind of heterosexual 

role-play, or homosexual?  Of course it may have been neither.  It might have been 

no more than a crude joke, but at whose expense?. 

 6ÏÌÕɯÞÌɯÎÖÛɯÉÈÊÒɯÍÙÖÔɯ/ÈÙÐÚȮɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÚÌÙÐÖÜÚÓàɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÈÛɯÔàɯ%ÙÌÕÊÏɯÏÈËɯ

improv ed; but I think I was a little wiser in the ways of the world; or maybe not, but 

certainly more curious about France and French culture. 

 

 

Summer Holidays 

 

The family spent the two -week Summer holidays in 1961 and 1962 in a house called 

Blue Waters, in Porthpean Beach Road, Porthpean, near St Austell, on the South 

Coast of Cornwall.  If Newquay had been an adventure, Blue Waters was a 

ÙÌÝÌÓÈÛÐÖÕȮɯÕÖÛɯÓÌÈÚÛɯÖÍɯÏÖÞɯȿÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÏÈÓÍɀɯȹÔÌÈÕÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÛÏÐÚɯÊÈÚÌȮɯÛÏÌɯÞÌÈÓÛÏàȺɯÓÐÝÌËȭɯɯ

It was a very large house, with  its own garages and grounds.  There was one room 
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that was permanently locked and had the curtains drawn because it was so 

expensively furnished and decorated, but the cleaner would let visitors in to look for 

a few minutes under close supervision.  There was a big conservatory whose only 

drawback was an excess of bees and wasps, after the grapes that grew there; and 

there was a gardener and even a private track which led from the back garden down 

to Porthpean beach.  This was not a private beach, but it might as well have been on 

certain days and at certain times of the day, even during the Summer months.  The 

house belonged to a consultant gynaecologist, whose name was (I think) Wilson-

Clyne.  (There was a Douglas G. Wilson -Clyne who was a gynaecologist and the 

author of a textbook on the subject, whose dates were 1912-1989; and it may well 

have been he). 

 The holiday was a rare taste of luxury for adults and children alike.  Harry 

and Pip and Geraldine came with us as usual and it was like a long house party, 

with games in the large garden and on the beach, and little need for excursions.  

There was also a library and I spent some part of the holiday reading a History of 

Scotland which I found there.  The gardÌÕÌÙɀÚɯÕÈÔÌɯÞÈÚɯ3ÙÌgidgar , and he was an 

extremely shy man.  We were told that he would do everything necessary in the 

garden; but we must not attempt to approach him, let alone talk to him because this 

would cause him intense embarrassment.  You can imagine the amusement this 

caused in us children. 

 I remember long days on the beach; and swimming and diving off the rocks, 

to the left of the beach.  We sat in deckchairs in the garden, while my sister and 

cousin abused the people who sat on the top-deck of the buses that went past the 

ÎÈÙËÌÕɯÖÕɯ/ÖÙÛÏ×ÌÈÕɯ1ÖÈËɯÈÕËɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯËÖÞÕɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÎÈÙËÌÕȮɯÈÚɯȿÛÙÐ××ÌÙÚȭɀɯ  

 We had little need to go out, but we visited the harbour at Charlestown, 

ÔÖÙÌɯÛÏÈÕɯÖÕÊÌȭɯɯ3ÏÐÚɯÚÌÌÔÌËɯÈɯȿÔÈÕɀÚɯÛÏÐÕÎɀɯÛÖɯËÖȮɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÖÚÌɯËÈàÚȮɯÛÏÐÚ was 

still a working harbour and Dad, Uncle Harry, my brother and I went down there to 

watch the men loading the china-clay onto ships there.  Uncle Harry told me, many 

years later, that this was where he and Dad had bought my brother his first pint of 

beer (though he would certainly have been under age at the time).  Charlestown is 

no longer a working harbour in the old sense.  When I went back with my wife, it 

had become a place where they moored vessels used in the making of costume 

dramas about the sea.  The place seems to be very successful in this way, although 

whether it brings any employment into the local area, I know not.  

 

 

 

 



  

52 
 

 

 

Nikita Khruschev, banging his shoe at the United Nations 

 

 

 

President Kennedy and Harold Macmillan, the British P.M.  
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James Hanratty 

 

Mr Rhee of Life, and Time 
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The old transporter between Widnes and Runcorn 

 

 

 

The new bridge 
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Porthpean !ÌÈÊÏȮɯÕÌÈÙɯ2Ûɯ ÜÚÛÌÓÓȮɯ"ÖÙÕÞÈÓÓȭɯɯȿ!ÓÜÌɯ6ÈÛÌÙÚɀɯÞÈÚɯÈÉÖÝÌȮɯÈÕËɯÉÌÏÐÕËɯ

the trees. 

 

 

 

 
 

Charlestown Harbour.  Storage bins for china clay on the right? 
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Chapter 10 

ƕƝƚƖɯ(ɯ"ÈÕɀÛɯ'ÌÓ×ɯ%ÈÓÓÐÕÎɯÐÕɯ+ÖÝÌɯ6ÐÛÏɯ

You 

 
Pop Music 

 

Acker Bilk  Stranger on the Shore  

Cliff Richard  The Young Ones 

Chubby Checker  Let's Twist Again 

Kenny Ball and his Jazzmen March of the Siamese Children 

The Shadows Wonderful Land 

B. Bumble and the Stingers Nut Rocker 

Elvis Presley Good Luck Charm 

Mike Sarne with Wendy Richard  Come Outside 

Joe Brown and the Bruvvers A Picture Of You 

Ray Charles I Can't Stop Loving You 

Frank Ifield  I Remember You 

Elvis Presley She's Not You 

The Tornados Telstar 

Frank Ifield  Lovesick Blues 

Elvis Presley Return to Sender 

Cliff Richard  and The Shadows Bachelor Boy 

 

Kenny Ball and A cker !ÐÓÒɯÉÖÛÏɯÉÌÓÖÕÎÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÌÙÚÈÛáɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯȿ)ÈááÔÌÕɀɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÛÏÐÚɯ

country produced at the time; ÉÜÛɯ(ɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÏÈËɯÔÜÊÏɯÛÐÔÌɯÍÖÙɯ)ÈááɀȮɯÖÍɯÈÕàɯÚÖÙÛɯɬ 

ȿÛÙÈËɀȮɯÔÖËÌÙÕɯÖÙɯÖÛÏÌÙÞÐÚÌȭɯɯNote the absence, from the charts at this date, of The 

Beatles, as indeed ÖÍɯȿÛÏÌɯ,ÌÙÚÌàɯ2ÖÜÕËɀɯÐÕɯÎÌÕÌÙÈÓȭɯɯ3ÏÌɯ!ÙÐÛÐÚÏɯÞÖÙÒÐÕÎɯÊÓÈÚÚɯ×Ö×ɯ

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Acker_Bilk
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Stranger_on_the_Shore
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cliff_Richard
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Young_Ones_(song)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Chubby_Checker
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Let%27s_Twist_Again
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kenny_Ball
http://en.wikipedia.org/w/index.php?title=March_of_the_Siamese_Children&action=edit&redlink=1
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Shadows
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Wonderful_Land
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/B._Bumble_and_the_Stingers
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Nut_Rocker
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Elvis_Presley
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Good_Luck_Charm
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mike_Sarne
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Wendy_Richard
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Come_Outside_(song)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Joe_Brown_(singer)
http://en.wikipedia.org/w/index.php?title=A_Picture_Of_You&action=edit&redlink=1
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ray_Charles
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/I_Can%27t_Stop_Loving_You
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Frank_Ifield
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/I_Remember_You_(1941_song)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Elvis_Presley
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/She%27s_Not_You
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Tornados
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Telstar_(song)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Frank_Ifield
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lovesick_Blues
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Elvis_Presley
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Return_to_Sender_(song)
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heroes still tended to come from the East End of London ɬ for example Joe Brown, 

ÈÕËɯÏÐÚɯȿ!ÙÜÝÝÌÙÚɀȭɯɯ ÚɯÍÈÙɯÈÚɯÛÏÌɯ ÔÌÙÐÊÈÕɯÈÙÛÐÚÛÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÊÖÕÊÌÙÕÌËȮɯ1Èàɯ"ÏÈÙÓÌÚɯÐÚɯ

ÉÌÛÛÌÙɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙÌËȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌɯ×ÏÌÕÖÔÌÕÖÕɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯàÌÈÙɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯàÌÈÙɯÞÈÚɯȿ"ÏÜÉÉàɀɯ

Checker, who was no longer chubby because he (allegedly and visibily) lost several 

ÚÛÖÕÌÚɯÐÕɯÞÌÐÎÏÛɯÞÏÐÓÌɯȿÛÞÐÚÛÐÕÎɀɯÏÐÚɯÞÈàɯÈÊÙÖÚÚɯ ÔÌÙÐÊÈȭɯɯȿ3ÏÌɯ3ÞÐÚÛɀɯÞÈÚɯÚÐÔ×ÓÌɯÛÖɯ

do, though it required a lot of energy and it was different enough from conventional 

ȿ1ÖÊÒɯÈÕËɯ1ÖÓÓɀɯÛÖɯÈÊØÜÐÙÌɯÈɯÕÌÞɯÍÖÓÓÖÞÐÕÎȮɯÞÏÐÊÏɯ×ÌÙÚÐÚÛÚɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÚɯËÈàɯÞÏen people 

ÖÍɯÔàɯÈÎÌɯÏÈÝÌɯÏÈËɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÛÖɯËÙÐÕÒȭɯɯ$ÓÝÐÚɯÞÈÚɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÝÌÙàɯȿÉÐÎɀȮɯÈÚɯÞÈÚɯÏÐÚɯ×ÈÓÌɯÉÜÛɯ

still successful imitator, Cliff Richard, whose orientation was already giving rise to 

much speculation, in view of the title of that record - ȿ!ÈÊÏÌÓÖÙɯ!Öàɀȭɯɯ3here were still 

plenty of artists in the list whom I have always thought of, from that day to this, as 

ÑÜÚÛɯ×ÓÈÐÕɯȿÞÌÛɀȮɯÓÐÒÌɯ%ÙÈÕÒɯ(ÍÐÌÓËȮɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÏÌɯÈ××ÌÈÓÌËɯÎÙÌÈÛÓàɯÛÖɯ&ÙÈÏÈÔɯ)ÌÍÍÚɀÚɯ

mother.  

