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Chapter 1

My Forbears

Richard Shaw Clare was an importer of turpentine from America and set up
in business as a druggist in Lord Street in Liverpool in 1748.Eventually the
o�ensive smells of his trade caused the local council to order him to move
out of what was then residential property and into the `suburbs' of Stanhope
Street. The Clares of Stanhope Street were still listed as turpentine distillers
early in the nineteenth century and R. S. Clare and Company manufacture
paint there to this day. A pig farm at the bottom of Beresford Road, near
the site of the Herculaneum Potteries was also attributed tothe family, as
was a dairy in nearby Wellington Road. One of Richard's descendants, my
great-grandfather Clare, who died before I was born, was said to be a man
of small stature, an alcoholic, and a martinet. He had a peculiar accent
by present day standards, but it is on record that his family came from
Stanhope Street in the Toxteth area of Liverpool. On great-grandfather's
convivial evenings the family would hear noises at the frontdoor, and when
someone (his wife of the Harrison family had died young) opened the door,
it would swing inwards complete with the old man suspended byhis belt
over the door knob, unconscious. Another of his more bizarrehabits was
to purchase a new pair of boots, and because his feet were not compatible
with the quality of design of the footwear of those days, he would then get
extremely drunk and retire to bed with his new boots on, hoping to awake
on the morrow with the boots �tting comfortably.

One evening he was asked to retire to bed early so that his son,my
grandfather, could discuss family matters. He demanded an explanation and
was told in very choice words to mind his own business. \So", said he, \the
peas are getting above the sticks, are they!" (Grandfather was then in his
�fties). The days of the martinet were over. Grandfather Harry Clare was
born in 1856, never went to school and never learnt to read or write. Up until
this time the Dingle corner of Toxteth had retained its ruralcharacter. The
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Figure 1.1: Grandfather Harry Clare in Mersey Forge (2nd right), circa 1900

register of Saint Cleopas parish church in Beresford Road, from its foundation
in 1856 until 1866 lists a high proportion of farm labourers and cowhands
among its bridegrooms. Grandfather's favourite memory wasof wandering,
as a child, down Park Road, becoming lost in Dingle Woods, andbeing
`lambasted' when he eventually found his way home. At the ageof eleven he
started working twelve hours a day at the Mersey Forge, with amere eight
hours on a Saturday. Before he reached twelve he trapped his leg under a
carriage and lost half of one foot. Shortly after marrying grandmother she
noticed his limp and on enquiring the cause he thereupon explained that one
of his bowyanks had slipped. It was long after that grandmother learned the
truth and thereafter to the end of her days she maintained that she had been
sold short measure.

They had ten children of whom �ve died in infancy, leaving Charles the
eldest, William Roughley my father, Elizabeth Alice, Edward James and
Ethel May. The household also included great-grandfather,grandfather's
brother Jack, and another orphaned cousin of the children, George Edgar.

The four boys, Charles, William, Edward and Edgar always played to-
gether but with father in charge to `mind Charlie' the eldestboy. However,
Charles and Edward died as young men, and Elizabeth althoughmarrying,
died young, being survived by a daughter Alice. Thus only father and Aunt
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Figure 1.2: From left to right: Edward, William and Charles Roughley

Ethel survived into old age. The story is often related that grandfather,
sometime in his early life was told either by a bone-setter orother type of
quack, that he hadn't long to live. On making a recovery from whatever
ailed him, he gathered together �rst his cash and then his family, advising
the latter that they would have no cause to quarrel over what he might leave
in this world.

With this he departed to the Isle of Man where he stayed until his money
was gone and returned home penniless. This was his character, and thereafter
whenever he felt unwell he would gather together his assets and go shopping.
Grandmother died in the early 1920's having kept house for all the sick,
orphaned and distressed of the family all her married life; but grandfather
lived by his own standards and could never tolerate the idea that at his
demise he would leave money unused. He retired from the Liverpool Gas
Co. at the age of seventy on a pension of thirteen shillings plus the ` Lloyd
George' pension of ten shillings. He had got from the Gas Company some
partnership certi�cates which grandmother had kept, explaining that they
could not be cashed while either of them lived. Illiterate ornot, as soon
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Figure 1.3: William Roughley Clare, centre of back row, circa 1908

as she was six feet under he cashed them and went shopping. Forthe rest
of his life he lived with Aunt Ethel, his surviving daughter. During the air
raids of 1941 a stick of bombs demolished houses nearby and left one bomb
unexploded. The family roused him after lifting a window frame and a pile
of masonry o� his bed. He did admit that he thought he heard something.
His health slowly declined after this and he died in the August in his eighty-
sixth year. My father, William Roughley Clare, who was born in 1883 was
educated at the local church school of Saint John the Baptist, at a cost of
one penny a week. He was then apprenticed to a saddle maker in Aigburth
Vale and would often relate how, when he was sent to town on an errand,
he could collect his threepence fare but ride a penny stage onthe tram to
Northumberland Street. He then jumped o� and ran alongside the horses
some three hundred yards to Warwick Street where he re-boarded and paid
another penny to town. If the driver was unsympathetic the horses would be
whipped up to leave father and suchlike companions to await the next tram.
On �nishing the apprenticeship he realised that horses werebeing superseded
by machines and therefore he left his trade to look for casualwork on the
docks. His family thought him quite mad but he quickly found his place as
a `cod boss' in charge of a gang of men with Elder Dempster and Company
in Coburg Dock.

Father then joined the `Volunteers' - later to become the Territorial Army,
and although several photographs show him in uniform ridinghorses, in fact



11

he found his forte as a gun layer, a hobby that was to cost him his hearing.
Annual holidays in those days were relatively unknown to theworking classes
but the annual summer camp of the volunteers was the highlight of his year.
Probably the biggest camp he ever attended was at Trawsfynedd where the
reservoir now is, but it was at a camp in Neston that he met my mother. My
maternal grandfather, Benjamin Bennett, who was born in Buckley, had been
brought up illiterate and worked as a collier at the Denhall pit in Neston.
Grandmother, Sarah Anne Gri�ths, was born in 1861 being one of four
children. She was taken under the care of Aunt Foster to be brought up,
and had the advantage of being privately educated to quite a high standard.
After they were married, grandmother taught grandfather toread and write
to such a standard that he was promoted to pit deputy (safety man). They
had nine children of whom two died in infancy. The others wereHerbert,
my mother Amelia ( Millie), Stanley, Willoughby, Sarah ( Cissie), Anne and
Elizabeth. It was after Anne was born that the family moved from Eldon
Terrace to Cross Street, Neston, where Elizabeth was born in1901. The door
of number four Cross Street always stood open and, as is the way with miners,
a huge �re burned in the grate. My mother Amelia was the eldestdaughter of
quite a large family. In such circumstances domestic service was the obvious
career. One usually lived in, and tended to learn something of the social
graces. Besides, there was little else at which young girls in a small town
could earn a living. Mother was perhaps lucky in �nding a goodhousehold,
was well trained, and by all accounts acquired a goodly shareof grace and
charm. Grandfather died in 1908 on 17th March, and Herbert was married
that same week. Grandmother carried on, earning extra moneysewing ladies
garments at home, but the �re now burned low and the door was kept shut.
My mother was married in 1912 and when the Great War began in 1914
Stanley and Willoughby were sent to the Eastern Mediterranean where they
might well have been on another planet. Worn-out with worry,grandmother
died in 1916 in her �fty-sixth year. My three aunts, Cissie, Anne and Liz now
carried on alone. The elder two working at the Shotton munitions factory
and Liz, at the age of �fteen, keeping house after having started work as an
errand girl at the local laundry. Father and mother were married at Neston
Parish Church in May, 1912, and made minor history by being number one
entry in a new marriage register. They set up home in Rectory Street in
Liverpool where Mabel was born on 28th May, 1913. Shortly after this they
moved to number ten in Barbara Street, where Alice Margaret (Peggy) was
born on 15th January, 1915. Charles Edward was born on 25th May, 1916
and �nally myself, William Herbert, on 21st November, 1917.
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Figure 1.4: Benjamin Bennett and Sarah Anne Gri�ths, studio photograph



Chapter 2

Childhood and School Days

Number ten Barbara Street was one of an estate of houses builtat the end of
the �rst decade of the twentieth century around the South EndMill, formerly
Scotts Mill, which together with the estate was then owned bythe Wilson
family. The front of the house opened onto a cobbled street closed to tra�c
at the mill end by a chain supported on cast iron pillars. The back opened
onto a strip of waste land correctly known as either the Mill Field or the
Millers Field, but more usually referred to as \The Millies". This land in
turn was bounded on its further side by a brick wall overlooking a derelict
forging yard some �fty feet below. This steep drop in the landscape gave the
back of the houses an open view of the South Docks, the River Mersey, The
Wirral shore line, and the Welsh hills beyond. To the right, but still over the
\Millies" wall were the huge gas holders of the Liverpool GasCompany, and
next again was the local Board School fronting onto BeaufortStreet across
which, and in line with the houses, was the parish church of Saint Gabriel. To
the left the estate gave way to the stables and incinerators of the Liverpool
Corporation Refuse Department.

From the front of the house the estate continued with Ballington Street
and Shearer Street and on to Mill Street where on the estate side from the
right lay a row of shops, then Rose Cottage which was a seventeenth century
dirty whitewashed farmhouse standing in and about an half acre of waste
land. Next stood the corrugated iron structure of \Tom Hughes' Mission"
and then more shops and the mill garages. On the further side of Mill
Street were various shops and houses, some tenement blocks then known as
`dwellings' and most prominently the Domestic Mission beyond which was
the ` Park Palace' cinema which had originally been ` The Star' music hall. As
was customary in those days, the people in the area tended to live within the
con�nes of the estate, because although electric tramcars ran nearby and were
relatively cheap, commuting was not yet fashionable and people tended to
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Figure 2.1: My mother, Amelia `Millie` Clare
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travel as little as necessary. A high percentage of the populace worked within
walking distance of their houses. By November, 1917, the Great War had
reached its lowest ebb for Britain. After three years of voluntary enlistment
the last of the available �t men were conscripted. Father wasexempt because
of his occupation, he was by now a foreman and the �rm of Elder Dempster
and Company had moved to bigger berths at Toxteth Dock. Food supplies
were almost down to starvation level and the remaining stocks were rationed
for the �rst time. The night of the twenty-�rst of November wi tnessed a great
storm which broke with full fury on the back of number ten Barbara Street.
In the small back bedroom slept my two sisters Mabel of four and a half
years, and Peggy of two years and ten months. Also sharing theroom was
my brother Charlie of eighteen months and Aunt Bet of sixteenyears. Aunt
Bet was Mother's youngest sister and by this time an orphan. In the larger
front bedroom were Father and Mother, and shortly before midnight I was
born. I was a sickly child and tended to contract every infection as it came
around. The poor quality of what little food was available probably added to
my own and to Mother's problems. I was continually being hospitalised with
both eye and ear trouble and by the time I was three years of ageMother
was seriously ill. Thus I never really came to know my mother.

My earliest recollection, and the only very 
eeting one of Mother, was
one of Aunt Bet performing the morning chores. The ashes and cinders were
removed from the living room grate, the iron hobs and �rebarswere coated
with liquid blacklead and polished until they shone, the oven door handle
burnished with emery cloth, and the stone hearth whitened with chalk. On
this particular morning I was observing these operations when a small black
beetle (not a cockroach but one of the many smaller varietiesthat were in the
mill area) crawled out from under the �rebars and across the hearth. Mother
asked me to stand on it, since like boys of all ages at that timeI wore boots.
This was the voice of authority and I knew without question that she must
be right. I never remember seeing my mother alive again. I next remember
being taken upstairs into the front bedroom. Half of the big bed had been
cut away so that it only came up to the centre line of the room. In fact, of
course, the bed had been pushed back hard against the far wall. The co�n
took up the remaining space where the bed normally stood, andin it lay the
great lady - asleep. I was quite awe-struck but not in the least upset, and was
then sent out into the street to play. Some hours later my brother Charlie
led me upstairs and all was normal; Mother of course was hiding somewhere!
It took the entire family some considerable time to convinceme that I was
never to see her again. I was four years and two months old. Early in
January, 1923, at the age of �ve, I was taken by Aunt Bet to Beaufort Street
Board School and handed into the care of Miss Broom, the headmistress of
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Figure 2.2: My Father, William Roughley Clare, Mabel Clare,Peggy and
Charlie Clare, myself and my Mother Amelia `Millie` Clare



17

Figure 2.3: Myself as a schoolboy

the infants department. Along with the rest of the new intakeI was escorted
into a classroom and told to sit down. My teacher made no impact on me
whatever but I do remember the small letters of the alphabet,all of which
I knew quite readily, each being drawn on a large sheet of cardboard and
pinned all around the walls.

Later, it may have been days later, I was taken into the playground and
left to myself until the end of the day and then escorted home.My eyesight
was considered to be below the educable minimum,. For myself, my only
regret was that my classroom possessed more toys than I had ever seen
before, and that now I should never have the opportunity to play with them.
From what I have been told, it appears that I remained on the school register
and continued to attend, but with frequent absences both long and short. In
fact I have no recollection of this. The minister of the Domestic Mission,
where we attended, advised Father to transfer me to a specialschool for
handicapped children, but Aunt Bet would have none of it. From her point
of view I would be far better o� struggling along with normal children, given
the protection of a brother and two sisters at the same school, particularly
since all of them had been warned not to lay a hand on \poor Billy" or su�er
the wrath of the Almighty. Later in the that year we moved from Barbara
Street to 11 Ballington Street. This was a rather larger house with three
bedrooms but in all other respects similar to the former. We still had gas
lighting, an outside loo, and one cold tap in a stone sink in the kitchen. It
was on moving house that I became aware of the leather strap being hung in
its customary place at the �reside. The following year, Grandmother Clare,
or Nanny as we called her, died. Somehow the walk to school around the mill
through Grain Street, Bran Street and past her door at 32 CornStreet, was
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never quite the same, although her household carried on withAunt Ethel
in charge. The streets in those days were quiet and after darkwhen sounds
were more penetrating, the hum of the mill machinery could almost be felt.
An occasional tram might be heard rumbling along Park Road and some
moments later the clop-clop of ladies heels or the steady pounding of men's
feet might be identi�ed. If one concentrated hard enough thefootsteps of the
di�erent members of the family could be recognised. The steam trains of the
Cheshire Lines or the much slower electric trains of the Overhead Railway
could always be heard, as could the sirens of the ferry-boats, the dirty little
coasters, the cargo boats and the more glamorous passenger liners. A more
unusual sound was the bells of the dock haulage engines, known to all us
children as `bell engines'. During the day the school bell ofBeaufort Street
and `Paddy's hammer' or St. Malachie's alternated with the buzzers of the
docks as the schoolchildren and the dock labourers came and went throughout
the day. At Ballington Street Aunt Bet was always in control and if Father
used any authority with her it was not observable by us children, certainly
not by me. It was she who decided whether clothes should be repaired or
replaced, the order of getting baths in the big wooden tub, orthe choice and
timing of meals. Aunt Bet was very practical but not the leastbit systematic.
If any timetable existed, then so far as she was concerned, itwas a basis for
negotiation. Tea particularly would be served promptly shereturned from
her afternoon outing, at whatever time that happened to be, and woe betide
anyone missing or not ready, particularly Father, when it was served. Quite
frequently Aunt Bet would start her day cleaning upstairs. This began with
placing all the table ornaments, �re irons, rugs, and what have you on the
beds so as to start on the 
oor. If she were interrupted at thispoint then she
would forget what she had been doing and so the obstructions would be left,
to be rather dramatically re-discovered when one retired tobed in the dark.
Father, on the other hand, was a very shrewd man, exceedinglyadept at
sizing people up, and because of this he was seldom bested. However, he was
not a practical man. With notable exceptions he never did anything in the
way of housework. He had been trained in the use of leather andtherefore
would always cobble our footwear. As a child this facility fascinated me;
he would sit, leather in one hand against his chest, and razor-sharp knife
in the other, cutting the leather towards his face. Father invariably worked
with his tongue stuck well out of one corner of his mouth. I always found
myself waiting for the knife to slip and father to be renderedspeechless On
Saturday nights he would cut the salt �sh into portions (a very exacting
job) and put it in soak for Sunday breakfast. He did nothing else. Aunt
Bet, apart from keeping house and looking after us four children, did all the
painting, wallpapering, and minor repairs. When we moved house, Aunt Bet
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directed the operation, a man from the dock pushed the handcart, father
was at work. When the back step became dangerous the neighbours turned
it over. The logic was unquestionable. If you do anything foryourself others
will look at it and say \Yes, quite good, considering that youare only an
amateur." Father would never be patronised. Strange as it may seem, I
soon grew quite accustomed to being stopped in the street by the ` School
Board', as the school attendance o�cer was then known, and asked why I
was not at school. A pair of spectacles was prescribed; smalldark blue lenses
and steel frames. They both felt and looked ghastly, and furthermore they
did nothing at all for my vision. When I was about seven or eight years of
age Father took me to see a specialist who, as a last resort, recommended
the removal of my tonsils (or was it adenoids). When Father questioned
the advisability of this he was asked in a loud voice and in my presence,
\What di�erence does it make? You know that you are not going to rear
this child?" Thereafter I knew for a fact what I had long come to suspect,
that I was going to die young. I was what was referred to as a `delicate
child' in those days. Some days later Father took me to MyrtleStreet to
the Eye, Ear, Nose and Throat Hospital. He loaded my locker with fruit,
cakes and sweets. The operation completed I was told on the next Saturday
morning that I was to be discharged. Father came in the afternoon and after
staying awhile prepared to leave. He just would not believe that I could
go home. I was horri�ed! I ran sobbing through the corridors to �nd a
doctor, a nurse, anybody who could convince Father that I could go. When
success was �nally achieved Father emptied my locker, stalecakes, rotting
fruit, everything just as he had left it. Nobody had told me that the locker
was mine or that I was permitted to open it. Father then explained to me
that he had given me full instructions, and it was then that I leaned one more
of the facts of life for a small boy, not only was my sight impaired but so was
my hearing. It never occurred to me that perhaps I was just plain stupid.
When everything possible had been done for my sight I returned to school
complete with suitable spectacles, and joined the Junior School for a few
months. A steel nibbed pen was thrust into my hand and I was told to write.
I burst into tears, not because I couldn't write but because Ihad never been
show how to use a pen and ink like the grown-ups. At the next mid-summer
move I was selected for the higher of the two classes of my own age group
to go into the Senior School. I knew not how I had been assessedfor this,
but from then on I never seemed to look back. As children we seldom went
to school together, it was rather infra dig, besides if instead of going round
the mill and down the steps to the school, one went around Yates Street,
there was a little general shop on one corner. Among other things, they sold
` Nigger Bars', dark brown slabs of very hard, very sticky to�ee. Of course,
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the `Nigger Bars' were banned by all respectable parents. This made them
more attractive and the bar, at a half penny, eaten very rapidly between the
shop and the school yard (where they were also banned) was fairly likely to
remove any loose milk teeth from a growing youngster's mouth.

Once we four children were all attending school it became incumbent
upon Father to do what he could to get us all o� his hands for a week
so that both he and Aunt Bet could have a break each Summer. Mabel
and Peggy were �rst in 1925 with an accommodation holiday in Ellesmere.
Charlie and I accompanied Aunt Bet to Gladstone Road, Neston, to stay with
relations. This was the �rst that I remember of very happy times spent with
Aunt Annie, Uncle Albert, and cousins Betty and Cynthia. The following
year, 1926, Charlie accompanied the girls to Ellesmere, andI went with
Aunt Bet to Neston, but this time Aunt Annie had moved to Eldon Terrace.
The family were all very kind. Uncle Albert o�ered to take me to Hooton
to see the aeroplanes, but he found that he could not control his bicycle
with me sitting astride the crossbar (in those days this was quite legal), but
instead of just saying so he invented the excuse that \The aerodrome is shut
today because it is Wednesday." Although not yet nine I pondered at the
philosophy of telling a fairy story when the truth would havesu�ced. The
next year, 1927, Charlie was old enough to go to school camp, and by special
arrangement I was allowed to go with him. We paid ten shillings and sixpence
each and Father took us to Lime Street station and there handed me over
to the care of the headmaster, Mr Goldstone. The train was very hot and
Charlie and I shared a pound bag of ginger biscuits which we devoured before
we reached the �rst stop. There was nothing to drink and I do not think
that I have liked ginger ever since. However, the camp at the big 
ash at
Winsford was very successful. So much so that we repeated theholiday the
next summer.

For our last experience of school camps, we went to Longridgein 1929
and travelled by `charabanc' a motor vehicle with a very unreliable engine,
solid wheels, no roof, and seating for about twenty. Forty-four of us rode
in it over sets and cobblestones all the way. We started as innocent boys,
but during the frequent breakdowns the driver assured our headmaster that
the `chara' would never restart unless he kicked and swore atit profusely.
We arrived at camp crushed and sore, but educated. We camped at Boot
Farm and as soon as we were sorted out most of the boys went `shopping'
for presents to take home. The following morning the headmaster, assisted
by the local constabulary, collected them all back again; about half the stock
of the local penny bazaar, mutilated fowls from our own farm,and various
other suspicious impediments. End of Beaufort Street school camps! In those
days of the nineteen-twenties society was just emerging from the Victorian



21

idea of Church three times on Sundays, but it was still incumbent upon us
to be arranged in our Sunday best and go to Sunday School. There was not
personal choice. A Band of Hope met once a week to preach the viciousness
of strong drink, or show `magic lantern' slides of Pilgrim'sProgress. The rest
of our free time, which was considerable, would be spend either `staying in'
or else `playing out'. If it were the former then reading was done with the
aid of a gas incandescent mantle, which was quite superior tothe para�n
lamps of nearby Bran Street. Perhaps Aunt Bet would relate one of her
endless romantic stories, which would hold us spellbound, or else Mabel,
Peggy, or a chance visitor would play the piano. Later we acquired a `cat's
whisker' wireless, and so critical was it that if anyone daremove, the whisker
would shake on the crystal and the station signal lost. It seemed that at
least once each evening Ernest Lough, the boy soprano, wouldbe heard
rendering \Oh for the wings of a dove" the �rst ever hit record. We still
later acquired a gramophone. If we `played out' then noisy games were
played such as `kick the can' ` Cherry Wobbles up the spout' or`Hoops' (this
with a wooden hoop if you were well to do, otherwise with the steel rim
of a bicycle wheel). Occasionally we would shout and sing while dancing
about on the ` High Stand' - the wooden hopper cover of the millintake.
One most peculiar game, which I think was unique to the `SouthEnd' of
Liverpool was played on a Good Friday morning, very early, with a long cane
on one end of which an in
ated pig's bladder had been tied. Thebladder
would be tapped against bedroom windows with the accompanying cry of
\Twopence for Judas". For me personally, one diversion was playing with
my two cousins, Harry and Bertie. We were very good friends during this
period, and I would occasionally stay overnight at their home in Park Street.
During the inter-war years it was customary for children at Board schools to
sit a scholarship review at ten or eleven years of age, so thatthey could be
assessed for an attempt at the scholarship examination for further education.
In my particular case, when the results of the review were to be announced,
I was sent out of the classroom on a petty disciplinary excuse. The results
were read out in my absence and the successful boys asked if they wished
to be coached for the scholarship. I was then recalled and normal lessons
resumed. Such was the poor concept of child-psychology! As soon as we
were dismissed all my classmates told me that my name had beentop on
the list. I can only presume that the head-master, either with or without
Father's consent had decided that my name should not go forward because
of my poor health.

