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Beginnings

Of necessity, in order that a reader may more fully understand the world into which I
was born, I have to commence my account back in the times and reigns of Queen
Victoria and Edward VII, when my respective grandparents had established their
families.
With the continued growth of the Industrial Revolution in the Potteries area, many
families from the outlying villages of the surrounding countryside moved into the
developing town areas which together became known as the Potteries, in search of
work, where the ability to earn more than agricultural wages became possible and
where they were not tied to the land through the cottages provided by the farming
gentry. This was part of the population explosion generated by industry.
The Pottery Industry made rapid expansion during the 19th century, particularly
where there was an abundance of coal, iron and clay to be mined or quarried. This
expansion was very evident around the old village of Lane End, the most southerly of
the pottery villages, at a strategic point on the main road from Newcastle-under-Lyme
to Uttoxeter and Derby.
Here it was that the pot-makers developed from a former cottage industry into
purpose-built factories, many of which sprang up rapidly in the middle of the century
in parallel with the increased development of coal mining and iron and steel
production as well as the quarrying for local clays. Here too was the growth of whole
streets of terraced housing at low rental to meet the influx of outside labour.
At first the factories grew up on each side of the main road in the form of ribbon
development, pushing out from the central square in a western direction towards
Fenton and to the east, upwards to the village of Normacot. At this time too, the old
village name, Lane End, was dropped in favour of the name Longton, which rapidly
became a town. The choice sites in the ribbon development were very quickly taken up
and there followed secondary expansion radiating from the square in both northerly
and southerly directions, reminiscent of a spider's web pattern. By the turn of the
century it is said that there were in the region of one hundred factories in the Longton
area alone, making all types of pottery with the main emphasis on Bone China
manufacture.
It was into this local environment that I was born, brought into this world by a
midwife and doctor in my parents' first home, Hamilton Road, Normacot, early in the
morning of the 21st day of January, a cold winter's day of the year 1912.
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Family and Early Years
My parents were both of large families which had moved as part of the population
explosion into the Normacot residential area.
My father, Samuel Ernest Boden, was the eldest of eight children, a family which
originated from the Uttoxeter / Denstone rural area, and moved towards the end of
19th century to a cottage at Cinderhill Farm on the outskirts of Longton. He was
born in 1886 but, surprisingly, on baptism not named after his father as was the
custom. He went to school in the Longton area and left with an elementary education
at the age of 13 years because of his excellent attendance record. He then
commenced work on a local pottery factory as a mould-runner, apprenticed to the
factory mould-maker to learn the art and skilled trade of producing accurate plasterof-Paris moulds necessary for producing china ware.
My mother, Eleanor Adelaide Hickman, was the eldest daughter of the seven
children of my maternal grandparents, who moved to Normacot from the Burslem
area. Their new home was at 14 Ludwall Road, one of a small row of terraced,
middle-class houses built on the rural side of Normacot near to the Anglican church
and school. Her schooling was also elementary but supplemented at home by the use
of her father's small but wide-ranging library. She was an intelligent girl and when she
left was apprenticed to Amor's of Longton, a millinery establishment of excellent
repute, to learn the trade of seamstress and millinery, a skill which was to stand her in
good stead as the family grew.
Employment in the pottery industry at the beginning of the 20th century was a
haphazard affair and my father was often working only three days of a six day week.
After my birth financial problems caused my parents to move from Hamilton Road
to a poorer-type terraced house at 39 Uttoxeter Road, Normacot, on the main
highway to Meir and having a shop front in order that my mother could continue to
exercise her millinery training and so eke out the family income. I should then be
about two years old and had acquired a baby brother, Harold, born on 9th June 1913.
This baby brother of mine very soon became the cause of great anxiety in that he
developed meningitis, a killing virus in those early days. My mother and her two
younger sisters, Gertrude and Elsie, took turns day and night to nurse Harold until
the crisis was over and he was out of danger. This serious illness left its mark on my
brother in that he frequently had tantrums when things did not suit him, and the
doctor's advice was that he should not be crossed, so that in those early years he
received a great deal of attention whilst I spent much time out of the way at
Grandfather's house.
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1914 saw the beginning of the First World War with Germany and it was not long
before my father received his call-up papers and was drafted into the Royal Army
Service Corps. A photograph taken whilst he was on leave showed him as quite a
handsome young man in his breeches, leather leggings, spurs and Sam Browne belt.
My recollections of the war years are very vague and mingled with memories of my
early days at infant school.
I can recall being taken out into Uttoxeter Road to gaze up at a German airship or
Zeppelin passing over Longton. I also remember watching German prisoners-ofwar marching up Uttoxeter Road in the direction of Meir and Blythe Bridge to work
in the fields around Stallington and returning in the evening to their prison camp
somewhere in the Stoke area, always under an escort of British soldiers on
horseback. A story goes that on one occasion an infant ran off the pavement into the
path of a horse. A prisoner stepped out of line, lifted the child out of danger and
kissed him. The mother snatched the child out of his arms and with no sign of
gratitude spat at him. All Germans were bogeymen at that time!
In 1916, at the tender age of 4, I was taken to
Normacot Infants' School in Meir Road to
commence my education. The headmistress was a
Miss Ophelia Hall, of awesome dimensions, who
came to school clad in breeches and gaiters like any
farmer. Not only did her manly voice strike fear into
the hearts of her young pupils, but all the parents of
those children held her in great respect. No-one was
prepared to challenge her authority! I remember my
mother telling me of an occasion when my brother
Harold was having one of his tantrums on the way
to school, and from behind came this stentorian
voice,
“Is that one of my little ones?”

Miss Ophelia Jane Hall

My brother immediately ceased his show of temper and went into school like a lamb!
Miss Hall had for a companion, Miss Collett, a niece I think, who was quite the
opposite, calm, serene and most lady-like. The children loved her as much as they
respected Miss Hall. Discipline under her was always to the forefront and sometimes
unorthodox. I distinctly remember two occasions when she used methods which
would not be tolerated today. A young girl was quite a chatterbox and often interfered
with the quiet tenor of the lesson. Miss Hall determined to subdue her. She ordered
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the girl to the front of the class, made her lie on the table, took a pair of scissors, told
the child to put out her tongue, made a snipping sound with the scissors and threw
something wet into the coal fire, then ordered the terrified girl to go back to her seat
and keep her mouth closed. No more trouble!
On the other occasion a girl from a very poor home-background was tempted to
steal two new sou-westers (oilskin hats and coats) from the cloakroom. When the
loss was reported the girl was quickly found and the mother was ordered to bring the
coats back to school. In front of the whole assembled school and the parent Miss
Hall had the girl stand on a chair, asked the school what the 8th Commandment said,
obtained the answer, 'Thou shalt not steal', then turned to the girl with these words,
“Have you broken that Commandment?”
“Yes Miss.”
“Have you sinned?”
“Yes Miss.”
“Do you deserve to be punished?”
“Yes Miss.”
Miss Hall ordered the child down, placed her across the chair and, with a heavy hand,
smacked her bottom several times. The episode ended with Miss Hall turning to the
whole school with the words
“None of my little ones steal.”
A lesson was learned!
There was another lady member on the staff, Miss Hibbert, whom the children
knew as Miss Ethel. She lived in a cottage in the lane which ran from Meir Road, past
Evan's Farm to Sandon Road. We called this Miss Ethel's Lane. She was a younger
member of the staff and had a boyfriend, Furnival Walker, serving in the Royal Navy.
Eventually, some years after the 1918 war she was to marry her sailor boy and he too
became a member of the teaching profession.
Although we were subjected to a rigid discipline even at a tender age, I found those
formative years at the Infants' School very happy despite the constant shadow of the
war. Two things I well remember; first there was a school concert in which I played a
part and when we returned home after the concert my father, who must have been on
leave, waited behind the living room door and as my brother and I entered , threw his
army greatcoat over us; then during the leave I found my father's leather leggings in
the bedroom, decided to put them on and proudly proceeded to show my parents
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Concert at Normacot Infants’ School , 8th April 1920. I am on the left - complete with sword.

how clever I was. Of course they were much too large for me and as I attempted to
go downstairs, fell from top to bottom and great was the fall thereof in both pride
and composure! My mother, having ascertained that I was not seriously injured,
proceeded in great relief to smack my bottom soundly.
I cannot recall the birth of my sister Eleanor but she came on the scene in September
1916. Since in those days we were all born at home with midwife and family doctor in
attendance it is very probable that I was sent out of the way to my grandparents at
Ludwall Road. As the years went by I was to spend a great deal of time with them
and, despite their own large family, I became more of a young son to them than a
grandson.
Back again to the war: there must have been another visit by a German Zeppelin to
the northern part of the Potteries area, resulting in the dropping of a stick of bombs
at the Birchenwood Colliery near Kidsgrove. This caused a nine days wonder and
apparently people made pilgrimages by electric tram to the site where the bombs had
fallen. I was taken on such a pilgrimage by my grandfather to see the bomb craters
and I recollect quite vividly, after all the excitement the journey had aroused, my
disappointment at seeing four or five small holes spaced out evenly on part of the
colliery tip. Nothing more! It was a tired and very subdued little boy who returned
home after that outing.
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1918 saw the end of the 'war to end all wars'. There were local celebrations and
school parties in which we children participated. Another picture that comes clearly
to mind is that of my grandfather tying several large, beautiful flags on six-foot poles
to the front gate and wall of 14 Ludwall Road.
My father was not demobilised until the following year by which time I was seven
years old and anticipating moving down to Normacot C. of E. Elementary School.
Dad, as we called him, brought home some war souvenirs among which I remember
a pair of German binoculars, an electric battery lamp which did not last very long and
a flare pistol - a Verey Pistol I learned later.
The pottery industry gradually began to recover from the devastating effects of five
years' war and, after a brief leave holiday, my father had to return to Shelley Pottery
Company at Foley beyond Longton, to begin again his work as a mould-maker and to
pick up the threads of a life he had not experienced for at least four years. He faced
not only the restrictions of factory life, the problems of earning a satisfactory weekly
wage, but also the ties of family life with three children of whom he knew very little.
He must have found adapting to the change very difficult. To my brother and I at this
time he seemed hard and remote, as his daily contact with us was quite limited. He
was away to work each morning before we were out of bed and in the evening when
he returned around six o'clock we were soon hustled upstairs. In retrospect I would
say he was a good, solid husband and father, brought up to Victorian standards of
family life, who found it difficult to get near to us, as we to him.
My eventual transfer to the 'Big School' from the Infants' Department created no
problems. The school itself, no longer in existence, was an old two-storey building of
brick, of 19th century origin, opposite to Normacot church at the junction of Meir
Road and Upper Normacot Road. The boys were housed in the upper storey, the
girls on the ground floor, carefully segregated. From the upper storey ran an iron
staircase down to the boys' playground and this was used for both entrance and exit
during daily breaks. As it shook and swayed when in use, I am convinced it was the
cause of many nightmares in young,
sensitive boys afraid of heights! I
dreaded it in the winter months when the
steps were frozen and the iron hand-rail
so cold that one's hand stuck to it. Inside
the school the classrooms I suppose
were reasonably comfortable for that
particular era. Large coal fires,
surrounded by equally large fire-guards,
kept the rooms warm in winter; lighting
Elementary School
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was by gas and the pupils' desks were arranged on stepped-up platforms or tiers to
seat four or six. The large main room accommodated two classes plus the
headmaster's desk on a raised dais. The school clock, the bell and the cane were all
located by the Head's desk. The teachers had tall, upright desks with matching chairs,
rarely used except when marking registers or pupils' exercises. It is difficult to portray
adequately the primitive conditions under which teachers and pupils lived and
worked in those early days of the 20th century, yet the school was a happy one, due in
good measure to the quality of the teachers who, whilst brooking no nonsense, were
quite caring and concerned for the welfare of their young charges. I find it hard to
recall all the staff but three of them left a lasting impression with me.
“Daddy” Wilkinson was
the Headmaster, fairly tall
and angular, with a large,
dark moustache, an eagle
eye and, I learned much
later, a fondness for a drop
of whiskey. He was a stern
man but just and, true to
the pattern of those early
days, would chastise
severely any wrong-doing.
He demanded high
Left - John Colclough; next, standing - Mary Wilkinson
standards in reading,
centre, seated - William Wilkinson
handwriting, arithmetic
and general tidiness, but as
was often the case, he could show great kindness to the child who was genuinely
needing attention. He had four children of his own and if anything he was harder in
his demands on them than upon any other of his pupils. If one pleased him he was
lavish in his praise and very proud of those who achieved scholarship.
As I progressed up the school I showed ability in most subjects and particularly
Arithmetic. “Daddy” Wilkinson's reward for correct work was firstly to teach the
successful ones the rudiments of chess then to allow us, after exercises duly
completed, to go on the landing at the top of the indoor stairs and there set up games
of chess. We often made sure that these games spilled over into playtime, especially
on cold winter days. I had at that time a close friend, Edward Dale, whose father
George Dale occupied a position of some standing in the local community. Edward
lived in a terraced house of good, middle-class standard in upper Meir Road.
Besides being good friends, Edward and I were keen rivals in both classwork and
chess, and this rivalry stimulated both of us in our academic achievements.
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As I stated earlier there were two other teachers from whom I and the others
benefited. In the lower classes Mrs Wilkinson was just the right person to set at ease
those who had transferred from the Infants' School. She was the typical mother hen
with her chicks! Though she had a large class, as was typical in those early years, each
pupil was still very much an individual to her. She knew the family backgrounds and
the many home problems at that time, namely large families, poor employment, low
wages, insufficient good food, lack of adequate clothing. By a right mixture of loving
care, firmness, sympathy, coaxing and assumed anger if she felt you were letting her
down, she encouraged the best out of all her 'little ones' as she called us, irrespective
of varying standards of ability.
The third member of the staff was John Colclough, younger of course than the
Wilkinsons, but mature enough to be in charge of the scholarship class. He was the
type of man that young boys hero-worshipped. We had a healthy fear of him because
he still demanded the best of us academically, but he was full of vigour, a ready smile
and a willingness to crack a joke with the class so that most of the boys were anxious
to please him. Moreover he was the sports master, taking us for physical exercises in
the playground and for football and cricket during the appropriate seasons. Added to
that he took us to the school garden plot and there we learned the rudiments of
vegetable growing. He was, in short, a dedicated and likeable teacher who enjoyed the
respect of his pupils long after they had left school.
As I have remarked, he took the scholarship class; that is, the year when we were
being prepared for the 'Eleven Plus' examination in English and Arithmetic. Looking
back I am amazed at the standards we were expected to achieve at such an immature
age. In arithmetic we performed long sums in the four rules of number, fractions,
decimals, practice sums in all the tables of measure, square roots by the long division
method, proportions direct and inverse and even simple algebraic equations. We
worked through sets of Arnold's Arithmetic Test Cards which contained practice
sums on the one side and problems on the other.
In English we were tested regularly on the spelling and meaning of long and difficult
words, we had to know and recognise the eight main parts of speech, to be able to
parse a sentence, to know singulars and plurals, opposites and collective nouns. Our
class book was Blackie's Systematic English Reader Books 4 & 5 and we were
encouraged to join the local public library at a very early age. “Daddy” Wilkinson
acted as sponsor by signing our application forms. I can still recall the thrill of
reading Scott's Talisman and Ivanhoe, Ballantyne's Coral Island, Stevenson's
Treasure Island and Henty's historical stories. I used to run down to the library at the
Sutherland Institute at least twice a week to change my two books and I was always
on the lookout for new issues of the Herbert Strang's stories for boys. I was greatly
encouraged in reading by my mother and grandparents.
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The years at the elementary school seemed to pass quite quickly and eventually the
time came for the scholarship examination, the Eleven Plus, in March 1923. This, in
my case, turned out to be a calamity. When the results were published in the
following July, despite my known ability in that subject, I had failed in Arithmetic!
“Daddy” Wilkinson could just not believe it and demanded of the local authority to
see my examination paper. Yes it was true, my failure, and I can remember even now
his anger on discovering that I had thrown marks away by making silly mistakes. In
those days it was not enough to do the right method, one had also to arrive at the
correct answers. My errors cost me dearly in that I could not gain a scholarship.
“Daddy” Wilkinson had me in front of his desk and pointed to the school honours
board on the wall. In what seemed to me a furious temper he angrily said,
“You have disgraced the school. Your name should be on that board
with the others!”
Needless to say, I was reduced to copious tears!
Fortunately for me that was not to be the end of the matter. The headmaster
approached my parents to see if they could send me to the High School as a paying
pupil. He was prepared to speak to the Education Authority on my behalf. My
parents, who by then had an increased family - Leslie born March 1922 and Kenneth
born 1923 - could not possibly afford but Grandfather Hickman was prepared to pay
for me for one year provided I sat for an external examination. If successful I should
obtain a grant to pay for my fees and books during my years at High School. More of
this later!
Before I leave my elementary school days there are one or two strong memories
which I need to record. My father was still working at Shelley Pottery factory and
twice a week my mother saw to it that he had a hot midday meal. Each Tuesday and
Thursday I had permission to leave school at 12:15 pm. I ran home to where my
mother was waiting with a basket already packed and three ha'pence for my tram fare.
I boarded the next electric tram down from Meir, paid my fare and sat on the wooden
seat whilst the tram clanged its way to Longton Square. There I changed to the larger
Longton to Hanley tram and asked the conductor to put me off at the Foley Arms
Hotel. This done, I crossed the road, made my way to the rear entrance to Shelley's
and up the wooden steps to my father's workshop. I can well remember the warmth
and the smell of the mouldmaker's shop, the plaster of Paris moulds which my father
and his fellow workmates had made, drying out on the racks above the benches. To
me as a young boy it was an exciting experience.
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My father emptied the basket of its pudding basin covered by a saucer and wrapped
in a tea-towel, together with a small dish containing apple tart and custard. He then
saw me off the factory to the nearby tram stop, gave me a penny and left me to make
my return home. Only then could I have my dinner before returning to school. This
task I continued to do week by week until I transferred to the High School.
My other vivid recollection is that on Wednesday afternoons at 4:30 pm the local
cinema, The 'Alhambra',
Normacot, had a
matinee for school
children. If any in class
finished the set work
early and correctly, he
was allowed to leave
school, to run along to
the Alhambra and get a
good seat. It cost one
penny downstairs and
tuppence in the balcony
for a two-hour show.
The Alhambra