 Perhaps the most popular lyric of all around this time was fr om the TV series 

Rawhide, which starred a young Clint Eastwood and had a very catchy theme tune:  

 

Rollin' Rollin' Rollin' !  

 

Keep movin', movin', movin'! 

Though they're disapprovin',  

Keep them doggies movin', Rawhide!  

Don't try to understand 'em,  

Just rope and throw and grab 'em.6 

 

Move 'em on, head 'em up,  

Head 'em up, move 'em out,  

Move 'em on, head 'em out, Rawhide!  

Set 'em out, ride 'em in  

Ride 'em in, let 'em out,  

Cut 'em out, ride 'em in, Rawhide!  

 

 

The World 

John Steinbeck won the Nobel Prize for literature . #ÈÝÐËɯ+ÌÈÕɀÚ Lawrence of Arabia 

won all the awards and was a smash hit at the Box Office, making a star of Omar 

Sharif ÈÕËɯ/ÌÛÌÙɯ.ɀ3ÖÖÓÌ.  Andy Warhol exhibit ed his Campbell's Soup Can.  The 

first person was killed t rying to Cross the Berlin Wall  from East to West.  Marilyn 

Monroe was found dead.  Rachel Carson published Silent Spring; but what I 

                                                           
6 My sister begs to differ.  She says the authorised version was 

Don't try to understand 'em,  

Just rope and throw and bind 'em....  

http://www.filmsite.org/lawr.html
http://www.filmsite.org/lawr.html
http://www.filmsite.org/lawr.html
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principally remember about world affairs was the two -week Cuban Missile Crisis of 

October 1962, when it seemed as if the world might come to an end.  

This was the period when MAD was not simply the title of a magazine: it also 

ÚÛÖÖËɯÍÖÙɯȿÔÜÛÜÈÓÓàɯÈÚÚÜÙÌËɯËÌÚÛÙÜcÛÐÖÕɀɯɬ the theory that, if there were a Third 

World War between the USA and th e USSR, it would result in each of them blowing 

the other up with nuclear weapons, and taking the rest us along with them, to 

Armageddon ( if you were Jewish) ÖÙɯȿ!ÜÎÎÌÙàɀ (if you were English) .  According to 

the theory, the prospect of this happening was so awful that neither side would 

actually ever start a war in the first place; but of course the theory could never be 

ÛÌÚÛÌËɯÖÜÛȮɯÈÕËɯàÖÜɯÊÖÜÓËɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÙÜÓÌɯÖÜÛɯÚÖÔÌɯÊÈÛÈÊÓàÚÔÐÊɯÔÐÚÛÈÒÌȮɯÚÖɯÐÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯ

something that made us feel very secure, even if we were.  1962 seems to have been 

the nearest we got to the great Atomic Buggery in the sky. 

On October 14, a United States Air Force (USAF) U-2 aeroplane, on a photo-

reconnaissance mission obtained pictures of Soviet missile bases under construction 

in Cuba.  The Americans announced to the World that the Cubans and the Soviets 

had secretly begun to build bases in Cuba for a number of medium -

range and intermediate -range ballistic nuclear missiles (MRBMs and IRBMs), which 

would give them the ability  to strike most of the continental U SA.  They decided that 

they could not live with this and determined to get the missiles out ÖÍɯ"ÜÉÈȮɯȿÉàɯÈÕàɯ

ÔÌÈÕÚɯÕÌÊÌÚÚÈÙàɀȮɯÛÖɯÜÚÌɯ,ÈÓÊÖÓÔɯ7ɀÚɯ×ÏÙÈÚÌȭ  We know now that they considered 

pre-emptive airstrikes, but ÚÌÛÛÓÌËɯÖÕɯÈɯÔÐÓÐÛÈÙàɯȿquarantineɀ of the island instead: 

they would not permit offensive weapons to be delivered to Cuba and demanded 

that the Soviets dismantle the bases already under construction or already 

completed.  Again, we now know that t he Kennedy administration  did not think 

that the Kremlin would agree ; and fully expected a military confrontation. On the 

Soviet side, Khrushchev wrote to Kennedy that the blockade was illegal and ȿÈÕɯÈÊÛɯ

of aggression propelling humankind into the abys sɀȭ 

So it really did seem ÈÚɯÐÍɯÞÌɯÞÌÙÌɯȿÐÕɯÍÖÙɯÐÛɀȰɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÚÐÛÛÐÕÎɯÞÐÛÏɯÔàɯ

pals on the top of the 61 bus on the way to school, discussing whether the world was 

going to end.  Not that we went in for panic -buying of food, or the construction of 

bunkers, or last desperate attempts to extract the most out of life while one could ɬ 

all things which would have been theoretically possible for adults .  No, like the Abbe 

Siéyès during the French Revolution, we simply survived. 7 

It turned out that negotiations had been going on in secret; and the 

confrontation ended on October 28, when President Kennedy and UN Secretary-

General U Thant reached both a public and secret agreement with Khrushchev.  

Publicly, the Soviets would dismantle their offensive weapons in Cuba and return 

them to the Soviet Union, in exchange for a public declaration by the US that it 

would never invade Cuba. Secretly, the US also agreed that it would dismantle all 

US-built Thor and Jupiter IRBMs previously deployed in Turkey.  An additional 

                                                           
7 Asked how he had managed to survive all the violence of the French Revolution, the Abbe Siéyès is 

said to have ÙÌ×ÓÐÌËɯȿ)ɀÈÐɯÝécuȭɀ (Favourite story of history master J.R.D.Jones). 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lockheed_U-2
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Photoreconnaissance
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Photoreconnaissance
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Medium-range_ballistic_missile
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Medium-range_ballistic_missile
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Intermediate-range_ballistic_missile
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Continental_United_States
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kennedy_administration
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Nikita_Khrushchev
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/John_F._Kennedy
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/United_Nations_Secretary-General
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/United_Nations_Secretary-General
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/U_Thant
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outcome of the negotiations was the creation of the  ȿÏÖÛÓÐÕÌɀ between Moscow and 

Washington, a direct means of communication which enabled the leaders to talk to 

ÌÈÊÏɯ ÖÛÏÌÙɯ ÈÕËɯ ÏÖ×ÌÍÜÓÓàɯ ȿËÌÍÜÚÌɀɯ ÈÕà similar confrontation in future .  We all 

ÉÙÌÈÛÏÌËɯÈɯÚÐÎÏɯÖÍɯÙÌÓÐÌÍȰɯÈÕËɯ*ÌÕÕÌËàɀÚɯÙÌ×ÜÛÈÛÐÖÕɯÙÌÊÌÐÝÌËɯÈɯÊÖÕÚÐËÌÙÈÉÓÌɯÉÖÖÚÛȭɯɯ

3ÏÌɯÐËÌÈɯÎÖÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÈÛȮɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÒÌÙɯÎÈÔÌɯÖÍɯËÐ×ÓÖÔÈÊàȮɯÛÏÌɯ1ÜÚÚÐÈÕÚɯÏÈËɯȿÉÓÐÕÒÌËɯ

ÍÐÙÚÛɀȭɯɯ6ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ1Üssians saw the result as a considerable 

humili ÈÛÐÖÕȰɯ ÈÕËɯ ÐÛɯ ÞÈÚɯ ÛÏÌɯ "ÜÉÈÕɯ "ÙÐÚÐÚɯ ÞÏÐÊÏɯ ÓÌËɯ ȹÐÕɯ ×ÈÙÛȺɯ ÛÖɯ *ÏÙÜÚÊÏÌÝɀÚɯ

ÖÝÌÙÛÏÙÖÞȮɯÈÕËɯ!ÙÌáÏÕÌÝɀÚɯËÌÊÐÚÐÖÕɯÛÖɯÉÜÐÓËɯÈɯ!ÓÜÌɯ6ÈÛÌÙɯ-ÈÝà. 

On 12 September 1962 a British  civil servant  called Vassall was arrested and 

charged with espionage.  Vassall had worked as a photographer for the RAF during 

the Second World War.  In the 1950s he had been a Naval Attaché  at the Briti sh 

embassy in Moscow, where he was lonely.  In 1954, he was invited to a party 

(arranged by the KGB), where he was encouraged to become extremely drunk, and 

where he was photographed in a compromising position with several men. The KGB 

then used these photographs to blackmail Vassall into working for them as a spy.  

Vassall then worked as Private Secretary to a junior  Conservative Minister in the 

Admiralty .  He then provided the Soviets with several thousand classified 

documents, including information o n British radar, torpedoes, anti-submarine 

equipment  and hovercraft .  In October 1962, Vassall was sentenced to 18 years in jail.  

(He was released in 1972, having served ten years. He published an autobiography 

in 1975. In later life he changed his surname to Phillips, and worked quietly for a 

firm of solicitors in  Gray's Inn). 

Homosexuality was a complete mystery to me in 1962 (still is in many ways); 

but I was beginning to learn about feudalism.  A  ȿÝÈÚÚÈÓɀɯÞas a peasant who 

occupied a distinctly inferior position in feudal society.  So, in my mind, whatever 

ÕÌÍÈÙÐÖÜÚɯÈÊÛÐÝÐÛÐÌÚɯÛÏÐÚɯ×ÈÙÛÐÊÜÓÈÙɯȿ5ÈÚÚÈÓÓɀɯÞÈÚɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÜ×ɯto were in some way 

associated with the obligations owed by a medieval peasant to his lord.  Both clearly 

involved subservience and degradation and both may have involved some kind of 

ȿÉÖÕËÈÎÌɀȮɯÈÚɯÐÕɯȿÛÏÌɯÛÐÌÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÉÐÕËɀɯȹ(ɯ×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÙÌÈËɯ2ÖÔÌÙÚÌÛɯ,ÈÜÎÏÈÔɀÚɯOf Human 

Bondage around this time as well).  It would be better not to enquire too far int o why 

this man was called Vassall. 

Notwithstanding the existential threat, o urs seemed a very peaceful and 

civilised country compared to France, particularly in relation to decolonisation .  