I never really enjoyed my schooldays, and although my various class teach-
ers were probably quite good at their jobs, only two teachersat the school,
neither of whom ever taught me, ever inspired me with con�dence. The �rst
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was a Miss McIver, who had obviously lost her boyfriend in theGreat War,
since she spent every Armistice Day in 
oods of tears. She seemed to take
pity on me and took me under her wing on all school occasions when we were
not in class. One Saturday morning we went to Lever Brothers soap works
at Port Sunlight. We met at the Pier Head, took the boat to RockFerry, and
the tramcar to the factory,. We spent several hours there andI never left
Miss McIver's side although my own teacher was present. The second teacher
was a Mr Thorp. He lived near us and I suspect that he wanted to make an
impression. He advised me to go to night school and while thiswas legally
possible, it was unusual to attend evening classes while still at day school
Against advice from elsewhere I went, and never regretted it. During my
last term at school I followed Charlie into a part-time job. Finishing school
at four o'clock each Friday I made my own tea and began runningerrands
at �ve for the local co-op store. This continued until about eight-thirty and
resumed the following morning until about seven in the evening. For this ef-
fort I was rewarded with three shillings, with which I paid the hire-purchase
of my �rst bicycle.



Chapter 3

Adolescence and Youth
Hostelling

By the time that I had left school in December, 1931 at the age of fourteen
the economic depression was at its worst. Jobs were scarce and businesses
were constantly being urged to cut down on sta� and on wage rates in order
to remain viable. I walked the streets for a couple of months but kept my
weekend work until Charlie became sixteen and left the job asfull time errand
boy vacant for me. Because of my history I was o�ered the job subject to a
doctor's report that I was �t enough to do the work. The going rate had been
twelve shillings and sixpence a week. It was now reduced to eleven shillings
and ninepence and the work nearly killed me!

The next two years walking my bread and groceries through thestreets of
the South End made me aware, as never before, of the groups of men on street
corners. Many of them had never had a job of any kind and no hopeof ever
getting one. Several of my ex school pals had gone to as trimmers, shovelling
coal from the ships' bunkers and wheel-barrowing it to the waiting stokers at
the furnaces. The streets, in those days, were full of cries;\Fresh cut 
ow-
ers" \Nice juicy lemons" \Light cakes" \Rags", \bottles" or \bones". The
newsboys would run through the streets shouting \Echo, Exie". \Twopence
a pint, skimmed milk", from a dirty little cart with a battere d churn, and
\Salt, salt" from the man with the saw, ready to cut your pennyworth of
salt o� the sacking wrapped block. Oak barrel staves, impregnated with the
palm oil they had carried, were chopped and sold as \Palm oil chips" for �re
lighters. Street ballad singers were much in evidence, as were the penny horse
running tipsters. On my late evenings at work, Fridays and Saturdays, I used
to look over the river and watch the lights of the cars going over the Welsh
Hills and ponder to myself on the futility of my ever hoping topartake of
such expensive hobbies. I would stand and speculate as to where they would
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be going.
I had been a fairly frequent visitor to Aunt Annie in Neston, but now,

after leaving school and having my own job, I became a constant weekender,
either alone or with other members of my family. To Aunt Annieall were
welcome, and her three-bedroomed semi in May�eld Gardens would sleep
seemingly a dozen or more. They were never well-to-do but whatever was
bought in the way of food was shared out among those present. Everybody
joined in the fun and life may have been hard but it was simple and rewarding.

On reaching my sixteenth birthday I was dismissed from my job, as was
customary. Because young people became insurable at sixteen it was cheaper
for employers to dismiss them and engage fourteen-year-olds as replacements.
Thus commenced what was, without doubt, the most miserable period of my
life. All the essentials of life were there for me, but with stronger, �tter, more
intelligent, better educated youths out of work, what future had I? My one
salvation was my night school. I had passed the Lancashire and Cheshire In-
stitutes examination and continued with a free place to the Toxteth Technical
Institute and again with a further grant to the Liverpool Technical College.
After a year here I sat for the Ordinary National Certi�cate in mechanical
engineering. It was while I was actually sitting this exam that we moved from
Ballington Street to 141 Beresford Road. This new home had electricity, hot
and cold water, and a bathroom, yet for Father was no further away from the
docks. However, moving didn't help me because although I attained quite
high marks in the theoretic papers, without the advantage ofan apprentice-
ship I had no chance at all in the practical subjects. My attendance at the
college, however, was to have great signi�cance for me.

Father, by this time, and much against his better judgement,had ar-
ranged for me to get casual work at the docks with a forwardingagent. My
new employers were Ledgerton, Clint and Company, and their function was
to supervise the importation of raw cocoa. Ships would bringin up to eighty
thousand bags of cocoa and thirty percent of these were cut open for sam-
pling and part of my job was to re-stitch them. This gave me my �rst insight
into the rami�cations of dock work. Some ninety per-cent of the agreed price
of cocoa would be paid on contact, the samples would be mixed and divided
into three groups, one each for the seller and buyer and the third sealed by
both and stored for possible arbitration. The �nal price would be calculated
according to the chemical analysis of the samples. Following one season with
the forwarding agents I was fortunate enough to be taken on asa lad along
with seven other youths by Elder Dempster Lines at Toxteth Dock. The
original Elder Dempster & Co. had been declared bankrupt by the High
Court some years earlier, following a �nancial mishandling. My job now was
principally to learn as much of dock work as I could; I now had afuture
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Figure 3.1: My Father, William Roughley Clare
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of sorts. Elders by this time had become mechanised, and werebecoming
receptive to modern ideas but the docks in general were antiquated in their
practices. The day �nished at �ve, and if the breadwinner didnot arrive
home shortly afterwards it meant he was working overtime. His plate of din-
ner would be wrapped in a cloth, the pot of tea decanted into anenamel tea
can, and the eldest child of the family sent down to the dock with it. Most
of the men lived within walking distance and on arrival the child would be
allowed into the sheds, the respective docker would stand down for just long
enough to consume his meal and then resume his work. Meanwhile the child
would wait to take the utensils back home. For those living too far away
there were establishments referred to as `Co�ee Houses' or `Cocoa Rooms'
but in fact they served only tea which was kept boiling by the hour in a
copper urn. Such sandwiches which these men brought to work and did not
eat were readily begged for and eaten by the group of small children who
would congregate at strategic points along the homeward routes.

I was in my eighteenth year when I began work for Elders and it was just
before my birthday when I enrolled at the Technical College.There was a
students group which glories in the name of ' Liverpool Municipal Technical
Students Association' or ` LMTSA' for short or `LM' for still shorter. As I
enrolled they were having a membership drive and were advertising a ` Free
Soiree'. Having little money the word `free' appealed to me but I did not
know what the French work `Soiree' meant, (nor as it transpired did anyone
else) so I went. It was one of the turning points of my life. I felt at home
and among friendly people, so I joined the rambling section.

The LM. rambling club went walking every alternative Saturday after-
noon on the Wirral and further a�eld on the opposite full day Sundays. I
began to know my walking country. The following Easter I joined a party
for a four day tour around Ilkley Moor during which we walked over eighty
miles and for which we all joined the Youth Hostels Association which was
then still in its �rst decade of existence. We stayed overnight at Gisburn,
Ilkley and Ludendden Dene; I loved every minute of it; Later that summer
our secretary and leader, Joe Helme, took us to Maeshafn; theClwyd Hills
bewitched me. The following Easter, 1937, we did a tour of Snowdonia,
staying at Roman Bridge; Cae Dafydd, and Llanberis.

One enigma of my Wirral rambles remains. At Irby Mill Hill, the old
windmill had been demolished and the mill house was occupiedby a woman
of Gipsy stock, known to all as ` Ma Lumsden', she had a teenagedaughter
so we presumed she was widowed. She had converted the mill house into a
rambler's cafe and used the masonry of the windmill to add �replaces etc.
Ma Lumsden was known far and wide to all ramblers and organised all kings
of o�-beat diversions. After she died the cafe was closed andhas remained
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Figure 3.2: Hiking in Snowdonia with Eileen, Bill Ellis and Marjorie Sherlock
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empty and boarded up ever since. I wonder why.
One of the conditions of being in the LM. rambling club was that each

member should also join the Ramblers Association. At the endof the season,
I not having passed my exams and therefore not being re-enrolled at the
College, took less interest in the LMTSA, but remained with the Ramblers
Association. It was founded in October, 1936.

The new club for some unexplainable reason adopted the titleof the
' Liverpool Area Committee' and it was many years before the name was
altered to the more logical `Liverpool Area Club'. However,so active was
the club that I spent the �fty-two weekends of 1937 at the hostels, Maeshafn
being the favourite. One Saturday in early December, Fathersaid to me,
\Don't you think you ought to spend a weekend at home?" Father's every
word was still law. I cancelled my arrangements and sat at home and by
teatime I was quite unbearable! After tea someone asked me where I would
have gone had I set out. \Maeshafn, of course, there is a working party
digging a cess pit," I replied. \Then go" said Father, \You look miserable
sitting here." In about two minutes 
at I was packed, dressedand up the
road. I was rather glad that I arrived late. The gang were about to sit down
to supper when someone upset a primus stove and the liver for twelve tipped
straight into the rubbish bin. It was quickly washed under the tap, warmed
up and served.

During this year I was accepted into the Transport and General Workers
Union. This was no mean feat since membership was restrictedto sons
of existing members except under special circumstances! This change in
status gave me an enhanced earning rate, and with it a more personal control
over my money. I began to move about for experience and found the men
employed on the docks as labourers were a very mixed lot. Heavy built
Irishmen predominated, and the rest seemed to be the mis�ts of society.
My �rst partner was a former schoolmaster from Llandegai whohad been
dismissed for his dealings with small boys. He was known as the ` unfrocked
vicar'. My next mate ` Garston Joe' walked the �ve miles each way to and
from Garston because his wife would only allow him one penny each day for a
cup of tea. My third companion had once been remanded in custody pending
a trial and ever after gloried in the name of ` Dartmoor Dan'. Retirement
among dockers was relatively unknown; while they were �t they kept on
working into their seventies and eighties. The star gang at Elders consisted
entirely of pensioners. In general the men were happy and would quite often
sing in unison, especially in adverse conditions. It must beremembered that
in bad weather, if the ship were stopped the men had to be paid,whereas
if the men stopped of their own accord they were not, hence they tended to
advertise the fact that they were quite happy to continue in the rain.
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An idea started in the Area Club in the Spring of 1938, to organise a
hostelling holiday in Germany. I was much taken with the planand to this
end arranged for a passport. However, when Father was consulted he was
dead set against it. He did not stop me from going, he merely said that if
I went it would cause him to worry unduly. I reluctantly dropped the idea.
Finally, only two of the members set out and arrived in Germany slap into
the Munich crisis. When they returned and I was commiserating with them
it transpired that both were carrying swastika 
ags and Hitler Youth knives.
It was then that I realised that had war broken out they would have changed
sides. I began to see who my friends were.

I spent Christmas of 1938 at Cae Dafydd with a `private' party, all from
the LAC., and following this with new year at Maeshafn, and o�we were
hostelling again. However, the Spring brought a new development; we sud-
denly switched our a�ections to the Oaklands youth hostel inLlangollen. In
the Autumn of that year, 1938, Merseyside Youth Hostels, Ltd. made a bid
of 1,625 for Tyndwr Hall, Llangollen, with plans to convert it into a hundred
bed hostel. I found myself fully committed for a whole seasonof working
parties.

We regularly cycled to Llangollen during the project at Tyndwr, taking
our own supper and breakfast with us but being supplied with tea on the
Sunday evenings before we set o� home. Trees were felled, streams diverted,
vegetation cleared and, most important of all, the wiring was stripped out,
dried and put back. Oh, yes, we knew how to be economical.

Of course, the club had a social programme such that we met every
evening during the week, and let the room to a jazz group on Sunday night.
The socials could be in any form, the more outlandish the better. Two such
evenings deserve special mention. The �rst took the form of atramp night.
Everyone had to arrive, no matter from where, in suitable tramp out�t.
For myself, I found two odd shoes, socks with both heels out, trousers with
one knee ripped, and a jacket with one sleeve torn completelyo�. As each
member arrived the door was opened and the tramp was liberally de-loused
with 
ea powder. On entering, the room was lit with candles stuck in beer
bottles, and the 
oor was about an inch deep in ash to give it a nice crunchy
feeling. Sausages and kippers were cooked, (or rather warmed but raw) over
candles. A riotous evening was had by all. But the journey home! Three
lads boarded a bus for Woolton and one, Ken Cottrel, was attired in an old
top had, a green mouldy dinner jacket, dark glasses (in thosedays relatively
rare) and sported a placard round his back bearing the legend'Totally blind.
Someone on the bus asked who he was and was informed that the three were
returning from the International Brigade after the SpanishCivil War. A
collection was immediately made on the bus for them. They allalighted at
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the next stop!
The second episode was a game of seek and �nd. Members were released

from the clubroom at ten-second intervals with the whispered instruction to
look for Mr `X' by St John's Market. On �nding him he told them t o look in
London Road for a man wearing shoes with brown and one black shoelace.
He in turn directed them to Mr `Y' at the corner of St. Anne's Alley. For
most of us this involved asking a policeman the way and this inturn got the
police force very suspicious. The rendezvous turned out to be a scrap wood
yard in which a group of women were busy chopping �rewood by the light of
para�n 
ares. They were most amused by the whole proceedings, and so for
that matter were the posse of police who came to investigate.We �nished
up all the best of friends. So the game continued.

So it was that after leaving school as a child, in a little under eight
years, I had acquired at least part of a college education, a wonderful insight
into how to organise a youth club for both indoor and outdoor activities,
a thorough knowledge of rambling all parts of the North West,including a
little climbing and caving, and had become a fully trained, quali�ed docker.
In the September of 1939 Britain declared war on Germany and we ceased
to be youths. Overnight we became men. Life was now for real.



Chapter 4

The War Years

Of course, as the war began, life itself became a bigger joke than before.
The war itself was phony and by mutual agreement we decided tocarry on
with the Area Club and to adapt ourselves to wartime conditions. Realising
that profound changes must come, I took a long hard look at theClub mem-
bership. Some folk came, went and were promptly forgotten. Others came
and stayed but remained as shapeless colourless faces. But still others came
and made a lasting impression on me. This latter group were tobecome an
integral part of my life.

My �rst real friend in the Area Club was Bill Ellis, he lived locally in
Rutter Street and I had met him in the very early days of the club. He was
a piano repairer by trade, and although I never rated his job particularly
highly. I certainly envied him his skill. As the war broke outhe was taken
from his job and directed to train as an instrument maker. He was solid,
completely reliable and like myself, argumentative. He usually won our fre-
quent discussions because although I was invariably right,he was far more
logical.

Eric Rowan was my next friend, and my association with him began with
the ascents of Helvellyn. Twice with my earlier LMTSA club, under Joe
Helme, I had started to climb this hill, and each time we reached Dollywagon
pike Joe decided that the weather was too treacherous to continue, Each time
in my ignorance I thought it ridiculous. On my �rst attempt wi th the Area
Club, Eric and I lead the way, crossing the summit from south to north
without incident. At the third attempt we reversed and went from north
to south under thick mist and ice conditions. The second ascent had been
a mere repetition of the �rst. Eric and I later did a double traverse of the
peak, crossing Striding Edge in both directions. We both thought that the
area was quite tame and overrated. Yet another friends Harold Burrows, was
a joiner by trade. He delighted in joining us on a Sunday afternoon for the
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Liverpool Philharmonic Concerts, with black Homburg Anthony Eden hat,
tight black overcoat black pin-striped suit, patent leather shoes and close-
furled umbrella. But somehow, the dress never quite went with a shook of
ginger hair, a swarthy pockmarked complexion, a set of broken teeth and a
St. Helen's accent that was a cross between scouse and Lancashire dialect.
He was a rogue, a black-marketeer, and a ladies man. Harold was one of
the nicest men it has ever been my pleasure to meet. The night that the
wartime restrictions were invoked, the club members realised that the huge
windows of the clubroom would have to be blacked-out. Suitable material
had immediately become hard to obtain, but one of the girls located some in
a city store and bought it.. However she could neither leave it in her o�ce
nor deliver it to the clubroom, so she left the package with the manager
of Jack Sharps the sports out�tter, we being on friendly terms with that
shop. Someone then noti�ed Harold and he agreed to collect and deliver
the material that evening. Harold, dressed in a dirty brown boiler suit was
carrying the package up Bold Street when he was stopped by a policeman.
Since Jack Sharps do not sell material Harold's explanationwas not accepted
.by the law. He was \invited" to go to the Bridewell, where, having explained
matters satisfactorily he was released. On hearing his story I suggested that
he could have been awkward, asked for a solicitor, or demanded a taxi., etc.,
Harold, however explained to me that he was not in a very good position, he
had thirty-six lighters in his pockets from Stanley Warehouse.

Amongst others of the club members who were to 
it in and out ofmy,
life in the future were Jack Rider (later McEvoy) , Eric Barlow and his sister
Leslie, Len Lees and Rose Brew. We continued to meet and arrange weekends,
and as winter approached the gang began to round o� the weekends by
congregating in each others houses to play \Monopoly", the in game of that
time. So successful was this that we carried the game to the clubroom and
thus caused, furious arguments, although there was never any actual falling
out.

The Christmas weekend of 1939 I spent at home, the �rst for three years.
In the new year we again went hostelling every. weekend. 'This culminated
in a glorious hot June weekend at Abergele. 'We had forgottento book, the
house was full, and the warden dogmatic, very. We all slept onthe 
oor of a
boarding house next door. Having enjoyed one of the best occasions we ever
had at the seaside we all cycled home.. It was all over. Dunkirk. The real
war had begun. It was toward the end of 1940 that I received my calling-up
papers. With tongue in cheek I opted for the R.A.F. Having examined my
sight and hearing, the medico was dismissing me while makinga perfunctory
examination of my chest. I asked him how my heart was and the question
seemed to puzzle him, until I explained that I had always understood that I
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was delicate. He thereupon called for a second opinion, a third, a fourth, and
�nally a �fth. They then all assured me that there was nothing at all wrong
with me apart from eyes and ears. I left the medical centre a new man.

The menfolk of the club now began to disappear rapidly. The lease ran
out on the clubroom and we were in debt We closed Bold Street and moved
to a room over a pub in Wood Street, but the licensing laws wereinvoked
so we moved on to a room in Whitechapel to be ignominiously bombed out
almost immediately. All this time the club had been regularly following the
Philharmonic Orchestra, the Royal Court theatre, and the English Coun-
try Dance Groups. By early 1941 all bus trips had been halted by petrol
restrictions and when, in March, Whitechapel was bombed we rescued the
gramophone, carried it to the Barlows' home in Wallasey, andclosed shop,
The club, the Liverpool Area Club, no longer existed.

The air raids now became more frequent and more severe. Such places
of entertainment as remained open began their programmes early in the
evening, and closed at about nine-thirty, and often, even then public trans-
port had stopped for the night. None the less a small group of us tried to
keep together. We visited the Royal Court one evening, and with a cast
of two the audience numbered eight. We walked home through the broken
glass, piles of rubble, and falling shrapnel.

The war now brought new demands on our ever diminishing sparetime as
voluntary services were set-up to regulate able-bodied civilians into various
types of patrols and these were becoming compulsory. Peoplenot already
in a scheme were required to register at key points to be allocated to the
various services as required. In view of this I opted for �re patrol with my
own employers, Elder Dempster Lines. We were zoned at Toxteth Dock and
were required to stand-by one night in eight. We would �nish our day's work,
assemble in the sta� canteen, and partake of an evening meal of over-boiled
co�ee, meatless sausages, and chips. The menu never varied throughout the
war. After this we returned to the dock sheds and took refuge in the only
hut-come-o�ce which had an upper 
oor away from the rats. The room
was furnished with camp. beds and army style blankets in which we slept
fully clothed. We were always ready for immediate action. This exercise
was rather pathetic. On several occasions while on duty we heard heavy
action, but only once was my particular team operative. The purple warning
of enemy approaching was given by the safety-lights being dipped twice and
then extinguished. We were out of beds tin-hatted and collecting our bucket
of water, bag of sand, and hand pump, ready for action., when the sirens
sounded the red warning of raid imminent. We patrolled for about two hours
of intense bombing but never had to go into action. Perhaps this was just as
well, since apart from wooden cases of \Pickrite" detonating powder, there



34 CHAPTER 4. THE WAR YEARS

were about two-thousand tons of high explosive bombs in the shed, and if we
had been hit then our sand and water, the shed, ourselves, anda large part
of Liverpool, would have disappeared.