I return now to my school days at Longton High School. In September 1923 at the
age of eleven years seven months I began in Form One, a small, insignificant boy in
appearance but with a questing mind and a thirst for new knowledge. I took to study
as a duck takes to water and enjoyed immensely the challenge of nightly homework. I
could not study at home as our house was too small and too full of other brothers
and a sister. Every afternoon as school finished I repaired to my grandparents' house,
there to have tea and to use the middle room for my homework. This was a godsend!
I had at my disposal all the books of my grandfather's small but select library, plus
complete peace and quietness in which to work. In the early years the time allocated
for the three homeworks per night was one and a half hours. Often this was more
than required for the specific tasks and when they were completed I was encouraged
to do extra study in a wide range of subjects and to take an interest in the pianoforte.
Again I had the help and advice of both my grandfather and a school teacher aunt. At
around 8 o'clock in the evening I was sent home to join the family. Life indeed was
very good in those early days.
In passing I recollect that my brother Harold, noted for his stubborn nature, was due
in 1924 to sit the Eleven Plus exam. He told my parents he did not want to go to the
High School, but to leave Normacot School at 14 years old and go to work. On the
day of the exam he told my mother,
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“You're mackin' me go but I shanna try!”
He had the ability but no desire to tie himself to study. Time was to prove him right.
Do not think my time was all taken up with study. I was very much a boy and liked
boys' pursuits. I could climb a tree with anyone, play at cricket and football and enjoy
cycling. My first cycle, second hand, cost 15 shillings and I paid for it at one shilling
per week which I earned by running errands, helping grandfather in his allotment
garden, selling newspaper bundles to the local fish and chip shop or the butcher's and
collecting empty jam and marmalade jars to return to the Co-operative store at a
halfpenny or penny for each, depending on size. Money was hard to come by in those
days!
I had some good friends at Longton High School and Stone Grammar School and at
weekends we were a lively crowd together. My best friend continued to be Edward
Dale. We were in the same form at High School and we still vied with each other
academically. After school we invariably walked home to Normacot together and
this pattern continued generally over the next few years.
I must return to the fact that at the end of the first year at High School I had to sit an
external examination set by Staffordshire County Education Department, as I had
failed the local scholarship exam. I took what was called the 'Minor C' examination
and passed fifth in the whole county. This ensured my continued existence at the
High School and relieved my grandfather of having to pay fees for me. Self esteem
was thus restored except that when, at the end of the school year, I took my Form
Report to show my old headmaster, “Daddy” Wilkinson, and the fact that I had
come top of the Form, he again pointed to the School Honours Board and
remarked,
“If you had been my son I would have thrashed you”.
How are the mighty fallen!
My continued five years at the High School were very happy ones, marred only by a
minor catastrophe in 1925 when I became victim of a Scarlet Fever epidemic.
Despite having to be isolated for many weeks in Bucknall Isolation Hospital I
continued to study as much as possible and on my return to school was still able to
hold my own with the top ten boys of the Form.
With the exceptions of Physics and Latin, which I never took to, I revelled in the
other subjects and eventually passed the Oxford School Certificate Examination in
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1928, with Credits in eight subjects. These gave me exemption from matriculation
and this fact was to prove most useful years later.
Because of our growing family at home I had spent much of my time at
grandfather's house, and going there at weekends and holidays as well as each
evening had become second nature to me. I respected and admired my grandfather
who by this time had become General Manager of a large, purpose-built factory,
Palissy Pottery, in Longton. Here earthenware pottery was produced and his
knowledge of the industry was such that he was often consulted by other
manufacturers in the area. Often I accompanied grandfather to the factory, to St.
James' church where he was church-warden, and to the local cinema. My three
uncles, his sons, were also involved in some aspect of the pottery industry and with
this background I naturally wanted to follow in their footsteps and become a master
potter. This meant, at the age of sixteen and a half, leaving school, passing into
industry and looking for somewhere to begin.
Although quite lithe and active I was not very significant physically, being on the
small side and lightweight in appearance. I was certainly not prepared for my first
venture into the world of work!
However, before I leave my schooldays, I must again digress to record two
outstanding events which occurred. The first, in 1926, was the Miners' Strike which
started in March and went on for most of the year. In a very short time this changed
to a countrywide General Strike which for nine days practically paralysed the whole
country. From the point of view of attending school most boys and girls lived locally
and were able to make their way on foot. Only the few from outlying areas such as
Meir, Weston Coyney and Blythe Bridge had difficulty because of the absence of
transport. No electric trams ran and the odd private bus and car dare not approach
the centre of Longton for fear of being considered strike breakers and being
summarily dealt with. There were many miners in the Potteries area - coal was an
essential raw material for the factories. The strike closed the pot-banks while it lasted,
the smaller ones even went out of business. On the outskirts of Longton and in
other areas, miners began out-cropping to reach the top and poorer seams of coal,
normally uneconomical to work. This happened at Meir Hay and their digs were
mainly no more than 30 feet deep. They worked both day and night using flares or
lanterns. There was a ready domestic market for their poor but burnable coal at so
much per bag. My father made a small wooden cart on two wheels and sent my
brother Harold and I several times to fetch a sack whenever it was required at home.
During this period my mother, with her skill as a seamstress and milliner, was the
main provider for the family.
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The other outstanding event took place in 1927. This was the year of the total eclipse
of the sun by the moon's shadow in North-West England and Wales on the 29th
June. Our Geography and Form Master, Ernest Jolley, conscious of the fact that this
would be a one-off chance for most students, organised a coach tour to a place in
north Lancashire on the central line of the eclipse. The tour was also to be an
opportunity to see other aspects of the industrial North in preparation for our final
Oxford Examination. On the 28th June we made an early morning start and our
route lay via Leek, over the Staffordshire Moorlands, past Hen Cloud and the
Roaches to Buxton and on into the Pennine foothills to Glossop. Here we visited a
cotton mill and saw the preparation from the cotton boll to the finished thread.
Rejoining the coach, we continued through Holmfirth to the Halifax area where we
visited a woollen mill and again saw all the processes from cleaning the bales of
fleeces to the woven cloth. In the afternoon we went through Hebdon Bridge to
Todmorden where we were to stay overnight at the open-air school. After an evening
meal it was early to bed. On Wednesday 29th June around 3:30 am we joined the
coach to take us to Stoneyhurst College, built on a hillside quite near to Clitheroe and
almost on the central line of the eclipse. We arrived at the College in daylight as the
total eclipse was not due until after 5:30 am but the sky at that time was overcast and,
unless it cleared, would spoil the chance of our experiencing this unusual
phenomenon. Imagine our excitement as we saw the clouds break and out came the
sun. We had all been given a piece of smoked glass to prevent our looking directly
into the sun's rays. Very soon we were able to see a tiny part of the sun's face being
covered by the moon's shadow. Slowly the sun disappeared and with it normal
daylight. As the light died it became colder on the hillside. The oncoming darkness
was eerie. Birds stopped their singing and everywhere became hushed. Watchers
stood silently in groups, apprehensive of what might happen. At last the moon's
shadow completely blotted out the sun. Darkness was relieved only by a faint outline
of the disc and the flaming solar prominences of super-heated gasses - the corona!
After a few moments of this darkness there suddenly appeared on the edge of the
disc a brilliant diamond of light indicating the shadow was moving on and from then
the sun began its reappearance. Slowly, inexorably, through our smoked glass
protection, we watched the sun regain its full glory. The tension was over, the silence
was broken, the birds heralded another dawn and all around could be heard the
excited chatter of the watchers.
The duration of the eclipse now completed, Mr Jolley gathered our group together
and reluctantly at first we moved down the hillside to rejoin our waiting coach. Once
aboard it was all excitement about this once-in-a-lifetime experience we had shared,
and so back to the school at Todmorden for breakfast, still not 8:00 am!
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A good meal over, we packed our rucksacks and collected a lunch pack before
starting our homeward journey. The coach now took us on a more direct route south,
over the Pennines to Rochdale then through a number of small, drab, uninteresting
towns in order to cross over to the far side of Manchester. Our last call was to be at
the new Ford works in Old Trafford, considered at that time to be the most advanced
car production factory in England.
It was based on a moving conveyor belt system. We were shown a new chassis at the
starting point and told that by the time we had been around the various production
plants we should see the same chassis, now a complete car, moving off to be
thoroughly tested. It was an amazing experience and at the end the guide told us that
Ford were then producing 120 finished cars per 8 hour day over five days per week
one every four minutes off the conveyor!
Late in the afternoon, we were tired now and content to look at the lovely Cheshire
countryside down to Newcastle-u-Lyme and back to school, overwhelmed by all we
had experienced in the space of two days.