There was a vicious war going on in Algeria, where the French government was 

trying to put down a nationalist insurrection led by the FLN.  There were h undreds, 

if not thousands of casualties.  The French officially regarded Algeria as an integral 

part of France.  Algerie Francaise! was both a slogan and a policy; and General de 

Gaulle had come to power in 1958 on the backs of the support of the French settlers 

in Algeria.  He soon realised the need to withdraw; but this did not alter the power 

of the pieds-noirs.  The French settlers who had been born in Algeria and who, 

determined to stay there, mounted a guerrilla campaign of their own, both in Algeria 

and in France, to which large parts of the French military establishment were said to 

be sympathetic.  There were plots to assassinate de Gaulle (on which Frederick 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Moscow%E2%80%93Washington_hotline
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/United_Kingdom
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Civil_service
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Royal_Air_Force
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Military_attach%C3%A9
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Moscow
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/KGB
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Conservative_Party_(UK)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gray%27s_Inn


  

60 
 

FÖÙÚàÛÏɀÚɯThe Day of the Jackal was based).  Algerie Francaise! was adopted as the war-

ÊÙàɯÖÍɯÈɯÕÌÞɯȿ6ÏÐÛÌɯ3ÌÙÙÖÙɀȭɯɯWalls iÕɯ%ÙÈÕÊÌɯÞÌÙÌɯ×ÈÐÕÛÌËɯȿ.ȭ ȭ2ȭɀɯɯOrganisation de 

Óɀ ÙÔõÌɯ2ÌÊÙöÛÌȭ  There was almost a civil war there.  At this date, we had seen 

nothing like this in the UK .  

Notwithstanding my general disinterest in football, you could not ignore the 

rise and rise of Liverpool F.C.  My uncle supported E verton  (always had and always 

did); but Liverpool tr ained ȿdown the laneɀɯɬ at the ground near M elwood Avenue, 

very near where Michael Jackson lived.  (I read now that the ground was later 

transformed into a ȿtop class facilityɀ by Bill ShanklyȰɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÝÐÌÞɯÍÙÖÔɯ,ÐÒÌɀÚɯÏÖÜÚÌɯ

was of a very ordinary field, on which we often trespassed).   

When Bill Shankly signed Ron (a.k.a. ȿ1ÖÞËàɀȺɯYeats8 in July 1961, he claimed 

that Liverpool would quickly move back into the First Division, from which it had 

been relegated in 1953-4; and, within 12 months, he was proved right.  With Yeats as 

captain, Ian St John, Ian Callaghan and Roger Hunt, Liverpool won  promotion in the 

1961-2 Season.  Needless to say this did not impress Everton fans, who came up with 

the chant: 

 

Oh we hate Bill Shankly and we hate St John 

But most of all we hate big Ron 

And we'll kill the Coppites one by one 

And throw them in the Ri-ver Mersey! 

 

 

 

School 

 

School Report Summer 1962 Form IVA 

 

Form master Mr I Wilde  

ȹÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÐÕÌÝÐÛÈÉÓàɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯȿ,ÈÙÛàɀɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÛÏÌɯ×Ö×ÚÛÈÙɯÖÍɯÛÏÈÛɯÕÈÔÌȺȭ 

 

Average age 15 yrs 4 m  

My age 14 years 6 m 

 

Height 5ft 5 ½ Weight 8 st 3 lbs 

 

Overall ÔÈÙÒɯȿstÙÈÐÎÏÛɀ I 

[1s in everything except PE II [ȿÈɯÍÈÐÙɯÌÍÍÖÙÛɀ] 

 

,ÈÙÛàɀÚɯÊÖÔÔÌÕÛɯÖÕɯÔàɯȿIɀ in geography - ȿÈÕɯÈËÔÐÙÈÉÓÌɯ×Ü×ÐÓɀ 

 

                                                           
8 Rowdy Yates was ÈÓÚÖɯÛÏÌɯÕÈÔÌɯÖÍɯ"ÓÐÕÛɯ$ÈÚÛÞÖÖËɀÚɯÊÏÈÙÈÊÛÌÙɯÐÕɯRawhide. 
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You can tell I was getting into my stride with this grammar school stuff ɬ and 

coming out from under the shadow of my brother.  .ÕɯÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÏÈÕËȮɯÔàɯÉÙÖÛÏÌÙɀÚɯ

ȿ ɀɯ ÓÌÝÌÓɯ &ȭ".E results that year were spectacular.  In those days they gave 

percentages rather than A, B and C etc and this meant that the true stars showed.   

My brother ɀÚɯÔÈÙÒs for Maths, Physics and Chemistry were above 80%; and even (in 

Chemisty) over 90%s.  He won the Innes OɀHutcheson Prize ÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÚÛɯȿ ɀɯÓÌÝÌÓɯ

result and was awarded a Scholarship to Liverpool University , to read Chemistry.  

We were all very proud, but it was even more difficult to compete with him  now, 

except by moving sideways and going in for the Arts subjects.  

 C.P. Snow (1905 ɬ 1980) had lectured about The Two Cultures in 1959, 

lamenting tÏÌɯÎÜÓÍɯÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯÚÊÐÌÕÛÐÚÛÚɯÈÕËɯȿliterary intellectuals ɀȰɯÈÕËɯÐÕɯÛÏÖse days 

there was certainly ÈɯÔÈÙÒÌËɯËÐÝÐÚÐÖÕɯÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯȿÛÏÌɯ ÙÛÚɀɯÈÕËɯȿ2ÊÐÌÕÊÌɀȭɯɯ8ÖÜɯÞÌÙÌɯ

not allowed to mix the two when it came to your choice of A levels and you had to 

start choosing which side you were on, and what path you were going to pursue, in 

the 4th àÌÈÙȮɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÌɯȿ.ɀɯÓÌÝÌÓɯàÌÈÙȮɯÈÕËɯàÖÜɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯÊÏoose between 

ȿ5ɯ ÙÛÚɀɯÈÕËɯȿ5ɯ2ÊÐÌÕÊÌɀȭɯɯ3ÏÌɯÊÏÖÐÊÌɯÊÈÔÌɯÕÈÛÜÙÈÓÓàɯÛÖɯÔÌȭɯɯ(ɯÓÐÒÌËɯÓÈÕÎÜÈÎÌÚɯÈÕËɯ

ÏÐÚÛÖÙàɯȹÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÕÖÛɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯÓÐÛÌÙÈÛÜÙÌȮɯÌÚ×ÌÊÐÈÓÓàȺɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯÏÖÞɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÌÝÌÙɯ

going to keep up with my brother in Science.  

Harold Wilson ɀÚɯÚ×ÌÌÊÏɯÈÉÖÜÛɯȿÛhe white heat of the technological revolution ɀɯ

was not made until 1963; but the idea was in the air; and certainly the Science 

masters at school ɬ ÔÌÕɯÓÐÒÌɯȿ#ÐÊÒÐÌɀɯ!ÈÙÛÖÕɯȹÞÏÖɯÛÈÜÎÏÛɯÜÚɯ"ÏÌÔÐÚÛÙàɯÞÐÛÏɯÎÙÌÈÛɯ

gusto) thought it distinctly odd that I, who w ÈÚɯ ÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯ ÛÖɯ ÉÌɯ ȿÈÉÓÌɀȮɯ ÚÏÖÜÓËɯ

deliberately choose the Arts.  And it was odd too, from the point of view of the 

numbers.  Twice as many boys opted for V Science, and there had to be two forms 

created for it, at least in my year, whereas there was only one V ȿArtsɀ but two V 

ȿScienceɀ Forms. Dickie berated anyone who was thought to have brains but wanted 

to read Arts.  We few, we unhappy eccentric few, were made to feel that we were 

letting the country down somehow. He referred to us collectively as ȿÏÈÐÙàɯÈÙÛÐÚÛÚɀɯ

ÈÕËɯÈÚÒÌËɯÔÌɯËÐÙÌÊÛÓàɯÖÕÌɯËÈàɯÞÏàɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯËÖɯÚÊÐÌÕÊÌɯȿlike my brother ɀ.  I 

canɀt remember what I said.  I liked Chemistry for example, but never felt that I 

loved it, in the way that both my father and brother did, or that I had their nat ural 

talent.   

Was it a good, or a bad, thing, to be at a single sex school?  I am not sure.  

When I was young and an iconoclast, I thought it was bad.  Though I make no 

complaint about the education I received, I did think ɬ say at the age of 18 - that the 

almost complete segregation of the sexes between the ages of 11 and 18 made it 

extremely difficult, when you eventually decided that it would be interesting to try 

to cross the barrier . Girls had become an alien species, and when you did make 

contact, it ÍÌÓÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÝÐÚÐÛÐÕÎɯÛÐÔÌɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ9ÖÖȭɯɯ8ÖÜɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÏÖÞɯÛÖɯÊÖÔÔÜÕÐÊÈÛÌɯ

with them.    The fact that I had a younger sister, whom I always loved dearly, made 

little difference to this.  She might be a girl but she was, after all, my sister and 

therefore a member of my tribe, rather than another.  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Two_Cultures
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It was many years before I understood that there were boys who had the 

same kind of feelings for other boys, as we were beginning to feel for girls, although 

there were plenty of jokes about ȿqueersɀȭ  Jokes were a kind of currency (given that 

none of us had any money, to speak of) and we all used to laugh at every joke of a 

risqué nature, whether we understood it or not, for fear of being thought stupid or 

naive ɬ ÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌɯÙÌÈÚÖÕɯÞÏàɯàÖÜɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÈÚÒɯÛÖÖɯÔÈÕàɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕÚ in class. So, 

ÈÓÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯȿÏÖÔÖ×ÏÖÉÐÈɀȮɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÔÖÚÛÓàɯÑÜÚÛɯÐÎÕÖÙÈÕÊÌȭɯɯ ÚɯÍÖÙɯȿÓÌÚÉÐÈÕÚɀɯ

ÖÙɯȿÏÌÙÔÈ×ÏÙÖËÐÛÌÚɀȮɯÖÙɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÈÛɯÔÈÛÛÌÙɯȿÕàÔ×ÏÖÔÈÕÐÈÊÚɀȮɯÖÕÌɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÞÈÚɯÞÌÓÓɯÏÈÝÌɯ

been talking about the creatures in the Greek myths or the travels of Sir John 

Mandeville.  The words were used in jokes, but there was no reality to the discourse. 