Meanwhile on the industrial scene things were altering. Theplan for
decasualisation came to the Port in the form of Mr. J. Gibson Jarvey. He
called a mass meeting of all dock superintendents and foremen. Having
outlined his scheme he asked for questions. \If we accept this idea...." began
one man, to be immediately interrupted with the informationthat he had
no choice, the scheme was �nal and discussion was limited to an explanation
only. We now worked for the Ministry of War Transport. Life now became
much more varied. We handled all shapes and sizes of ships, with all manner
of cargoes, and did so in all sorts of places with all types of labour. I well
remember coming home tired from a cycling weekend, to �nd a note ordering
me to a mustering point for eleven o'clock on Sunday night. About sixty of us
were picked up by two blacked-out buses and conveyed to an unknown dock,
to be put aboard an unknown ship, to discharge all manner of cargo into
barges. Logs, bags of cocoa, bundles of brush �bre, and personal possessions,
all together. After some hours, but still in darkness, we were stopped and
conveyed home. A mistake had been made. No further information was ever
forthcoming. It would be early in 1941 that the three mailboats of Elder
Dempster Lines Limited, the \Accra" \Apapa", and the 
agshi p \Abosso"
stepped up their shipments of gold from the Gold Coast (Ghana) to about
1,000,000 per voyage. In those days the security arrangements were hardly
very impressive. The railway horses would pull their carts into the shed,
and one at a time load their quota of bullion. The carts had canvas sides
and roof, but were quite open back and front. When loaded, a policeman
complete with belt and gun-holster would mount the wagon andsit alongside
the carter. Whether there was a gun in the holster, and if so whether it was
loaded or not we never knew. However one particular vessel arrived, landed
her spoils, and then discovered that there was one case short. Its contents
were estimated to be worth about 10,000 and naturally there were many red
faces as the ship, the quayside, the transit sheds and all surrounding property
were searched again and again. The case had gone without trace. That
evening the old night-watchman reported for duty and on being questioned,
remembered seeing a case of that description landed the previous night. He
could �nd nobody responsible for the little box so had put it alongside the
foreman's hut. Another check was made, the box had been used all day for
a step into the hut. How or why the missing case had been brought out of
the ship's strong-room was never divulged.

As the summer of 1941 drew near, Harold Burrows, Eric Rowland, Bill
Ellis and myself got together to discuss holiday plans. We agreed to go
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canoeing down the River Wye. With our combined expert knowledge nobody
had realised that canoeing was no longer allowed, none of us possessed a
canoe, and none of us had any experience whatever of how to handle a canoe,
We went Youth Hostelling in North Wales. De�nitely it was to be a stag
party. Well, there was this girl that Bill had met at work, Mar gery Sherlock
(later his wife) and she could not come alone so Rose Brew had to come
as a companion. Or was there another reason? There was nothing special
about the holiday although it was quite enjoyable. Twice, �rst at Cynwyd,
and then at Snowdon Ranger, we met a trio of girls, and on the last evening
which was at Llanrwst we bumped into them again. We all played, 'Matthew,
Mark, Luke and John' and found the girls very enthusiastic. We discovered
their names to be Eileen Maxwell, a masculine well built girl, Nora Seagrave,
identi�ed as a `little mouse', and a third, a gabby-guts of a girl named Eileen
Jones (of whom very much more later). One of the outcomes of this holiday
was that we decided to have another try at re-opening the AreaClub. We
knew that we could be accommodated at one of our former addresses, namely
62 Hope Street, which had now been acquired by the Workers Educational
Association. We spread the word along the grapevine, including our three
new holiday friends. When autumn arrived the clubroom was opened to the
remnants of the old gang and to quite a lot of new faces. A new committee
was formed of which I was elected secretary. We adapted ourselves to the
situation. Cups of tea and plates of chips were available up to six-thirty, we
had no food allocation to serve anything else. Weekends werearranged to
return to Merseyside at dawn on the Mondays so as to avoid the air-raids.
Concessionary tickets were obtained for the Sunday afternoon concerts of the
Liverpool Philharmonic Orchestra at a ridiculously low price. The re-opening
of the club was unquestionably a wise move.

Our Monday morning returns made the weekends rather more expensive
on coaches and this caused some criticism. However we continued and in
February of 1942 we made an ascent of Snowdon under ice conditions. Eileen
Jones borrowed a pair of slacks from me since she had only brought a skirt.
Having reached the summit, we descended by the Copper Mines route and
had to traverse some ice cornices. Eileen held on to one of my hands with
both of hers, she had no head for heights but was game for anything.

At Easter time, while at Rudyard Lake, Eileen and I became engaged
to be married. Shortly after this Bill Ellis and Marjorie Sherlock also got
engaged. When the holidays came around again we made up a foursome and
did yet another tour in North Wales. After staying the �rst ni ght at Maeshafn
we set out the next morning to walk to Cynwyd, the distance nearly killed
both the girls, such that the next day we had planned an easy walk to Bala,
we made it very easy, we went by train.
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Eileen and I still remained active members of the club but ourenergies
were now directed towards �nding accommodation, getting our home to-
gether, and arranging our wedding. All this was with a job that occupied
me from eight o'clock until seven o'clock seven days a week. Mr Jarvey had
succumbed to the demands to shorten the day from a nine o'clock �nish, but
only on condition that a night shift was introduced of the same eleven hours.
(There being a one hour meal break in each shift). This night shift did give
me some daylight hours to shop and organise things. Since Mr Jarvey was
still dragging his feet regarding relaxing Saturday afternoons, shopping had
become a major problem. Additional overtime, when required, was compul-
sory. All this was accompanied by periods of air-raids whichby now tended
to be in groups of four or �ve nights around each full moon.

Our wedding took place on 5th June 1943 in the schoolroom of Walton
Parish Church. The church itself having been wrecked by enemy action some
time earlier. We spent our honeymoon in the Trossachs with ammunition
dumps under every tree, and Polish troops everywhere.

Housing was extremely scarce and we had originally acceptedan o�er
from Lily Mooring, one of Eileen's work friends, of the use oftwo rooms, but
shortly before the wedding day I managed to get an unfurnished 
at at 19
Catherine Street, in the international quarter of Liverpool. Even while this
was being negotiated, our friends, Eric and Leslie Barlowe were acting on
our behalf. Their mother, a sprightly old soul, precise in speech and manner
to the point of fussiness, but with a heart of gold, had got wind of a rented
house becoming vacant next door but one to them at 6 Withington Road in
Wallasey. She acted promptly and recommended us to the landlord.

While we were still in Calander (the Tannochbrae of later television fame)
Mrs. Barlowe telegraphed us to con�rm that the house was oursat a monthly
rental of 2.12.6d., exclusive of rates. We returned to Liverpool and occupied
the 
at just long enough to organise our move to Wallasey. Aunt Bet, assisted
by Aunt Ethel, supervised the move (supervising other people's moves was
their speciality). I was at work so Eileen accompanied our goods and chattels
inside the furniture van, crossing the River Mersey on the Seacombe luggage
boat. The house at Withington Road was of the terraced type, rather similar
to the home I had left at Beresford Road. Upstairs were two large bedrooms
and a small bedroom, and a combined bathroom and lavatory. Downstairs we
had two main rooms, a kitchen, and a hall with a vestibule. Thebackyard
included an outside lavatory and a washhouse complete with acoal �red
boiler. Most of our furniture, apart from some items received as presents,
had been bought from a shop named Woodhouses. This shop had been war-
damaged and a lot of pre-war stock had been trapped in an underground
warehouse and when it was �nally released for sale it had to bedisposed
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Figure 4.1: Left to right, Ethel Cooper (ne Clare), Harry Cooper, Peggy
Clare, Aunt Bet doing War work

of at pre-war prices. However, we still did not have enough to�ll all the
rooms, and the sitting room remained empty. This was just as well since the
room was dominated by a huge \Morrison" air raid shelter. This had the
proportions of a full-sized billiards table, with a massivesteel angle frame, a
solid sheet-steel deck, and a heavy gauge wire-mesh surround. While it was
never designed to withstand a direct hit, it would certainlyhave taken the
weight of the house falling in on it. A huge iron range was built into the
living room �replace and a second hand gas cooker completed our home. On
the third day in our new home we met our neighbour, Captain Chadderton,
commodore of the Wallasey ferries. He was very concerned with only one
question. Had we had any visitors? His question puzzled us until that same
evening we returned home after dark for the �rst time. As we switched on
the lights we met our visitors; scores of cockroaches. After�ghting a loosing
battle for several weeks with the enemy below, I was lucky enough to `�nd'
some 100% DDT powder in a broken case on the dock. In my ignorance I
didn't appreciate the danger, this substance is usually restricted to 5% or
at most 10% strength. However, we pushed it liberally down between the

oorboards (as yet we had neither carpet nor linoleum). The results were
dramatic! Within three days we had cleared not only our own house and
the skipper's next door, but the entire block of seven houses. We lived in
Withington road for eleven years but never saw another cockroach.

I now decided to play a lesser part in the running of the Area Club. Eileen
was expecting our �rst baby, but we decided to accept one moreinvitation
to Gy�lliog, to what the warden, Old Pierce, referred to as a rabbit supper,
`wink, wink, nudge, nudge'. We took the bus to Loggerheads, walked the
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Bwlchh-pen-Barras to Llanbedr, the �eld path to Ruthin, and the lanes to
Gwy�lliog. The hostel sanitation was quite simple, ladies upstream, gents
down. Bunk beds accommodated most of the members but the over
ow put
their bicycles under the billiards table along with the rucksacks, cooked on
the same table, ate at it, and �nally slept on it. The rabbit supper was
wonderful. A pig had been illegally slaughtered and, in the days before deep-
freezers, had to be eaten at one go to avoid discovery. For Eileen and me it
was our last hostelling weekend.

I attended the annual general meeting of the Area Club prepared to resign
o�ce. However, the rest of the committee, with the exceptionof loyal Harold,
proposed a vote of no con�dence in me unless I resigned. I ask you, what
could I do? I ran for o�ce and was re-elected with a new committee except for
Harold, who now became my assistant secretary. I con�ded my resignation
plans to him and he agreed to keep things running until a more opportune
moment came for me to bow out gracefully.

On 17th March 1944 our daughter Angela was born, and because of the
date the name Patricia was added at her christening some weeks later, after
insistence by Eileen's sister Mavis. I was not present because as usual I was
working. Work seemed to get more and more pressing. I was now responsi-
ble for the movement of 
oating cranes for the company, and somehow the
movement of pilots and tugboats had become added as an extra.There were
by now very few telephone lines remaining across the river and to make a
call to Birkenhead one had to use the magic works `urgent shipping'. Good
Friday saw me at the dock at eight in the morning, and I next went home at
ten o'clock on the Easter Monday morning. Yet there was no question of sta�
status. I was, for all practical purposes, a casual docker. The Master Porter,
as my superior was referred to, had made it quite clear that noappointments
would be made until the original sta� had returned from the war.

The Area Club's parent organisation, Merseyside Youth Hostels Limited,
acquired a new hostel in 1944 at Bodlonfa, near Bodfari, and again asked for
working parties from the club to prepare the house for opening. Harold was
now in charge and he revelled in it. So many tales of his exploits reached
us that even today no credence can be put on any particular oneof them.
Harold repeatedly asked Eileen and me to go and see for ourselves, but with
a baby only months old to be considered, we thought it quite impracticable.
We certainly should have gone, as we were to discover.

On our wedding anniversary the tension on the docks could be felt. We
were all near breaking point. The weather was foul, with heavy showers and
gale force winds. The next day, 6th June 1944, we learned thatthe greatest
invasion in history had been postponed by the bad weather fortwenty-four
hours and was now underway. The tension immediately eased once we knew
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that there was a common-sense and worthwhile cause. We worked on to the
end of the war with better heart, but one more story of wartimedockland
must be told.

Shortly before the invasion began, and before there was any hint of a
second front opening in Europe, an American supply ship arrived at Toxteth
Dock for Elder Dempster Lines to discharge. Her type of cargowas by now
all too familiar to us; food, medical supplies, ammunition,bombs, tanks,
etc. etc. We cleared the deck. We cleared the tween decks, andentered the
lower holds. Having cleared the top parts of the holds we cameto a timber
separation, under which we found Sherman tanks with thousands of cartons
of eggs stowed in between. The American army major in charge ordered the
tanks to be landed. Our foreman agreed - just as soon as we had cleared
the eggs from between. He was ordered in no uncertain terms, to land the
tanks immediately. He very reluctantly agreed. We were not to know that
the invasion was days away. Now, such items as thirty-two tonbattle tanks
were lifted out of ships with 
oating cranes which must altertheir centre of
gravity as they take the weight. We hooked each one on in turn,and then
looked at the huge omelette that we had created below. Gangs of men were
employed to land the horrid mess. More men were employed to select out
the few remaining sound eggs and repack them. Then began the repacking
of the thousands of cracked eggs, and �nally the disposing ofthe remaining
sludge.

Having got everything ready the next job was disposing of thecracked
eggs. The Forces would not take them because if a germ had got into them
it could have serious consequences in the heat of battle. Thehospitals were
glad to accept them until they heard of the American army's reason for
rejecting them. The Ministry of Food refused them because there would not
be enough to supply a whole area and this would cause jealousy. Likewise
the idea of allocating them to one particular shop out of manywas ruled
out. Finally a decision was reached; let the dockers take them home. Never
had so many eggs been consumed in so short a time. There were little wood
braziers boiling eggs in every corner of the South Docks. Meneverywhere
were going into canteens ordering cups of tea and two rounds of bread and
butter. Finally the cracked eggs ran out, but the cracking didn't stop. The
rest of the sound eggs were now cracked eggs and disposed of inthe same
way. Still they did not stop. It was only when the police became aware that
eggs from other ships, which had nothing to do with our problem, were being
cracked and disposed of, that a halt was called. Anyway, as the men said,
they had eaten enough eggs to see them to the end of the war.

Thus we worked on until the war ended with V.E. day followed byV.J.
day, and �nal peace in 1945.
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Chapter 5

Snobbery, Status and Security

When the war ended, rationing was still very severe. Food, fuel and clothing,
including things like bed linen, were tightly controlled. This situation eased
very slowly indeed. The �rst awareness of some peacetime normality came
with such incidents as when the ships on the River Mersey and in the docks
blew their sirens in unison at midnight to mark the New Year of1946. One
poor neighbour, a Polish girl, ran sobbing into the street. She thought that
the ships were frantically trying to warn the populace of another invasion.

Eileen and I thought that we now owed ourselves a more ambitious hol-
iday. So we booked for ourselves and Angela, not yet two yearsold, for a
week in June at Longshaw Hall, a guest house of the Holiday Fellowship.
We had heard and read much of this movement, and had met quite anum-
ber of its members over the years. On the due day we boarded thetrain
at Liverpool Central Station, and travelled out of the city by the Cheshire
Lines Route. The �rst and only time that I ever remember pu�ng past the
district of my childhood upbringing. As soon as we arrived atthe Hall we
were met by the host, a poet by the name of Alan Laing, who greeted us
with, \Mr and Mrs Clare, I presume?" grabbed all our luggage and showed
us to our room. By the time we were getting into bed that night,Eileen and
I were agreed on one thing, namely that this was our kind of holiday. One
embarrassment bothered me; status. I had never considered myself a snob,
but after discussing the problem quietly, we agreed that forH.F. purposes, I
was a shipping clerk.

On 19th February, 1947, during the bitterest winter for years, our second
child, a son, Terrick Gresley, was born. Fuel rationing was now intensi�ed
and Eileen trudged through the snow with the baby in the pram with three
year old Angela at her side, to queue at the Gasworks for a meagre allocation
of coke.

Early in March I was given my �rst chance to count-o� a ship; to act as
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landing clerk being responsible for the outturn of the cargoof a chartered ves-
sel, the `Anglo-African'. I must have made a success of it because a succession
of ships followed. There was still no sign of status at work and Eileen and
I had many long discussions about my future career. There were all kinds
of government sponsored schemes afoot for retraining. Teaching, amongst
other things, was seriously considered, but we always came up against the
same impasse, namely education. Eventually I bought a correspondence
course for matriculation, but came unstuck halfway through; matriculation
was phased-out in favour of the new General Certi�cate of Education.

A holiday this year was quite a di�erent matter, quite apart from �nance,
taking two small children on holiday was quite a poser. By good fortune,
and the interference of Aunt Bet, we were o�ered once again the tenancy of
the wooden bungalow on Irby Mill Hill for a week in June. We hada quiet
and comparatively restful week.

As 1947 turned to winter Eileen and I enrolled at the WallaseySchool
of Art for recreational classes. Eileen for leatherwork on one evening, and
myself for woodwork on another, so as to avoid the problem of baby-sitters
for the children. The school was �ve minutes along the road and through the
park pathway. Eileen, being a little nervous of returning after dark, walked
with her big scissors open and one blade facing forward at theready. I would
walk to meet her, leaving the hall light on, the vestibule door shut, and
front door open. One evening as Eileen was leaving the house,she became
aware of a man, crouching in a back-entry almost opposite ourfront door.
Instead of going by her usual route she walked round by the main road
and found a policeman. Some moments after Eileen returned, apoliceman
called, chuckling all over his face. It transpired that our crouching friend was
not a would-be burglar but an opportunist. He was waiting forone of our
neighbours to depart for night-shift so that he could take his place at the
�reside.

The rehabilitation of war-damaged houses had naturally caused a great
many small business to become involved, but by now, early 1948, the bulk of
the work had been completed and these small enterprises werebeginning to
�ght for existence. We occupied a rented house and thereforehad no say in
its structural condition, but a dubious contractor persuaded the owner, a Mrs
Leigh, to have some war-damage grant work done. He duly arrived, did no
war-damage or other repair work whatever, but he liberally sloped distemper
over the wallpaper on the stairs and landing, but without obliterating the
pattern of either, and departed. He was paid, such was the standard of petty
�ddling of the day.

Quite suddenly we heard of our old associates, the Area Club.In fact
Leslie Barlow called with tragic news. She told us that the club had organised
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another week-end in the Lake District with our old friend, Harold Burrows
leading. The route lay up Striding Edge and over Helvellyn, aroute we had
followed many times. Apparently the party had become separated in the
mist and Harold had turned back to gather up the stragglers. The Edge was
ice covered and Harold slipped and lost his footing. He fell some considerable
way and after rescue was removed to Carlisle Hospital. We learned the next
day that he had died from his injuries. Everyone who knew Harold was
shocked. We just could not accept that a man so full of energy,such an
extrovert, so full of life, could die just like that. For myself, I felt very
subdued when I recalled my previous assessment of that particular area.
Harold was no mean fell-walker.

Towards midsummer I received my biggest challenge to date atwork.
An Australian wool ship had arrived with a cargo completely strange to the
Company. A cargo that was notorious for the vast number of complaints
that always followed. As always with new work, I decided to work strictly
according to the book. I kept a close liaison with the shipowner's agent, and
with the surveyor throughout. On completion I made a very comprehensive
report to include every dispute and clause. I handed in my brief, went on a
fourteen day holiday and returned for the �reworks. Silence. There was just
no reaction whatever, nothing. I knew my employer, he had said publicly on
many occasions that so far as he was concerned we were paid to do a perfect
job; no more, no less. If a job was not to his satisfaction we would know soon
enough. Everyone in the Company, and for that matter a lot of people outside
of it, knew that now promotion must follow as a matter of course. The next
year, 1949, a vacancy occurred. To everybody's surprise anddisgust a man
of my own age was appointed from outside the Company with no experience
whatever. In fact there was a bye-law covering the particular function and
it included the words, \a �t, competent, and intelligent person...." It took
less than twelve months for the poor fellow to demonstrate that he was none
of these. By now there was not a single available sta� man leftwho did so
qualify. The Company was now in trouble.

I was o�ered an appointment one morning, sent for x-ray, a medical exam-
ination, and accepted by the superannuation fund by three o'clock, subject
to the results of the x-ray. I was then asked to stay at home thenext morning
to away the postman. My boss collected the letter from me and ten minutes
later I was on the sta�. I breathed a sigh of relief. The process had been so
rapid that next pay day I received both salary and wages at thesame time.

Sta� status immediately altered my way of life. I was now entitled to
use the o�ce dining room, to join in the social activities, and above all, I
quali�ed for membership of the Shipping Sta�s Association.I again enrolled
for evening classes, this time at the Liverpool Institute inMount Street, with
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a view to qualifying for promotion. German language was one of my subject,
and although I failed this particular examination, the experience stood me in
good stead when the next April (1951) I was able to take advantage of sta�
privilege and booked a Continental voyage for Eileen and myself, together
with Angela. We left Terrick behind because at four years of age he would
have invited problems.

One Friday at midnight we entrained for London, thence on to Dover by
coach to stay overnight. The next morning, Sunday, we were awakened at
�ve o'clock, put aboard a tender, and transferred in the harbour to the `M.V.
Sangara' as the same tender collected her mail and passengers for Britain.
By six-thirty we were watching the white cli�s of Dover disappear into the
mist as we headed into a full gale for Rotterdam. We arrived atEuroport
in the last evening and were advised that at this hour on a Sunday evening
Rotterdam was comparable to a cemetery with neon lights. We went to bed.

Next morning we inspected the devastation that was Rotterdam, and
after a lunch of `beefsteak' and potato crisps we took the train to the capital,
the Hague. After looking at the sights and doing some shopping we returned
to the ship in time to sail for Hamburg.

During the night I was awakened by the engines stopping and the anchor
dropping. I quickly dressed and went on deck to �nd out what was afoot.
Apparently we were in the middle of a mine�eld with one markerbuoy on
our bows and another at our stern. One, at least, was out of position and
Captain Whit�eld thought it prudent to stay put until help ar rived. We lay
until dawn, and then as the morning mist cleared, we both saw and heard the
`V' of nine minesweepers approaching. It was a glorious sight as we sailed
right up to Cuxhaven, escorted by our 
otilla for several hours. We now
entered the River Elbe and cruised the eighty or so miles up toHamburg.
As we berthed on the opposite bank of the river we were boardedby swarms
of uniformed o�cials, but it was the customs o�cers who o�ered to take us
ashore for the evening.

The launch, instead of taking us to Hamburg, set us ashore at San Pauli.
This was the questionable area of the district, but not to be outdone we
walked up the Rieperbahn, and into the ` Zillertal', probably the most no-
torious night-club in that part of Germany. We didn't stay long, just long
enough to drink one litre of beer, then quickly on our way. We didn't feel
safe until we were back on board ship.