Longton High School, 1928. I am 3rd in from the right, middle row
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The Pottery Years 1928-1931
Returning to a previous short paragraph I must now reiterate that my first venture
into the world of work was very painful, but fortunately did not last very long. In
1928, after the August Bank Holiday, I was 'taken on' at Barker Brothers Earthenware
factory between Longton and Normacot. It was managed at that time by Mr Wright,
well known as a hard taskmaster, demanding maximum effort from his workforce
but paying poorly.
An oven full of ware recently fired was being drawn, that is emptied. All the ware was
in the rough 'biscuit' state, bedded within the saggars in calcined flint and each of
these saggar containers had to be emptied by hand. Along with other young workers I
was allocated the task of helping empty these saggars and placing the articles into
large cane baskets which then had to be carried to an upper-storey warehouse for
cleaning and inspection.
By the end of the day at 5:30 pm I was completely exhausted, my body ached and the
fingertips on both my hands were raw and sore from the handling of so much hot
coarse ware. The next day I was unfit to go to work and I rapidly developed an abcess
below my chin. Eventually I had to go to the doctor's to have the abcess lanced. My
mother angrily, and in no uncertain terms, told the factory manager that it was
donkeys he required, not human beings. Needless to say I did not return to that
factory.
When I had recovered an uncle secured an interview for me with Mr A.E. Hewitt, the
owner of a small, independent china factory, known in the industry as Jackson &
Goslings, “Grosvenor China”. This was one of many small factories in existence
around Longton at that time. Mister Ted, as he was called, was a typical boss of that
post-war period of depression, struggling to make the factory pay its way and
provide work for about sixty people. He too was hard-working, blunt and demanding
maximum effort from all his work people, but basically a fair man. At the interview,
which was brief, he questioned me about my academic achievements and eventually
said to me,
“Ernest, I know you have done well at High School, but how much do you
know about pottery production?”
I had to reply
“Very little, sir.”
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To which he then said,
“Well until you do you are of little use to me. I shall expect you to take
pottery classes at night school and I will pay you five shillings per week
to start.”
I was thankful to be given a chance.
I started at 8:00 am at the factory by 'clocking-on' at the Lodge. I had to report to the
Clay Manager, Bob Stubbs, who placed me under the head Slip-house man to help
and to learn the proper mixings for the clay body. Since this small factory specialised
only in the manufacture of bone china, the main ingredients for the body were
Kaolin or China clay, Cornish stone and animal bone. These raw materials were
stored in bins within the slip-house and were measured out by dry weight. They were
then transferred to a large mixing tank called a blunger and water was added steadily
to make a wet mixture, called the slip, which was continually checked until the right
specific gravity was obtained. Having to watch and to check periodically the various
processes by which the final clay body was prepared, was a fascinating experience,
particularly as the slip-house machinery had a 'Heath-Robinson' appearance.
Briefly then, when the clay body was prepared and ready for use, it was part of my
daily work to submit my checks to the Clay Manager and to see that the several
making-shops were kept fully supplied with clay to produce the various china
articles. I was therefore in regular contact with the several processes of clay
manufacture and had the run of these workshops, to meet and watch the skilled
makers at work and to get to know them personally. It was indeed hard work but
fascinating and enjoyable, and when I had time to spare I was able to try my hand at
some of these processes with help and advice from the workers, who were always
willing to 'show me the ropes'.
At the same time, because I was a novice, they played jokes on me. On one occasion I
was told to fetch the saggar-maker's pattern book, which did not exist; on another to
go to the local ironmonger's shop for a packet of sky hooks, whilst the kiln man
asked me to go at lunch time to fetch his daily pint of pigeon milk from the nearby
dairy. This he said he must have because of the kiln dust. I had to take all these jokes
in good part but soon learned to recognise when my leg was being pulled. Life was
hard but good!
We worked from 8:00 am to 5:30 pm daily with an hour for lunch and from 8:00 am
to 12 noon on Saturdays, but I was learning all the time and becoming more useful.
At the New Year my weekly pay rose from 5 shillings to 7s-6d, a 50% rise! I had also
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joined the First Year Pottery Course at the local Sutherland Institute, Longton, for
two nights per week to begin my study of the theoretical and scientific aspects of
pottery manufacture.
It would take a long time to tell of all the various stages of production from clay body
to finished article, through which I progressed over the next two and a half years.
However these stages have been adequately covered in numerous specialist
publications on pottery manufacture. By 1930 I had moved to the final warehouses
into which all finished articles were stored in their respective 'pens' and from which
customers' orders were made up ready for despatch. The Head Warehouseman, Joe
Whitehurst and his assistant, Ethel Hughes were responsible for dealing with English
orders from all over the country, whilst Bill Turner and Alice Smith dealt with foreign
orders from a variety of countries. I was given the task of dealing with all the smaller
replacement or 'matching' orders from either English or overseas customers. This
was a responsible part of the service maintained by the factory. During this time too I
had progressed through the 2nd Year Pottery Course at Longton, to the evening
Managers' Certificate Course at Stoke Technical College twice a week, where my
training became more specialised. I was proving my worth and my weekly pay had
risen to 21 shillings.
The year 1930 drew to a close and as the New Year came in it heralded the great
depression, the start of the lean years in many of the manufacturing industries, with
unemployment figures rising to over two millions and with localised outbreaks of
strife. All wage-earners were met with a demand for a 10% cut on their salaries to
fight the effects of the countrywide depression, but for me the outcome was even
more drastic. After the Christmas and New Year break Mister Ted, the boss, called
me into his office and unhappily informed me,
“Ernest, as you were one of the last to be employed here, I am afraid you,
with others, are the first to let go. We have got to cut down to survive. You
will be paid a week's wages on Friday and finish. I am sorry to have to do
this, but youu will need to sign on at the Employment Exchange.”
That was it! on the dole and a bleak outlook for the future. My plans to follow in my
Grandfather's footsteps were blighted. My two uncles who were in the industry were
also badly affected and Uncle Bert, the elder, said to me,
“It is time to look elsewhere for work, there is no future in the Pottery
Industry for the present.”
This, at the age of 19, and back to five shillings a week dole money.
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Change of Direction
My parents, grandparents and an aunt sat down to consider what best I might do. My
aunt, knowing that I enjoyed study and that I had done well in the Oxford School
Certificate examination, suggested I might consider applying to become a pupilteacher. Harold Hollinshead, another uncle and a Stoke-on-Trent Schools'
Attendance Officer, thought he could arrange an interview for me with the Director
of Education. This was agreed and set in motion. The outcome was that at the
beginning of February 1931 I was called to attend an interview at the Education
Office, Hanley.
The day arrived and I entered the “lion's den” to meet the Director, Mr R.P.G.
Williamson, a canny Scot, who was proud of the fact that he controlled an efficient
Education Authority on one of the lowest budgets in the whole country. Standing
before him, I had to face a barrage of questions covering my academic qualifications,
plus proof and my reasons for applying to become a teacher. The ordeal over, the
Director informed me,
“Well, young man, because of the present financial state of the country, we
are no longer setting on pupil-teachers.”
My dismay must have shown!
“However,” he continued; “I have a proposition for you. I am prepared to
put you into a school for six months without pay to prove yourself. If at the
end of that time you have proved successful, I will enrol you as an
uncertificated teacher with pay. If not, I regret you will have to look
elsewhere for employment. That is my offer.”
He asked if I were willing to accept those conditions and if so I should be notified
where to start. With no future ahead, I accepted and the interview terminated.
Returning home with an empty feeling, I was relieved to find that the family backed
my decision with the words “Now it's up to you.”, and my aunt promised to help me.
I quickly received a letter informing me to report to the Headmaster of Florence
Elementary School, Longton on the following Monday at 9:00 am to receive his
instructions. After a preliminary talk the Head, Mr Garton, introduced me to the
small staff and allocated me to his deputy, Mr Fred Lowe, a mature teacher who
would arrange a programme for me to teach and perform other duties under his
supervision. I could not have had a better mentor, added to whose guidance was the
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help given to me by my aunt, herself a qualified teacher. I was now in front of a class
instead of merely being one member of a class, but with their help I was soon able to
respond to the new challenge. I was able to do my lesson preparation at my
grandfather's house each evening and each morning to submit my teaching notes to
Mr Lowe for approval.
This procedure was followed for a whole month during which my ability to teach was
thoroughly tested, and I must have satisfied both Mr Lowe and Mr Garton who had
to report on my progress. In the first week of March I received a visit at the school
from the chief Staffing Officer of the Education Department who informed me that
I was to act as a Supply Teacher, and on the following Monday in March to report to
Mr Hamnett at Middleport Council School near Burslem. I did not even know where
Middleport was! However this move meant that I should be paid on a daily basis
about 10 shillings wherever I was sent and accordingly could sign off from drawing
the weekly dole money.
I soon discovered that Middleport was towards almost the northern part of the city
and from my home in Normacot meant a journey of some six or seven miles daily.
How to get there meant using either train or bus to Burslem and then walking down
the hill to Middleport. This was to be a completely new experience which I faced with
some trepidation. On the following Monday I took an early train to Burslem,
enquired my way to Middleport and duly arrived at the school just after 9:00 am, to
meet the Headmaster, Mr Robert (Bob) Hamnett.
Surrounded by terraced houses and factory buildings the school itself, built in the late
19th century, was of a two-storey L shaped nature with the girls' department at
ground level and the boys upstairs. A brick wall around the playground gave it all a
prison-like air. Mr Hamnett introduced me to the staff, mainly men, and showed me
the classroom in which I should be teaching. This turned out to be a room large
enough to accommodate two classes each of forty plus boys. The floor was tiered
and held desks each long enough to seat six boys. The space between the two classes
was barely two yards and my room colleague was to be Mr Alfred Harrison, a mature,
middle-aged teacher, a master of the art of rigid pupil discipline!
The rest of the male staff consisted of three elderly teachers, all progressing steadily
towards retirement, one other mature man and one young fellow. Of the elderly men,
one came out of the country and dressed like a farmer and another, considered to be
a music teacher, was practically deaf - not a particularly inspiring assortment. From
the headmaster I received a copy of the class timetable and some very basic schemes
of work. I spent the rest of the first day observing the general routine. On the
Tuesday I was thrown in at the deep end and began to do my supply teaching.

- 19 -

I did not know how long I should be at the school. The Staffing Officer could send
me to other schools as and when one required a stand-in teacher. March '31 went by
and with the help and fatherly support of Mr Harrison I managed to settle into a
routine. At the end of the month I received my pay for the days worked 20 days at ten
shillings Ten Pounds!
Easter came early that year but I
still remained at Middleport with
all the travelling it entailed.
There would be no pay for the
Easter Holiday and I should have
signed on again at the
Employment Exchang e.
However during the holiday I
received an official letter from
the Education Staffing Officer
informing me that my work had
been satisfactory and that from
5th April 1931 the Authority had
Middleport - 1931
decided to appoint me as an Uncertificated Teacher, provided that I made every
effort to gain admission to a Teacher Training College. I was to stay at Middleport
School and my salary would be £140 per annum, paid monthly, less 10% cut already
agreed and less 5% for superannuation. Between them Mr Hamnett and Mr Harrison
had recommended the appointment. At least I had a regular income again.
To write in detail of my varied
and sometimes unusual
experiences during my service
at Middlepor t would
necessitate another book in
itself. Sad to say that because
of the widespread effects of
the general depression and
not through any default of
mine, it took me four long
years before I became
accepted as a student at
Chester C. of E. Teacher
Training College. However it
must be said that during the
four years I learned much of value in teaching.
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Middleport - 1931

Very quickly it became obvious that Mr Hamnet, though of the old school, did not
believe in being a hard taskmaster. He was well aware of the limitations of his school
building and the lack of adequate teaching equipment. He was also well acquainted
with the social background of the majority of his pupils. They belonged to very poor
working-class families. As well as the factories and terraced houses, Middleport also
had a large canal basin into which barges came regularly to unload raw materials and
to take on board finished articles for transport northwards to Liverpool, Manchester
and to other towns to the south. From these barges the school had a 'floating'
population of bargee children for variable lengths of time, usually three to four days.
Regular education for them was sadly lacking but they had to be accommodated..
Knowing so well the conditions under which we had to work, Mr Hamnet was most
considerate for both staff and pupils and set out to keep the school happy for all
concerned. Class discipline he left mainly to staff and knowing that I, still only 19
years old, was much nearer in age to the pupils than the older members, and did not
wish to become a 'cane-wielder', he was concerned that I should not be faced with
any difficult problems. He need not have worried. My first class, 1B, consisted of
forty-plus boys ranging from average to poor ability. They shared the room with 1A,
the more intelligent group. My room colleague, Mr Harrison, had a unique way of
establishing discipline. In the first month of a school year he was an absolute monster
to his class. He demanded immediate obedience to any order he gave. If that did not
happen he charged up among the tiered desks, lashing out with his cane in all
directions. He scared the daylights out of the boys and, I must admit, me too!
On the last day of the first month, after the dinner break, he was already at his desk as
the two classes filed in. Nothing was said and the classes sat absolutely still. On Mr
Harrison's desk was the much feared bamboo cane, a bottle of linseed oil, a rag, some
brown paper, a roll of coarse sacking and some string. With very deliberate actions he
took the rag, moistened it well with oil and proceeded to wipe thoroughly the whole
length of his cane. That done, he wrapped the cane in brown paper followed by the
roll of sacking and meticulously tied the bundle with the string. From the eighty-odd
boys in the classroom ……….. utter silence!
He then moved to his store cupboard, placed the cane bundle into the back of the top
shelf and turned to address the whole room:
“Heaven help the boy or boys who cause me to take out my cane again!”
From then onwards he was a different man and because the boys of both classes
knew they dare not overstep the bounds of good conduct, peace and goodwill
reigned in the classroom. Quite obviously in those early days of settling into school
routine, my discipline was made so much easier.
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Mr Hamnet encouraged me to continue with educational classes at Night School in
Hanley and when the Physical Training and Sports Officer for Stoke-on-Trent
organised one of his revision courses I became a regular member. This again helped
me when I took over the boys' physical training from the older staff members. At this
time too, I was advised to join a course run by the Rev. T. Brooks, Rector of St. John’s,
Longton, on the Spread of Christianity in English Church History. This I did and in
1934 sat and passed the Archbishop’s Examination in Religious Knowledge.
Mr Porter and Mr Cooper, the older members who took the top classes, were
responsible for deciding school teams for football and cricket. It must be said that
they had passed their usefulness in this respect. The Tunstall and Burslem School
Sports Association ran a football league for senior boys. Middleport participated in
these Saturday morning matches but it was farcical. The team was picked from the
top classes on the Friday afternoon before a match. It consisted of (a). boys who had
football boots or heavy-duty working boots, (b). boys who had no part-time jobs on
Saturdays and (c). boys who showed some ability and a desire to play. At times to find
eleven or twelve boys proved difficult. Team strip was practically non-existent, home
matches had to be played in the local park as the school did not have suitable facilities,
and the only chance the team had of winning a match was if it played another school
team in worse condition than itself.
At first I turned up voluntarily
at matches, later I asked if I
could help and eventually the
older staff members asked
me if I would take over. This I
did with the help of a second
year teacher, Harry Davies.
In the years 1932-33 the Oxo
Company offered to schools
the opportunity to build up
their sports equipment.
Schools were encouraged to
collect Oxo cube wrappers
and each item of sports
Harry Davies, Laura Gatti & Me in Burslem - c. 1933
equipment could be exchanged for a fixed number of these wrappers. Needless to
say I encouraged every boy in the school and other family members to collect
wrappers, wrappers, wrappers! and they began to come in ….. hundreds of them! I
concentrated first on football equipment junior footballs, spare bladders, air pumps,
stockings, several sizes of boots, shirts and shorts, and other items I considered
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would be useful. As I sent off regular batches of coupons, parcels began to arrive at
school and enthusiasm began to take over. Later I changed over to building up cricket
and athletic aids. The whole effort was a complete success and, as a side effect,
enhanced my standing on the staff.
Another aspect of the school's curriculum was that Mr Hamnet had introduced a
peripatetic General Science scheme. Each member of staff was allocated an aspect
of general science from which he prepared a topic. This he took with his own class
then, on the next and following science lessons he moved up or down a class with the
same topic suitably enlarged or modified to suit the age group. I was allocated simple
Physics and Nature Study. I could never be sure this idea was successful but I was able
to meet other classes and get to know more of the pupils.