There are few dreams that I can recall from that time in my life; but I can 

remember swimming, before I could swim.  I think I had learned to swim when I  

was at the primary school: we were encouraged to do that; and at that time I used to 

go to Norris G reen Baths, sometimes with my friend Allan Dickson, from W.D.C of 

E.  At the grammar school we played football or rugby during the winter terms, but 

had a choice in the summer between swimming and cricket, and there was never 

any contest here for me since cricket was a game which I  disliked as much as 

football.  This was partly because it was a team game, and partly because I always 

found cricket so boring: it seemed to me there was nothing to do at all, for hours at a 

time, unless you were a good batsman or bowler.  Swimming was a different matter: 

I loved it.  

From The Holt, we went to Picton Road Baths, either by bus or on foot.  These 

were much older than Norris G reen and had a different layout.  It was warmer, the 

pool was smaller than the large one at Norris Green (where there were three pools), 

and it had the changing cubicles all around it, rather than at a distance and separated 

by the showers.  So you could change and jump straight into the pool. I look back on 

Picton with a strange combination of feelings of pleasure, and surprise.  The water 

was warm but also this was where I had my first orgasm, unrecognised as such, but 

brought on by swimming the breast stroke for a long time.  The rhythmic repetition 

had an effect on me which was unmistakable, but which at the time I did not know 

how to repeat, without swimming a great deal further.  

Picton Road was where we went with the school; but, out of school, my 

friends and I t ook to walking to Dovecot Baths  on a Saturday morning , which were 

almost identical to those at Norris Green ɬ ÛÏÙÌÌɯ×ÖÖÓÚȯɯÓÈÙÎÌȮɯËÐÝÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯȿÉÈÉàɀɯ×ÖÖÓȮɯ

where the water was incredibly warm.  We used to stay at there for what seemed 

like hours at a time, on any given Saturday morning in the early 1960s.  We would 

meet by the bus-stop, walk along Leyfield Road to ȿ3ÏÌɯ3ÙÐÈÕÎÓÌɀȮɯÛÏÌn along the side 

of Cardinal Allen ( a 1ÖÔÈÕɯ"ÈÛÏÖÓÐÊɯÉÖàɀÚɯgrammar school), past the Carmelite 

monastery next door, throug h the waste ground and across the dual carriageway to 

the Baths.  There was a lot of larking around as well as swimming, and on one 

occasion we had an argument with the baths attendant, who was a particularly 

aggressive young man who used to shout  
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DONɀT STAND THERE, STAND ON THE FUCKING...  as he pointed to nowhere in 

particular.  

 

So we were never sure which particular part of the FUCKING he wished us to avoid 

and which part of the FUCKING, precisely, we were allowed to stand on.  The 

dispute must have escalated because we were hauled up before the Baths Manager, 

who resembled Inspector Barlow of Z Cars, in appearance and demeanour, but saw 

it as his job to conciliate.  I acted as spokesman, voicing our complaint about the 

vagueness of the charge, and asserting our good character.  I think the Manager was 

ØÜÐÛÌɯÊÓÌÝÌÙȭɯɯ'ÌɯÔÈÕÈÎÌËɯÛÖɯȿÓÌÛɯÜÚɯÖÍÍɀɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÚÌÌÕɯÛÖɯÓÌÛɯÏÐÚɯÚÜÉÖÙËÐÕÈÛÌ 

Gruppenfuhrer down, by blaming the whole thing on THE EBULLIENCE OF 

YOUTH. 9 

On the way back from the Baths, we would stop for a sherbet dip at a small 

sweet shop which seemed to have been built on the cinders, next to the waste 

ground.  The sherbet powder, when sucked through a straw made of liquorice, had a 

particularly powerful effect on lungs already weakened by the inhalation of chlorine  

gas, but one which we found pleasant.  Then home, as Pepys would say, laughing 

and joking by the monastery, except on one occasion when we were set on by the 

Ì×ÖÕàÔÖÜÚɯȿMuscovitesɀ, a gang from the Moscow Road area of the City.  There 

were about a dozen of them, large and small, and of varying ages, hard-looking 

louts, who got one of us down on the floor and ȿput the boot inɀ.   The victim was a 

boy called Roger Fallon (who seldom came with us, and never came again).  He had 

to have several stitches in his head, the matter was reported to the Police, and the 

guilty party was , I think , prosecuted; but it made me at any rate more than a little 

wary about walking around unfamiliar (and even familiar) parts of Liverpool , even 

in broad daylight . 

%ÙÖÔɯÛÐÔÌɯÛÖɯÛÐÔÌɯÕÖÞÈËÈàÚɯÐÛɯÐÚɯÚÜÎÎÌÚÛÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÑÖÐÕɯȿ%ÙÐÌÕËÚɯ1Ì-

4ÕÐÛÌɀɯÚÖɯÈÚɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÉÈÊÒɯÐÕɯÛÖÜÊÏɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÖÚÌɯÖÓËɯÉÖàÚɯ(ɯÒÕew at The Holt.  I have 

never done so, because the truth is that I have kept in touch with those I truly liked, 

and there are some of the others I would have run paid good money, or run a mile to 

ÈÝÖÐËɯÌÝÌÕɯÛÏÌÕȮɯÌßÊÌ×ÛɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯÏÈËɯÕÖɯÔÖÕÌàɯÈÕËɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÙÜÕ ÈɯÔÐÓÌȭɯɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÔÌÈÕɯ

the Muscovites, incidentally ɬ none of them were at The Holt; but some of the boys 

in 1D, and for that matter 4D or V General, wer e also to be avoided if you. 

 (ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÐÕÊÓÜËÌɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÉÖàÚɯÐÕɯƕ#ɯÐÕɯÛÏÈÛɯÊÈÛÌÎÖÙàȭɯɯ-ÖÛɯÈÓÓɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÔɯÞÌÙe 

vicious.  Mostly, they were just not the sort of people you wanted to get close to.  

There was one chap called Bird ɬ ȿ!ÐÙËÐÌɀȮɯÞÏÖÚÌɯÊÏÐÌÍɯÊÏÈÙÈÊÛÌÙÐÚÛÐÊɯÞÈÚɯÚÖÜÙÕÌÚÚȭɯɯ

At some point or other he encountered Rob Bell, a boy from a similar background, 

but of a very different nature, who had a way with language and a ready wit.  Rob 

                                                           
9 The baths at Dovecot Road and Norris Green were pulled down in the 1990s, though they were not  

so old as smaller pools like Picton Road and Lister Drive.  This was apparently because they were too 

expensive to maintain.  They must certainly have been expensive to heat, given the size of the 

ÉÜÐÓËÐÕÎȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÛÌÔ×ÌÙÈÛÜÙÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÞÈÛÌÙɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯȿÉÈÉàɀɯ×ools. 
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had been studying Birdie for some time, and on one occasion, in front of the whole 

class (I think this was in Art, where the Forms mingled at one point), he says to him  

 

ȿ$àɯBirËÐÌȮɯàÖÜɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÈɯÍÈÊÌɯÓÐÒÌɯÚÖÜÙɯ×ÐÚÚȭ 

 

Which was a very accurate description.  (ÕÊÐËÌÕÛÈÓÓàȮɯ!ÐÙËɀÚɯÚÖÜÙÕÌÚÚɯÞÈÚɯÕÖÛɯÓÐÔÐÛÌËɯ

to his physiognomy.  His attitude to schoolwork was that it was all right to do well 

ÐÕɯÌßÈÔÚȮɯ×ÙÖÝÐËÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯËÐËÕɀÛɯȿÞÖÙÒɀɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯÙÌÚÜÓÛȭɯɯ3ÏÐÚɯÚÌÌÔÌËɯÛÖɯÌÔÉÖËàɯ

the theory that the exam ought to be a test of innate intelligence, rather than your 

ability to learn or concentrate, or make an effort; but I am not sure Birdie articulated 

the thought.  He just had an aversion to work.  So, when I did spectacularly well in 

mock or real exams ɬ compared to him  - ÏÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÚÈàɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÐÚɯËÐËÕɀÛɯ×ÙÖÝÌɯ

ÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎȮɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯ(ɯÏÈËɯȿÞÖÙÒÌËɀȭɯɯ6ÏÐÊÏɯÞÈÚɯÛÙÜÌȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÚÈÞɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯÞÏÖɯ

gained anything in  life by not working .  His seemed a perverse attitude to take in the 

age of meritocracy; and yet there were many, even at the Grammar school who 

simply gave up and came away with less than they could have got out of the system. 

 By the time we got into the fourth year, we were getting quite big and in a 

position to do some serious bullying of younger boys .  Forms IVD and V General 

were the spiritual home of the school bullies; and there was some serious fighting 

done too.  Fights were a form of mass entertainment, akin to bear-baiting and 

dogfighting, but they usually broke out spontaneously, over some minor 

disagreement or point of pride.  However, they were also arranged, sometimes, for 

the wider entertainment .  On one occasion, there was one staged behind the shops at 

Childwall Fiveways, between a younger but athletic boy called Taylor and an older, 

smaller, but more aggressive one called Patterson.10  Patterson had announced that 

he was going to fix Taylor.  Sensing that some dirty work was afoot, Taylor insisted 

on conditions, designed to ensure a fair fight (I am not clear now what these were, or 

how they could have been enforced).  A large part of the school, at least of the 

relevant age group gathered to watch.  Patterson arrived and put down his satchel.  

Then he took off his belt, as if he was merely stripping for action; but then suddenly 

he wrapped the belt up in such  a way as to make a weapon out of the buckle, and 

rushed at Taylor, striking him hard  on the forehead.  Taylor staggered, there was 

blood everywhere, and then he hurled himself on top of his assailant and started to 

beat the living daylights out of him.   

 3ÏÌɯÍÐÎÏÛɯÚÖÖÕɯÉÙÖÒÌɯÜ×ȮɯÞÐÛÏɯÕÖɯÊÓÌÈÙɯȿÞÐÕÕÌÙɀȭɯɯPatterson was expelled; and 

we were all given a severe dressing-down for being passive bystanders at a 

disgraceful event.  The fact that it was off school premises was no excuse, or 

mitigation ɬ and rightl y so.  Our behaviour that day is one reason for the title I have 

ÎÐÝÌÕɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÚÌÊÖÕËɯ×ÈÙÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÚɯ,ÌÔÖÐÙȰɯÈÕËɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÌßÌÔ×ÛɯÔàÚÌÓÍɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÐÔ×ÓÐÌËɯ

criticism. We all behaved like animals that day.  