Next morning Captain Whit�eld took us ashore in his launch toHamburg
proper, and we now saw the rebuilt city in all its splendour. We sailed on
the Alster See and lunched in the Ratskeller. Next day we tooka tram to
Carl Hagenbecker's zoo, one of the world's biggest. Finallyon our last day
we went by Overhead Railway, (copied from the Liverpool original) and did
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some shopping. We sailed for London on the Saturday evening,reaching
there without incident.

I rested at home for the rest of the next week, but was called into the
o�ce on the Saturday morning. Apparently sickness had struck the sta�,
and I was the only one left capable of running the o�ce. It transpired to be
a very dubious compliment.

However, the fact of my having joined the Shipping Sta�s Association
now began to pay dividends. I joined the bowls and the chess sections, but
above all, the social occasions were really something. Eileen and I were
entertained aboard the world's great liners, but the highlight of the year was
the annual cruise aboard the tender `Flying Breeze' to watchthe start of the
Isle of Man yacht race. For this Angela would be the little lady, but Terrick,
once aboard, would disappear into the stoke-hold to reappear at the end of
the voyage as black as the hobs of hell.

The following year (1952) I attained my �rst academic success, one ad-
vance level and two ordinary level passes in the new General Certi�cate of
Education examinations. My future intentions were now quite clear, to go
on to qualify su�ciently to attract promotion. But destiny h ad other plans.
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Chapter 6

Re
ections on Building a House

It was in the late summer of 1952 that Bill Ellis my friend of many years and
at this time a factory worker, called on us to explain that he had joined a self
build housing scheme. The general idea was that a group of menwould form
a society in which those who had house building trades would form a nucleus
and others would be admitted on the understanding that they would learn
a suitable trade at night school. In the event Bill quali�ed as a plasterer. I
was interested and Bill suggested that I might attend the next meeting in
Liverpool.

I duly turned up along with about sixty others of which one, anelectrician,
I knew. The others included bus drivers, railwaymen and postmen. The idea
in general seemed good but I was not sure that those present could make a
workable scheme. A lot of their plans were pie in the sky and itseemed that
it would be years before they could get o� the ground. I decided to reserve
judgement.

By coincidence, when I reached home Eileen told me that a neighbour,
Arnold Tomlinson, had passed by and having asked after me andbeen told
where I was, told her that he was in a Wallasey group with similar intent.
The next evening I hurried round to Arnold's house and he agreed to propose
me into the Wallasey & District Self Build Housing Association. In fact the
Association would had decided to restrict entry to quali�edtradesmen but
as they had no electrician and I knew enough to wire houses, orI thought
I did, I was accepted into a group of thirty. We had options on aplot of
land at Millhouse Lane, Saughall Massie and a site layout plan drawn up by
employees of the Wallasey Corporation under the auspices ofthe Borough
Surveyor, Mr Crowther. We couldn't fail.

The plans were re-drawn under our own name to comply with the law, and
submitted for planning permission. The bottom dropped out of our world
when we learned with horror that our application had been rejected. Our
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dismay deepened when we found that the Borough Surveyor himself had
recommended rejection. We sought a meeting with him at the Town Hall
where he admitted that having supervised the preparation ofthe site plan,
he had had second thoughts about the di�culties of drainage since both foul
and rainwater drains would have to be above the surface. If weinsisted on
our plan he informed us that we would have to modify it since the same plan
could not be presented a second time. We did insist! We modi�ed the plan,
re-submitted it, canvassed at least eight councillors who promised support,
asked for permits to attend the next council meeting, and generally let all
concerned know that we meant business.

The night of the meeting came, and after much cajoling we wereprevailed
upon not to attend. The modi�ed plan was again rejected. We were ready
for open warfare! About six of the o�cers of the group met at our home to
discuss tactics. At about 9.30 p.m. there was a knock at the door from two of
our councillors, one, the builder, Walter Farrell and the other, the architect
and chairman of the planning committee, Kenmuir Kinna. We asked them in
and Councillor Kinna began, \Your plan was rejected tonightand I have to
tell you that I proposed the relative motion", slight pause,\And I seconded
it" said Councillor Farrell.

When we �nally came down to earth, they explained that they thought
the land unsuitable for amateurs to build on. (In fact it was twenty years
later, after a stream had been diverted and a major sewage scheme completed,
before the site was developed). However, they thought that the Corporation
had an alternative site available. Councillor Kinna then o�ered to design the
houses to our speci�cation without fee and Councillor Farrell o�ered to loan
us a concrete mixer and other plant. We concluded the meetingfeeling on
air.

This situation, however, highlighted two immediate problems. Firstly,
would all the members accept the site o�ered, and secondly, could we agreed
on one universal plan for all the houses? The �rst point was soon settled by all
meeting at the site, referred to on the building plans as SiteP.6 Gardenside.
Twenty six members assembled and eleven returned. The remainder never
put up a �ght, they simply walked away.

The next meeting was called to agree to advertise so that we could ex-
pand the group to twenty and to seek permission to inspect Corporation
house plans for ideas. Permission was, in fact, given provided that the plans
remained in Local Authority hands. Thus we hired a small church hall and
arranged (the word is carefully chosen) for the Borough Architect, Mr Clay-
ton, to demonstrate the plans and o�er us general advice.

Mr Clayton gave an excellent speech, answered all our queries, and fully
described all the plans with many photographs. At the conclusion of the
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evening a vote of thanks was proposed but before it could be demonstrated,
the Borough Architect interrupted and said \I have not come here because I
wanted to, but because I was instructed to. I have merely carried out those
instructions. I need no thanks, Goodnight", and he was gone.

Plans were agreed, drawn up, submitted, and passed in rapid order and
it was on Maundy Thursday, April, 1953, that we received the news that
Wallasey Corporation had agreed to sell us land for ten houses with an option
on another ten. In the meantime our adverts had built up the group to �ve
bricklayers, three joiners, two plasterers, two plumbers,one painter, myself as
electrician and the remainder as general labours. On Good Friday morning
at 8.0 a.m. we entered the site to begin work.

Our �rst job was to clear reeds from an open ditch which ran across the
site obstructing work on the foundations of one pair of houses. At the same
time a brick hut was erected and tools and materials assembled. By Easter
Monday evening the ditch had been cleared, inspected, piped, concreted and
�lled in. By the end of the �rst week footings were dug for the �rst pairs of
houses.

The �nancing of the scheme had its problems. Each of the twenty men
paid in 80 as initial capital; I had to borrow my share from father. A progres-
sive mortgage was arranged with the Corporation who in turn were �nanced
by the Public Works Loan board, a central government department. This
loan was agreed at 4.5% but it later transpired that the Boardissued the
money at 2.75% and limited the Corporation to .25% handling charge. We
were delighted! An auditor was required and Bob Woodward, chairman and
printing operative, found one - an accountant, a turf accountant to be exact.
In the event he 'did us quite proud' charging us 3, 5, 7, 5 and 3 respectively
for the �ve �nancial years whereas the neighbouring Shackleton group, who
borrowed money privately at 5% were charged 7 per quarter throughout their
operation for each audit.

We also needed a solicitor and a local �rm of Joynson & Son wererec-
ommended. Their managing clerk, a Mr Jones, acted for us throughout. We
became a�liated to the National Federation of Self Build Housing Associa-
tions and decided to adopt their model rules. Mr Jones would have none of
it! He engaged council to consider the rules and on his advicewe scrapped
the Federation rules in favour of those drawn up by council. These cost us
half of �ve guineas and allowed members to possess completedhouses sub-
ject to contract to buy and to site working rules. These rulessaved us much
anxiety. After the footings had been inspected we began to order cement,
sand and stones for concrete, a stop tap on the water main, andbricks and
mortar.

By midsummer we were making great progress and mutually agreed to
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give a week of our holidays to site work. This decision set me thinking. What
was equality? Equality of achievement? A bricklayer produced more in an
hour than did a labourer. Equality of e�ort - the same bricklayer found it
much harder work to lay bricks after doing it all day than did the o�ce clerk
who switched to hod carrying. Equality of sacri�ce - the bricklayer could
have earned high rates working overtime, the schoolteacherhad a shorter
day and had no overtime available.

Next we became aware of the need to control meetings. We called every-
body together one Sunday to discuss a minor disciplinary matter and after
two hours of discussion someone pointed out that a week's work had been
lost, that was twenty men at two hours each. Thereafter it wasagreed that
all such matters be left to the o�cers; the chairman ( Bob Woodward), the
treasurer ( Arnold Tomlinson), the site foreman ( Bert Cavanagh), and my-
self as secretary. As to the latter post, when the original secretary resigned I
was elected not so much because of quali�cation as because ofhaving a tele-
phone at my elbow both at home and at work, and because I had freedom
to run around during the day.

By the end of our working holiday week we had spent all our own money,
run up accounts of several thousand pounds, particularly with the brickworks,
and the Corporation had failed to advance any cash. We soughta meeting
with the Town Clerk which was arranged to include a deputation from our
group, the Town Clerk, and several Corporation o�cials. They apologised
for the delay in advancing our loan and suggested that we continued and
asked suppliers for further credit. I interpreted this as inferring that we
could refer suppliers to the Town Clerk for guarantees. To our surprise this
was accepted. I wrote to the brickworks and my letter, stating that we were
�nancially sound, our only problem being lack of cash, and referring them
to the Town Clerk, was framed and hung in the brickwork o�ce until they
went into liquidation. Traders in general were only too anxious to supply
us against a Corporation guarantee and by the end of summer wehad ten
houses up and roofed, with the plasters starting on the �rst pair. Electricity
became the priority but, at the Authorities suggestion, we �tted doors and
glazed the �rst pair of houses. This was most unconventional, windows were
bound to get broken, but it complied with the conditions for having power
installed and allowed us to work after dark.

The two plasterers now came to grief. Their union objected tothem
working with non-union labour. A spare time unpaid occupation! I was ready
for war! On the Sunday morning next, a deputation of Area Secretary and
several delegates of the union walked onto the site and started a discussion
with the plasterers. I approached them and without any introduction told
them that they were trespassing and ordered them o� the site.They answered
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me by saying that if they went they would order the plasterersto accompany
them and resign from the group. I suggested that they did justthat and
that a soon as they did I would inform every news agency of the facts. They
thought a moment, said they would defer judgement, walked away and that
was the last we heard of union trouble.

About three Sundays later another, bigger deputation arrived on the site,
and after being referred to me, introduced themselves as theLord's Day
Observance Society. Again without waiting for them to open discussion I
asked them how they got to the site. They informed me that theyhad come
by bus. \Oh," said I, \You do not believe in working on the Lord's Day but
you are quite happy to involve a bus crew in work to further your aims? All
our group travelled here under their own steam and for good measure seven
have attended morning service, two will attend evening service, and as for
myself, being free church, I attend a mid-week service." Allof which was
quite true. \We will do no good here," said their leader, and o� they went.

On the advice of our solicitor we had insured the complete operation
from start to �nish for all appropriate risks for the sum of 100, and in the
severest bite of winter we topped out one block in freezing conditions which
were accompanied by a severe gale. The next night we arrived to �nd the
breast wall between the two houses, being the only wall whichwent up to
ridge height, had collapsed and in doing so had broken the timber work. The
insurance company were sympathetic but such incidents neither were, nor
could be by law, insurable. However, as a token they enclosedan ex gratia
payment of 25. In fact on further investigation only two joists had broken,
about a ton or mortar had to be replaced, the bricks were all salvaged, but
of course the work had to be done a second time. This was our only real
accident in the two and a half years of operation.

Disciplinary matters now bothered us. Vandalism and theft were virtually
unknown but we had thought it wise to employ one of our group ona full
time basis so as to receive materials and prepare the site foreach evening
after having arranged all the inspections required by law. In fact the idea
was a failure and we abandoned it in favour of a day watchman for half the
money and twice the e�ectiveness. But shortly after this thesame member
became a father and took time o� to look after his wife. After amonth of
this we decided to act and wrote to him for his resignation. Hereturned to
full duty the following evening.

A space had been made by a resignation and since we needed a second
plumber one Gower Keeling joined us. He worked fast and e�ectively, but
after several months of bitter winter weather he fell ill. Wenaturally kept
his place open for him, although carrying on with one plumberat this time
was causing serious delays. After several months he then informed us that
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tuberculosis had been diagnosed and that he would be in a sanatorium for
some months, following which he would have a prolonged convalescence. In
fact, on being pressed, he admitted that he quite possibly might never return
to plumbing. Here lay a new problem. Poor Gower, from his point of view,
thought that we should carry on, one man short, build the twenty houses,
and then hand one over to him at cost price. From our point of view, we had
to get a replacement plumber as quickly as possible. We took legal advice,
paid Gower all his money, plus an ex-gratia payment for the work he had
put in, and wished him well. I think we all felt a little embarrassed, in fact
a little ashamed, but what other solution was there?

The next problem was more protracted but rather simpler to handle. A
character arrived one Sunday morning, discovered that he knew me by sight,
and asked me if he could join the group. He lived in a Corporation house,
disagreed with all his neighbours and, having no capital, thought that we
might help him by squeezing a little plot at the end of our �eldand build him
a bungalow. He himself couldn't do much but he would give a hand here and
there, \Nothing heavy you understand!" He pestered us regularly for over
six months before he gave up. One Sunday morning, help arrived in the form
of a newly registered group from Birkenhead. They had been recommended
to come and chat with us to see how a Self-Build group operated, and to
learn the pitfalls. Being quite conscious that they would hold us up they
o�ered to work all day with us and talk and work at the same time. It was
highly successful. They saw things for themselves, we got a lot done, and we
became very good friends.

After twelve months on the site the �rst four houses were ready for habi-
tation. Garages and garden walls had been ignored to speed upoperations.
Our house was the third ready and we were fortunate to get the services
of the ladies of Seacombe Congregational Church to scrub outfor us. Our
minister, Miss Alice Platts, came as well and insisted on working. By the
end of the second summer all ten houses were occupied. We had obtained
the second plot of land and the next ten houses were well underway.

Strangely, because half of the group were living on the site,timekeeping
became worse. We were getting very tired and each man tended to stay
indoors until the travellers were all assembled. Also, it was so easy to slip
home for a cup of tea and a warm, and the ten minutes tended to stretch
out.

In the depth of the second winter another problem arose. A group at
Saughall Massie, Wirral Owner Build, had lost the services of their electri-
cian and every house had come to a standstill. They appealed to us for help
and we came to terms such that for a fortnight they lent us a plasterer and
I went up to their group to carry on. I was wanted in every house! Some
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for �nal �xing to assist occupation, some for second �xing tohelp the join-
ers, and others to wire �rst �xing and drill holes in joists before brickwork
continued.

At about this time we received notice of rating assessment from the Inland
Revenue at Birkenhead. The �gure was 28 which I thought was fair. However,
the rest of the group - few of whom had occupied a reasonable house of their
own - thought it outrageous. A new assessment automaticallycarries the
right of appeal, whereas once established an appeal can costmoney. We
appealed!

At the appointed time I appeared before the assessor, a Mr Prescott, in
Birkenhead. He read aloud through the letter I had sent listing ten reasons
why we considered we were over-rated. He demolished them oneby one; all of
them. He asked me if we were liable for Wallasey Embankment rate. I knew
that we were but not knowing the purpose of the question, I prevaricated.
Mr Prescott immediately rang the Commissioners and was given his answer.
He then explained that the rate was therefore deductible from the town rate.
On asking if this was automatic, he assured me it was not, and to prove it
opened his ledger for Leasowe Road and showed me the assessments. Some
had been reduced, others had not. On asking why he blandly said, \Because
they have never asked for the reduction."

The assessor promised to revue our case. So for a last e�ort I asked him
to consider that we were working men trying to help ourselves. \That is one
thing I will not consider," he said, \My job is to assess houses not people."
We were re-assessed at 26. A two pound reduction.

Gas was the next problem. We had paid 60 to have the �rst ten houses
connected. When the �rst of the second ten was ready we applied for gas
and a kindly �tter asked why we had paid. Apparently if a househad three
or more gas outlets then the connection to the mains was free.We quickly
retraced our steps to the �rst house and went around again �tting a third
tap next to the meter in the hall. We got our 60 back again.

By this time one of our neighbouring groups were completing houses and
occupying them under the original rules which we had abandoned. Eventually
one member was allocated a house, moved in, then announced that he had
no intention of doing any further work! The group realised too late that they
had the wrong rules. Fortunately for them the same individual also began
to dip into the funds, which involved the Corporation since it was their loan.
He paid up smartly and vacated his house to avoid prosecution.

We completed the scheme after 30 months work, averaging six weeks of
spare time work per house. The group was wound up legally and we parted
the best of enemies. Each couple retired to their home and shut their doors.
It was months before we got back to the old neighbourly chit chat. We had
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all learned a lot about building houses, hard work and human relationships.



Chapter 7

Alice

When the children were quite young, a lady pastoral missionary called at the
house to discuss religion and churchgoing with Eileen. As a result we both
thought it a good idea to let the children go to Sunday School.We sent them
to a Scottish Presbyterian church where they continued to attend for a little
while. Eileen and I never actually went into the church services at any time,
although we did attend some of the social functions.

Again our visitor called, and it then became obvious that we had become
involved with the wrong church. She represented the Seacombe Congrega-
tional Church. The children were switched; Eileen got herself involved, and
I myself began to attend occasionally. The minister in charge was a Miss
Platts, and we were promptly and �rmly informed that it was considered
infra-dig to address her by her Christian name of Alice but because she
had a younger ward with her named Margaret Platts, to avoid confusion we
tended to refer to the minister as Alice behind her back. However, Alice did
her work well and �nally persuaded me to become a church member along
with Eileen.

The ceremony was timed for Easter Sunday, 1953, but because my com-
mitments to the house building group began that same weekend, I made
history by joining the Congregational Faith on the understanding that after
my initiation I would never attend church on a Sunday. Alice,however, was
nothing if not determined. The church calendar was adjustedto accommo-
date a short evening service each Tuesday, my only free evening.

Later that summer a holiday camp was organised in conjunction with
the Berkeley Street Congregational Church in Liverpool. I was persuaded to
join in and o� we all went by private coach to Barnston Dale. Onarrival I
discovered that, apart from myself, the brothers Cook were the only males.
John Cook, the elder of the two, was a minister in his own rightand a
bachelor. Jim, the younger was more down to earth, but his wife Alma,
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although very genuine and a hard worker for the church, did like to dominate
Alice. \Alice and I" \I always call her Alice, you know". And s o on. I
thereupon decided that the building of the houses took priority and left Eileen
in charge of the children on the Monday morning. I think the neighbours fed
me for the rest of the week. Early the following year we moved into our new
house in Leasowe. Number 282 Twickenham Drive. The house still lacked
a lot of outside completion work and we arrived with our furniture as the
building inspector was smoking the drains. What we should have done if the
Certi�cate of Habitation had not been granted I shudder to think. However,
all the ladies of the church, including Alice, rolled up to scrub, dust and
polish. They were a grand lot.

During that summer Eileen and the children went with Alice and the rest
of the church group to Ffestiniiog Youth Hostel. The weatherwas dreadful.
Alice broke her leg and everybody had a wonderful time. Of course, being
in a new house, Eileen took the only back-door key with her as well as her
front door one. I was working on the site alongside the full group since we
had agreed to put in a week of our holidays into the houses together. I wore
my wellington boots and was obliged to use the front door every time I went
in or out across the bog that was to become our front lawn. WhenEileen
returned she put in another week cleaning the new carpet on the hall and
stairs.

By 1955 the building group agreed that whether or not we put ina holiday
on the site, every man should have one week's rest. The churchdecided to
organise a holiday in Llangollen and we booked a large white house overlook-
ing the park and the river with a splendid view of Eglwyseg mountain and
Castell Dinas Bran. We all travelled by train from Seacombe to Llangollen
and took with us a Mrs Shirley of Berkeley Street as cook. All the children
had daily jobs to help with the housework. Eileen and I organised the walks
each day and we all had a pleasant, if energetic week.

Just before this holiday Alice had accepted an invitation topreach at
some other churches, but it was when we returned that she dropped her
bombshell. She was leaving us. Alice had accepted a calling from a church
in Hinckley, near Leicester and was to be inducted there within weeks. A
bus trip was organised and about thirty of us drove down to seeour dear
Alice take over her new congregation. We wished her well and sadly returned
home.

After months without a minister we accepted an o�er from the reverend
Cli�ord Vincent to act as our interim moderator. We bravely organised
another camp at Llangollen for the following year. This timethere were
four men, Jim Cook, (his brother, the reverend John, had by this time died
in a diabetic coma) Emlyn Jones, Owen Davies and myself. However, just
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before plans were completed we were fortunate to secure the services of a
very Welsh minister, the Reverend Bowen. I say fortunate as amatter of
form. We bought a house in Birnam Road to adapt as a manse and the
men of the church �tted it out. I rewired the electrical installations and
�tted power sockets everywhere. The Reverend Bowen quicklyemptied the
church. Eileen and I attended one of his bible classes and he read incessantly.
At a convenient pause for breath I asked what a certain expression meant. He
put down his Bible, cleared his throat, folded his arms, and then explained
that he did not wish to be interrupted during the lesson. Thiswas not for
us.

The holidays plans were completed but he did not wish to come with us.
However, his teenage daughter Sally did come with us and she certainly quite
enjoyed herself.

The church, which Alice had worked so hard to rebuild, was nowdoomed.
The congregation dwindled, the debts piled up, and �nally the Reverend
Bowen was forced to �nd another living outside of his church.Very quickly
the building fell into decay, was demolished, and the site cleared and occupied
by a petrol �lling station.

We see Alice every once in a while, and still �nd her company spiritually
uplifting.
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Chapter 8

Industrial Change

Even before the Wallasey & District Self-Build Housing Association had fully
completed operations and been formally and legally wound-up in the autumn
of 1955, I had already enrolled again at nightschool. My intention was to
continue where I had left o�, and qualify for promotion. I took a second
advanced level GCE and two more ordinary levels. A third advanced level
was now my goal.

Yet again destiny stepped in. In 1958 the Liverpool Steamship Owners
Association devised a new Certi�cate in Shipping at the College of Com-
merce. I, along with three others of the sta�, immediately went to enrol.
One fell by the wayside, but three of us went on for a second year to qualify
in 1960. This was just a prologue. We were then prevailed uponto continue
for another two years and qualify for membership of the Institute of Trans-
port. This we all did, except that I had to have a second try at the �nance
paper. I was awarded my diploma in 1962.