School Outing to Pickmere - 1934 - I am at the front with the children.

I used my first term at the school as a settling-in process and my first full year began in
1931, to continue for the following four years. In 1934 Mr. Hamnet retired to live in
Rhyl and a new head, Mr B. Joy, was appointed to the school. On saying farewell to
staff and pupils Mr Hamnet quoted Psalm 30, Verse 5,
“Heaviness may endure through the night but Joy cometh in the morning.”
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Early Social Life
So far I have dealt only with my work experiences from leaving school to year 1935. It
now behoves me to reflect upon the spending of my leisure time during these
formative years. At the age of 16 I was still much of a boy. Although I was quite
athletic I was not very interested in team games but enjoyed cycling and walking a bit
of a 'loner' in fact. Furthermore I had had no contact with the fairer sex in fact they
might never have existed.
Our youth group in Normacot had developed from Sunday School days and had
grown in number to around fifteen. Of these only four or five were actually my close
friends and we met together at Victoria Cottage, the home of the Cloughs, a growing
pottery manufacturing family of father Alfred James and five sons, Alfred, Aubrey,
Ashley, Astor, Albert even the mother was Annie!
Their house, next to Normacot Elementary School, was no mere cottage, but was
detached with a medium-long drive to the rear courtyard and to outhouses and
stables with harness rooms above. For a few years previously it had been the home of
the Mitchell family, parents of Reginald Mitchell, designer-to-be of the famous
World War II Spitfire. They had, however, moved on to the northern end of Stokeon-Trent.
The horses and coach had gone, the stables had
become a garage. The two harness rooms above
became our 'den' and for several adolescent
years we spent many enjoyable evenings and
weekends there. Our many activities included
making our own furniture from boxes, running
a Hornby train miniature railway set-up through
the two rooms, making large Meccano models,
developing photographic film, brewing herb
beer and roasting chestnuts in the winter our
outdoor activities then included tobogganing
and skating on the nearby range of sand hills
whenever the appropriate conditions occurred.
On two successive years at the August holiday
period a dozen or so of us set up our own
holiday camp for a week behind Eirias Park in
Colwyn Bay. In brief our leisure time was well
occupied and most satisfying. In retrospect
these seemed halcyon days.
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At Colwyn Bay - 1932

In passing I must not overlook the fact that since 1930 I had become a playing
member of Caverswall Cricket Club, one of the local North Staffordshire League
teams. I started in the Junior A team and eventually proved myself capable of playing
in the second Eleven. My forte was that of being a left-handed medium spin bowler,
one of very few in existence, and I established myself as a useful change bowler with
a fair amount of success. Weekday practices with seasoned players and matches on
Saturdays became an integral part of my leisure life during the summer months, and
also added to my teaching ability in school.
Towards the end of our adolescent stage we began to realise that girls existed and
were there to be cultivated. In summer, after Sunday classes in the afternoon, several
of us would walk down to Longton Park and parade around the bandstand where,
weekly, different brass bands rendered their repertoires. The local girls also did the
same and gradually a get-together developed, at first in groups followed later by some
pairing-off. Came the Autumn and we learned that a fair number of the girls were
taking up dancing at the Kitchener Club in the Town Hall of nearby Fenton We also
joined and this became a regular meeting place on Saturday evenings from
September to Christmas and New Year. This club was run on very strict lines with
regard to dress, deportment and behaviour - ladies in evening dress and men in suits
with white gloves and dance slippers. Nothing alcoholic was allowed. It was an
excellent training in courtesy and good manners which the girls were led to expect.
As the club programme finished after the New Year Celebration Dance both sexes
continued to meet on Saturday evening at the Fenton Parish Church Hall and so
relationships developed to the extent of some becoming courting couples, though
this did not fall to be my lot. I enjoyed the dancing at which I became quite competent
but had no set partner on whom to devote continuous attention.
Here at the Parish Hall I became very friendly with two brothers, Bert and Harry
Cope, who lived locally and helped in the running of the Parish Hall. They were quite
accomplished musicians and Bert, the elder, led the small dance band. I also met
them on Wednesday evenings after I had finished my night-school class at Hanley.
Time passed and in the year 1934 they asked me if I would like to join in the Parish
Harvest Supper in October. I would know quite a number of those who would be
present and they would find me a partner for the evening.
I now have to digress a little. Unknown to me then, they had a younger sister, just
eighteen and recently finished her High School and Commercial School education.
Despite her age she was still very much the schoolgirl and her life to then had been
sheltered, rarely going out, except with girl friends of her own age to the local tennis
club and other activities at Mount Pleasant Church. At the Commercial School she
had received training in Pitman's Shorthand, typing and elementary book-keeping.
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Her teacher considered she was far enough
advanced to think of applying for office work
and sent her to Shelley Potteries, Fenton, where
my father had worked. After an interview she
was taken on for employment, her initiation into
the unknown business world, far removed from
her previously sheltered daily life.
As she settled into this new routine of eight
hours daily for five and a half days per week she
soon began to realise that many of her fellow
factory workers were friendly, willing to help
and advise her, not only those on the office staff
but others around the factory, especially the
several familiar faces of girls from the Fenton
Parish area. One in particular, Nancy Key, a
freehand paintress employed in the decorating
Joyce - aged 17
department, had become Bert Cope's regular
girlfriend and, offering to help, had suggested
that his sister might like to go along with her and others to some of the local parish
activities. The approaching Parish Harvest Supper would be a good opportunity to
start. Both her parents and brothers encouraged the idea and eventually their young
sister agreed to go with them to the same supper to which I had been invited. All this
I discovered in due course as the occasion approached.
Came the night and the Parish Hall rapidly filled with a merry crowd of people of
varying ages, noisy, milling around and greeting each other. The hall had been
suitably decorated, the tables prepared and the food, all provided freely by older
parish members, laid out ready for the evening's enjoyment. Bert Cope arrived with
Nancy and his sister; Harry was to follow after finishing work. For the first time I met
and was introduced to Joyce, my partner for the evening. Bert disappeared to carry
out his assigned tasks, leaving the three of us to make conversation. We sat, talking
niceties as usually happens at a first meeting, feeling one's way into a more relaxed
situation.
The vicar opened proceedings by welcoming everyone and outlining the evening's
programme. Firstly the meal, after which the tables would be cleared and removed,
the chairs placed back by the walls, then a few all-in games mainly for the children
who would leave early and dancing would conclude the evening. He then asked
everyone to sit to the tables and said 'Grace' for the meal. Bert and I sat opposite to
Nancy and Joyce and older ladies of the parish 'Mothers' Union' served the food. It
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turned out to be an enjoyable evening, everyone mixing quite happily and ten o'clock
seemed to arrive very quickly. Bert, the two girls and I left the Church Hall together,
walking towards Nancy's home. Whilst Bert said his goodnight to Nancy, Joyce and I
walked slowly along Regent Road. When he rejoined us we walked to the end of that
road. There we separated, Bert to see his sister safely home, whilst I caught a bus to
Longton.
So ended my first meeting with Joyce, shy, reserved, tentative but friendly and as I sat
in the bus my thoughts were that tonight I had met the kind of girl I had been looking
for and that I would set out to see more of her and hope she would respond to my
advances.
For the rest of those winter months of 1934-5 I took every possible opportunity to
meet with her at dance evenings which, happily, she had decided to attend, and with
Bert's connivance, to walk home with Joyce afterwards whilst he lingered some little
time with Nancy before he joined us at the end of Regent Road. As I had hoped, our
friendship blossomed slowly but pleasantly. Trying to rush things would have been
disastrous, but we began to make definite arrangements to meet on Sundays at
Evensong in St. Paul's Church, Mount Pleasant, where she regularly attended.
By this time I had no doubt that her parents had been told about our seeing each
other. Either Bert or Harry would have made it known. What was to be my next step?
Now into 1935 I decided I must meet them. After evening school, where I had won a
book prize for the Geography course, I called at their home on the pretext of having
promised Joyce to show her my award. I was asked in and after some little time
talking, tentatively requested if they would allow Joyce to come with me to the 14th
February Valentine Dance at Longton Town Hall. A small party including Bert and
Nancy, my sister - the same age as Joyce - and her boyfriend were going and I hoped
Joyce would be allowed. I would see her safely home at the time they wished. Joyce's
mother said she would think about it and Bert would let me know. Ultimately they
agreed and this was Joyce's first big dance and another step forward in our
relationship. Her mother even made her a new evening dress for the occasion!
The evening was quite a successful affair, despite the fact that we could not stay to the
end. The main outcome was that Joyce's parents now accepted me and from then on
we were able to meet openly and arrange outings together, which for the following
Spring and Summer we continued to do - evening walks, church on Sundays, the
occasional visits to Hanley or Stoke cinemas or even the Alhambra at Normacot
where my uncle, Leveson Myatt, was the manager and we could be sure of reasonable
balcony seats. Our relationship steadily deepened, but as Spring advanced, an
interview with a college tutor at Chester C. of E. Teacher Training College led to my
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being offered a place at the college for the approaching September to do a two-year
course for a Teacher's Certificate, an opportunity which I could not afford to refuse.
Destiny in 1935 seemed to be
playing a large part in rearranging my life! I was now 23
years old and had been an
uncertificated teacher for over
four years. I was growing
fonder of Joyce the more we
were together. We talked about
the future and Joyce insisted
that I accepted the opportunity
to further my teaching career.
Joyce had her new work at
Joyce in Longton Park - 1935
Shelley Pottery, at which she
wanted to prove herself. She also still met with her girl friends at the tennis club and
church. Even if I were away we could write to each other and continue to meet
whenever possible. The weeks would soon pass and Christmas and future holidays
would come along. In short I replied to Chester with her blessing and accepted the
college place offered - another major step in my developing career.
Within a few weeks I received from Chester information about college fees and lists
of what basic clothing and sundry other articles I should need and the set books for
course study. The weeks between March and September that year seemed to fly, but
Joyce and I met together on every possible occasion.
The first problem to be overcome was that of college fees. My parents, with their
family of five children, three of whom were still at school, could not in any way
afford the amount required. It meant that a loan would have to be arranged. Here my
uncle Harold Hollinshead, already a Schools' Attendance Officer, suggested he
approach the Stoke-on-Trent Education Authority on my behalf. After a further
interview with the Director of Education the Authority agreed to a loan of £30 for
the first year with a promise of the same for the second year if I received a
satisfactory progress report. The loans would be repaid in the future when I had
again taken up a salaried post. My grandparents and youngest aunt agreed to help
financially to a limited extent, particularly over acquiring the set study books. This
problem alleviated, I was now able to start collecting all the basic requirements for
the course.
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The College Years
The date to report to the College eventually arrived and I said goodbye
to Joyce at Stoke Station for the relatively brief journey to Chester. We
did not know then how long it would be before we could meet again.
Outside Chester station I joined with a number of young men,
obviously students waiting to go to the College. Like me, the majority
were first year men, but there were a few second year fellows who
informed us that transport would be along to collect us. In a short time
this proved to be so. A ten-minute journey
saw us to the College on the outskirts
of the city, beyond Northgate. In the
College grounds we joined other
students already arrived and the
process of reporting-in began. My
first impression of my future
colleagues was that most of them
seemed very young and boyish and in fact
this turned out to be true. The majority were from 18 to 19 years of age and had only
recently left their schools' sixth forms after taking Higher School Certificate
Examinations. I had a five-year age advantage over the majority, but they had the
advantage of six years' unbroken grammar school studies.
I discovered eventually that I was one of just 83 first year students. I was also soon to
discover that I had left the outside world and entered a totally different environment!
Very quickly I would experience its monastic austerity and regimentation, to the
extent that almost every hour of every day would, in effect, be accounted for. It took
no more than that first weekend to realise that here was an extension of the larger
public schools' modus operandi whereby all students lived in and were subject to a
rigorously controlled system, similar to that used in the earlier closed monastic
orders! At this point it needs to be said that this was a training college specifically for
men; females were only conspicuous by their absence!
The reason for the existence of this Church of England College and several others
like it, built during the latter part of the 19th Century, was very obvious. It was to
train and qualify eager young men to become teachers in the very many Church of
England schools which in those early days were the backbone of child education
throughout the country.
The main building at Chester stood in its own grounds between Cheyney Road and
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Parkgate Road, just beyond the northern outskirts of the city. It was a large, fourstorey building, able initially to house around one hundred students with adequate
dormitories, staff quarters, lecture rooms, kitchen and dining room facilities,
ancillary blocks and a house for the Principal and family. A chapel was added later
and other buildings such as an Administration block, Sanatorium and Science
Laboratories appeared on site as the need for them became essential. A large playing
field area lay to the west of the College, reaching down to the Shropshire Union
Canal - its western boundary.
This was the general impression I gathered on arrival and settling-in, but more about
accommodation has to be revealed to justify the monastic description I have already
implied. The basement was cellar-like in appearance with areas for recreations such
as table-tennis, billiards and smoking during free periods. The ground floor was
given over mainly to lecture rooms, a small library and a refectory-style dining room.
The first and second floors provided the dormitories which were reached by a
winding stone stairway reminiscent of access to an abbey dorter. There were four
dormitories with unusual names; the larger ones, Top John and Bottom John, the
smaller, Arcadia and Utopia. The larger were cruciform in layout and were each fitted
with a series of individual wooden cubicles like horse-boxes, open at the top.
Furnishings were absolutely basic and where possible one electric light served two
cubicles. Toilets and a centrally placed water supply completed the dormitories.
There were no bath facilities! The only real privacy a student had was when sleeping.
Apart from that almost every hour of each day was controlled and regimented. Only
civilian dress differed from the monks' habit, for it was like monks we lived most of
the time!
A typical weekday timetable was as follows:7:00 am
7:30 am