                                                           
10 A pseudonym.  
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Taylor, Patterson, and the rest of us involved in this ep isode were in the A 

and B forms and felt some degree of responsibility for their actions and towards 

society; but some of the boys in IVD and V General appeared to have none, and were 

beyond all discipline.  You can see that from the school photos: those who did not 

even wear the school blazer, which was compulsory, stand out clearly.  There was 

ÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÉÌɯËÖÕÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌÔɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌàɯÞÌÙÌɯÈɯ/ÙÌÍÌÊÛɀÚɯÞÖÙÚÛɯÕÐÎÏÛÔÈÙÌȭɯɯ.ÕÌɯàÌÈÙȮɯ

they even staged a minor riot on the school field, on the last day of the Summer 

term, which would also have been their last day at school.  I can remember a horde 

of them charging around, with a few of them singing When the Red Revolution Comes.   

This is curious, looking back on it.  I would not have thought that the average 

member of V General would have had the least idea what Socialism was about; but 

When the Revolution Comes is actually an authentic Socialist song.  Sung to the tune of 

Glory Glory Hallelujah) it goes 

 

 

Free beer for all the workers 

Free beer for all the workers 

Free beer for all the workers 

When the red revolution comes 

We'll turn Buckingham Palace into a public lavatory 

We'll turn Buckingham Palace into a public lavatory 

We'll turn Buckingham Palace into a public lavatory 

When the red revolution comes 

 

The approximate date is confirmed by some of the other lines 

 

We'll make Princess Margaret do a striptease in the Strand 

 

We'll make Winston Churchill smoke a Woodbine everyday 

 

We'll make Hugh Gaitskell sell his shares in ICI 

 

We'll make Lady Docker sweep the steps of Transport House 

 

We'll make Johnny Gollan eat a dozen British roads 

 

Hugh Gaitskell was a leader of the British Labour Party, and therefore regarded by 

"ÖÔÔÜÕÐÚÛÚɯÈÚɯÈɯÊÈ×ÐÛÈÓÐÚÛɯÓÈÊÒÌàɯÖÙɯȿÙÜÕÕÐÕÎɯËÖÎɀȮɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÞÏÌÛÏÌÙɯÏÌɯÌÝÌÙɯÖÞÕÌËɯ

ÚÏÈÙÌÚɯÐÕɯ("(ɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞȭɯɯȹ'ÌɯËÐÌËɯÐÕɯƕƝƚƗȺȭɯɯ+ÈËàɯ#ÖÊÒÌÙɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÕÖÛÖÙÐÖÜÚɯÚÖÊÐÈÓÐÛÌɯ

(as opposed to Socialist), the wife of a millionaire who was always in the news in the 

ÌÈÙÓàɯȿƚƔÚɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÖÍɯÏÌÙɯÌßÛÙÈÝÈÎÈÕÛɯÚ×ÌÕËÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯÞÈàɯÖÍɯËÙÌÚÚÐÕÎȭɯɯ)ÖÏÕɯ&ÖÓÓÈÕɯ
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ÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯ2ÌÊÙÌÛÈÙàɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ!ÙÐÛÐÚÏɯ"ÖÔÔÜÕÐÚÛɯ/ÈÙÛàȭɯɯ(ɯÌß×ÌÊÛɯȿÛÏÌ !ÙÐÛÐÚÏɯÙÖÈËɀɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯ

British road to Socialism, and the presence of these words in the song probably 

indicate some arcane internal dispute in the C.P.G.B., or else a dispute between it 

and the C.P.S.U. (Communist Party of the Soviet Union), which most people (even 

on the Left) were still trying  to distance themselves from in 1962, in view of the 

brutal crush ing of the Hungarian Revolution in 1956.  

 3ÏÌɯÏÈÙËÌÚÛɯÏÈÙËÔÈÕɯÖÍɯÈÓÓɯÞÈÚɯ×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÈɯÊÏÈÙÈÊÛÌÙɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯȿ&ÖÉÉÖɀȮɯÞÏÖɯÏÈËɯ

a big mouth, in more ways than one.  I have blown up one of t he school photos and 

you will immediately be able to recognise him, arms folded, leer across his face, ears 

stuck out to indicate that he was not going to co-operate, even if it involved mere 

listening.  My memory of him is this.  In the summer time, those  of us who took 

sandwiches for our lunch ate them on the school field, but in the winter time, we 

were allowed to shleter ÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÎÈÓÓÌÙàɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚÊÏÖÖÓɯÏÈÓÓȰɯÈÕËɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÈÚɯ&ÖÉÉÖɀÚɯ

favourite hunting ground.  Like a ravening wolf, he could get in there (contra ry to all 

ÛÏÌɯÙÜÓÌÚȺɯÈÕËɯÌßÛÖÙÛɯÚÈÕËÞÐÊÏÌÚɯÈÕËɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÎÖÖËÐÌÚɯÍÙÖÔɯÚÔÈÓÓÌÙɯÉÖàÚȭɯɯ'ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯ

need to use force, since his very presence was menacing.  So he would simply 

enquire whether you wanted everything your loving mother had prov ided for you; 

and proceeded to hoover everything up.  

Notwithstanding the prize fights and the revolution on the playing -field and 

the meagre diet of Gobbo leftovers, we did some quite serious stuff academically at 

that school, especially in the fourth year.  Spike Rankin taught us English and we 

ȿËÐËɀɯ2ÏÈÒÌÚ×ÌÈÙÌɀÚɯHenry V; but in addition, I remember writing an essay about 

something that the critic Empson had written ɬ he who wrote Seven Types of 

Ambiguity and was expelled from Cambridge for having contraceptives in his room.  

I ÈÙÎÜÌËɯ ÛÏÈÛɯ $Ô×ÚÖÕɯ ÞÈÚɯ ÞÙÖÕÎɯ ÛÖɯ ÚÌÌɯ ÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯ ÚÌßÜÈÓɯ ÐÕɯ ÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯ ×ÖÌÛɀÚɯ

description of the blooming of a flower.  This, as we would say through the blue 

cigarette haze which hung in the bikesheds, was ȿÚÌÙÐÖÜÚɯÚÏÐÛɀȭɯɯ(ɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯ

what I was talking  about; but Spike seemed to think it was a good effort.   

It was around this time that the elder brother of Doylie Doyle, who was to 

become a bus conductor after he left school, broke into Dovecot Baths one night and 

deposited a different kind of shit on t he bottom of the pool.  DonɀÛɯÈÚÒɯÔÌɯÞÏàȰɯÉÜÛɯ

we thought this  was an amusing act of rebellion .  I suppose the Baths Manager 

would have put it down to the ebullience of youth.  

After swimming came cycling.   I had always had a bike ɬ a three-wheeler 

Gresham Flyer when I was very small, and later a Triumph with straight handlebars, 

which I think I took over from my brother; but around the age of 13 or 14, I was 

ÐÕÛÙÖËÜÊÌËɯÛÖɯȿ×ÙÖ×ÌÙɀɯÊàÊÓÐÕÎɯÉàɯ&ÙÈÏÈÔɯ)ÌÍÍÚȮɯwhose parents had been in a club 

together before the War (and I daresay afterwards); and I acquired a Sun Wasp with 

drop handlebars ɬ the acid test for whether it was a proper ȿÙÈÊÌÙɀȭ  I kept that Sun 

Wasp all the way through until I was at University, wh en I unwisely sold it or got rid 

of it, in favour of a more fashionable, but less robust and less reliable, Cinelli. 

 Between the ages of say 14 and 16, a group of around six of us took up cycling 

in quite a serious way, though only  one (Graham) ever joined a club and raced. 
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Instead, we basically had our own club, though one without rules, and we went out 

for day excursions, invariably at a weekend during term time .  This period in my life 

seems now to have been a golden age, which stretched on and on, all through my 

youth, an endless succession of weekends where Saturday was spent getting ready 

for the ride (with maybe a practice short ride thrown in) and Sunday was devoted to 

the ride itself.  Yet in fact, we are only talking about a period of three years,  whi ch 

now seems to have flashed by.  I suppose we had a lot of shared experiences, at an 

impressionable age. 

 There were trips to the East and South of West Derby, to Frodsham (where 

there was a hill to be climbed at the end) and to Delamere Forest, and to places to the 

North like Parbold (where there was another hill); but we usually went into North 

Wales, taking the early Sunday morning ferry across the Mersey and wending our 

way through Wirral, past Two Mills and through Queensferry , where Wales began.  

That was where the serious choices had to be made ɬ whether to carry on for Mold, 

the Rainbow, the Bwlch and Ruthin , where we often stopped in the Winter.  Or on, 

in the Summer to Corwen.  Or else to head South for Wrexham and Bangor on Dee 

(to give it th e English name).  Or branch out along the coast road for the North 

Wales resorts ɬ Rhyll  etc, Colwyn Bay, Conway, even Llandudno .  Or inland , 

through the mountains to Cilcain and Babel, Halkyn, Buckley or Denbigh.  There 

was an infinite variety of lanes and steep hills and descents and hazards of one kind 

or another to be negotiated.  I remember one of the longest and most challenging 

days involved going over to Betwys -y-Coed via Ruthin and Corwen and then 

descending the Clwyd V alley all the way into Conw ay and then coming home via 

the coast road.  That was well over a 100 miles and a good twelve hour ride; but you 

could do that in the summer, without taking lights, provided you spent the whole 

day in the saddle and were not interested in stoppin g to see the sights.  WÌɯÞÌÙÌÕɀÛɯ

really interested in the countryside, except as the backdrop to a good ride.   

 For a year or two, we had an obsession about getting to Anglesey and back in 

the day, which was a tall order.  We never quite made it , but we got to with in a few 

miles of Bangor and the Menai Strait once before turning back , which seemed like 

some kind of achievement.  On another occasion, we had to be rescued by my father 

because one of us was in minor collision with the wing mirror of a car, came off and  

buckled a wheel; and although we coÜÓËɯÔÌÕËɯÈɯ×ÜÕÊÛÜÙÌȮɯÞÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÚ×ÈÙÌɯ

wheels with us.   Dad was very forgiving of you thful misdemeanours and escapades, 

and prepared to go to any lengths to help us out. 