Events at work began taking a new turn. Anticipating the outcome of the
Rochdale Report, `The Future of Ports and Harbours', the cargo handling
sections of my company, together with Palm Line and Guinea Gulf Line, had
formed a new cargo handling organisation in 1961, and named it Liverpool
West- African Terminals Limited. I was seconded to the company, but in
fact worked much the same as I had done before.

The Rochdale Report was published in September 1962 and thisrecom-
mended that the 115 cargo handling licensees in Liverpool benow reduced
to no more than twenty, and further, that the Port Authority, The Mersey
Docks and Harbour Board, should be one of these and become involved in
cargo handling.

By this time our berths had been schedules for re�tting, and vast sums
of money were spent on widening the quay from the nineteenth century six
feet to a very futuristic twenty feet. (Within a decade we were to consider

59



60 CHAPTER 8. INDUSTRIAL CHANGE

four-hundred feet as a minimum). Included in this operationthe o�ce, which
had stood on the river wall in full view of the river, the dock entrance, and
the berths, was demolished, and the management moved to new premises
across the dock and away from the scene of operations.

To complete the age of change, my father, who had been with theorgan-
isation since the age of sail assisted steamers, died in December 1963. He
had, throughout his life, been the revered head of the family, respected by
all who knew him. His passing was for me like the death of QueenVictoria.
We knew he was ageing and would not last the winter, but he was the end
of an era for me. I had always discussed my progress on the docks with him,
and now nothing would be the same.

By now, well in my forties, I decided to abandon any further academic
studies. My superior at work had remained very cynical of my progress. A
senior post became vacant and yet again my old adversary, whohad preceded
me on the sta�, was appointed. I sought an interview with my manager
and his comment was simply that he did not think that I was interested
in promotion. In disgust I enrolled at night school for woodwork and car
maintenance.

However, further changes were to come and with the full impact of the
Rochdale Report the new Terminal Company incorporated further small
businesses. A Spanish coastal service became involved for ashort time but
found out costing system too extravagant for their small budget. Booker
Line, serving the West Indies, was successfully integratedand caused the
Company to change its name to Liverpool Maritime Terminals Limited in
1966. I found myself now the senior of a team of seven, but thatwas the
limit of my advancement.

One story of this period deserves mention. In August 1964, a Nigerian
vessel, the Ahmadu Bello, arrived on my berth at North West Toxteth Dock.
The hatches were removed to begin work but clouds of steam billowed up
out of No 3 hold. The �re brigade were called and stood by for some hours
although water was never used. It appeared that a consignment of co co
yams had been stowed in the square of the hatch and surroundedby bags
of cotton seed. This seed is notorious for developing heat and the yams had
been cooking quite nicely. Negligence was alleged against the ship's o�cers
and the accusation was referred to the High Courts in March 1966, and later
to the House of Lords. The litigation was not my concern, but the disposal
of the yams was.

They were landed in the open air, as required by regulation for �re-risk
cargoes, and after being condemned by the Port Health Authority it was
agreed that the merchant would arrange for their conveyanceto the waste
tips at Sefton Meadows outside the City. In fact he hired a van, carefully cut
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away all the edible portions of the yams, arranged for our labour to load this
saleable stock, and conveyed it to Huyton Market. He there accepted refuse
from the market and disposed of it at Sefton and completed thetriangular
run back to the berth. This carrier was paid for removing dockwaste, paid
for saleable yams at Huyton, and paid for refuse disposal at Sefton, where
he collected his certi�cate of disposal to bring back to me. My concern was
that condemned yams should be disposed of in accordance withthe law.

I reported the malpractice to the Port Health Inspector and he tried to
order me to report to him when next the vehicle arrived. This Irefused to
do, my duty was to report breaches of law, and this I had done. Any further
action was entirely up to him. I then reported the matter to the o�cer of
Customs and Excise since no import documents were now valid,but again
drew a blank. I tried the area manager of the Port Authority, the civil police,
and my own (still cynical) boss. Nobody was at all interested.

Eventually all the saleable yam-portions had been removed,and then
the carrier, like the proverbial Arab, folded his tents and quietly stole away.
Then all hell was let loose. Everybody concerned realised that they had been
taken for a ride and began looking for a scapegoat. I just looked disinterested
and told each in turn that what had happened was precisely what I had
anticipated, and further, I produced my own assistant to certify that he had
witnessed my report to them at the time. This side of the proceedings was
now hurriedly, and quietly, hushed up.



62 CHAPTER 8. INDUSTRIAL CHANGE



Chapter 9

In Search of the Gresleys

Eileen's full name is Muriel Eileen (formerly Jones) and shehas an elder
brother, John Terrick. Their father, John Terrick Jones, had been a tea
merchant's manager, and had volunteered for the army in 1917. Within
ten weeks he had been trained, sent to France, su�ered a bullet wound in
the arm, and been hospitalised. His injuries turned to gas-gangrene which
proved fatal. Eileen was then about twelve months old. Her mother, Lilian
Gertrude (nee Hayse), eventually married again and had another daughter,
Lilian Mavis Johnson, who was born some seven and a half yearsafter Eileen.

Soon after we met, Eileen told me that she believed that her own father
was descended from gentry and her mother thought that Sir Robert Jones,
the orthopaedic surgeon, was connected to the family. I therefore read a
biography of this gentleman and one of his tutor, Hugh Owen Thomas, both
of whom had practised in Liverpool. While their stories werequite fascinating
in themselves, I decided that they could have no possible connection with
Eileen's family. We decided to let the matter rest there.

When our own two children were quite young we met Eileen's twopaternal
uncles, Tom and William, who both insisted she was correct inthat the family
name was Gresley and the family seat was, or rather had been, at Drakelowe,
although the hall itself had by now been demolished. Sir Nigel Gresley, the
railway engineer and designer of the record breaking Mallard engine, was of
the same family. A second cousin, Alderman Robert John Gresley Jones
was known to reside in Llandudno and was believed to have a copy of the
family pedigree, but we decided against looking him up because we thought
he might misconstrue our intentions.

In the spring of 1958 we decided to make a further e�ort to settle, once
and for all, the history of the Gresley's of Drakelowe. We wrote to Uncle
Jack (as we had decided to call Robert John of Llandudno). Having written
the letter Eileen then got cold feet, again thinking that ourenquiries might
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be misunderstood. The letter was put away unposted.
Months later when I was tidying-up when the letter came into view and

without reference to Eileen I posted it. So what? Within dayswe got a
reply from Uncle Jack with a very pressing invitation to spend a week-end
at No 1 Park Lane, Llandudno. We accepted the invitation and were well
received by an eccentric old gentleman and his wife ( Aunt Florrie) into a
most peculiar household. Every spare inch of 
at surface wascovered with
books, papers, documents, and other o�ce impedimenta. Evenhalf the
dining table was so covered so that poor Aunt Florrie had to serve the meals
for four people on one end of the table. Newspapers were stacked on the sides
of the upstairs landing, and copies of council minutes lay onevery tread of
the staircase. Uncle Jack, (or cousin Jack, as he insisted onbeing called) was
very mysti�ed as to why our letter had taken so long to reach him, and we
could get no information out of him until the facts had been explained three
times over. However, he was eventually satis�ed and we got todiscussing the
family tree in some detail. He was very crafty, and �nding ourcompany to
his liking, (or rather Eileen's company - I was just a necessary encumbrance)
he prevaricated and decided that he would not be able to �nd the appropriate
papers until a later visit.

In fact our visits became quite frequent and very pleasant for all con-
cerned. It transpired during our various discussions that,in his long and
varied career, Jack had �rst been articled to a solicitor, and eventually be-
came his managing clerk. He then went into business on his ownaccount
as a stationer. So successful was he in this venture that he used to take
photographs of local views, have them reproduced in Germanyat a rate of
two-thousand copies per order, supplying his own business and several oth-
ers. As a sideline during this era he taught shorthand and typing for the
local evening classes. He made so much money that he decided to retire
early from business and go into local politics, soon earningthe reputation as
\The stormy petrel of local government". However, the war and the in
ation
that followed reduced his standard of living to the simple style to which we
discovered him.

Cousin Jack eventually produced a typed letter that had beensent to
him from America, but admitted that it was not original. His American
correspondent had borrowed Jack's original document, keptit, and returned
to Jack and erroneous copy. We now realised that Jack had little of real value
as evidence that we were not already aware of.

While still regularly visiting we decided on a di�erent ploy. At our local
library we tried to �nd out whether there was any way of digging-up a book
which might refer to the Gresley family. There was, and they found it for us,
\The Gresleys of Drakelowe" by Falconer Madan. The book was at Burton
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on Trent and was borrowed through the inter-libraries scheme, but only for
use in the reference department. Eileen and I went there every night for
a fortnight to laboriously copy out notes. I do not think that I have ever
read a funnier tale, considering that it was authentic. We were several times
threatened with eviction because of the noise of our laughter. We eventually
came to the chapter concerned with Eileen's branch of the family. This
stopped at the account of her great-grandfather, William Gresley Jones, who
had resided in North Wales and brought up a family of several children. From
there on it appeared to be plain sailing. When we again asked for the loan
of the volume, by good fortune, it came through the lending library and we
collected it before hot-footing it up to Llandudno. Jack wasso thrilled that
he wanted to take the book to bed with him ignoring us completely until he
had satis�ed himself that he had read every word appropriateto his forbears.

By this time, early 1960, we had acquired a new motor scooter,a Vespa
with a 125cc engine. Thus it became all the easier to travel upand down
between Wallasey and Llandudno. Jack, in the meantime, had explained as
best he could all the family tree from the awe-inspiring William Gresley Jones
to the present day. He recounted how he had sat on his grandfather's knee
in the family home of Bodlondeb Hall. Its very name and position intrigued
us both so that he promised to take us out there at the next opportunity.
We visited him again the next weekend.

Getting the old man to the hall was a major task. The Crosvilleexpress
buses ran past the end of the road at frequent intervals but would not stop
under any circumstances, other than a mile before his turning or a mile
beyond. The turning was at the top of Rhuallt Hill, which was quite a climb
from either side. We eventually persuaded one driver, with the aid of a
generous tip, to set us down at the top but we still had quite a climb up the
lane which led to the gates of the hall.

We instinctively knew what we were going to �nd. The notice boards
were still on the doors back and front bearing the legend 'Merseyside Youth
Hostels Limited'. This was the `Bodlonfa' which poor HaroldBurrows had
so repeatedly pressed us to visit years earlier. It had now ceased to be used
as a dwelling of any sort, with the 
oors upstairs and down covered in deep
litter, its current use being as a huge fowl house. We tried toimagine what it
must have looked like in its prime, but it was now all so depressing. Bitterly
did we regret not having visited it as a hostel with all the consequent happy
memories of bustle and noise of youth. We toured the fairly extensive grounds
but they were so overgrown it was impossible to imagine theirformer glory.

Now for the journey back to Llandudno. Jack took quite a time to walk
back down the lane to the main road and it was here that he described how
his grandfather had toll gates erected at this point to levy his tolls on the
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vehicles going through. In fact, we were later to hear how, atone stage in his
varied life, Eileen's grandfather had driven a four-in-hand past this very spot
on his journey between Llandudno and Birkenhead. The main road down
to Rhuallt was the next obstacle. Bribing the bus driver to drop us on the
way up was one thing; 
agging them down to pick us up was quite another.
It was quite hopeless. We walked the mile down the hill. It waspainful
in the extreme as Jack sat down for a rest about every twenty-�ve yards.
Eventually we reached the village inn were the old man ordered sandwiches.
Hardly had the food arrived when a kindly customer informed us that the
last bus to anywhere out of the village was due to leave in �ve minutes. Jack
wanted to prevaricate and we had to be quite forceful to persuade him that
we had to leave immediately or else stay the night in the village. Even then
we had to hold the bus back until we got him out of the inn.

Our next operation was to see what could be gleaned from ancient records
in the Liverpool Reference Library. I spent many hours there, for the most
part quite fruitless, but I did �nd a reference to the father of William Gresley
Jones in a directory of 1810. This quoted Doctor Robert Jones( the one who
had been confused with Sir Robert Jones of a century later) asbeing a pupil
of Doctor William Theophilus Gresley, the secretary and apothecary of the
old Liverpool In�rmary.

In the meantime our daughter, Angela, had neatly typed out all the rele-
vant extracts from the rough notes we had made from the borrowed volume,
setting it out with one generation to a page. This was pasted into a large
book so as to make the information more durable as well as keeping the
items in chronological order. After many spoiled e�orts a family tree was
then compiled and typed so that any generation could be referred to easily.

We set up a similar copy of the volume and delivered it into thehands of
Cousin Jack, on receipt of which he immediately tried to claim authorship
and all responsibility. In fact we had been enquiring further a�eld and �nally
found the little parish church at Cwm where we thought we might �nd a
parish register accounting for some of the six or seven children of William
Gresley Jones. We found all thirteen of them, and the death ofhis �rst wife,
and his subsequent second marriage to his illiterate cook.

This part of the exercise was now completed by writing to Somerset House
for copies of relevant entries concerning Eileen's father and grandfather. The
rest we already had.

We now decided on a grand plan which would take us on a holiday and
include a few days in the area around the family seat at Drakelowe. The
party would include Eileen and myself, our now teenage children, Angela
and Terrick and Angela's boy-friend Geo�rey Staniford. By this time we had
aspired to a car, a second-hand Austin Cambridge in which we stowed a large
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borrowed scout tent which we proceded to �t with a dividing curtain. The
holiday began with a tour of Wales from north to south, and it was on the
second day (July 1963) that Angela and Geof announced their engagement.
We continued across the River Severn, through Bourton-on-the-Water and
up north to Church Gresley. It was not camping country but fortunately a
kindly farmer took pity on us and allowed us to pitch our tent in a corner of
one of his �elds while supplying us with stakes and a long ropeto separate
us from his cows. The farm was called ` Botany Bay' and the farmer's retired
father told us that he had served as a youth at Drakelowe Hall and on the
Gresley estates.

On the Sunday morning we all went to church for morning service. Not so
much out of religious motives as to inspect the monument to the family which
was reputed to be sited in the aisle of Saint George's at Church Gresley. We
found it tucked away in a dark corner of a side aisle, and no wonder! It was
quite hideous. We read as much of it as we could decipher and departed. We
next found and ascended Gresley Castle Knob. This was simplya mound
of earth but with a vivid imagination one could, perhaps, picture what the
castle had been like. Later we journeyed down to nearby Nether Seal and
inspected the churchyard where there was a special curbed-o� corner in which
was situated a group of eight or nine Gresley graves. We continued to the
little church at Caldwell to inspect the very neglected grave of one of the
Churchill family who had married into the Gresley line.

Towards the end of our stay we were invited to spend an eveningin
Botany Bay farmhouse. It was a very enjoyable evening, and ontalking to
the young farmer who had been educated at an agricultural college we learned
of local historian by the name of Wain who had specialised in research into
the Gresley family. Post-haste we looked up our Mr Wain and found him
in possession of a copy of `The Gresleys of Drakelowe'. Of course he would
not even consider parting with it. He showed us some copies ofa fashionable
magazine dating from the turn of the century which had a series of articles
and photographs referring to Drakelowe Hall. He very kindlyloaned these
to us to see if we could have them reproduced.

On returning home we looked up Eileen's Uncle Will, her late father's
brother, with whom we had become quite friendly. He had recently retired
from an engineering �rm which possessed a photographic system designed
to reproduce plans and drawings. Unfortunately, Uncle Willhad retired in
bad grace and while being sympathetic, and quite co-operative, he would not
himself make any approach to his former employers. So we all,Eileen and
myself, with Uncle Will and his wife Kathleen, went to the factory. I went
in, and after a great deal of enquiring, �nally located the man concerned. He
immediately went outside and practically frog-marched therest of the party
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into the o�ce. The photographs were copied without questionof cost and,
by the time I had typed out the articles that we wanted, the prints were to
hand. We returned the magazines to Mr Wain, with our very great thanks.
In payment to Uncle Will we now had to make another copy of the entire
pedigree. The work was now completed.



Chapter 10

The Coming of Asa

One of the e�ects of becoming friendly with Eileen's cousin,Robert John
Gresley Jones, was that we met his friend of many years, and constant visitor,
Asa Davies.

This gentleman was descended from the Lancashire family of Scho�eld,
and began life in Failsworth. He was self educated and with a prodigious
memory for facts, faces, and names and had a very remarkable command of
the English language. Asa's early life had been oriented around the textile
mills but he naturally turned to journalism, and practised as a reporter in
Rochdale and Bury before migrating to Oxford.

Asa married Evelyn Godding, the daughter of the former SadieFoster,
one of the �rst female students of St Margaret's Hall of Oxford University,
and they had one son, Peter. Asa was by now living in North Wales, and
after a period reporting for the Manchester Guardian he became editor of the
North Wales Weekly News. His son served during the war as a pilot in the
Fleet Air Arm and married soon after his demobilisation. Peter was killed
in a motor cycle accident, and a child, also Peter, was born posthumously.

Both Asa and his wife idolised their grandchild, and when Evelyn died
Asa went to live with his daughter-in-law, who by this time had remarried.
They did not get on together and it became incumbent on poor old Asa to be
tactful, and make himself scarce, particularly on a Sunday afternoon. Hence
the fortnightly visits to the Gresley Jones household whereEileen and I were
introduced to him.

Finding the old man agreeable in disposition, we invited himhome to
Wallasey for a week. So successful was the visit that we repeated it several
times until one occasion when his daughter-in-law went on holiday. Because
he received no acknowledgement of her return, we took Asa back to her home
in Colwyn Bay to �nd her in residence. However, she insisted that the house
was not aired and she could not yet have the old man back. We brought him
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back to Wallasey. It was by now patently obvious that, at 78 years of age,
Asa was in the way and very unhappy.

Since our daughter, Angela, was by now (early 1964) engaged to be mar-
ried a room would soon be available and we invited the old man to come and
live with us. Asa was delighted and made immediate plans. He possessed
little of intrinsic value but a host of curios, including a large collection of
books. His most precious possession was a grandfather type clock. It had a
government crown on it and was reputed to have been a London master time
clock. His daughter-in-law would not have it in her house andhad relegated
it to the outside lavatory. His one worry was therefore, could we �nd a place
for it?

Of course we could accommodate his clock, and Asa and I, accompanied
by my brother Charlie, went out to collect it. It was hideous! Eileen took
one look at it and whispered to me, \Where can we possibly put it?" I told
her that there was only one possible place, and that was the outside lavatory.
We set it up on the landing.

Asa shared a bedroom for a year with our son, Terrick, until Angela
married in the spring of 1965, and then they had separate rooms. Terrick
had, in the meantime, adjusted the clock, cleaned it, and re-painted the dial
and hands. The old man was so pleased that he gave the timepiece to Terrick.

Asa's circle of friends was such that whenever we went on holiday we had
no trouble in getting an invitation to Holcomb Brook, Altrin gham, Wolver-
hampton, or Deganwy. However at Whitsuntide 1965, Eileen and I thought
it would be a good idea to take Asa with us to the Glasbury guesthouse of
the Holiday Fellowship. This holiday was very successful. We went walking
each day while Asa, pottering around the house and grounds, became very
friendly with the manager and several times came out on the coach sent to
bring us home. On the o�-day we all did a tour of the Elan Valley. One
young lady at the house, Hazel Grey, fell from her mount on the�rst day
while pony- trecking, and was thereafter forced down to Asa's pace. She also
had worked in newspapers and they became quite friendly. So much so that
on concert night they knocked up an excellent sketch of an Arabian harem,
which was very well received.

Later that summer, all three of us were invited to Nottinghamto stay
with May Bown, one of Asa's friends. She was widowed, a spiritualist, and a
Conservative Party worker. In turn she had a wide circle of friends nearby,
including Eric Robinson, Stanford Robinson and his wife Loreli Dior. How-
ever, it was Major Percy Hobson, the founder of the wartime Blue Rockets
dance orchestra, and his wife Dorothy, that we were to meet quite frequently.

By contrast, the next year, Eileen and I spent our holiday at Porth Ceriad,
with our Belgian friends Jack and Malou MacEvoy. Jack was oneof my YHA
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friends from the 30's with whom we had kept in touch. On this occasion we
rented a caravan from a man who transpired to be Alderman Tom Garnett,
at that time Mayor of Wallasey.

While we were away we invited my Aunt Bet, together with Aunt Ethel
and Uncle Bert, to come and use our house for a quiet week's holiday. They
did, and in so doing, kept a watchful eye on Asa. By all accounts they had a
wonderful time with beer and cards every night. When we arrived home the
house was spic-and-span and the garden had never looked lovelier - or tidier.

The following spring (1967), Eileen and I had an engagement in Southamp-
ton, so took Asa to Tommy and Alice Wolstenholm in Albrighton, and left
him in their care. On the Friday Tommy took Asa to the train in Birming-
ham for Bournemouth, were we duly collected him and drove with all speed
to Lyme Regis where we had booked overnight at the Holiday Fellowship
guest house. Not having arranged an evening meal in advance we dined by
candlelight with a bottle of wine, in a restaurant that had nolicence. Having
slept soundly, we came down to breakfast accompanied by a London East-
End school party, all perfectly behaved and a credit to theirteachers. The
meal was served by two very `scouse' maids who later discussed deportment
with Eileen. Eileen had di�culty convincing them that hair c urlers should
not be worn during the day when in company.

We then toured the harbour where Asa had spent his honeymoon.He
had never thought that he would ever see it again. We left LymeRegis with
regret, motored on into Cornwall and arrived in St Maws in Roseland, where
Mavis, Eileen's sister, had a holiday 
at. Mavis had o�ered us the use of
the 
at for as long as we cared to stay. There was one double room and one
single. We were all very comfortable. Because of Asa's age wedidn't think
it advisable, in April, to have picnic lunches, so we had a restaurant meal
every day with a bottle of wine. Asa revelled in this treatment, and I have
to confess that I found it very pleasant. By the end of the weekwe had tried
everything and been everywhere, including various harbours to inspect the
barrages �xed to keep out the oil slicks from the ` Torry Canyon'.