8:00 am
9:00 am
1:00 pm

Rising bell rung by a second year prefect, followed by a mad
scramble to get washed and dressed.
Downstairs to lecture room for Roll Call (answer 'Adsum' I am
here) and inspection by Vice Principal (H. Morell) or Duty Tutor. If
one was suspected by the Vice-Principal of not shaving, he was
known to remark, dryly, “Try standing a little closer to your razor
tomorrow, Mr. …….. No-one was allowed to be improperly
dressed. Chapel followed immediately.
Breakfast at table allocated in the dining hall according to Roll
Call
Lectures until 1:00 pm with a short mid-morning break for toilets
and a smoke.
Lunch at one's customary seat in the dining hall.
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2:00 pm
4:30 pm
5:30 pm
7:30 pm
8:00 pm
9:00 pm
10:00 pm
10:20 pm
10:30 pm

Free time to do as one pleased, even to leave College, except on
Wednesdays when compulsory team training took over.
Tea optional. If fortunate, own cake or biscuits came in handy to
supplement bread, butter and jam.
Roll Call in lecture room followed by three lectures on basic
school subjects.
Chapel followed immediately by supper (cocoa).
Compulsory private study in lecture room under the surveillance of
a second year prefect. A time for writing up lecture notes etc.. No
talking allowed unless permission requested and granted.
Free time for one hour.
Dormitories, ablutions etc..
10 minute warning before lights-out.
Goodnight Top John!

However weekends were slightly more relaxed. Lectures finished at 1:00 pm on
Saturdays. The rest of the afternoon was free, though most students were engaged in
seasonal team matches, either home or away, against other colleges or local clubs.
Each Saturday was designated Early or Late alternately. If E one had to attend Roll
Call at 7:30 pm followed by Chapel and Supper, then from 8:00 pm onwards to 10:00
pm time was free within College bounds. If L one reported for Roll Call at 9:30 pm
followed by Compline service in chapel then 10:00 pm to dormitories as usual.
Sundays were also labelled E or L alternately. E Sunday meant free time from 9:00 am
onwards to 6:30 pm then Roll Call and Evensong. Lunch and Tea were optional but
after the Chapel Service one remained in College. L Sunday meant 8:00 am Holy
Communion, breakfast then at 11:00 am Matins in Chapel, when visitors were
allowed. Lunch was at the normal time but optional, then free time to 9:30 pm with
Roll Call, Chapel, dormitories.
Saturday fixtures covered Soccer, Rugby, Hockey, Cross Country, Cricket, Tennis,
Athletics, Rowing and every student was expected to participate in his choice at
seasonal level. My choices were Hockey and Cricket with Athletics Sprint & Pole
Vault on occasions. I also became a member of the Choral Society and the Table
Tennis Club for leisure.
Meals were another aspect of our monastic existence with breakfast and lunch being
the main ones, with tea and supper usually optional. They were, I suppose, adequate,
but uninspiring, lacking in variety and presentation. The general idea was that they
should be filling. Without going into greater detail, Sunday Lunch is worth a mention.
Invariably it was cold beef slices, boiled potatoes and beetroot, with rice or sago
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pudding to follow. If at all possible, through pocket money or the generosity of
visiting relatives and friends, we students aimed at going into town for Sunday lunch
at about two shillings and six pence per head, but failing that, in the dining hall we
used our butter pats, saved up during the week, to mash the potatoes. One way or
another we learned to survive on, rather than enjoy the daily intake. Grace before
meals was often said with tongue in cheek,
“For what we are about to receive, may the Lord make us truly thankful!”
The academic year was built around three terms, each of approximately 12 weeks
duration. In the Autumn term we had to settle down quickly to the daily routine so
that the academic training could proceed as smoothly as possible. All First Year
Studies were compulsory, covering Principles and Practice of Teaching, Child
Psychology, Physical Training and Hygiene for Modern Schools as well as a whole
range of subjects at Subsidiary level as would be met on School Practice. At the end
of each term an interim examination was held, followed by individual reports to
show, hopefully, satisfactory progress. It did not help to fall behind with lecture notes.
In addition to subject studies, I soon discovered that, included in the curriculum, we
were also expected to sit the Archbishop's Examination in Religious Knowledge.
The fact that I had already done this privately made no difference - I had to take it
again!
However in November 1935 there was an influenza epidemic in Chester and several
students, including myself, who had previous teaching experience, were sent into City
schools to alleviate staff shortages. This was good
and enjoyable practice which lasted for a fortnight
but resulted in frantic efforts to catch up with missed
lecture notes, prior to examination.
As we each became familiar with our fellow students,
friendships began to develop, tentatively at first, but
we were all feeling the need to have someone with
whom to relate in free periods. My first contact was
with a young fellow from Pen-y-bont Fawr near
Llanfollyn, Wales, by name Harry Bird. He was just
over eighteen years old, straight from school, and I,
almost twenty-four, must have seemed a fatherfigure to him. Certainly he seemed to lean on me for
company and advice and during free time we
explored Chester together. This association carried
‘Nappy’ Bird
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us to the Christmas break and into the new year, 1936. This term had been so busy
that I had not seen Joyce at all, though we had corresponded each week. I welcomed
the holiday so that we could be together again.
Through the Christmas and New Year festivities and the customary Church services
we were able to spend much time together and everyone realised and accepted we
were now courting in earnest. Very soon, however, it was back to work, Joyce to her
office hours at Shelley's and as for me, the College had set our Year a holiday task to
pursue as soon as local schools began to function again. As part of teacher training
we had to observe both a Secondary Modern and an Infants' School in great depth
and to write up a comprehensive account of each to be handed to the Vice-Principal
on return to College. I was extremely fortunate to have been allocated Meir
Secondary Modern Mixed School and Meir Infants' School as these were within
reach from my home in Normacot. I started at the Secondary school on the Monday
as this was the major one to review. The total exercise took up almost all the rest of
the holiday, both in daytimes and evenings, and the quality of the end product would
count towards our assessments as teacher material.
By the last week in January 1936 we were back in College and settled down again to
the regimentation. During this Spring term, however, as well as the compulsory basic
lectures we were introduced to various aspects of practical teaching; that is, lesson
observation, lesson preparation, individual teaching in the neighbouring College
School for Juniors, demonstration lessons in the main lecture theatre by selected
second-year students followed by analysis by the Vice-Principal. All these aspects
were done to prepare immature students for what they might expect as the College
course progressed and to help in assessing individual
teaching ability.
The twelve or so weeks of the Spring term rolled
steadily along, with only two outstanding events
affecting our well-drilled routine. These were firstly
the College Rag Day, held on a Saturday when every
student was expected to participate in raising money
for local deserving charities. Each one, dressed in
every conceivable fancy costume, toured the city
streets in small groups selling Rag-Mags as frantically
as possible to beat any previous years' financial results.
In the evening there followed the College dance, to
which we could invite relatives or friends. Happily
Joyce was able to join me that day and stay over till
Sunday. Our evening was very happy and I had