 It was not always the same six.  Me, Graham Jeffs, Chris Beazer, Brian Brown, 

Duncan Woods and Ian Evans, but sometimes Colin Frazer and in the early days 

1ÖÎÌÙɯ%ÈÓÓÖÕɯȹÞÏÖɯÙÖËÌɯÈɯ%ÈÓÊÖÕȺɯÈÕËɯÚÖÔÌÛÐÔÌÚɯȿ,ÈÊɀɯÈÕËɯÚÖÔÌÛÐÔÌÚɯ6ÐÓÓÐÌɯ,ÖÖÙÌɯ

(who subsequently competed at Olympic Level for Great Britain and s ometimes 

friends of Grahamɀs from Merseyside Wheelers.  I have fond memories of Colin 

Frazer.  His father had relocated from Aberdeen Docks to Liverpool in 1960, and 

Colin joined us in Form IIA, when we were starting Latin.  I remember that, because 

of the superiority of the Scottish educational system at the time, he had already done 
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a year of Latin, but he was a shy, small boy when he first joined us; and, because I 

liked him and he was a stranger, I took the trouble to befriend him.  He became a 

regular ÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÖÍɯÖÜÙɯÊàÊÓÐÕÎɯÊÓÜÉȮɯÈÕËɯÏÈËɯÈɯ5ÐÒÐÕÎɯÉÐÒÌȭɯɯ6ÌɯÒÕÌÞɯÏÐÔɯÈÚɯȿ%ÙÈáɀɯ

ÈÕËɯÓÈÛÌÙɯÈÚɯȿ"ÖÓȭɀɯɯ'ÌɯÏÈËɯÙÌËɯÏÈÐÙɯÈÕËɯÏÌɯÛÖÖÒɯÛÖɯÎÙÖÞÐÕÎɯÛÏÐÚɯÓÖÕÎɯÈÕËɯÌÝÌÕɯ

sporting a small red moustache.  Other boys objected to this and he was waylaid one 

day in the Art room .  One boy trimmed off some hair , while others held him down  

and tried to shave off the moustache with a blunt instrument .  Colin took great 

exception to this and seemed to think that the rest of us had let him down, either by 

failing to inform him of the impending attack or failing to intervene on his behalf 

while it was taking place.   You can understand his point of view.  

After a year or two Colin decided that girls were more interesting than bikes.  

(ɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÏÐÔɯÛÌÓÓÐÕÎɯÔÌȮɯÚÖÔÌÞÏÈÛɯÊÖÕÛÌÔ×ÛÜÖÜÚÓàɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÚÛÙÖÒÌɯÈɯ

metal tube, which I rather took to heart, though it did not make me change my 

addiction to cycling .  With hindsight, what he said was only half true, though.  The 

point is, surely, that you can ÚÛÙÖÒÌɯÈɯÔÌÛÈÓɯÛÜÉÌȮɯÉÜÛɯÐÛɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÚÛÙÖÒÌɯàÖÜɯÉÈÊÒȭ 

He stopped cycling and started smoking, which I saw as a sign of moral decay 

ɬ more than the fact that he also acquired a girlfriend.  He was a talented artist, but 

ËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÖÙÒȮɯÈÕËɯÎÖÛɯÈÕɯÐÕËÐÍÍÌÙÌÕÛɯÚÌÛɯÖÍɯȿ.ɀɯÓÌÝÌÓÚȭɯɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÌß×ÌÊÛɯÏÐÔɯÛÖɯÔÈÒÌɯ

anything of his life; but, decades later when I met him again briefly, he said that  he 

had been given an ultimatum by his father and that, on leaving school, he went to 

college, began to study again and qualified as an architect.  This in turn led to  his 

moving back to Scotland, and indeed to Shetland, during the oil boom, when there 

were plenty of houses to design, but little else to do but drink whisky.  He continued 

to smoke as well, and died a few years ago in his late 50s, having had a shortish life 

but a merry one.  I understand that he married that first girlfriend, Anne, and they 

had children, but they divorced and she died of cancer, many years ago, in 

Aberdeen. 

 6ÌɯÍÙÌØÜÌÕÛÌËɯÊàÊÓÐÚÛɀÚɯÊÈÍÌÚȮɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÌÙÌɯ×ÐÕÛÚɯÖÍɯÛÌÈ and pints of 

orange juice, to be consumed along with the sandwiches (generally prepared by our 

mothers); and there was often a Jukebox.  There were cafes like this in Two Mills, 

0ÜÌÌÕÚÍÌÙÙàȮɯ1ÜÛÏÐÕȮɯȿ!ÌÛÚàɀɯ(Betwys-y-Coed); and in Runcorn; and it was best to 

ÚÛÐÊÒɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÊàÊÓÐÚÛɀÚɯÊÈÍÌÚ rather than go into other sorts of establishment, where the 

owner , or other customers, might object to the sound made by your cycling shoes, 

ÈÕËɯÚÛÈÙÛɯȿÛÙàÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÍÜÕÕàɀɯÐÕɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÕÐÔÐÛÈÉÓÌɯ+ÐÝÌÙ×ÜËÓÐÈÕɯÞÈàȭɯɯȹ ÓÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÞÌɯ

were often far from the City, its cultural influence was widespread).   

I think it was in Runcorn that we disco vered the drawback to wearing racing 

shorts.  The reason for wearing them was to look cool; but the recommendation was  

wear nothing underneath.  The thinking being that cycling shorts, of the racing 

variety, were fitted with a chamois leather inside, so uÕËÌÙ×ÈÕÛÚɯÞÌÙÌÕɀÛɯÕÌÊÌÚÚÈÙàɯ

from the point of view of comfort and warmth.  The drawback was what happened 

ÞÏÌÕɯàÖÜɯÏÈËɯÈÕɯÌÙÌÊÛÐÖÕȭɯɯ(ÍɯÛÏÐÚɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÞÏÌÕɯàÖÜɯÞÌÙÌÕɀÛɯÞÌÈÛÐÕÎɯÜÕËÌÙ×ÈÕÛÚȮɯ

it was pretty obvious, and not obviously pretty to behold.  You might  have thought 

this would not be a problem when we spent the whole day in more or less 
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continuous exertion on the bikes; but you would be wrong about that one.  Erections 

were only too likely to occur when you were in a cafe, sitting around a Jukebox, 

discuÚÚÐÕÎɯ)ÐÓÓɯ!ÙÖÞÕÌɀÚɯÛÐÛÚȭɯɯ2ÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÕÜÙÚÌɯÖÕɯEmergency! Ward 10 but also 

appeared on early chat shows in a low cut dress.  They ought to warn you about 

these things, when you buy cycling shorts. 

 And then there were the youth -hostelling holidays, again in that short 

window of youth between 1962 and 1965.  In those days you had to travel between 

Youth Hostels by pushbike or on foot: you were not allowed to go by car(at least not 

in England and WalesȺȭɯɯ"ÖÕËÐÛÐÖÕÚɯÞÌÙÌɯ2×ÈÙÛÈÕɯÈÕËɯàÖÜɯÏÈËɯÈɯȿÑÖÉɀɯÖÙɯËÜÛàɯÛÖɯ

perform each day, usually washing up or cleaning, but sometimes chopping wood 

or clearing undergrowth; and I recall one occasion when the washing up had to be 

done in a stream, since there was no running water in the hostel.  It was a kind of 

Hitler Youth Camp, without the German  ideology.  

My youth hostel card, issued by Merseyside Youth Hostels Ltd, Scotland 

Road,  Liverpool, shows that we first went to Llangollen for a weekend, as a trial 

run.  I remember that visit, because the Warden confiscated our cards for some 

alleged misdemeanour ɬ ÞÌɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÔÌÙÌɯ×ÙÌÑÜËÐÊÌɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯȿ2ÊÖÜÚÌÙÚɀɯɬ and I 

had to be advocate again and plead for us to get them back (which worked). Then 

we branched further af ield to the Lake District; and around the Peak District.  Some 

Youth Hostels had exotic names in those days, and exotic stamps which they put on 

your card, which provided a nice record, for example Coppermines house, Coniston, or 

Treyarnon for surfing.  The hostel in Delamere Forest was called Fox Howl; but we 

never got to Dirtpot or Once Brewed ȹÐÕɯ-ÖÙÛÏÜÔÉÌÙÓÈÕËȺȭɯɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÈÕàɯ

quarrels between us, notwithstanding the possibility for tension.  Usually between 

50 and 100 miles a day.  Usually a week in all, though the Cornwall trip was much 

longer.  Graham and I tended to plan the holidays in my house beforehand.  He 

would bring a map and we would plot the distances carefully.  Then we would book 

the hostels in advance, sending postal orders as a means of payment, and stamped-

addressed envelopes (s.a.e.s).  There were never any administrative hiccups.  The 

Youth Hostels were cheap and efficient, though as I have said, somewhat Spartan: 

iron bedsteads, very little heating and needless to say, no double glazing.  (You had 

to take your own sheet, though blankets were provided).  

 

 

The Hobbs Murder 

A horrible murder took place in Liverpool, not far from the school.  Lesley Hobbs 

was a schoolgirl, aged 12.  She was stabbed, and battered to death with an ash tray, 

in the lounge of her own house, whilst her moth er and father had gone out one 

Sunday evening  and she had been left, apparently babysitting. Over 500 officers 

were brought in , including policemen from the West Midlands.   The police said they 

had never seen anything like the carnage in the house.  There were rumours that she 

had had a boyfriend and that he had visited her during the course of the evening; 
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but she seems too young for a boyfriend; and the rumours that the murderer was a 

boyfriend were never substantiated. 