Regretfully we set out for home, and with our last lunch and our last
bottle of wine, we discovered that among the three of us we hadcracked our
last pound note. I had to nurse the car back home to Wallasey toconserve
the petrol.

The following summer (1968) we planned to go with some of our friends,
who were now collectively referred to as the Twickenham Ramblers, to the
Isle of Man. We agreed to take four old folk with us, our old Asa, Jack
Chidwick, Mrs (Pops) Wilson, and Aunt Louis, one of Pop's relatives. Jim
Clark, our neighbour, and at that time constant friend, did all the arranging.
A private runabout collected each of us in turn from home and conveyed us
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all together to Princes Landing Stage. We boarded a boat immediately and
sailed for Douglas.

On arrival a taxi took us to Little Switzerland, to what had been Cun-
ningham Boys Camp, but which was now but a shadow of its formerglory.
We waited at the camp reception for a conveyance to take us through the rain
to our three chalets. When it arrived we and our luggage were all jammed
together and drive all of twenty-�ve yards to the chalets. Eileen and I shared
a chalet with Asa.

For the most part the holiday was quite successful, but we found the old
folk rather trying. On the last day, instead of departing early, we sat the
pensioners in the Villa Marina and deposited our luggage at the harbour, so
as to have a last look around. It was the culminating mistake,and we were
accused of `dumping' the old people. We then decided `never again'. So far
as Asa was concerned we agreed that he was now too old for us to enjoy our
holiday in his company.

We still included Asa in all our domestic arrangements, and in the May of
1971 he was still a great asset at our Ladies Night. In the December of that
year we sold our house in Twickenham Drive and bought our present house
in Gerard Road. Although there was every advantage for us in this move,
Asa never liked it. In Twickenham Drive, even when he had got beyond
walking unaided, he would still sit in the front room and watch the droves
of schoolchildren walking to school, followed by housewives o� to do their
shopping. When he bored of that he would feed the birds in the garden. He
cost us a fortune in bread. Once in Gerard Road he lost most of this pastime
as the house was in a much quieter area of the borough. From this point he
started to decline quite quickly and reluctantly we found a place for him in
Granville House in the care of the local authority. Later in the year he was
transferred to St Catherine's Hospital where he died on 11thNovember in
his ninetieth year. Eileen and I are left with many happy memories of his
ten years with us.

Of all the interesting people we met through old Asa some where quite
by chance, such as our meeting with the residents of Turton Tower. Asa had
been invited to spend a week's holiday with a lifelong familyfriend, Muriel,
and her daughter Barbara. They had a little house in Holcomb Brook up
on the Lancashire side of the Pennines. After much searchingof Lancashire
lanes we arrived in time for an excellent lunch, prepared with much pride by
Barbara who had recently quali�ed as a caterer. Leaving Asa in good hands,
Eileen and I departed in the late afternoon to search for a camp site.

It took us about two hours to come to the conclusion that camp sites were
very scarce in that part of the world. We had reluctantly decided to give up
and turn for home when Eileen spotted what looked like a farmhouse just
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o� the road. On investigation it proved to be derelict, but looking around
we saw a pair of ornamental gates bearing the legend ` Turton Tower'. We
were curious and decided to have a last try for a site. We droveup the lane,
through the gates, up the private drive to discover the mediaeval manor house
of Turton.

No doubt there are many histories written of the house. Su�cethat it
was part stone and part timber. The entrance consisted of a huge wooden
door studded with iron bolts. We rang the bell and were conscious of the
sound of many voices from within. A small wicket door was opened by a
lady who transpired to be Jean Wetherall, the wife of the custodian, Sam
Wetherall.

Jean invited us in; listened to our enquiry; obviously couldnot make head
nor tail of what we were talking about; apologised for being involved with
a crowd of sightseers and asked us to wait in her kitchen untilher husband
was free. She brought us a cup of tea before disappearing. Quite some time
later, or so it seemed, Sam appeared on the scene, and listened with some
amusement to our problem.

We were shown a site on their own lawn, o�ered the use of the toilet
facilities of the house and generally made to feel most welcome. We pitched
our tent, cooked and ate our evening meal, and as the daylight�nally faded,
got into our sleeping bags and listened to the last night of the Promenade
Concerts on the transistor radio.

Sunday dawned a beautiful day, and we were aroused �rst by theyap-
ping of Jingles, their mongrel bitch, and then by Moira, the daughter of the
household, bringing us a cup of tea. Before our departure we were given a
conducted tour of the house, and then it was revealed that theWetheralls
had themselves only been in residence for a fortnight. We departed with the
promise to call again.

It was twelve months to the day when we did call again. We had not
liked presuming on Sam's position as caretaker, come guide,come curator.
As soon as we arrived we were made to feel so welcome that we immediately
regretted not having called sooner. Sam insisted that we picked the best spot
on the lawn and, having pitched our tent, that we had our evening meal with
them in their kitchen. On this occasion Moira was away on holiday in Spain,
but we met her sister by adoption, Marilyn. She was married, with several
small children, and was a very charming person. On departingthis time, we
were not invited but rather blackmailed into promising to come again, only
this time it was to be soon, and we were to take Asa with us.

Our third visit was in the November, and Jean insisted that wesleep
in the Council Chamber which was complete with a friendly ghost. Asa
was put to bed in Moira's room, and she poor lass, was relegated to the
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passageway on a made-up bed. We were all very comfortable. Because of
the great age of much of the timber, the whole building was centrally heated
to a very pleasant temperature. Except that is for the kitchen which had a
huge coal �re. On the Sunday morning Sam and Jean took us to their local
church at Chapeltown, but the order of service left us somewhat disappointed.
However, following this we all went on a walk down the Jumbles, a local
beauty spot which was shortly to be 
ooded as a reservoir.

We were next invited for a New Year party, but as we had alreadymade
other plans we had to decline. Their party was apparently a huge success
and on each occasion that we called the next year we were reminded that
we were invited again to their next New Year party and we were to stay the
night.

That party had just about everything; a freezing cold night,a haunted
house, on the moorland edge of the Pennines, a party of about forty very
jolly people, noisy rumbustious games, excellent food, andplenty to drink.
It was marvellous! Moira and Marilyn (the �rst time we had seen them
together) obviously enjoyed each others company, and the young children
were very conspicuous by their absence after the �rst hour orso. Our Asa
was in his element. He sang, he recited poetry, and he told many of his little
anecdotes. The more energetic games, which naturally excluded Asa and his
generation, took us all over the house from cellars to atticsand then out into
the extensive grounds.

One story from Sam, a true and authentic story, brought the house down.
He told us that an amateur theatrical group met occasionallyat the Tower to
rehearse a medieval play and the production had reached the dress rehearsal
stage. After their thespian e�orts Sam and Jean served a light supper for
which the actors remained dressed in their stage costumes. Thus they re-
mained chatting until after midnight. At their departure most of the group
were conveyed away by cars, but one knight, still arrayed in shining plastic
armour, decided to walk the few hundred yards to his home downthe lane.
He carried his sword in one hand and his shield in the other through the
mist-shrouded moonlight. He was still under the trees, and about half-way
down the drive, when a car, probably driven by a late reveller, swept around
the corner from the road, through the ornamental gates, and with headlights
ablaze came full into line with our warrior friend. The car screeched to a
standstill, paused for a brief moment, and then with a quickÙ' turn was
out of the gates and accelerating o� into the night. Sam now explained the
moral of his tale; if ever one hears an account of the ghost of amedieval
knight haunting the grounds of Turton Tower, then one would know what
credence to put on the story.

Having let in the New Year of 1967 very successfully we �nallyretired to
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bed, (or rather the council chamber 
oor) in the not very small hours. We
stayed the next day until teatime and by now regarded ourselves as personal
friends of Sam and Jean.

Sam and Jean called on us in Wallasey several times during thenext year,
and as Moira was now riding a scooter we passed-over to them various bits
and pieces which we still had from ours. Moira was a natural scooter rider
and came top of her age group in the North of England rally.

It was an autumn evening when Eileen answered our telephone.The caller
was Jean's sister and she sounded distressed. Apparently Sam had thought
�t to reprimand Moira over some trivial matter, and they had retired to bed
without reconciliation. Next morning Moira had set o� for school on her
scooter, picking up her pal as was usual. They drove eastwarddown the hill
and into the rising sun. There were patches of frost on the ground and on
rounding a bend the sun re
ected o� the ice into Moira's eyes,blinding her
to the presence of a lorry parked on the narrow road. Both girls were dead
on reaching hospital.

Jean shed many tears, but Sam showed no emotion whatsoever. Their sil-
ver wedding had been arranged for the following spring and Sam was insistent
that plans should continue at the Barlowe Institute in nearby Edgeworth. In
the event, the celebration, to which Asa, and Eileen and I hadbeen invited,
went o� splendidly. We �nished with Olde Lang Syne, and then three cheers
for Sam and Jean. A speech was requested. There was a momentary pause,
and immediately sensing the atmosphere, Marilyn rose to theoccasion. She
stepped forward, took both her foster parents by the hand, and after bowing
to their guests, led them quietly o� the 
oor. But we now knew. Sam was
su�ering.

As the months rolled by Sam began to age; his memory failed; his con-
centration went. Poor Jean; the doctors told her that quite de�nitely there
was nothing that they could do to save Sam. She gave up her workto nurse
him. They moved from the Tower to a small house in nearby Bromley Cross.
Sam died within weeks of moving.

Fate had yet a �nal blow for Jean. When next we called to see her, her
one remaining love, her foster child, Marilyn, had decided to emigrate with
her husband and children. Jean was now quite alone.
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Chapter 11

Privilege

In the spring of 1964 the Institute of Transport held a congress at Harro-
gate and Eileen and I decided to attend, this being one of the privileges of
membership. We had dispenses with our scooter and were now sporting an
Austin Cambridge car so we decided to drive into the town without booking
accommodation in advance. We arrived in the early afternoonof Tuesday
2nd June and were surprised to �nd the town full. As luck wouldhave it we
eventually found an excellent boarding house with a spare double room right
opposite to the main entrance of the huge Hotel Majestic where the congress
was being held.

After making ourselves comfortable we changed from travelling clothes to
informal dress, and at nine o'clock we crossed into the hotelto be received by
our president and his wife into an informal dance and get-together. Almost
immediately we struck up a friendship with Sidney and Daisy Carter, Ray-
mond and Jean Thornton, a young fellow named Alan Cook and his�ancee,
Frances.

Next morning I attended a lecture on Co-ordination in Transport, given
by Sir Reginal Wilson. Eileen, meanwhile, had a conducted tour of Fountains
Abbey. After lunch we both boarded a brand new coach that had neither
number pates nor road fund licence, merely a letter stuck onto the wind-
screen, signed by the Minister of Transport, authorising the bus to be used
by the Institute only. We were driven to York and were shown the new elec-
tronic signal box, and then given a conducted tour of the Railway Museum.
That evening we were all entertained by the Mayor of Harrogate at a formal
reception and dance in the Lounge Hall.

The following morning, Thursday, while Eileen had another conducted
tour, this time of Harewood House, I attended a discussion on\The Organ-
isation of the Ports of Great Britain", chaired this time by Lord Rochdale.
After lunch we inspected the works and o�ces of the West-Yorkshire Road
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Car Company. That evening our president entertained us to another formal
dance and reception, which continued into the small hours.

The last day, which was Friday and our twenty-�rst wedding anniversary,
we boarded our special coach for York to board a train, and what a train!
With many whistles from hoards of uniformed o�cials and innumerable an-
nouncements on the loud speakers, the train arrived, gleaming brand new,
plastered on every window \Special train for the Institute of Transport", the
�rst and almost certainly the only time that I shall ride on a special private
train. We were driven through Malton and along a single trackthrough a
beautiful dale past the early warning station at Fylingsdale and round the
dale head to Whitby. After being entertained here to anothermarvellous
meal we returned to Harrogate via Scarborough and York. We quickly said
goodbye to our new friends, collected our car, and drove home. The four
days of high living had cost us little more than the petrol andour bed and
breakfast.

The next spring, (1st May 1965 to be exact) our daughter, Angela, was
married, and the time and expense involved kept us away from any congress.
However, our next privilege was to come from a di�erent direction. Elder
Dempster Lines had announced a scheme for travel abroad for the sta�, and
as this included me, I applied. In the December our 
agship, the M.V. Aureol
was sailing for West Africa with vacant berths. A voyage was possible within
the terms of my available leave, for both Eileen and me, provided that a
return trip was available from Las Palmas. I made application and was put
on the waiting list for the Accra and told to stand-by at the ready. As
the o�ce closed on Christmas Eve there was still no news, but later that
afternoon I was told that we were to sail on New Year's Eve. This left us
with two shopping days to get ourselves organised. In fact all I bought was a
nylon mad in Owen Owen's sale but insisted on my rights to pay the normal
price. The sale price was 35/- and the normal price ticket wasstill pinned
inside - 29/11. I ask you!

On the New Year's Eve, having divested ourselves of our family the pre-
vious day, and having done most of our packing, Eileen and I started our day
at nine o'clock in the morning, and by dint of much hurrying around and
scurrying backwards and forwards, managed to leave the house in time to
catch the connecting bus at the top of the road at one o'clock.But all was
not yet done. \I must say goodbye to my next door neighbour", said Eileen.
Knowing full well that we were on at least as good terms with about ten
other coupes between the house and the bus stop, I said a few well chosen
words. We caught the bus.

With four suit-cases, a rucksack, and various handbags, brollies, and what
have you, even boarding the bus was not easy. Strangely the conductor was
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most helpful and even refused a tip.
After crossing the river to the George's Landing stage, we walked along

the �ve-hundred yards or so to the baggage room on the PrincesStage and
met a porter about �ve yards from the door. We declined his o�er and made
our own way in.

Clearing immigration was a very brief formality and we quickly boarded
the buses for Brocklebank Dock. (Although more costly, thisprocedure was
always quicker than taking the ship to the stage for the passengers when
she was behind schedule). Once on the bus, Eileen took on a faraway look,
not as far as Las Palmas, but about as far as the kitchen sink. \Have you
remembered the camera?" was her �rst question. I just smiled. Suddenly she
shouted in a voice that could be heard all over the bus, and with an expression
of utter triumph on her face, \I have forgotten my sun hat." This had cost
ninepence about eight years ago. However, she was now quite satis�ed, one
she knew that she had left something behind.

Arriving at the ship's berth, I met a couple of working colleagues who
were pleased to inform me that although built to carry about four-thousand
tonnes of cargo, but more usually sailed with about two and a half thousand,
the ship was late - she had but �ve-hundred tonnes in her holds, and this
was the minimum that the Board of Trade would allow her to sailwith. She
was destined to roll unmercifully! The Bay of Biscay here we come!

We were met on board by my brother, Charlie, his two younger daughters
Susan and Christine, and our Aunt Bet. After viewing the ship, they all left
at about three-thirty. From \All visitors ashore" until we s ailed, the loud-
hailers had something of Billy Butlin about them.

Immediately the visitors had left, afternoon tea was served. While we
were still eating we heard the seven short blasts, followed by one continuous
one on everything the ship had - siren, whistles, bells and gongs. \Prepare
to abandon ship" and everyone had to hurry to their cabins, don life-jackets,
and assemble at the pre-determined boat stations. Needlessto say, the ship
looked and felt very safe, being still tied up very �rmly to the quayside.

Now we had to unpack, book our tables in the dining room and familiarise
ourselves with the ship. We then watched as the ship locked out of the dock,
and into the river. Familiar objects began to disappear, NewBrighton Pier,
the lighthouse, the tower, and �nally the pilot.

We were alone on an empty sea. A sumptuous dinner was served and did
Eileen and I go through the bill of fare? Opposite to us sat a Mrand Mrs
Scho�eld; he from Manchester University taking a three yeartour of Zaria,
and very obviously a distant relative of Asa Davies, complete with family
stories of Peterloo. They had four daughters with them at that moment in
the charge of the ship's nanny along with about thirty other children. After
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the meal we made our way to the smoke-room for the New Year's Eve dance.
Festivities were at their height when the Billy Butlin character made his

last, and most alarming announcement of 1965. \the Captain issues the
following warning to passengers, 'A gale warning has been received and we
are likely to run into bad weather within two hours. All loosearticles to be
secured or stowed away please"'. After letting in the new year, supper was
served, and little were we to know that it was to be our last meal for some
thirty-six hours.

We retired at about one-thirty, and then the gale struck, andsleep was
impossible. My backside was soon sore from landing back intomy cost as the
ship kept going from under me. Next morning out of some three hundred and
sixty odd passengers, only forty-three sat down to breakfast, and many of
those didn't make the grade. Fewer still made the lunch. Eileen did manage
two courses, and I tried one forkful of �sh and made a hasty andundigni�ed
retreat.

Our bedroom steward turned out a real trump and kept us going with pots
of tea and sandwiches, which we ate while lying fat in our bunks. Another
long night without sleep followed, but dawn on the Sunday morning brought
the promise of a break in the weather. Now in the middle of the Bay of
Biscay we stayed in bed. After another prone breakfast and a brief interval
for a wash and brush up, our friends, the Scho�elds called on us. They had
had a bad time but had taken an anti-sickness pill. They said it had worked
wonders. Eileen quickly dressed and went shopping. Su�ce tosay, we all
appeared for lunch and although the ship still rolled and pitched the weather
was improving.

After a Sunday lunch we played cards until afternoon tea, talked until
dinner, and then went to the cinema to see \Shennandour" before taking
a nightcap (the bar being open until the last passenger went to bed). We
were awakened the next morning at seven o'clock with fruit-juice and a pot
of tea, and after quickly washing and dressing, arrived on deck to see a
glorious sunrise over the coast of Portugal. We now did a quick breezy walk
�ve times around the deck before breakfast, our �rst of the voyage. After
morning co�ee the air became warm and clammy so we had a game oftable
tennis until lunch. The Daily Mail crossword, for which the ship o�ered a
prize, completely ba�ed me.

In fact with little else to do it took me until three o'clock to complete the
puzzle, only to �nd that the winning entry had been handed in ten minutes
after the forms had been issued at nine o'clock that morning.The rest of the
daylight hours were spent in strolling around the deck in thewarm sunshine.

At seven that evening we dressed for the captain's receptionat which I
had a long talk with a Mr Maxwell-Lefroy , a shareholder of theCompany.
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I learned a lot. Dinner followed immediately and we decided to make it a
gale night so ordered wine and liqueurs. Straight from the dining saloon we
went to the race meeting, at which we invested three shillings and won four.
We all enjoyed the evening very much, especially Eileen, whoat frequent (all
too frequent) intervals, was heard to say \I could just go another of these".
\These" being green chartreaux. We rounded o� the evening bydancing, at
while Eileen and I demonstrated the Schottisch and the `Double' Gordons.

For our last full day aboard the Aureol we rose early, and spent the
morning on deck playing just about every game available. After lunch we
began a discussion on coins with an African, comparing English and Nigerian
money. Eileen and Margaret watched, almost hypnotised as I was conned
for a shilling. It was so obvious that Mike, looking on, noticed nothing. The
experience was worth the `bob' since the African told us thathe was going
home to join his troops. We later checked his name in the passenger list,
Lieutenant- Colonel Gowon.

The next day, Wednesday, we were due to disembark at Las Palmas, so
we were up early, and on the deck to watch the sun rise over the coast of
Morroco. I made a note to check with someone on the peculiarity of the
clocks, the sun was rising at eight-ten, the same as at home, but was setting
at six, two hours later. We now watched the island loom into view, and
followed the preparations for our arrival. After lunch, during which we tied
up to the harbour wall, we waited for a porter to carry our luggage ashore, for
which we paid six shillings to have it carried down the gangway. A waiting
taxi quoted us �fteen shillings to take us to the hotel, and then charged us
a pound. At the Hotel Calleta we were shown a basement room andour
hearts sank, but we were promised an upper room for the next day. We later
walked back into the town looking at the beaches and shops decided that
by `free port' it meant that any form of controlled planning was unknown.
Building was continuing at a tremendous rate and all sca�olding appeared to
be supported on bent and misshapen bamboo pole. Peddlers andtouts were
everywhere. We inspected the cafes and meals seemed to be reasonable.

We had agreed to say goodbye to the Scho�elds, and were walking back
to the ship when we heard a shout and a screech of brakes and sawthem in
a taxi in the middle of the road A hurried goodbye and they weregone. We
were not quite alone. Sauntering back we bought rolls from a bakery and
butter from a shop next door. We discovered that haggling over prices was
expected.

By now we became aware of the police. Black uniforms, navy-blue, sky
blue, khaki, brown, and white uniforms. Side-arms, ri
es, truncheons, sta�s.
Las Palmas police force, Canary Islands, Spanish, and International Forces.
Hundreds of police lining the Leon de Castillo. We rounded the corner of
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our street and our food, our currency, and our accommodationwere all for-
gotten as we got caught up with the marshalling of the �esta. Donkeys,
mules, camels, (who along with their Arab leaders, stank to high haven),
horses, dancers, musicians, and strolling payers, were interspersed with vehi-
cles of every king, many rockets, 
ying saucers, and such were all complete
with spacemen. A railway engine towed three coaches �lled with children.
Red Riding Hood was complete with bears, beds and cottage. The whole
procession must have cost a fortune to stage. We suddenly remembered that
Christmas was still with us as we watched the people pass. Ourbread, butter
and fruit was our next meal and so to bed.

We awakened early after a disturbed night to �nd that there was no hot
water. After dressing we went down to a continental breakfast and tried to
make conversation, but nobody spoke English. Being a holiday all the shops
except the post o�ce were shut but, hearing a noise we followed the sound
to discover that the Canary Village, where the Canary Dancers were now
performing, was right opposite to our hotel. We watched the performance to
the end and then found that we were sitting next to other ElderDempster
people. After a good lunch, at a good price, we went to the beach just as the
sun broke through. Tea was impossible to buy. We returned to our lunch
time cafe and ordered a cup of tea and a chicken sandwich. It arrived with
the bread soaked in cold olive oil and the chicken and salad swimming in it.
After two unsuccessful attempts to pay our bill we departed without paying.