- 33 -

permission to see Joyce back to her overnight accommodation, then on Sunday
morning she came with me to Matins in the College Chapel. Later in the afternoon
we said goodbye at Chester station as she returned home.
The second event of note was when the 'Head of the River' races were held on the
Dee. These were keenly contested by crews from neighbouring colleges and
universities as, for example, Liverpool, Manchester, Bangor, Lancaster. The College
had two 'eights' participating whom we supported most vociferously, but they were
well beaten by superior boats and crews. Nevertheless, it was a most enjoyable
occasion and our eights were roundly applauded for their stalwart efforts.
Easter arrived with a welcome break. Springtime and longer days added to the joy of
returning home, if only for a brief period. Equally pleasing was that I had risen from
forty-first to twenty-first on the Year's assessment list, probably because of my
practical experience in teaching. Once again Joyce and I were able to spend a lot of
time together, even though my holiday period itself soon passed. The College had
not set a holiday task, but I kept busy collecting material for my second year thesis,
but more of that later.
By the middle of April we were back again in College for the Summer term, 1936.
With the long, often sunny days even College life became more acceptable, especially
as further teaching-practice sessions in and around the Wirral took us away from the
normal rigid routine: and there was also the change in sporting activities to be
enjoyed. Cricket and Tennis held sway together with some Athletics and boating on
the River Dee when possible.
Because of the longer daylight during May to July the London, Midland and Scottish
Railway (LMS) ran cheap local excursions, especially at weekends. A train was laid on
regularly from Stoke station to North Wales resorts on Sunday afternoons, at a very
favourable ticket price, and this meant that Joyce could come to Chester quickly and
easily, thereby giving us several hours together before the return journey time. I
cannot express how much we enjoyed those treasured moments on Sunday evenings
down by the river.
During this term my game was cricket and I was quickly chosen to play for the First
Eleven, because again my experience in the North Staffs. Cricket League stood me in
good stead. My forte was being a medium-pace, left-handed, off-spin bowler and I
had learned in tough matches how to manipulate my length, speed, pitch and spin to
useful effect. Our opponents were again college elevens and a selection of nearby
local teams so that we had a good cross-section of opposition. In brief I finished the
fixtures with around fifty wickets to my credit and this gained me my Colours in the
first year an almost unprecedented achievement.
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The Summer term seemed to fly along and by July we were into 'end of first year'
exams. On completion there was no need to await results as these would be posted
on, but we were dismissed with the knowledge that we had yet another school
practice arranged for us at a school under our respective local education authorities.
In my case this turned out to be at Edensor Secondary Modern Mixed School in
Longton, my home town. In the middle of July I reported to the headmaster, Mr.
Gregory, ready to take on any aspect of teaching he might require of me. Sadly,
however, this turned out to be a disappointing experience. The school itself was
about to commence its own end of year examinations and the headmaster regretted
he could not offer me a set teaching timetable. I would have to fit in wherever
required. For the ensuing fortnight I found myself invigilating various class
examination periods with all they entailed such as providing foolscap paper, pens,
pencils, rulers, blotting paper as necessary. Actual class teachimg was negligible and I
was extremely pleased when the school finished for the August holidays. On this dull
note ended my first year at College!
Six weeks of holiday freedom lay ahead; time to relax and also to gather material and
information from my many friends and acquaintances in the pottery industry. All this
was for my second year Advanced Science Thesis. In retrospect these were halcyon
days! My College report duly arrived and again I had moved up to eleventh place on
the assessment list. All boded well for my second year. My place was secure and the
further loan of £30 by the Education Authority was also ratified. All the family,
grandparents, uncles were happy that I had proved myself and of course Joyce also
showed her delight.
Joyce's parents had booked their August holiday in Colwyn Bay and Joyce was going
with them when she finished
as the factory closed down for
the August break. My parents
with the two young er
brothers were going to
Llandudno for the week and
they offered to take me along.
For Joyce and me this was a
happy arrangement. I could
easily travel to Colwyn Bay by
local bus and similarly Joyce
could get to Llandudno. We
were able to make the most of
that week's holiday together
and enjoy what each of the
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resorts offered in
beaches and walks,
climbing Bryn Eiron and
the Great Or me,
watching alfresco shows,
meandering on the piers,
the whole gamut of
holiday behaviour day
after day and loving it
together; the only regret
how quickly the week
passed and inevitably the
return home. The rest of
the August break we
continued to spend
together as much as possible. Joyce had acquired a new bicycle, I had my trusty
Raleigh and we were able to go further into the local countryside, enjoying the many
beautiful areas within easy reach of our home ground. Life was indeed good to us at
that time!
September came and with it my return to College for the second year. We were now
the Senior body to our incoming Juniors. I do not propose to repeat in detail the
events of this year, though there were obviously certain changes worthy of note.
Several of the Year, including myself, had been selected to act as prefects to assist the
resident tutorial staff in maintaining the standards to which we had become
accustomed and which we now had to instil in the newcomers. This intake, though
not so large as our Year, nevertheless increased the overall student population to
around one hundred and fifty. A fellow colleague and myself were appointed to the
responsibility of looking after a small number of juniors in Exton Park Annexe, a
large, detached, old-fashioned Victorian house on the extreme northern boundary
of the College grounds. This meant we automatically became members of the Guild
Council, the elected body governing the College. We had this position of trust under
the direct supervision of the Vice-Principal in addition to other prefectorial duties.
Another obvious change was in the number of subjects we were expected to study
towards finals. The Basic Principles of Education, Practical Teaching, Child
Psychology and Physical Education with Hygiene remained. The previous subsidiary
subjects became changed to Ordinary Level and each student was allowed a personal
choice of four topics, or two at ordinary level and one at Advanced Level with a
thesis (counting as two). My final choice was Advanced Chemistry, Ordinary
Geography and Music and my thesis was based on the chemical aspects involved in
pottery manufacture from raw materials to finished product. For much of this I
already had good experience and working knowledge.
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The Exton Park Annexe proved a boon to my private study periods. When not on
lectures nor prefect duties I could return to Exton and there have the use of the
Common Room all to myself. As the initial write-up of my thesis progressed I could
send sheets to Joyce which she would copy-type on to best quality paper, to improve
what would eventually be my final thesis presentation. I was also able to keep up to
date with my other set subjects in those peaceful surroundings. Thus the second year
proceeded generally along lines similar to those of the first year with the above
modifications. School practice and lesson-note preparation posed no problem and in
fact I became one of our Year called upon to give a demonstration lesson in front of
all the rest of the students, with a junior class from the College School in the lecture
theatre. This was considered to be an ordeal but I enjoyed the challenge and
afterwards I received congratulations, not only from my fellow students but also
from the Vice-Principal himself. This would be noted in my final assessment.
The year moved on, Christmas soon arrived and, having successfully held my place in
the College Hockey Eleven, I was awarded my colours as an ever-present team
member. I was able to spend much of the Christmas break with Joyce who by now
was a well-accepted member of the office staff at Shelley's. Together we were able to
knock my Science thesis into final shape, for presentation on my return to College.
Everything seemed to be set well for 1937 but, out of the blue, a cloud appeared.
Joyce's mother had been for many years a highly skilled paintress and pattern
designer on another pottery factory. Working all the time with metallic-based
colours, her health had begun to deteriorate. I never knew and can only surmise that
it was a form of cancer. It developed rapidly and soon she became too ill to continue
at work and even her normal housework began to be a problem. As the only
daughter, this situation obviously began to affect Joyce. Her father and two brothers
turned to her to help their mother, not only attending to her needs but also taking on
much of the daily domestic chores. Her father was self-employed and most
supportive whenever possible, but Bert and Harry were in regular work from eightthirty a.m. to varying times in the evenings, especially at weekends, and they wanted
Joyce to finish at Shelley Pottery. Her father refused to allow this, pointing out that
she was just as entitled to continue her career as were the two boys. As their mother
became more and more dependent, life became very stressful for Joyce. She too had
to be at the office by eight-thirty daily and, with her father, - both up early - saw to it
that her brothers were aroused, breakfasted and off to work before she left the house
each day. Her father planned his own work as much as possible around his wife's need
for attention and when he too had to leave her, called upon his wife's younger sister,
Aunt Flo Ball, to step in. Fortunately she lived within easy reach of Joyce's home.
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I learned much of this in letters from Joyce during that Spring term and this was the
situation I found when the Easter break came along. We had been unable to meet and
I had of necessity to stay in College to prepare for Mock Final Exams at the end of
term. The stress of the two situations began to have an effect on me also.
After Easter and back again in College it was a blessing to be able to turn to cricket for
relaxation, in net practice and team games. 1937 was also the year in which the City of
Chester decided to go ahead with a Historical Pageant and, for weeks before the
actual event, the College playing fields, overlooked by Exton Park, were used each
evening to build up and rehearse items for the pageant. Imagine if you can the
distraction this caused to student study generally. The College grounds were invaded
daily and peace departed!
My colleague, Don Troilett, and I had the unenviable task of going around the
playing fields each evening to round up our Juniors and shepherd them back to Exton
Park in time for official lights-out and the evening visit of the duty tutor. We had to be
very persuasive. As the term progressed the time arrived for the actual pageant to be
presented. Crowds thronged the playing fields and every night, after its performance,
the display ended with the band of the Royal Cheshire Regiment signing off to the
tune of Handel's March, Scipio. To say the repetition became a nightmare is putting it
mildly!
In July the Finals Examinations duly arrived with a series of written papers and with
practical tests conducted by outside assessors. This was the climax and culmination
of our two years' training and nerves were stretched to the limit. For better or worse
our futures lay in the results.
Meanwhile at home another climax had arisen of which I was not aware at the time.
In that early summer, Joyce's mother passed away, leaving the family bereft. In
consideration for my need to do well in the Finals, Joyce had decided not to tell me
until the examinations were over. I am sure she knew that I would have wanted to be
with her and would have been emotionally affected to my disadvantage.
By the middle of the month our College life had finished and it became a matter of
clearing up, packing our bags, settling our accounts with the College Secretary, and
finally saying goodbye to colleagues, especially special friends, wishing everyone well
and promising to return in future years to College Reunions. Emotionally it was a
mixture of sadness, relief and gladness to be moving on.
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I become a full Professional
Having returned home my first thoughts were with Joyce and I made my way to the
Shelley Factory to meet her at the end of her working day. As she left the office she
was somewhat overwhelmed to see me and our walk to her home was quite
emotional. The recent loss of her mother still obviously distressed her and the strain
of both family and work had taken its toll. She was greatly in need of a break and a
rest.
The August Bank Holiday was approaching, a time when all the factories and
attendant industries in the Potteries closed down for the annual Wakes Week, a time
for going away to the seaside. I took the first opportunity to tell Joyce's father that I
intended to take her away from the family to the North Wales coast and I hoped he
would agree. There was no problem, in fact he was so relieved and welcomed the
idea. He told me not to worry about the finance aspect. He would be staying at home
and the two brothers with their girlfriends could make their own plans. In retrospect
I think he wanted to be alone for a while. I set about fixing accommodation and
found in Rhos-on-Sea a boarding house where a recently widowed lady had two
single rooms to let with full board at a price we could afford for the week.
In the remaining days of that July we spent as much time together as possible,
particularly in the evenings when I was able to help in some small ways with Joyce's
domestic routine. We worked out our essential luggage for the holiday and planned,
good weather permitting, what we might be able to
do. I was very glad to see her perking up again.
Along came five-thirty pm on the Friday and the
factory closed, to the delight of all the workpeople,
ready for the annual break. On that evening I stayed
at Joyce's home and as early as possible we made
our way on the Saturday morning to Stoke Station
to catch the first available North Wales train. A
somewhat crowded journey of just over two hours
took us to Colwyn Bay and from there a brief bus
trip to Rhos-on-Sea at the western end of the bay.
There are times when one feels that there are
guardian angels controlling one's destiny. The
boarding house, in a short road behind the sea
front, was quiet and peaceful. The lady was a
motherly person who took to Joyce immediately
and treated her as a daughter. The two rooms were
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ideal, the food was excellent and nothing was too much trouble. It was the beginning
of a full week of relaxation, just what the doctor would have ordered. To crown it all
the weather forecast was set fair for a good holiday. We walked the hills, bathed and
sun-bathed, took bus trips into Rhyl, Colwyn Bay and Llandudno, strolled on the
piers, watched al-fresco shows at the open-air theatres and generally forgot the cares
of the everyday world. Joyce, relaxed and happy, showed her zest for life again. All
too soon the week passed and although we stayed on for an extra day, we had to
return on the Sunday to prepare for work again.
Another stage in my life's journey had now to be met. As a fully-qualified teacher it
was imperative I seek a settled appointment. My certificate had arrived from College
and I had been assessed A- in Physical Education and Games with an overall B+ for
my teaching ability. With it also came a letter from Mr. Morrell, the Vice-Principal,
asking me if I would consider taking up a headship at a small country all-age school in
Cumberland. To be asked was a feather in my cap but I had to reply, thanking the
Vice-Principal for his belief in my ability, but regretting I could not accept the offer
because of my various commitments in Stoke-on-Trent.
Armed with my certificate I could now approach the Education Committee to find
out what appointment might be available. I was told that the Committee would be
interviewing candidates and my application would be added to the list. That day duly
arrived and I reported. I felt that I stood a good chance. As well as a good certificate
there was the loan of sixty pounds to be paid back and Alderman Flo Farmer,
Chairman of the Education Committee, a Normacot lady, was well acquainted with
my family background. The interview was quite informal and pleasant with I
remember, only one sticky question. I was asked 'If I were appointed would I be
prepared to serve under a female headteacher?' My reply was quite straightforward:
“I simply want to teach and I would be happy to serve under any
headteacher”.
I was thanked and told I would quickly receive written notification of the
Committee's decision.
A few days later that letter arrived bearing good news. I had been appointed to the
staff of Meir Secondary Modern Mixed School with effect from September 1st 1937
at a starting annual salary of One Hundred and Eighty pounds. I was delighted. In
College I had done my first school observation study at this school. I already knew
Mr. Powell, the headmaster, and several of the staff, and the travelling distance from
home was no more than a mile which I could easily cycle, weather permitting. This
saving on transport would keep my salary deductions to a minimum. These would be
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Nine pounds superannuation and Twenty pounds, part reduction of my loan, so that
my net annual salary would be One Hundred and Fifty One pounds. I would also be
paying my parents board and lodging at thirty shillings weekly. These were necessary
calculations as I was determined to make regular savings alongside Joyce for the
future. When I told Joyce of my good fortune she was both relieved and happy and
felt that we could really start planning our life together, though we knew that we still
had quite a struggle ahead. Needless to say my grandparents, uncles and aunts who
had given me much needed support were also very pleased at my new appointment.
From the observation notes I had previously made I had a good idea of how the
school would operate at the beginning of the new school year. I received a brief letter
from the headmaster, Mr. H. Powell, requesting me to attend a staff meeting in the
week prior to the commencement of term. This I did and, having reported to the
Head, was taken in and introduced to the staff, some fourteen in number, all of
whom welcomed me as a new member. Some of them I already knew, and in
particular Jim Hughes who himself was relatively new on the staff and nearer my
age. At the meeting I received my work schedule for the year and was shown Room 5
which was to be my Form Room. My programme was quite full but interesting, one I
could look forward to and enjoy. I was to have as my Form:Class 1A for English, Maths, Geography, History, Boys' PT and Games.
Class 1B for Geography, Boys' Physical Training and Games.
Class 2A for History and Geography.
Class 2B for Geography
Class 3A for English and History.
Copies of each year's curricula were handed to me and other aspects of discipline
and administration which would arise were also brought to my notice. Later I was
able to collect copies of all text books in current use. My first year was considered a
probationary year and it behove me to prove myself!
Joyce of course had settled into the routine of running the home again as well as
continuing at Shelley Pottery. She fully understood that I was bound to be busy with
my new appointment and that I would be going to Grandfather's house in the
evenings to do my essential lessons preparation. We planned to be together as much
as possible each weekend and during the week when the opportunity arose. The
arrangement gave Joyce the chance to plan her routine and to meet regularly with
Millicent Jackson, her closest school friend, as well as with her mother's sister, Auntie
Flo Ball. Both these lived within walking distance at Heron Cross. It also transpired
that I should be able to continue playing both my main games, Cricket and Hockey
on Saturday afternoons during the appropriate seasons at Caverswall C.C. and
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Stallington H.C. where I was a club member. Our way ahead was beginning to take
shape again and offered both of us breathing space as I had already expressed the
hope that we could be married before I reached thirty years of age.
From the Autumn of 1937 to the Summer of 1939, the two years continued much
according to plan. I was happily settled at Meir School under Mr. Powell, a most
progressive and encouraging headmaster. I enjoyed good relations with all the staff
but particularly so with Jim Hughes, who rapidly became a close friend as we had
much in common and Norah, his wife, got on very well with Joyce. The children in
the school were generally well-behaved, easy to discipline and a pleasure to teach. As
for Joyce, she had become a very efficient housekeeper in addition to her ongoing
secretarial career. We spent most Friday evenings together listening on the radio to
'Friday Night is Music
Night' whilst she
attended to her
household chores. On
Saturdays we walked or
cycled plus the
occasional visit to a
local cinema and on
Sundays after tea we
went to church
together at Normacot,
Fe n t o n o r M o u n t
Pleasant.
Tennyson, in his poem 'Stanzas from Locksley Hall', wrote
“I dipt into the future, far as human eye could see,
Saw a vision of the world and all that it would be”
My vision at this time was of family life with Joyce as helpmate and my professional
career stretching out in front of me, progressing towards headship or other aspects
of education making for a full life mentally, physically and aesthetically.
We were aiming at marriage in 1940. Our combined starting incomes amounted to
about £4.00 weekly and we planned to save at least £1 per week with a target of £150
in mind. Alas, disillusionment was soon to set in.
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The Dark Days Ahead
By the summer of 1939 we became aware that our planning could go completely by
the board. The German Nazi leader, Adolf Hitler, with his warlike ambitions, had
already over-run Austria and Sudetenland and was causing international tension by
threatening Poland despite being warned off by the British and French
Governments. We did not realise how rapidly the situation in Europe would
deteriorate and how quickly the threat of war became apparent. After the August
holidays of 1939 it was obvious that our country, and therefore our personal lives
were to be adversely affected. Hitler had the bit between his teeth and was
determined on European domination!
Before the start of the new school year in September, staffs in all schools were called
in to receive instruction on the fitting and issuing of gas masks to the children and
parents of their schools. This was the first of several precautions we were expected
to undertake. Events moved quickly. Germany invaded Poland and immediately
England and France declared war against the aggressor. Teachers together with the
Police, Clergy and Doctors were all looked upon as natural leaders in their local
communities and were expected to do specific duties in addition to their daily normal
work. I was requested to take an elementary first aid course with the St. John's group;
also, as a single man, to join in a roster for an air-raid alert system set up in the cells at
Longton Police Station, besides doing extra warden's duties at the school. In
retrospect we realised that quite a few of these measures were brought in to reassure
the general public that the authorities were in control of the situation. They were in
fact panic measures because the whole country, except for a few defences in the
south, was totally unprepared for war.
September came and went. Very little happened to alter the general pattern of living.
There was a small amount of bombing of industrial targets and several engagements
at sea involving both Royal and Merchant Navies. In and around Longton the
schools settled down to normal activities. At Meir our school lay just to one side of
the cutting which carried the main Crewe-Derby railway line. On the further side of
the cutting was the main Derby road and to the right of it was Meir Civilian
Aerodrome which was quickly taken over by the Royal Air Force for an Elementary
Flying Training School. Because of the proximity of three potential bombing targets
a series of large air-raid shelters were rapidly constructed in the open field to the east
of the school. In the event of a raid alert we were expected to evacuate the school
buildings and conduct the children down to the shelters. This manoeuvre had to be
practiced regularly at the headmaster's discretion and the timing precisely checked.
With the onset of Autumn and shorter days an uneasy calm seemed to settle over the
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land. A large force of the regular British Army had been shipped across the Channel
to support the French Army on the Maginot Line but otherwise there was little news
of wartime activities. Countrywide evening black-out added to the calm and up to
and beyond the New Year this period became known as the 'Phoney War'. January
1940 brought in food rationing, a necessity caused by the activities of German
submarines reducing our essential imports, but on land the stand-still continued.
This lull gave Joyce and me the opportunity to look again at our domestic situation.
Brother Bert had by this time married Nancy and they had settled in a modern semidetached house quite near to Joyce's home. Bert had also finished as assistant
manager at the men's tailor's shop and joined with his father to expand the family
plumbing and decorating business. This move had offered some relief to Joyce's
domestic programme. In my family brother Harold had married Mona and they had
set up home in a terraced house in Hartshill, near to Harold's workplace. My sister
Eleanor and Fred Bevington were in a similar situation to Joyce and me and had
already decided to marry in February before Fred was called up for Army service.
Because of Fred's imminent departure after their marriage, there was no time to look
for their own accommodation so that Fred anticipated 'Nell' would be living with his
mother and sister Vera for the duration. This exit from our family home left our
parents with just the two younger boys, Les and Ken. Mother continued in the
millinery and haberdashery business and for Joyce and me this proved most useful to
our plans. I was more than twenty-eight years old and Joyce and I had already
determined to marry as soon as practical in 1940.
The winter of that year proved to be severe and curtailed our house-hunting search in
the Normacot/Meir area. We were hoping to find a small, modern house where we
should both have as short a distance traveling to work as possible. There seemed to
be nothing in the well established residential areas, but out of the blue we were
suddenly rewarded in our search. It was as though destiny had decided to look kindly
on our efforts!
A local builder had been developing a new
housing estate on the hillside to the right
and above the junction of Meir Road with
Uttoxeter Road. There were to be three
avenues of small, modern semi-detached
houses each having two main bedrooms
and outside coalhouse and toilet. The first
avenue was completed and occupied. The
second, Highfield Avenue, was almost
completed and occupied but towards the