 We were all agog while the ȿmanhuntɀ was going on.  Then it turned out that 

the murderer was Peter Rix, who attended The Holt.  I had known him as ȿ1ÐßÐÌɀɯ

when we were both in Form 1D three years before.   He was 15 now. There were 

rumours that he had known Lesley Hobbs, but also that he had simply been passing 

the house at the time of the murder.  Rix was insane. Though he was held at Walton 

prison, he was convicted of Manslaughter  rather than Murder, presumably on the 

grounds of diminished responsibility .  The psychiatrist  who gave evidence at the 

trial was Dr. Benedict Finkelman, whom I met when my brother married his 

daughter in 1966 (though I have only just discovered this connection).   ȿRixÐÌɀ was 

sentenced to ÉÌɯËÌÛÈÐÕÌËɯȿËÜÙÐÕÎɯ'ÌÙɯ,ÈÑÌÚÛàɀÚɯ×ÓÌÈÚÜÙÌɀȮɯÚÖɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯ×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÌÕËÌËɯ

his days in Broadmoor. 

I know nothing else about the circumstances of the case.  All I can say is that I 

ÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯȿ1ÐßÐÌɀȮɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÌÙÔɯÛÖÎÌÛÏÌÙɯÐÕɯ1D in the Autumn of 1958, as a rather 

ÚÛÙÈÕÎÌɯÊÏÈÙÈÊÛÌÙȮɯÈɯÓÖÕÌÙɯÞÏÖɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÔÐßȮɯÖÙɯÈÛɯÓÌÈÚÛȮɯÕÖÛɯÞÌÓÓȭɯɯ 
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Norris Green Baths ɬ on a quiet day 

 

 

 
 

Dovecot Baths, on an even quieter day 
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Rowdy Yates 

 

 

 
 

Ron Yeats 
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Lady Docker (1906-1983)



  

74 
 

 

Chapter 11 

1963 Summer Holiday 
 

Pop Music 

We're ÈÓÓɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÖÕɯÈɯ2ÜÔÔÌÙɯ'ÖÓÐËÈàȱȭ 

6ÌɀÙÌɯgoing where the sun shines brightly 

we're going where the sea is blue, 

we've all seen it in the movies,  

now let's see if it's trueȱÖÖȭ 

 

The Beatles Please Please Me 

Cliff Richard  and The Shadows Summer Holiday  

Gerry & The Pacemakers  How Do You Do  It?  

The Beatles From Me to You 

Billy J. Kramer  &  The Dakotas  Do You Want to Know a Secret 

Gerry & The Pacemakers  I Like It  

The Searchers Sweets for My Sweet 

Billy J. Kramer  &  The Dakotas  Bad to Me  

The Beatles She Loves You 

Brian Poole and The Tremeloes  Do You Love Me 

Gerry & The Pacemakers  You'll Never Walk Alone  

The Beatles She Loves You 

The Beatles I Want to Hold Your Hand  

 

So this was the year of the breakthrough: look at all those records by artists and 

groups from Liverpool ɬ not just The Beatles, but Gerry & the Pacemakers, The 

Searchers, Billy J Kramer; and there were of course many others who got into the 

charts at this ÛÐÔÌɯÖÙɯÚÖÖÕɯÈÍÛÌÙÞÈÙËÚȭɯɯɯ8ÖÜɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÌÓ×ɯÉÜÛɯÉÌɯÈɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯ×ÙÖÜËȮɯ

though, in our house, you could not be heard to say that The Beatles had put the city 

on the map: Dad insisted that other, far greater, men had done that, in the nineteenth 

century ɬ and ÛÏÌÚÌɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÍÐÕÌɯÔÌÕȮɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÚÛÈÛÜÌÚɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÚÌÌÕɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯ2Ûɯ&ÌÖÙÎÌɀÚɯ

Hall, not long -haired louts.  Nonetheless, in some social situations ɬ I mean, if you 
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ÌÝÌÙɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯàÖÜɯÏÈËɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÜÙÈÎÌɯÛÖɯȿÊÏÈÛɯÜ×ɀɯÈɯÎÐÙÓɯɬ it could conceivably be an 

advantage to come from Liverpool and at least claim to have some passing 

knowledge of The Beatles.  The trouble was, when we formed our plan to cycle to 

Cornwall, that the best we could come up was that the so-called Fifth Beatle had 

once bought a minor item in the shop belonging to 6ÖÖËàɀÚɯparents.   

"ÖÔ×ÈÙÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯȿ,ÌÙÚÌàÉÌÈÛɀȮɯÌÝÌÙàÛÏÐÕÎɯÌÓÚÌɯÚÖÜÕËÌËɯÌÍÍÌÛÌɯÈÕËɯÐÕÍÌÙÐÖÙȭɯɯ

Who were these people who bought records by Brian Poole & The Tremeloes, and 

later by Dave Clarke and his Second Rate Five?  On the other hand, 1963 was also the 

àÌÈÙɯÞÏÌÕɯ+ÜÓÜɯÏÈËɯÈɯÏÐÛɯÞÐÛÏɯȿ2ÏÖÜÛɀȵɯɯ3ÖɯÔàɯ×ÙÖÍÖÜÕËɯÈÔÈáÌÔÌÕÛȮɯÌÝÌÕɯmy father 

liked Lulu!   .ÕÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÏÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯȿÚÛÐÕÒɀɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÏÈÕɯÔÖÚÛȰɯÉÜÛɯÏÌɯ

thought she had something different ɬ talent and abundant energy.  She performed 

vigorously on Ready Steady Go!, one of the UK's first rock/pop music TV 

programmes, broadcast from August 1963 until December 1966, and pre-dating Top 

of the Pops. 

 Personally, I liked The Beatles but I never cared for Please Please Me, their 

second big hit after Love Me Do.  It seemed to me to be too overtly sexual to be 

ÓÐÚÛÌÕÌËɯÛÖɯÞÐÛÏɯÈÕàɯ×ÌÈÊÌɯÖÍɯÔÐÕËȮɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÌÚÌÕÊÌɯÖÍɯÖÕÌɀÚɯ×ÈÙÌÕÛÚȭɯɯ3ÏÌɯ×ÓÌÈÚÜÙÌɯÖÍɯ

sexual experiences of any kind was not a thing to be discussed in public, or in the 

home.  Secondly, we were still in the small house in Lisleholme Close; and Mrs 

Weed, the neighbour played it over and over and over again, even when Mr Weed 

was not at home.  It must have been a single, so she must have been able to set the 

record-player so as to re-select it automatically, after the end of each play, or else 

(more likely) she used to stop very frequently while doing the housework, so as to 

give herself another fix.   I heard that  bloody record so many bloody times, it drove 

me round the bend; and it still does.  I run a mile if that ever comes on. 

 1963 was also the year when the Beach Boys released Surfin' USA and Surfer 

Girl .  These were greeted with great enthusiasm in Britain, as was the sport of 

surfi ng, though our breaches, outside Cornwall, were largely unsuited to it and the 

water, even in Cornwall, was too cold ɬ wetsuits at that time being the prerogative of 

professional divers and TV stars.  Nevertheless, it was part of our plan, when we 

cycled to Cornwall, that we would do some surfing when we got there.  

 

 

 

The World 

(ÛɀÚɯa cliché that everyone remembers where they were and what they were doing 

when the news came through that President Kennedy had been assassinated in 

Dallas, Texas on November 22 1963; but it is certainly true in my case.  I was in the 

loft at 1 Lisleholme Cl ose, doing my homework, when my mother came up the stairs 

and shouted up the rungs of the loft ladder, to tell me that it had happened.  We 

were all profoundly shocked.  It seemed that a light and a hope had gone out. 
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 There was no doubt at the time as to who had fired the shots that killed him: 

it was Lee Harvey Oswald, who was subsequently killed on TV, in the courthouse, 

by Jack Ruby (who had terminal cancer, thereby putting the chain of killings to a 

premature end).  But conspiracy theories grew up around the event almost 

immediately; and, according to Wikipedia, these persist to this day.  By the time I got 

to Oxford (1966-69), there was an American pundit doing the rounds and telling 

anyone who was prepared to listen that the findings of the Warren Commission , 

1963ɬ1964, which concluded that the President was assassinated by Lee Harvey 

Oswald acting alone and that Jack Ruby acted alone when he killed Oswald, were 

seriously flawed; and in 1979 the US United States House Select Committee on 

Assassinations concluded that the assassination did indeed involve a conspiracy.  I 

have never bought this idea myself.  It seems to me that if there had been a 

conspiracy of any kind, in a country as open as the United States, the fact of it would 

have been conclusively established quite quickly and long ago now, whereas all we 

have ever had is suspicion and a public preference for conspiracy theory rather than 

factsȭɯɯ.ÊÒÏÈÔɀÚɯÙÈáÖÙɯÞÖÜÓËɯÈÓÚÖɯÚÜÎÎÌÚÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÐÔ×ÓÌÚÛɯÌß×ÓÈÕÈÛÐÖÕɯÐÚɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÚÛȭ 

 Back home, Dr Beeching produced a report proposing the c losure of 6,000 

miles (9,700 km) of the remaining 18,000 miles (29,000 km) of Britain's railway 

network. The resultant closures, most of which were carried out under the  Wilson 

Labour Government of 1964ɬ1970ȮɯÉÌÊÈÔÌɯÒÕÖÞÕɯÈÚɯȿÛÏÌ Beeching AxeɀȭɯɯThe cuts 

have been mourned by lovers of railways throughout Britain ever since ɬ and there 

are many of them.  Personally, I find the old railway tracks an excellent place to walk 

and cycle.  They seem to have reverted to nature in a most satisfactory way. 

3ÏÌɯ!ÙÐÛÐÚÏɯ×ÜÉÓÐÊɀÚɯÍÖÕËÕÌÚÚɯÍÖÙɯÙÈÐÓÞÈàÚɯÞÈÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÓàɯÙÌÈÚÖÕɯÞÏàɯÛÏÌɯ

Conservative Government had run into trouble.  There was a whiff of scandal in the 

air, a potent mix of espionage and sex, ruthlessly exploited by the new TV 

programme That Was The Week That Was, also known as TW3, which was shown late 

on Saturday nights in 1962 and 1963; and which I was allowed to watch, though it 

was greeted with a measure of disapproval by my father, usually expressed silently. 

Devised, produced and directed by  Ned Sherrin and presented by David Frost , this 

poked fun at politicians in a new w ay.  They had usually been treated with 

deference, even reverence.  On TW3 they were ripped apart.  But TW3 was famous 

also for a very open attitude towards sex.  It was to be on TW3 in 1965 that the 

ÛÏÌÈÛÙÌɯÊÙÐÛÐÊɯ*ÌÕÕÌÛÏɯ3àÕÈÕɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÜÚÌËɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙËɯȿÍÜÊÒɀɯduring a TV broadcast.  My 

ÍÈÛÏÌÙɀÚɯprotest on that occasion was not merely silent. 