Boarding a bus for our hotel, Eileen got into conversation with an English
lady who lived on the island and she gave Eileen some useful information
about shops and shopping. We passed our stop and continued onto the
cathedral, the fare being the same (equivalent to one new penny throughout
the seven miles run). Despite the solid silver altar, the presence of the bishop,
and a full congregation, we found proceedings there very dull.

We took our rucksack next morning and went to the local supermarket
where we found imported food not too expensive, and local produce quite
cheap. Seeing a wagon loaded with bottles of drinking water for sale, I
remembered to buy beer and fruit juice since we had been advised not to
drink the local water. On returning we decided to explore thearea behind
our immediate locality and discovered some amazing development. From the
top of the hill a natural ravine had been drained, cleaned outand its upper
part levelled as a dance area, immediately below were two netball pitches,
then a badminton court, a full size football pitch, and the whole terraced
with thousands of concrete seats on either side and at the endof each level.
The bottom of the ravine was undeveloped except for individual residences
of a very superior class and of all shapes and sizes. Some of these houses
looked most unsafe clinging to the sides of the almost vertical walls of the
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ravine. Returning as the sun began to set we found a little zooand spent
another interesting hour.

By the time we were dressed to go out for dinner it was quite dark. We
walked into the Bellavista Hotel and ordered a four course dinner. Clear soup
with rice, �sh cooked in tomato sauce, and an excellent steak. Then came
the sweet. How does a Spaniard explain a Swedish dish to an Englishman?
The choice was either fruit of \Something like these, and so,with a \How
you say it?" We ordered fruit. We thought we would get some kind of mixed
fruit with fresh or ice-cream. We got fruit; an orange, a banana, a plate and
a knife. We adjourned to the lounge for a drink and began to converse with
a German couple. They told us that there were no English speaking hotels
on the island, that nobody served English food, and that likethem, Swedish
would be the best that we would get.

Next morning we walked into Thomas Cooks to book a tour for theMon-
day and to change some currency. As we continued along the street we heard
the all too familiar screech of brakes (we by now understood that the Las
Palmas driver knows no other way of stopping a vehicle) when we heard a
voice say \ Goddam, they must be in cahoots with the rubber corporation".
I realised that he was an American and engaged him in conversation until we
both discovered our respective wives deep in conversation in a shop doorway.
We all sauntered back to their hotel, the Metropole, and theyinvited us up
to their room. While looking out over the balcony to the pool below, he
suddenly shouted \Look, that dog is going to loose her pups ifshe is not
careful". I was busy looking on the foreshore for an animal with its young,
when I realised that he was referring to a Scandinavian damsel directly blow
whose bra was very obviously dangerously inadequate. We returned to their
hotel that night to play cards.

Not knowing that Spain sleeps-in on a Sunday morning, we were�rst
down to breakfast. We went down to the beach via the ornamental gardens
where I watched a man in di�culties trying to photograph his wife. \Excuse
please, you take picture? he asked me. \Pleased to hear another English
voice. Most certainly." I answered. We sat with them for another session
of singing and dancing by the Island Dancers in the Canary Village. An
American party kept proceedings waiting while they all settled down and
then made up for it by sending wine round for everyone.

After lunch Eileen went into the sea at the Cantaras Beach. There was
no hooliganism. A motor boat patrolled the o�-shore reef continuously, and
workmen patrolled the sands for litter. Absolutely anything was worn, and
for young children, absolutely nothing. There was no sign ofsuch things
as broken glass. Next morning Cook's minibus collected us for our tour.
Another tour had been organised by our hotel but the proprietor thought
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that since the main party was Scandinavian, we would �nd moreEnglish with
Cooks. In fact our party consisted of a Spanish driver, one other Spaniard,
a French couple, and ourselves.

Leaving Las Palmas, we bounded along at �fty miles an hour to the
�rst village, turned o� to our right, looped round and crossed the very road
we had left (apparently an old Canary custom). We were now on amuch
poorer road but going no slower. Cultivation everywhere wasby hand and
we passed some hillside cave dwellings still in use. Our roadnow climbed
up to the village of Teror where the church had a remarkable silver shrine
but little else. Eileen had no hat but this was ignored. The French girl wore
slacks and was obliged to don a very dirty skirt before being admitted to the
church.

Back aboard the minibus we were driving up a continuous series of hairpin
bends, sheet up the hillside, �rst one side of the bus and thenthe other
overlooking the steep drop. At something over �ve-thousandfeet we arrived
at the Crux-de- Tejeda with its unbelievable views of the mighty Teide, the
Ridge of Tenerife. We went into the Parador for lunch, and what a lunch!
Eileen and I were each given a plate of hors d'oeuvre consisting of sixteen
separate items, then two slices of fried bread, each capped with a slice of ham
and an egg, then the main course of chicken with al the usual trimmings, then
pineapple and cherries, then a pot of good tea, and �nally a very long rest.

Outside the inn I bargained for a table-cloth, which began atnine pounds
and at four and a half pounds I walked away. About a hundred yards away
the marketeer stopped me, pushed the cloth under my arm, and walked back
shouting over his shoulder \Three pounds, I give it away" I took it back to
his stall and replaced it saying \Two pounds ten shillings" my original o�er.
We closed the deal at that, and then he counted twelve serviettes into the
cloth. Such was their idea of integrity.

As we dropped back into the clouds, we watched the women doingtheir
washing in the stream at the edge of the road. We descended through Santa
Brigida and San Mateo and observed that Canary villages haveabsolutely
no charm about them whatsoever. Next we ascended a conical hill up ever
decreasing circles, three in succession, until at the top wefound ourselves
looking into the jaws of an extinct volcanic crater, six thousand feet across
and two thousand feet deep. A vineyard lay in the crater. On the way
back our driver stopped the minibus and reached into the plantation at the
roadside, he then presented each of the ladies with a bloom.

On our last full day we explored more of the unusual town, did some
more bathing, and in the evening sat under the trees listening to the birds.
We were told that the birds took their name from the Islands, which in turn
took their name from the wild dogs which once roamed there.
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Our last breakfast, and then the bill. The boy cashier wantedto charge
us the same price each day, despite our cellar accommodationon the �rst
night. When I argued he decided he couldn't understand English. A Danish
girl tried to interpret with the same result. However, I was as stubborn as he
until the manager was called and the bill corrected. I gave the few pesetas
di�erence to the little room maid to show my contempt.

The taxi taking us back to the pier charged us �fty pesetas andtold us it
was a standard charge. At the shipside we were admitted on board without
delay and after unpacking we watched the Canary Island dancers doing their
last routine. They were, as always, beautifully dressed andwonderful to
watch.

Eileen converted the rest of our unspent pesetas into trash from the host
of peddlers whose wares lined the decks. After the best lunchwe had had
since we left the Aureol, and upon inspecting the swimming pool, we decided
that the M.V. Accra would serve us equally well on the voyage home.

As the ship pulled away from Las Palmas pier the Spanish 
ag was
dropped straight from the topmast to the deck without ceremony. The Union

ag was then very slowly hauled aloft, all available o�cers standing to at-
tention on deck, to the accompaniment of Rule Britannia bellowing out from
every loud speaker.

We watched the mighty Ridge of Tenerife disappear into the mist as the
ship began to roll ever so slightly. We took the hint - and the anti sickness
pill. After the dinner, to which neither of us did full justice, we retired to
bed early since bingo was to be the main event of the evening.

On our �rst morning we were up early, took a vigorous walk round and
round the deck before going down to an excellent breakfast, followed by
morning co�ee, lunch, and afternoon tea. Each separated by hours of basking
in the sun, despite the pronounced roll of the ship. At six-forty-�ve we
presented ourselves, by invitation, at the Captain's dayroom for cocktails.
The party consisted of a doctor and his wife, an eastern gentleman, ourselves,
and of course the Captain. The latter apologised for the disorder in the room
but explained that he had been dressing while his steward (his boy, and never
his tiger, despite the romance of sea stories) had been sent to escort us in,
and a particularly bad roll of the ship had upset the table. Just at this point
the ship's doctor joined the company. With complete lack of tact he asked
if we had put about for Las Palmas, since he had watched the wake in the
moonlight describe a semi-circle.

The captain very obviously looked embarrassed as he said that he had
hoped that nobody had noticed. The medico would not take the hint and
pressed for an explanation. The captain explained that the mate had been
on watch and sighted a ship dead ahead and on a collision course. Only in
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emergencies is an o�cer allowed to us his initiative, and our�rst mate, being
the o�cer of the watch, had ordered the wheel hard aport. Thistactic had
not only put the ship about, in itself quite risky in a heavy sea, but had upset
the captain's cocktail table. What later took place betweenthe captain and
the mate we dare not ask, but we did hear later that the mate never got
further promotion.

Friday was a hot day as we sunbathed right aft, the pool was still open
but the water was splashing about quite heavily with the rollof the ship.
The peace of the morning was broken by a shout from one side of the ship
and we looked over to see a school of porpoises leaping clear out of the
water but keeping up with the speed of the ship. Sun-bathing continued
almost until sunset, and then for the �rst time we dressed fordinner. Our
table companions had done us proud and we found a bottle of muscatel wine
awaiting us in an ice bucket. They, Mr and Mrs Neville, had travelled from
Lagos, and on the journey had won seventy-�ve pounds and wished to share
their success.

After the dinner the dancing began. At �rst it was funny, the 
 oor sloped
anyway with the camber of the ship's deck but the constant roll made any
kind of demonstration impossible. Even though we retired early any attempt
to sleep was impossible.

We were both too ill to go down to breakfast, but later enteredthe lounge
for morning co�ee. By now all the public rooms were ice cold and there was
cold air blowing in everywhere. Our summer holiday was very truly over.
After many complaints to the purser, the heating was turned on. Lunch was
announced, but we managed only the soup and �sh. After lunch we joined
the rest of the passengers in the game of trying to �nd the warmest place to
sit. Going back to bed was ruled out as our cabin was right aft and taking
the worst of the pounding seas. In desperation Eileen collected our blankets
and wrapped me up in the library, the warmest of the public rooms.

By dinner time we were both feeling a little better and ate a fair meal.
By now the lounge was at full heat and we were then told that thecrew
didn't like the heat being turned on too early! Because of theheavy seas,
Eileen arranged for our accommodation to be moved further amidships. We
returned to the lounge to see the �lm `Mirage' with Gregory Peck. After this
we retired to bed for the best night's sleep of the trip.

We were awakened at seven by the steward bringing early morning tea.
Both of us felt much better but the news from Nigeria of a military coup
was very grave, and because of our circumstances was broughtright home
to us. The Africans among the crew were very downcast and upset. Our
table companion, Mr Neville explained to us that after nine years in Lagos
he had been told by his African sta� that a revolution was imminent. He
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now realised what a lucky escape he and his wife had had. Our fears were
for the Scho�elds, with their four little girls, who according to Mr Neville,
would now be in Lagos awaiting a train for Zaria.

Morning prayers were, for us, quite a ceremony. The lounge was con-
verted, a lectern was draped with the house 
ag and the Union 
ag. Church
bells were sounded on all the ship's speakers. The service was conducted by
the purser, and the lesson read by his writer. I must confess that although
the attendance was quite good, the Africans far outnumberedthe Europeans.

Eileen was by now feeling the a�ects of an upset tummy, and �nding no
other cure I obtained a glass of brandy from the bar. On returning the empty
glass, the barkeeper, purser and chief steward all showed great concern. After
explaining the trouble the shop was specially re-opened, although �nal stocks
for the voyage had already been taken. Alka Seltzer was produced and we
spent the rest of the day very quietly.

We were assured that the pilot would be picked-up at eight in the evening
from Holyhead, but as we went into dinner there was still no sight of land. As
we returned from the saloon we found the ship stopped and the pilot climbing
aboard. The lights of Holyhead were on our starboard side. A quiet drink,
a little packing, and early to bed.

The ship arrived at Princes Landing Stage in the mall hours, but as is the
custom in this mighty port of Liverpool, nothing can happen before eight in
the morning. Everyone on board was awake early, breakfast atwhatever table
was available, hurried goodbyes and away. We were given priority treatment
from the landing sta� who of course were my colleagues. By mid-morning
we were home. I rang the o�ce and was told to report for duty thefollowing
day.

In all, counting the Friday of departure and the Monday of return, we
had had eighteen days holiday, and I had used ten working daysleave to do
it. When we �nally got the bill the normal tari� was quoted, le ss ninety
per cent. We paid twenty �ve pounds for the return trip for the two of us.
Privilege indeed!

Some weeks after our return from Las Palmas we received a letter from
Margaret Scho�eld. Apparently they had in fact arrived safeand sound at
Lagos, entrained for Zaria, and in the small hours of the following morning
they had all, Margaret, Mike, and their four small daughters, been ordered o�
the train at gun-point in the middle of the bush. The civil war had started.
Although the experience was very frightening, Margaret said that they were
all treated with the utmost courtesy. After a small delay they were allowed
to proceed into the heard of war-stricken Nigeria.

Just three months later we were o� again on a privilege trip. The Institute
of Transport was holding a congress in Edinburgh so Eileen and I left home
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on Sunday 24th April, bound for the Lake District. We arrivedin the late
afternoon and pitched our tent at a farm above Ashness Bridge.

On the Monday morning we trolled down to the Lodore landing atthe
side of Derwentwater to �nd the lake still shrouded in the early morning mist.
We boarded a ferry for Keswick and after morning co�ee walkedround the
lake via Derwentbank, Cat-Bells, and down to Grange. We completed the
circle back to camp via the new youth hostel. There had hardlybeen a soul
out all day.

We struck camp after an early breakfast on Tuesday and travelled along
the old road to Edinburgh. We drove along Princes Street to the Museum
where, not only were we allowed to park on the main road, but the police
assured us that it would be perfectly in order to leave the carthere for three
days. I had reserved accommodation at the Royal Hotel, and onentering we
met Sid and Daisy Carter. After cleaning up, the four of us assembled at the
North British Hotel opposite, where the congress was being held. Here we
met Raymond and Jean Thornton, and young Alan Cooke, at the informal
`get together'.

The pattern of the congress was the same as before. On Wednesday
the ladies were shown round the Stuart Crystal factory and after a morning
lecture I visited the new Cockenzie Power Station with its `merry-go-round'
railway linking it with a new coal mine. That evening we were taken to
the Assembly Rooms in George Street where, on entering, the ladies were
each adorned with a sprig of white heather by the Railway Queen of Great
Britain. We were then presented to the Chief Bailee, guardedby his retinue
of pikemen. The dance orchestra was superb, the supper excellent, and the

oor show, �rst by a scout group and then by highland dancers,(probably
members of the White Heather Club) was a wonderful diversion.

On Thursday, after the discussion, we looked at Leith Docks and at night
were entertained at the North British Hotel at a reception given by our
president, Mr Dunbar.

On the �nal day we were all driven to Gleneagles. The �ve-starhotel
served us with cocktails, and again, and again! We were then given the
most staggering lunch that I ever remember, with a di�erent wine with every
course. After afternoon tea in Stirling (which few of us did justice to) we
were conveyed back to Edinburgh where we collected our luggage, our car,
and departed for home.

The following year the congress was held in Southampton. We were by
now sporting a Ford Cortina 1300 car and had also invested in acine-camera.
We left home on Saturday 15th April and called at Albrighton to lease old
Asa Davies with Tommy and Alice Wolstenholme, after which wecontinued
to Abingdon to spend a few days with my sister Peg and her husband Bill
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Smith.
We left Abingdon on Tuesday morning and journeyed via Stonehenge,

where I had di�culty tearing Eileen away. The same problem recurred at Sal-
isbury Cathedral, but eventually we arrived at the Star Hotel in Southamp-
ton, where Sid and Daisy Carter had booked for us. Of course, the same
crowd were assembled for the informal evening at the Skyway Hotel. Follow-
ing the morning lecture the next day, we boarded a tender and toured the
docks and harbour, during which we watched the boat drill in the `Queen
Elizabeth' (the original one), the car ferry `Patricia' loading for her maiden
voyage to Spain, and saw the gold plated yacht belonging to the notorious
Lady Docker. That evening we were entertained aboard the ` Southern Cross'
where we dined on �sh and chips wrapped in newspaper.

On Thursday, after another discussion, we entrained for Bournemouth,
and Eileen and Daisy were driven on the footplates of one of the last main-line
steam engines. Entertainment that evening was at the Skyways.

On the last day we went by hovercraft to Cowes and inspected the hover-
craft works, including the big Army versions and the early stages of the cross-
channel craft. On our return we saw the graveyard of the Moor-Brabazon
`whispering giant', the failure that had preceded Concord.As soon as we ar-
rived back at the hotel we packed and drove o� without ceremony, en-route
for Bournemouth and our rendezvous with Asa. We had reservedaccommo-
dation at Lyme Regis so as to be in Cornwall the next day.

In 1968 the congress was held abroad and was above our �nancial budget,
but the following year Eileen and I invested in a Volkswagen Dormobile
caravanette. At Easter time, when it was quite new, we spent the week-end
at Morfa Nevin with Eileen's sister Mavis and her husband Heinz. We took
Eileen's brother Terrick and his wife Edna, with us. All six of us travelled
about in the Dormobile so as to put it through its paces and Eileen and I
slept in it at night. We all returned on the Monday evening, and with just
one day to clean, service, and load the van, Eileen and I with old Asa Davies,
set o� south on the Wednesday morning to deliver Asa to Albrighton and
continue on to Bristol and the 1969 transport congress.

Eileen and I drove into Bristol and failed to locate a listed caravan site,
but in so doing we had noted a public park outside the town witha large
parking area between the road and the park railings. We pulled in, had a
meal and a clean up before locating the address of Sid and Daisy Carter with
whom we had been invited to spend the evening. After a pleasant couple of
hours we returned to the park, found it deserted but the toilets open and the
taps working.

We slept well and next morning, Thursday 10th April, rose early, washed,
dressed and breakfasted in comparative comfort before driving into Bristol
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to park the van right opposite the Grand Hotel where the congress was to
be held. In fact proceedings didn't begin until three-�fteen in the afternoon
with a �rst lecture chaired by Baroness Sharp of Hornsey and �nished with
the usual informal reception by our president, Mr Carling.

On Friday morning I toured Bristol and Avonmouth docks and Eileen
went to Fry's chocolate factory. Another discussion followed in the afternoon
and in the evening we were entertained at College Green by theLord Mayor,
(a Mrs Castle).

The following morning we were taken to the works of the British Aircraft
Corporation at Finton to see Concorde. We sat aboard the mock-up, we
walked aboard `02' and examined the construction stages of `2'. We came
away sold on Concorde. Another dance at the Grand Hotel and onthe
Sunday morning a drive to Tintern Abbey ended the congress.

After a farewell drink with the Carters we drove o� to Painswick, where
at Springacre we were late for lunch with Mavis and Heinz.

The last congress of the Institute of Transport which we wereto at-
tend was held in London. On Saturday, 16th May, 1970, we againdrove to
Painswick to stay with Mavis and Heinz in their beautiful home at Springacre.
Eileen and I left them on the Tuesday and drove on to London. Wehad re-
served a room at the Waldorf Hotel where the congress was being held.

With rather a change in pattern the proceedings began with a reception
by the Lord Mayor of London, Lieutenant Colonel Sir Ian Bowater, in the
fabulous Guildhall, complete with its statues of Gog and Magog, the atten-
dance of Doggetts Coat and Badge Winners, (they being an extremely proud
section of London Bargees), and the almost usual excellent music and superb
food. Being London, although we had been provided with free passes for all
London Transport (tube trains and buses) we shared taxis forthis event. To
arrive at the Guildhall in style is itself an experience of a lifetime.

On Wednesday morning, while Eileen was shown the sights of London,
I attended the �rst discussion and followed this with a visit to a packing
station at Salfords. That evening we all attended the AnnualDinner Dance
at the Dorchester Hotel in Park Lane, and were received by ourpresident,
Mr Anthony Bull.

After the lecture on Thursday I went to see the newly extendedTilbury
Docks, while Eileen visited St Bartholomew's Hospital and Kew Gardens.
Since there was no reception that evening, and since the �nalpaper next
morning, by Sir Lindsay Alexander, did not interest me, we departed after
tea and drove south through Orpington to Downe.

Sid and Daisy Carter were expecting us, since on this occasion they had
not attended the congress and had invited us to stay for a few days. We
were very well received and on the following day, Saturday, were given a tour
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of that part of Kent, including Biggin Hill. We left them at te n o'clock on
Sunday morning and by 10.45 am were parked on Westminster Bridge. From
there we immediately got lost in the one-way tra�c, but by following the
crowd we arrived at the gates of Buckingham Palace just in time to see the
Changing of the Guard.

That, as I have previously said, was the last congress, a succession of
incidents and crises prevented a suitable congress being held for long enough
for our circle of friends to become scattered. Yet we certainly enjoyed our
privileges and made the most of them.
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Chapter 12

Camping Rediscovered

I had camped as a schoolboy with the annual school camps, and later as a
youth with a 
imsy tent carried on a bicycle loaded with the minimum of
primitive equipment but now, having acquired the Dormobileearly in 1969,
camping assumed a new dimension.

We had used the Dormobile to attend the Bristol Transport Congress, but
with limited success. We visited various friends and relatives from St Maws
in Cornwall to Thurso near John O'Groates. We had very many enjoyable
ordinary weekends, but it was the few o�-beat weekends that perhaps deserve
special mention.

In the midsummer of 1970 our friends, Jim and May Rogers, suggested
that we might like to attend the Durham Miners Convention on Saturday
19th June. Eileen and I agreed, but since Durham was near enough to
Newcastle where our old friend Asa Davies had a friend, we thought it a
good opportunity to take him with us.

We all left very early in the morning and drove over the Pennines and
through Barnard Castle into Durham. We found the town sealed-o� with
police manning barricades across all approach roads. The university campus
was as near as we could get, so we left May and Jim there arranging to meet
them there again later, and departed for Newcastle.

Asa was duly deposited with Hazel Grey and her bevy of charm school
beauties, and back we drove to Durham. We abandoned the vehicle at the
university and having re-united with May and Jim, we walked into the town.

It was unbelievable. Shops were shut and boarded up. There were no
vehicles anywhere. The streets were thronged with people promenading and
lined with prone participants over whose bodies the beer 
owed liberally on
its way to the gutters.