38 Highfield Avenue
(July 2004)
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top of the hill a few houses remained empty following the declaration of war. They
were for sale at £520 each but the builder could get no buyers and was desperate to
have his property occupied. He let it be known he was prepared to rent them at a
nominal figure for the duration. We met and told him that owing to the war we were
in no position to buy, but we wished to get married and were happy to rent if we
could agree terms.
The outcome could not have been better for us. The terms were quite simple. The
rent would be £4 per month if we would undertake to pay Council and Water Rates
and do all maintenance as if we were actually purchasing on a mortgage, and the
option to be first buyer would be there until after the war. It was an offer we could not
afford to turn down and it suited the builder to put the onus on us to look after the
property. This agreement would commence on April 1st 1940 but we could have the
keys in March to start furnishing. It seemed unbelievable that the onset of war could
do us such a favour and on the strength of it we set out to arrange our wedding for
the Whitsuntide Bank Holiday, the 13th May.
As so often happens in life, one's plans seem to be going well, but then something
happens which threatens them. Spring arrived, and with it the war in all its
destructive power! The German war machine exploded into action with great
ferocity, taking neighbouring countries completely by surprise. By April 1940
Denmark and Norway were invaded and overrun. Belgium and Holland quickly
followed and then it was the turn of France. This was the Blitzkrieg - mobile forces
rapidly invaded miles of countryside instead of the much expected trench type
warfare of 1914-18. By May the so-called 'invincible' Maginot Line had been bypassed, sending the French and British armies into rapid retreat and near rout, and
culminating into the Dunkirk situation with the obvious threat of an invasion of
England.
The whole country was put on immediate alert and
the normal Whitsun holiday cancelled. Teachers
were called upon to report for stand-by duty. Of
necessity I went to see the Director of Education to
explain our predicament. He was sympathetic and
advised us to go ahead with our marriage and to take
a brief honeymoon. Apparently I was the second
teacher with the same problem and he thought it
unlikely we should be immediately needed.
Thankfully another difficulty met and overcome! In
due course our wedding day arrived and all went as
planned. After the service at Fenton Parish Church
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Fenton Parish Church
(July 2004)

with our families and a few friends we retired
to the nearby Miners' Welfare Club room for a
reception and, despite food rationing, good
friends had laid on an enjoyable lunch with a
two-tier wedding cake as well. In the early
afternoon we were driven by brother Harry to
Stoke Station to catch a train for Crewe.
It was precisely at this point, as we waited on
the platform, that a most amazing meeting
took place. Another wedding group appeared
and we realised we knew the couple. They were
Bill (Jock) McNeal and his bride, Phyllis. Bill
had been a Junior Year member to me at
Chester College in 1936. Phyllis and Joyce had
visited the College together several times but
we knew nothing of their wedding plans.
Married on the same day as us and meeting was
an unbelievable reunion. But that was only
half the story! As we stood exchanging
greetings another wedding party arrived on the platform. To my utter amazement
this proved to be my long-time boyhood school friend, Edward Dale, and his bride,
May (née Cope). Married the same day, catching the same train and being wed to a girl
named Cope! Destiny must again have been at work! We all travelled together to
Crewe. Bill turned out to be the other teacher granted leave like me. He and Phyllis
changed train at Crewe for Blackpool. Edward, May, Joyce and myself took the
North Wales train to Colwyn Bay for us and on to Llandudno for Edward and May.
We all promised to keep in touch, not knowing at that time how long it was likely to
be!
Whilst we were away Mrs. Roberts, our next door neighbour, would take any parcels
and my parents would visit the house to see all was in order. Joyce and I had together
saved a hundred pounds and with it my mother, already in business, had been able to
obtain for us, from a large warehouse in Birmingham at below retail prices, a number
of essential furnishings. These included a full dining room set, a bedroom suite, a
carpet, small chest of drawers, a range of kitchen utensils and a Jiffy washer. Added
to the things we had already gathered together they would give us a good basic start.
One or two items were still to arrive in the week.
In the circumstances we were extremely grateful for those first few days together but
they soon passed and on the Friday we were eager to return to our new abode. My
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mother had tea ready for us on our arrival but also a little unwelcome news. One item
which had not yet arrived from Birmingham was the bed. It looked as though we
might have to sleep on the mattress at floor level, but father saved the day. My parents
now had an old-fashioned spare double bed which could be dismantled and
borrowed. After tea we set about doing this whilst my mother and Joyce walked up to
the house to prepare the bed linen. The Victorian-style bed with its cast-iron
bedsteads and solid wooden base took some handling down the narrow staircase.
With the help of John Dawson, a next door neighbour and friend, we loaded the bed
onto his handcart and together father, John and myself we trundled it the half mile
to our new house. Once there the re-assembling of the bed in the second bedroom
posed no problem and with the mattress and bed linen was soon made ready for use.
The honeymoon was over and a new phase of our life beginning. As we settled down
that first weekend we realised how much we had achieved, yet how little we had
acquired and how many the necessities still to get to make a house become a home!
On Monday I was back at school but Joyce was at home because the directors of
Shelley Pottery had a long-standing policy whereby they would not employ married
women on their permanent staff. Reluctantly they had to let her go and of course we
lost her very useful salary. It would not be easy but we felt we could still manage. By
this time my annual salary had risen by twenty-four pounds and I was in the last year
of paying back my college loan. We should have a net monthly income of about
fifteen pounds to live on.
Our next door neighbours at 40 Highfield Avenue were Esmond and Winifred
Dudley, a young recently-married couple like ourselves. Esmond was employed in
engineering and Winifred in secretarial work. Joyce knew Winifred from their Hanley
High School days which helped our getting along together. As the war situation
worsened Esmond and I were allocated an Anderson Air-raid shelter because of
increased bombing raids. We had to dig a suitable hole in Esmond's garden plot and
assemble the shelter ourselves, finally covering the exterior with soil and turf a
typical 'Heath-Robinson' concoction which, on an air-raid alert, we were expected to
occupy until the all-clear sounded. Needless to say, after several alarms and
excursions at night time we soon decided to risk the possibility of being bombed and
stayed indoors. The shelter became a useful store place!
The second six months of that year were most depressing for our country. After
Dunkirk, German forces overran France and invaded the Channel Islands, Italy
decided to join Germany, night bombing happened regularly, especially on
manufacturing centres. From our viewpoint on the hillside at night we could see the
sky lit up over Crewe, Manchester, Liverpool, Sheffield, Derby, Birmingham and
Coventry as they were attacked. Yet in our own area at the southern end of the
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Potteries we were relatively free from all this and life was fairly routine.
Because Joyce had finished at Shelleys she had to inform the Employment Exchange
and within a short time she was instructed to report at R.A.F. Meir Airfield for
secretarial duty. The effect on our early married life was both bad and good. Her day
started at 8:30 am and continued to 5:00 pm or later, whilst my hours at school were
shorter. They started at 9:15 am and finished at 4:30 pm with a decent lunch-time
break. Class teaching, however, became a severe test of stamina. Each day the
essential quietness was shattered by the constant noise of Miles Magister elementary
training aircraft being used for take-off and landing practice, commonly called
circuits and bumps! Dinner times became a welcomed relief!
Meal times varied and food was often makeshift, affected by the compulsory food
rationing. On the positive side we now had Joyce's new salary as extra income, which
made budgeting somewhat easier. Most people by this time were dabbling to some
extent in under-the-counter or black market purchases. Through my mother, who
had a lady farmer friend on a local small-holding, we were able to supplement our
meagre food rations with small but very welcome amounts of dairy produce, fresh
vegetables and seasonal fruits. There was no great shortage in the farming areas!
As Christmas 1940 drew near we were approached by my sister, Nell, who begged us
to let her live with us in our spare room. It had become evident that since her
marriage, her living with Fred's mother and
sister Vera had reduced her to despair. Their
old-fashioned type of existence was entirely
alien to her and caused constant friction.
Since marriage she had become a policewoman and had been located at Longton
Police Station. As well as secretarial duties she
had to work shifts on the Air Raid Warning
System and her life seemed so 'hedged-in' that
she felt like the proverbial 'bird-in-a-cage'. She
could have gone back to our parents' house
but she knew husband Fred would not have
agreed to that.

Sister ‘Nell’

Joyce and Nell were born in the same year and
month and had much the same outlook on
life. Moreover when they met together during
our courtship they enjoyed each other's
company. After some discussion it did not
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take us long to fall in with the idea of her joining us and equally it did not take long to
transfer her possessions as well as herself to our house. The Victorian style bed
which we had borrowed from home was still available; fresh curtains and a few
essential furnishings soon made the room habitable. All that remained was for the
three of us to dovetail as far as possible our daily schedules in view of our various
commitments. We could all foresee that this arrangement could become a boon to
each of us in several ways, for example in company, shopping, meals and finance.
The old year passed quietly into 1941. Most of the war's sphere of activity had moved
into the Mediterranean and North Africa zone with gains and losses on both sides. At
sea the submarine menace continued. All this seemed very remote from Meir and
Longton with each working day following a steady routine and this status quo
continued as the early months went by. I was now more than 29 years old and the
prospect that I might miss conscription appeared likely. This however was not to be!
As the year moved into May my calling-up papers arrived quite unexpectedly. I was
instructed to report to R.A.F. Cardington at the beginning of June for kitting out. It
was at this particular time that I was relieved to have my sister Nell living with us. Her
presence would ease the shock for Joyce of my enforced departure. In the remaining
week or so I did all that was necessary to make our separation relatively easy,
reminding her of my two years in college.
At Cardington, with other conscripts, kitting-out and other preliminaries took place
very quickly and at the end of the week we were ready for posting out to a training
unit. Our last action as civilians was the swearing-in ceremony. That done, I was then
1447002 Aircraftsman Second Class in the Royal Air Force!
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The War Service Years in the ranks
For the first introduction to R.A.F. drills and discipline we were posted - a flight of
fifty men, all around the age of thirty and drawn from various walks of life - to Great
Yarmouth and were billeted in terraced-type boarding houses in an avenue behind
the park. Our first surprise was to find that the windows of the houses were boarded
over with thick brown Kraft paper, each profusely punctured with rough holes. On
asking why we were bluntly told.
“Keep your tin helmets handy under your beds!”
The answer was soon forthcoming. During the night a two-minute air-raid warning
signified an enemy plane was rapidly approaching. In 'nuisance raids' the Germans
were sending over F.W. 190 fighters, each armed with a single bomb. They flew in low
over the North Sea, dropped the bomb, did a quick shoot-up with tracer bullets and
were away. As a plane approached the anti-aircraft guns located in the nearby park
opened fire. The holes in the boarded windows were not caused by bullets, but by hot
shrapnel from our own guns raining down from the sky as they turned to follow the
raider's path! These lone raids took place at quite regular intervals.
As the war progressed my R.A.F. service became split into well-defined sectons, the
first of which covered my time as an airman in the ranks. In Great Yarmouth we were
taken through initial foot and rifle drill, which lasted for about a month (the whole of
June). After the passing-out parade some of the flight, including myself, were posted
to R.A.F. Filey located in Butlin's Holiday Camp on the cliffs above the Yorkshire
village. It was no holiday! We were each handed a R.A.F. Manual on Drill and
Discipline which we were expected to learn by heart and to practise, as we were being
trained as non-commissioned officers; that is, Corporal Instructors. For six weeks
(July and into August) we were taken almost daily through a set routine until we were
command and action perfect. We were allocated four men to a chalet and what leisure
time we had was spent in keeping our equipment (webbing, boots, rifles etc.) in 'A
one' condition. We also managed the occasional trip to Filey or Scarborough.
Inevitably another passing-out parade followed after which the flight became split.
Those of us who had background knowledge and experience of physical education
were selected for a Physical Training Course (P.T.I.) and posted to R.A.F. St. Athan in
South Wales. By this time I had become friendly with two teachers like myself,
Norman Bevan and Sydney Caffell, both from the outskirts of London. We travelled
together to St. Athan where we became part of another training flight plus the
inevitable R.A.F. Manual to digest. During this period Joyce was able, in August, to
take a week's holiday. She joined me at a small guest house in Llantwit Major near St.