1963 saw the exposure of ȿKimɀ Philby .  Ever since Guy Burgess and Donald 

Maclean had fled to Moscow in 1951, there had been speculation as to the existence 

ÖÍɯÈɯȿÛÏÐÙËɯÔÈÕɀɯɬ ÈɯÛÏÐÙËɯ1ÜÚÚÐÈÕɯÚ×àɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÏÌÈÙÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ!ÙÐÛÐÚÏɯȿ$ÚÛÈÉÓÐÚÏÔÌÕÛɀɯȹÈɯ

term first used in 1955, though The Establishment Club in Soho was not founded until 

ƕƝƚƕȺȭɯɯ(Õɯ)ÈÕÜÈÙàɯƕƝƚƗȮɯȿ*ÐÔɀɯ/ÏÐÓÉàȮɯÞÏÖɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÏÐÎÏ-ranking member of British 

Intelligence (and had been awarded the O.B.E.), vanished from Beirut, after failing to 

meet his wife for a dinner party  at the British Embassy.  It was revealed that he too 

had fled to Moscow and had been a full colonel in the Soviet K.G.B. for some years.  
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/ÏÐÓÉàɯ ÞÈÚɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÔÖÚÛɯ ÚÜÊÊÌÚÚÍÜÓɯ Ú×àɯ ÖÍɯ ÛÏÌɯ ȿCambridge Fiveɀ, the others being 

Maclean, Burgess, Anthony Blunt  and John Cairncross. (Blunt was not exposed until 

1979, Cairncross died in 1995 without ever having been publicly exposed). 

Then there was the Profumo affair. Profumo was Secretary of State for 

War in Macmillan ɀÚɯgovernment and was married to a popular and attractive 

actress Valerie Hobson. In March 1963, he told the House of Commons that there 

ÞÈÚɯȿÕÖɯÐÔ×ÙÖ×ÙÐÌÛàɯÞÏÈÛÌÝÌÙɀɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÙÌÓÈÛÐÖÕÚÏÐ×ɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯȿÊÈÓÓ-ÎÐÙÓɀɯ"ÏÙÐÚÛÐÕÌɯ*ÌÌÓÌÙɯ

and that he would issue writs for libel an d slander if the allegations were repeated 

outside the House.  However, in June, Profumo confessed that he had misled the 

House and lied in his testimony and he resigned, from the Cabinet, the Privy 

Council  and Parliament. It turned out that he had been introduced to Keeler at a 

house party thrown by the Astors and had had an affair with her, though she had 

also been sleeping with a Soviet naval attaché at the time; and this gave rise to the 

suspicion that he had passed on military secrets to her which could in turn have 

ÉÌÌÕɯ×ÈÚÚÌËɯÖÕɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ1ÜÚÚÐÈÕÚȮɯÝÐÈɯÛÏÌɯÔÜÊÏɯËÐÚÊÜÚÚÌËɯÔÌÊÏÈÕÐÚÔɯÖÍɯȿ×ÐÓÓÖÞ-ÛÈÓÒȭɀɯɯ

The Cold War  was at its height and the potential ramifications in terms of national 

security were serious. 

The most famous Judge of the day, Lord Denning , was asked to investigate 

and he released his report on 25 September 1963, which found that there had been 

no serious threat to security; but one month later Macmillan resigned as Prime 

Minister, ostensibly on the grounds of ill health.  The public wa s left feeling that 

there was more to it than this.  In his autobiography  Spycatcher, Peter Wright relates 

that he was working at the British  counter-intelligence agency MI5  at the time and 

was assigned to question Keeler. He found Keeler to be poorly educated and not 

well informed but when the subject of  nuclear missiles came up, she used the term 

ȿÕÜÊÓÌÈÙɯ×ÈàÓÖÈËɀȭɯɯWright concluded that there had, at the very least, been an 

attempt by the Soviet attaché to use Keeler to get classified information from 

Profumo. 

My mother thought the whole thing ÞÈÚɯȿËÙÌÈËÍÜÓɀ.  She felt sorry for Valerie 

Hobson; and she could not imagine why a man like Profumo, with a beautiful wife, 

wouÓËɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÙÌÚÖÙÛɯÛÖɯÈɯȿÊÖÔÔÖÕɯ×ÙÖÚÛÐÛÜÛÌɀɯlike Christine Keeler : it was like 

exchanging gold for dross.  I could not explain to her, then or afterwards, that the 

average man, when presented with the opportunity, might, now and again, might 

quite fancy a bit of dross.  There is a photograph of Christine Keeler taken in May 

1963, where she is sitting naked, with her legs on either side of a chair.  You have to 

admit, if you are a man, that it is sexy; but my Mum would have called it 

pornography ȮɯÖÙɯÔÖÙÌɯÓÐÒÌÓàȮɯ×ÓÈÐÕɯȿÍÐÓÛÏɀ. 

The Earl of Home became Prime Minister.  Although the position was 

ÎÖÝÌÙÕÌËɯÉàɯȿÚÖÍÛɯÓÈÞɀɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÖÙÔɯÖÍɯÈɯÊÖÕÚÛÐÛÜÛÐÖÕÈÓɯÊÖÕÝÌÕÛÐÖÕȮɯÙÈÛÏÌÙɯÛÏÈÕɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯ

terms of legislation, he took the view that in the modern world it was impossible to 

govern the country and command the confiden ce of Parliament, from the House of 

Lords, so he renounced his peerage and won a safe seat in the House of Commons as 

Sir Alec Douglas-Home.  Even so he was no match for Harold Wilson, the leader of 
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ÛÏÌɯ+ÈÉÖÜÙɯ/ÈÙÛàȮɯÞÏÖɯÞÈÚɯÝÌÙàɯËÌÍÐÕÐÛÌÓàɯÕÖÛɯÈɯȿÛÖÍÍɀ, but had taught P.P.E. at 

Oxford, while Home admitted that he had to use matchsticks in order to understand 

Eonomics.  However, considering the depths of unpopularity reached by the 

Conservative government in 1963 (the end of the so-ÊÈÓÓÌËɯɀƕƗɯàÌÈÙÚɯÖÍɯÔÐÚÙÜÓÌɀȺɯÏÌɯ

did not do so badly in the General Election of 1964, when Labour only achieved an 

overall majority of 4.   

You could not escape the influence of Roman Catholicism in Liverpool.  We 

had always had Catholic neighbours, and at some point a new Catholi c Secondary 

School ɬ Christ the King ɬ was built next door to The Holt.  The new Catholic 

cathedral in Liverpool was begun in 1962 and consecrated in 1967.  So wide publicity 

was given to things which happened in Rome.  In 1963 the old Pope John XXIII died 

ɬ the jolly fat one ɬ and was succeeded by Paul VI, who was thin and serious.  His 

real name was Giovanni Montini; and it was generally thought that he was more of a 

conservative than his predecessor; but the Second Vatican Council (also known as 

Vatican IIȺɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯÛÖɯȿÈËËÙÌÚÚɯÙÌÓÈÛÐÖÕÚɯÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯÛÏÌɯRoman Catholic 

Church ÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÔÖËÌÙÕɯÞÖÙÓËɀɯÊÖÕÛÐÕÜÌËɯÛÖɯÚÐÛɯÈÕËɯÌÝÌÕÛÜÈÓÓàɯÔÈËÌɯÊÏÈÕÎÌÚɯ

which, for the Catholic C hurch, were radical.   

One of the first issues considered by the Council was the revision of the 

liturgy. The central idea was that there ought to be greater lay participation.  

Permission was granted to celebrate most of the Mass in vernacular languages. The 

Church also began to provide versions of the Bible in the mother tongues of the 

faithful, and both clergy and laity were encouraged to make Bible study a central 

part of their live s, something which had hitherto been regarded as a feature of 

Protestantism. 

ƕƝƚƗɯ ÞÈÚɯ ÛÏÌɯ àÌÈÙɯ ÖÍɯ %ÌÓÓÐÕÐɀÚɯƜɯ Ǘɯ ȿone of the most intensely personal 

ÚÛÈÛÌÔÌÕÛÚɯÌÝÌÙɯÔÈËÌɯÖÕɯÊÌÓÓÜÓÖÐËɀɯɬ but not a film I have ever seen.  It was also the 

year of Alfred Hitchcock's The Birdsȭɯɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÌÐÛÏÌÙɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌȮɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯ(ɯ

have seen it since, and it struck me as more nasty than frightening, though the short 

story it is based on, written by Daphne du Maurier in 1952, is truly gripping.  I heard 

an interview recently with Tippi Hedren, the actress who is attacked by birds in one 

of the most horrific scenes, and was most surprised to learn that they used real birds 

in the shooting of that scene.  (TÏÌàɯÏÈËɯÔÌÊÏÈÕÐÊÈÓɯÉÐÙËÚȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌàɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÖÙÒ).  I 

am sure this would not be allowed today.  Hedren said that she was so exhausted 

after the shooting of the scene in question that she had to take a week off work 

afterwards.  

The ȿ&ÙÌÈÛɯ3ÙÈÐÕɯ1ÖÉÉÌÙàɀ was committed on 8 August at Bridego Railway 

Bridge, Ledburn  near Mentmore  in Buckinghamshire . £2.6 million was stolen from a 

train, when it was held up there.  The gang of train robbers consisted of 17 full 

ȿÔÌÔÉÌÙÚɀɯ ÞÏÖɯ ÞÌÙÌɯ ÛÖɯ ÙÌÊÌÐÝÌɯ ÈÕɯ ÌØÜÈÓɯ ÚÏÈÙÌȭɯ ɯ 3ÏÌɯ ÎÈÕÎɯ ÞÈÚɯ ÓÌËɯ Éà Bruce 

Reynolds, and assisted by Gordon Goody, Charlie Wilson and 1ÖÕÈÓËɯ ȿBusterɀ 

Edwards. Their key electronics expert was Roger Cordrey.  The most famous 

member of the gang was Ronnie Biggs, though he played a minor role.   
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