After surveying this scene at some length we moved o� to the cathedral
at the top of the very steep hill. The cathedral tower was openfor inspection
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so we all ascended. The views from the top, looking almost vertically down
onto the town were quite thrilling, but vertigo was now troubling me and I
was quite anxious to descend.

A camp site was selected at Finchal Abbey, and after many directions
from the ever helpful police we gyrated in ever decreasing circles and via a
gypsy encampment, to the Abbey �elds. In fact it was quite a beautiful site,
vaguely reminiscent of Valle Crucis (in Llangollen) only much more select.

We carefully selected quiet corner of the site, and after setting up the
Dormobile and erecting the tent, we cooked and ate our evening meal. There
was just time enough before dark to tour the site and the abbeyitself.

Not too early next morning we left the site with some reluctance and
drove to Seaham Harbour to look at the North Sea, to have a paddle, and
to inspect the remnants of the harbour and its adjacent coal mines. After a
picnic lunch we all continued to Newcastle to collect Asa. Hehad, as usual,
been treated right royally, and entertained to a mannequin parade or some
such by the ladies of the charm school. Lucky Asa!

After a pleasant half hour of conversation and several cups of tea we said
good-bye to the girls and set o� along the line of Hadrian's Wall, then turned
south through the hills towards home. Strange enough we managed to get
separated from Jim and May, and then completely lost, right on the M6 of
all places.

The following year, old Asa having been invited to spend a week in De-
ganwy with his friends of long standing, the Netherels, Eileen and I agreed
to use the occasion to take transport Asa out and then look fora caravan
site in the area and stay the week-end. We mentioned our plansto May and
Jim Rogers who immediately agreed to tae the opportunity of acamping
week-end and come with us. They had recently acquired a tent and were
very enthusiastic for any chance to try out their growing kit of camping
equipment.

The morning had been warm and sunny, so after a good lunch we eto�
for Deganwy, driving directly to the Nethersels home. On arrival I went to
May and Jim and suggested that they might like to meet Betty and Barry
Nethersel. A voice out of thin air said quite softly \Hello Bill". On looking
up we saw the head and shoulders of Barry framed in a rough holethat he
had cut through the front elevation of his loft. He later explained that ever
since they had built a nearby small housing estate he had beenunable to
see across the Conwy estuary with his telescope. A window in his loft would
restore that view. After tea and home-made scones, a discussion on clocks
and organs, and �nally a tour of the garden and greenhouse, wedeparted to
look for our site for the night.

We drove along the coast road, May and Jim leading in their three-wheeler
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Reliant with Eileen and me following in our Volkswagen Dormobile. We
passed a few sites but they all looked overcrowded so we continued on to join
the A5 at Llandegi. Here we doubled back up the Nant Ffrancon pass to
discover several sites at the top, but they looked very exposed and by now
the weather had turned quite cool and overcast. We passed Capel Curig and
turned again towards Bettws-y-Coed, and about halfway between we saw a
site on the banks of the Afon Mimbre.

A notice on the gate said `No Caravans' but on enquiry we were told that
motorised vans were accepted. So we drove in and made camp alongside the
river on a level piece of ground about �ve or six feet about water level By
the time Jim had got his tent up it was raining steadily so thatwe all had
tea in the Dormobile. Jim and I went for a short walk and decided that the
sanitation left a little to be desired, and anyway the route between our site
and the `o�ces' was extremely boggy. The ladies decided thatdarkness would
save them any embarrassment, o we made ourselves comfortable and played
solo until about ten-thirty. During the card game we frequently stopped to
watch the antics of a family of father, mother and four young children who
had arrived at dusk and were involved in erecting a frame tentin pouring
rain and gathering darkness. By the time their tent was up they must have
been completely soaked but there was nothing that we could have done to
help them.

We retired to bed, I at least quite unconcerned about the weather. Ap-
parently we must all have gone soundly to sleep, for a short time, that was.
May later admitted that she began to be disturbed by the noiseof people
moving about in the small hours and thereupon made a mental note to avoid
this site for the future. Then Eileen awoke at about three o'clock, and upon
wakening me, informed me that she was not happy about the river. It was
still raining quite hard s I said a few choice wards (mentally) and got out
of bed. By this time there was considerable activity going onbut the rain
suddenly eased o�. Eileen, dressed in pyjamas and wellington boots, did
a survey outside. She knew it would be useless appealing to me, (A crisis
always tends to irritate and bore me) so she called at the doorof the tent
for Jim. \Jim, what do you think of this river?" Jim confessed later that he
had been very worried about it for some time but, calling himself a coward,
had put his head in his sleeping-bag and gone back to sleep.

After a short interval the tent 
aps were pulled apart and Jim's face
appeared; only his face, with the shrouds of the tent pulled very tightly
around it. On the outside e carried on a lively discussion with Eileen, while
on the inside he was standing, posterior to May, completely starkers! A loud
ran-tan-tan on the window of the Dormobile broke up the discussion when
it was followed by a very loud, and very Welsh voice shouting,\The river is
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coming up, you must all get back towards the gate".
I was now fully awake, and with all the poise and aplomb of a night

club stripper in reverse, carefully dressed. My underpantsbeing back-to-
front didn't matter, but two feet in one leg of my trousers did. Eventually
I jumped out of the van to �nd the waters lapping the front wheels. Jim
was then in the act of driving his three-wheeler away leavingMay holding
up a sodden tent by one pole. We gathered up, �rst the tent, andthen the

y-sheet into a rough bundle and stowed them on the 
oor of ourvan. The
curtains were now opened, the roof lowered, and we were at last ready to
move. The front was end-on to the river and the waters were swirling a far as
the back wheels. I reversed as far as I thought prudent with the back wheels
sinking deeper and deeper into the mire and, changing gear, drove forwards
on full lock. I waited to feel the wheels slip but luck was withus. With one
clean sweep we drove in a complete half circle and away to safety.

Not knowing the extent of the damage elsewhere, we agreed to drive
down through Betws-y-Coed and up the other side to the �rst lay-by before
stopping to assess the position. The road was everywhere strewn with fallen
branches of trees, and after �nding a suitable lay-by, realised by the number
of vehicles both crowded in and passing by, that there must have been very
many campers in the same sort of plight as ourselves.

We made a pot of tea and then decided that the experience was sointer-
esting that we would wait the remaining hour until daylight at �ve o'clock
and then return to our site to inspect the damage. The road wasalive with
cars, all presumably refugees from the storm. We arrived back at the site
and drove straight into the �eld. Such people as were left were sitting in
their cars, their tents left abandoned in the �eld, many under water. The
river looked higher than ever and by now the winds where whipping up the
waters rather angrily. There was no point in waiting furtherso we turned
again for Betws-y-Coed.

There is a stone bridge in the town over the Afon Mymbre beforeit joins
the Afon Conwy, and we stopped here, mainly for the toilets. Never have
I seen the waters under this bridge so swollen and angry as they cascaded
over the rocks below. Finally we set-o� for home while Jim turned down the
Conwy alley. His motive was partly to see if there was any further damage
own the valley but partly to avoid the high winds which would,by now, be
sweeping across the alternative moorland road.

We arrived back in Wallasey at eight o'clock, threw the Rogers' equipment
in their vestibule, carried on home and locked up the van on the pathway
before going straight to bed.

On Saturday 18th September, 1971, Eileen and I left home early, collected
May and Jim, and drove out along the East Lancashire Road and on to the
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partly completed M62. We left this Pennine Motorway at the �rst intersec-
tion and dropped down into Oldham. We were immediately in some trouble.
It was Jim's plan that we were to go to Finningly and all that hehad said of
the route was that it was via Barnsley and Doncaster. So it wasthat at the
�rst roundabout Jim, leading in his Reliant, drove straight through while I,
following in the Dormobile, was held up in the tra�c. When I �n ally got
clear the Reliant was nowhere in sight.

We drove for a mile along the road and found neither Jim, the Reliant,
nor the road to Barnsley. We turned back to the roundabout andwaited. It
was then that Eileen reminded me that we had stowed the Rogers' tent and
sleeping bags in our van.

Have you ever tried driving from Oldham to Barnsley? You can't! Or
at least, three successive policemen told us that we couldn't. Each in turn
told us that we would have to go to Ashton to get to Barnsley. Wedrove to
Ashton-under- Lyne, and on entering the main road found it signposted to
here, there, and everywhere, and �nally to Barnsley. As soonas we reached
open ground I pulled o� the road at the next clearing and consulted the map.
We were on Sadleworth Moor, (made notorious by the Moors murderer, Ian
Brady). There was no alternative road to Barnsley other thanfar to our
north o far to our south. We waited.

Eileen had just made a cup of tea when round the corner came theReliant.
Jim had anticipated how my mind would work and had acted accordingly,
although he came by an entirely di�erent route. On we now wentthrough
Barnsley, through Doncaster, and on to Finningley.

At the RAF station there were about one hundred thousand people, and
about ten thousand cars. We parked, put up the roof, locked both vehicles,
and abandoned ourselves to the thrills of the air display. Jim had served in
the RAF at Finningley during the war and naturally was anxious to show
us everything. It was nostalgia to him. However, we then realised that
among all those thousands of vehicles, the Dormobile with its roof raised
was duplicated a score of times and we had some di�culty locating it, and
more important, each other.

After a very interesting afternoon we drove o� the �eld at the end of the
display six abreast. It was rather frightening, but without coming to a half
anywhere we eased out into the main road where three lanes turned north
and the other three, including ourselves turned to the south. All local tra�c
had been halted or diverted as we used both sides of the tra�c islands to
continue, now two abreast, through Bawtry. Within minutes we were clear
and on to an almost deserted section of the A1(M). Never have Iseen tra�c
so e�ciently handled.

After some miles we reached the Tuxford turn-o�, which was signposted
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to a camp site. The site was beautifully laid out, and well recommended
by th regulars. May and Eileen carefully chose two adjacent piches near the
fence and away from the road, but so as to face the morning sun,(which way
is east?). After our late evening meal we all wandered down tothe village.
On our return Jim and I climbed onto the level crossing gates to watch the
very fast and very frequent trains rush through.

Sunday dawned �ne, warm, and sunny which for late September was a
blessing indeed. We lingered on th �eld unil lunchtime afterwhich we set
o� through Sherwood Forest and into Derbyshire. The Crioch Tramway
Museum was our next call and again after a good look around we ascended
the nearby hill to sunbathe again until we nearly left it too late to get home
before dark.

It was our last weekend of the season.
Camaping at Eastertime is generally just an ambition which,because

of the vagaries of the weather so early in the year, is plannedwith extreme
caution and usually never materialises. However, in 1973 we(that is Eileen
and I, Jim and May Rogers, and another couple, Charlie and Nancie) decided
to go to St David's Head on the Pembrokeshire Coast.

Following our usual plan for bank holiday weekend we left home by the
less congested route via Whitchurch, Shrewsbury, west to Devil's Bridge,
south to New Quay and �nally to St David's.



Chapter 13

Work Study and the End of
Work

Sometime during 1969 one of our parent companies, Elder Dempster Lines
Limited, had become involved with an industrial consultant, a Mr Sven Kul-
berg, and they had been left with an embarrassing ending to the situation.
In order to put matters to rights it was suggested to our directors that we
might o�er this Swedish gentleman a small project and pay hisbill. (Nat-
urally, the foregoing facts were only divulged to me months later). As a
result, Mr Kulberg produced his report on ` Easing Tra�c Congestion' in
which he proposed to solve our problems by re-siting our tra�c queues into
other operators territories. Of course, this was quite unacceptable.

Not knowing just what to do with the report, our management then
suggested looking within our own sta� for someone who had theright ca-
pabilities, and who might be interested in developing this scheme. I had a
professional quali�cation in transport and was very anxious to try something
new, so I applied. In fact I was the only applicant from the sta�. I was
promptly relieved of my post as a Counter-O� and at my own request was
sent, early in September, to study the new tra�c 
ow system installed by
Ocean Port Services, they being an associated company in Birkenhead.

After spending a week in Birkenhead, during which I renewed some old
acquaintanceships, I returned to our Toxteth Dock O�ce to then and there
design a new tra�c 
ow system for our seven South Dock berths.My scheme
included seven di�erent coloured lane markings and in orderto avoid confu-
sion I had chosen colours that would not look similar in either daylight or
arti�cial light.

My scheme was immediately accepted and the Company's painter, a will-
ing but timid fellow, was allocated to me to begin the work. Then came the
�rst hitch. In my innocence I had designated one particular set of gates to
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be marked green while the labour there was without any doubt dominated
by Orangemen. The adjacent area was to be painted orange while the labour
was Irish Catholic. The poor painter was nearly lynched before I hurriedly
reversed the two colours. This in turn caused the entire colour scheme to be
revised.

We now came to a standstill and I, quite demoralised, appealed to the of-
�ce manager for guidance. In fact, unknown to me at this time,the Company
had been given the �rst hint of the forthcoming closure of theentire South
Dock system. It left me in some form of limbo because by now we were seri-
ously oversta�ed and I was not required back to my former position. While
in this position another circular was issued to the sta�. Thecompany, along
with similar cargo handling organisations, had agreed to experiment with the
application of Work Study procedures as a scienti�c approach to improving
industrial relations along the Liverpool Docks. However, the usual process
of recruiting quali�ed personnel and brie�ng them in dockside procedures
was agreed to be quite unacceptable in Liverpool. The new approach was
now to recruit internally from men with considerable dock experience and
train the nucleus of a team in work study procedures. This circular asked
for interested employees to apply, as before.

I applied, and so did thirty-�ve others from a sta� of nearly one hundred
and sixty. The �rst round of interviews produced a list of six possibles.
The second a short list of three, and at the third interview I was appointed.
After a re-think the managers selected my runner-up, AustinRowlands, as
my assistant, and early next January (1970) we both began an eight weeks
crash course at the St Helens Technical College.

We attended �ve days a week, three days from nine o'clock until �ve, and
the other two from nine o'clock until eight. The pace was killing. Apart from
the high speed lectures from Dave Callister, Keith McNeish and Doctor Joe
Kiloran, we found that whenever we all sat down for morning co�ee, a four
course lunch, afternoon tea or a �ve course dinner provided by the college's
very superior catering school, a lecturer would appear at our table and even
an animated or stupid conversation on football was magically turned to a
discussion on Work Study.

There were eight students in the class, representing four cargo handling
companies, and although the evening sessions were devoted to listening to
practitioners from a varied if appropriate �eld of industrial situations, when
it came to Port Operations, or Cargo Handling, I am afraid we were all
listening with tongues in cheeks.

There was no �nal examination but during the last two weeks, each team
had to produce an in-company project. On the closing day these projects
were each submitted as both written and oral reports to the other teams, to
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the College hierarchy and, most dreaded of all, to our own company man-
agers. Austin and I came out of St Helens with 
ying colours, and after it
was all over the whole class, with lecturers included, adjourned to the local
pub for a meal of beer and black puddings.

We returned to work the following Monday and our manager, after again
congratulating us both for our e�orts, sent us home for a two day rest.
On our resumption we were asked to specify what furniture andequipment
we would require. Fortunately the Institute of Work Study speci�ed this.
We were forthwith set up in business with one proviso, namelyto seek a
professional quali�cation appropriate to the job.

We thereupon took possession of a room in the dock o�ce of Ocean Fleets,
next door to our own o�ce, set up our furniture, and began workon a list
of about seven projects. After each completion we were kept waiting, �rst
days and then weeks, for a new project. Our every suggestion that we should
have two, or even three, of the projects running in tandem wasignored.

In the autumn of 1970 we both enrolled at the Liverpool College of Com-
merce (part of the Polytechnic); Austin for a three year stint which he �nally
abandoned after six years, and myself, because I already hada professional
quali�cation, for a two year diploma course. This latter included a half day
release each Tuesday, and thus I became a joke as the oldest day release
student on Merseyside at the age of �fty-three. Because statistics as a sci-
ence was quite new to me the course took an extra year but I submitted my
project and �nally quali�ed in spring of 1974. I thereafter had two profes-
sional quali�cations.

Also in 1970 Austin and I joined selected personnel from other cargo
handling companies to lecture on Work Study procedures at the National
Dock Labour Board's school at Prince's Dock to groups of registered dock
workers. Eventually the lecturers became limited to ourselves and the Mersey
Docks and Harbour Board and the classes were restricted to men who were
unallocated to work and who found that the training rate was higher than
the fallback pay. Our managers therefore withdrew our services.

In the Autumn of this year the company was o�ered deep water berths at
Huskisson Dock. The former occupants, Cunard Line, having �nally moved
out of Liverpool. Austin and I immediately decided to take possession of an
o�ce there so as to be away from the o�ce sta� and so to be near the theatre
of operations. In rapid succession followed the cessation of rail haulage and
the closure of the goods stations for the South Docks, closure of the South
Docks to shipping, the ending of foreign passenger and crosschannel facilities
at Prince's Landing Stage, the closure of Riverside Passenger Station, and the
end of all rail connections on the Liverpool Docks. At the same time the new
Royal Seaforth Dock, a post war concept, was opened. With theconsequent
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transition to the new container ships, Ocean Port Services with whom we
had been exploring the possibilities of some sort of merger,collapsed.

By the time I had quali�ed it had become obvious to both of us that
Work Study would never, in our lifetime, be used in connection with dock
work or, more to the point, with dock workers. Projects had now become
solely concerned with Management Services. In fact we foundthis change
more challenging. At least we were now listened to and our advice occasion-
ally sought. Thus we came to know more of the personnel of the company,
and more about its �nancial structure. We were attending trade functions,
travelling to all the little local ports. We spent three daysat Tilbury, and
three days at Felixstowe. We attended the two-day Work Studyconference
at the Viking Hotel in York, where we were entertained to a reception laid on
by the Mayor in the Guildhall, and then dined in regal fashionin the York
Assembly Rooms.

However, the death knell of these activities followed an exciting if useless
trip to Dunkirk to inspect their new port installations. One of our managers
accompanied us on this excursion but �rst we called on our associate company
in Tilbury where we were fortunate enough to glean some useful information.
After spending a night in Thurrock, we joined a coach load of other mixed
port personnel at 6.0 a.m. and sped to Dover. We rejoined the coach at
Calais, inspected the new harbour at Dunkirk, and then foundthat bad
weather had closed each of the channel ferries in turn. We were marooned
without currency until 10.00 a.m. next morning. Neither thecompany nor
our respective wives were amused! It was to be our last joint excursion. As
for my own last venture, I stayed overnight at the Hotel Russell in London to
attend the annual conference of the Shipping & Port Operations group of the
Institute of Practitioners in Work Study, Organisation & Methods. What a
title! That was in March 1978, by which time some other personal problems
had overtaken me.

On 13th February, 1975, while I was analysing some �gures, I became
aware that I could not see to rationalise what was before me. Iwent for a
cup of co�ee and on my return found no sign of any improvement.Figures
were there but they meant just nothing at all. A prolonged lunch break still
brought no improvement. I as sent o� home and sought the advice of my
GP, Doctor Chandler. He promptly diagnosed `retinal lesion' and advised
complete rest for at least a month. I was then referred to a neurologist, a
Dr Robert Hughes, who found nothing organically wrong, advised me to rest
my eyes, and then noticed that I had a hernia.

That August the family was invited to a wedding in Thurso, thebride
being my niece, Margaret, daughter of my sister Peggy. To save the strain
on me, our son-in-law Geof took turns at driving but he was already under
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strain from nerves. The wedding was very successfully arranged but with
the usual number of hitches. Our hotel reservation had been cancelled and,
on trying to make some alternative arrangements, found our Dormobile with
a 
at battery. The nearest breakdown service was one hundredand twenty
miles away. Fortunately one of the guests was a local garage proprietor and
he recharged the battery but warned me that our engine was notgoing as
it should. The journey home, with an overnight stop in Largs to break the
distance, was one I shall never forget. We �nished the trip with the engine
missing so badly that we had our six pounds a time breakdown �ne ready
at the Mersey Tunnel. The engine �nally died outside our own door and I
freewheeled onto our garage path, switched o� the engine, and found not a
spark of current left in the battery.

This took its toll and a fortnight later, while week-ending at a static
caravan we had recently bought at Farm, near Llanarmon, I wastaken away
from my bed by stretcher to Wrexham Hospital. After some forty-eight hours
observation I was discharged into the care of my GP This was followed by an
ESG test at the Liverpool Royal Southern Hospital, a second consultation
with Dr Hughes and a brain scan at the Clinic of Nuclear Medicine.

In June, 1976, I had an operation to remove a hernia and this then dis-
closed a blood disorder, which was followed by anaemia. My eye was now
giving trouble, and after one specialist had said \nothing could be done",
I saw another. This second ophthalmic surgeon assured me I would not
go blind and that I could not damage my sight by abusing it, andthat an
operation might help later. In the meantime, while I was at mydesk one
afternoon, I blacked-out. My doctor dismissed the matter as\something to
be expected".

Meanwhile, a new general o�ce was opened at the other end of the city
in October 1976, and with the �nal severance from a lifetime at the South
Docks all the romance went out of my working life. I was to be forbidden to
continue visits to the new berths; besides the labour was no longer receptive
to pleasant conversation. The end was in sight. The fortunesof the �rm were
dwindling. The labour force of 850 in 1970 was now down to 585 and with
no means of replacement. Fleets were getting smaller and containerisation
taking an ever greater bite out of our tonnage.

By August, 1978, with but �fteen months to go until retirement, the
company had a visit from Mr Ellerton of Ocean Fleets Limited.It was the
�rst ever of such after seventeen years as an independent, but partly owned,
company. We were oversta�ed, and Mr Ellerton had just completed a sta�
pruning exercise at India Buildings with the Ocean Group. Wehad recently
completed loading our �rst shipment of 100% containerised cargo. The future
looked grim. To add fuel to a �re the National Ports Council had published
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an article in the national press recommending that all dock labour in the Port
of Liverpool be handed over to the Mersey Docks and Harbour Company.

Which was it to be? Redundancy, voluntary severance, early retirement
due to ill health or natural retirement at 62 years. It had never been my
intention to continue this narrative beyond my working life. There remains
but one �nal sentence to be added.....................

On Eileen's birthday, October 1979, I reported to my doctor that I could
no longer see to work. My eyes were both operated on in succession and I
was invited to retire.
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