- 50 -

Athan and we were able to explore the immediate surroundings including the ancient
church of Welsh Christianity, and westerly along the coast to St. Donat's
International School, Ogmore and Porthcawl. The course, lasting about eight weeks,
covered comprehensively physical education, games, athletics and unarmed combat
after which we were given a brief leave before posting as fully-fledged Corporal
Instructors.
After leave, Corporal Bevan and I were to be posted to Newquay in Cornwall but Syd
Caffell had to report to a unit in the Torbay area, so we said our farewells, each
promising to keep in touch. I was delighted to be returning home, if only for a few
days, to see Joyce, to relax and to see for myself how she and sister Nell were coping. I
caught the train at Cardiff for Bristol Temple Meads and changed to the DerbySheffield connection At Derby I was able to catch a local train to Stoke and so arrived
home comfortably. I was glad to find both the girls looking well and reasonably
content with their situation. Financially, with their salaries and Forces Pay
Allowances, they seemed to be managing. My food rations on leave helped and as
usual my mother supplied the little extras. Though both Joyce and Nell had to be at
work during the day I was able to relax and potter about at my leisure. Those all-toofew days after the wear and tear of intensive training were especially good.
Too soon they were over and reluctantly I had to wish the girls goodbye and make the
long rail journey to Newquay, arriving there late afternoon in glorious Autumn
sunshine. My posting was to R.A.F. No. 8 I.T.W. (Initial Training Wing) with its
headquarters at Trebarwith Hotel and I was attached to No. 2 Squadron under its
commanding officer Squadron Leader Fabian. I was billeted in Edgecliffe Hotel on
the Killacourt overlooking the central Towan Beach. As there was no immediate
flight of trainees for me to take over I had a few days to aquaint myself with the
working pattern of the squadron.
When the new flight arrived from St. John's Wood Transit Centre in London the
squadron Flight Sergeant and I billeted them in the Edgecliffe Hotel. I was surprised
how young these lads were, mainly eighteen years or thereabouts. They were all
destined for air-crew, pilots or navigators.
On the first day of settling in my preliminary detail was to march the Flight to
headquarters at Trebarwith Hotel, there to be inspected by the Squadron Medical
Officer for F.F.I. (free from infection). I paraded them into the ballroom, ordered
them to strip down to slacks and reported their readiness to the M.O.. In he walked,
unwittingly followed by a young and untutored W.A.A.F. clerk. Brusquely he
commanded, “Right drop your slacks and pants!” This order was immediately
obeyed, resulting in consternation and followed by the unfortunate girl's hasty
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departure, amid great confusion and coarse guffaws - just one of those unrehearsed
moments of light relief!
Their initial training from start to passing-out would last about eight weeks. So began
my work as instructor and mentor in all aspects of their course; still a teacher 'in loco
parentis'! The basis of this initial training was obviously to give these young airmen a
foretaste of what lay ahead. It covered basic foot, rifle and gas mask drill, physical
education, unarmed combat, field hygiene, dinghy drill for ditching, aircraft
recognition, navigation, clay pigeon shooting, morse code and Aldis lamp signalling
a most comprehensive course and always their flight N.C.O.'s were on hand to deal
with any problems, and with our flight officer, F.O. Andrews, we worked well
together as a team.
Before Christmas 1941 I saw the flight depart for Elementary Flying Training School
(E.F.T.S.), the next stage in their R.A.F. progress. I was then sent to London to collect
another flight and begin the above procedure again. This was to be the pattern of my
career during the greater part of 1942. Joyce was able to travel down to me for that
first Christmas. I obtained a living-out pass and we enjoyed a few days together at a
boarding house with Mrs. Brown a motherly-type widow. Because of the extremely
critical war situation with its invasion threat I had no leave. Intelligence had
discovered that Hitler was planning to establish a bridgehead in the Cornish
Peninsula below the river Tamar and all R.A.F. units were instructed to plan for an
emergency evacuation of all personnel in the area. Our commanding officer,
Squadron Leader Fabian, called a meeting of all officers and N.C.O.'s. He informed
us that if we had to move out we must avoid roads and railways, and use the coastal
paths northwards towards Padstow. He enquired if any N.C.O. knew this area and
whether they had civilian dress. Corporal Bevan and myself were able to affirm we
had. He proposed to reconnoitre the possible exit and detailed us to go with him on
the following Sunday. This we did as civilian ramblers, irrespective of rank, and
successfully planned an evacuation route for a forced march if necessary. At least he
learned that Bevan and I were gifted with some degree of intelligence! (something
which he seemed to doubt in anyone not from the same background or in possession
of the correct accent !).
This lack of leave was offset by the fact that Joyce came to Newquay again in early
summer. This was on doctor's orders. The strain of both noise and work at R.A.F.
Meir plus that of running a home had affected her health and she had lost weight.
Our family doctor signed her off work till further notice and ordered a good rest. My
sister was able to arrange to accompany her and in fact quite a family group decided
to holiday. With Joyce was her father, brother Bert, Nancy, baby Margaret and my
sister Nell. The others were only able to stay the week but Joyce had booked for a stay
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fortnight. When my sister
returned home she
enquired if Joyce could
stay longer. Our doctor
advised 'Yes', for as long as
she could afford. She
actually managed six
weeks, during which time
old Mrs. Brown was like a
mother to her, fed her on
good farm food and sent
her home quite restored in
health!

Joyce & Me
As the year moved on and fear of the above invasion disappeared I had decided that I
should be considering a commission in the Physical Education Branch instead of
staying in the ranks. I could do more as a Physical Fitness Officer (P.F.O.) than as a
Corporal. I discussed this with the squadron commander who agreed to forward my
application with his recommendation. This went to Adastral House in London
where the Physical Education Branch was located. Having duly applied it was then a
matter of waiting to see whether I would be considered. It was not long before
Headquarters at Newquay received a reply detailing me to report to Adastral House. I
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attended and was called before the interviewing officer, Wing Commander Walter
Winterbottom. Here again destiny decided to play a part. Like myself, Walter
Winterbottom was an ex-Chester College man from about 1932, only a few years
before my training there. Having trained under the same tutors he and I had common
ground of experience. This was the same Walter Winterbottom who, after the war,
was to become the first manager of England's football teams until 1966. The
outcome of my interview was that he was unable to offer me a commission in his
branch as it had its full quota of officers but he would certainly pass my application
forward to the Administration and Special Duties Branch (A. and S.D.) which would
no doubt be in touch with me.
I returned to my unit at Newquay to await events but, to my dismay, another posting
came through. I was detailed this time to report to Headquarters R.A.F. Skegness.
This was an unwelcome move, back again to Foot and Rifle Drill with older men on
the waterfront at Skegness, as well as being billeted in an old, unpleasant, terraced
boarding house, cold and dismal.
Leaving Newquay with regret, I was able to break my cross-country rail journey for
just twenty-four hours, to let Joyce and Nell know what had transpired. I was at least
happy to find that instead of returning to R.A.F. Meir airfield, Joyce had been offered
secretarial work with much less stress. A factory Stannards of Leek had a war-time
contract to produce and supply all types of burn dressings for H.M. Forces and
civilian casualties. The firm had taken over a large factory warehouse in Longton as a
storage depot with a manager and small staff. Joyce was to organise the office, set up a
filing system and deal with all the clerical work. This was well within her capabilities,
less stressful and more satisfying. Often she would be in sole charge as the manager
frequently needed to commute to the parent factory in Leek.
I had barely settled down to the soul-destroying routine on Skegness pier when the
flight sergeant informed me that I could have a seventy-two hour pass to take a brief
leave, Friday to Monday pm. I caught the afternoon train to Newark and changed to
the main line express to Derby. From that point onwards my journey became
progressively a nightmare. I started to have a headache which turned steadily into a
migraine. By the time I reached Derby my eyes and neck were aching. The DerbyStoke train was cold and I soon began to shiver uncontrollably. I struggled home
from Meir station in late evening and Joyce helped me to go straight to bed with a
high temperature. On Saturday morning Joyce made contact with the local Meir
doctor who was also acting Medical Officer for the R.A.F.. He attended almost
immediately and diagnosed a severe attack of influenza. He prescribed a course of M
& B antibiotic Sulphanilamide tablets, a new and little known drug at that time. The
side effects were excruciating and the kidney pain so unbearable that I needed hot
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flannel poultices for relief.
It was obvious I could not return to Skegness on the following Monday and the M.O.
had to notify my unit to that effect. With the tablets and constant nursing I passed the
fever crisis and by the end of the week was able to take some solid food. Out of bed
my legs trembled with weakness and my body still ached. Another week went by in
slow convalescence and on the following Monday the M.O. signed me off as 'fit to
travel and do light duties'. On return to Skegness I first had to report to the unit's
R.A.F. Medical Officer. After a very perfunctory examination this M.O. detailed me
to commence full duty. I lasted exactly one week! With legs and feet painfully swollen
out of all proportion I found myself back in hospital at Seacroft to the south of
Skegness. Here I received treatment for a form of rheumatism, an aftermath of the
influenza and of 'square-bashing' again too soon.
With the enforced rest my condition soon began to improve and in hospital I was
encouraged to do light exercise. Out of the blue came a letter from Adastral House
detailing me to report to R.A.F. Sidmouth at the Knowle Hotel by a given date to join
A and S.D. Officer Commissioning Course. The hospital doctor who treated me was
concerned that my legs might not be sufficiently recovered to meet the deadline date.
I must confess I was disappointed. I did not want to return to Skegness and foot drill!
As I had a few days to spare before the doctor need decide one way or the other I
pleaded with him to let me go. I pointed out that this was an Administration course
and that I could continue to rest my legs in lectures and off duty periods. Eventually I
persuaded him that I could cope under changed conditions and he agreed to
discharge me with the proviso I would immediately report to the M.O. at R.A.F.
Sidmouth to whom he would be writing. My relief at this was as good as any
medicine!
By now the year had moved steadily into Autumn and the move away from Skegness
would be very welcome. In the last week of October I returned to my billet, collected
all my kit, reported to Headquarters for my clearance and travel warrant to Sidmouth,
thankful that the Skegness experience was at an end.
On reaching Sidmouth I reported to the Knowle Hotel as detailed. My first duty was
to contact the M.O. to put him in the picture as I had promised. His examination of
me was very thorough and he finished by saying he would pass me for normal duties
and watch my progress. The next day, as the new flight assembled for an introductory
lecture, we were to learn the nature of this particular course. It transpired that the
Knowle Hotel was where previous R.A.F. Regiment Officers had been trained and
our course was to play a 'guinea-pig' role to find out whether administration
personnel could measure up to R.A.F. Regiment training. We had been selected to do
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a full battle course with R.A.F. Regiment Instructors!
The men for this course were N.C.O.'s who had been drawn from R.A.F. units in all
parts of the country and ranged from Corporals to Warrant Officers. Most had been
clerical staff and only one or two P.T.I.'s like myself were included. The twelve week
course was indeed to be quite a challenge. To go into detail about all the aspects of
ground training we were to experience is unnecessary. Needless to say it was very
thorough and included an assault course in the grounds of Knowle Hotel, weaponry
instruction, firing techniques, night manoeuvres and eventually a full battle course.
This last took place on Mutter's Moor, the steep hill to the west of Sidmouth in full
kit, tin hat, rifle and ammunition rounds (thankfully not live). This was indeed a real
battle experience. Everything by way of hazard was thrown at us brooks, marshy
ground, rolls of barbed wire, thunderflashes, mortar fire, real machine gun fire on
either side of the set course if anyone had disobeyed instructions and strayed he
would have been killed!
Theirs not to reason why!
On assessment we were told that we had measured up extremely well to R.A.F.
Regiment standards. As the course drew to a conclusion we were rekitted to officer
standards and had to hand in all our airman's kit except for battle dress, which we
were allowed to keep as working uniform. The inevitable passing-out parade took
part on the promenade at Sidmouth and I was selected to lead the flight in the marchpast the saluting base. The amazing aftermath for me was that during the whole of
that strenuous course I never had to visit the M.O. again. In fact, because of the
variety of activities, my legs grew stronger and returned to normal.

- 56 -

The War Service Years Officer service in England
Ongoing time had reached February 1943 and I was now 139132 Pilot Officer
Boden. I left Sidmouth on posting to Headquarters 21 Group, Flying Training
Command, located at R.A.F. Cranwell. My stay on this occasion was very brief as I
was still in transit. I was posted on to R.A.F. Stannington in Northumberland, but
instead of travelling direct I was allowed a few days home leave. My journey was again
via Newark to Derby and on towards Stoke, but totally different from my previous
experience. Now I was fully fit and able to look forward to reunion with Joyce as well
as seeing my sister. They were both still working as directed, but because of the
marked change in the war's overall progress, the situation on the home front was
more relaxed.
Briefly, since the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbour, the United States had declared
war on both Japan and Germany and were steadily bringing the whole might of their
war machine into all battle zones. Hitler too, at this time, made a fatal mistake. He had
been thwarted over his invasion of England plan and like Napoleon of old, he had
decided to attack Russia. Though initially his plan seemed to go well he was
eventually to regret that decision. Rommel meanwhile was being decisively beaten in
North Africa by British and U.S. forces to the point of surrender of seasoned men
and equipment. The war however was far from over but the balance of military
power was moving towards the Allies.
My few days at home passed as usual far too quickly and I was soon travelling north.
After delay at Newcastle-on-Tyne I arrived at Morpeth station in late evening. As the
train departed myself and others were left in complete darkness. A voice loudly
queried,
“How do we get to Stannington?”
Out of the darkness came the reply,
“We've been in touch and they're sending transport for us.”
Wonder of wonders, I knew the voice! “That's Jack Hopkinson,” I said. Indeed it was
one of my old College friends whom I had seen only occasionally at reunions since
1937. We travelled together to R.A.F. Stannington but we were not to be on the same
course, as we quickly discovered. I was to be on a course for 'Administration &
Special Duties'. Administration is more or less self-explanatory. It started with Daily
Routine Orders (D.R.O.s) and covered all that was necessary to run any R.A.F. unit,
small or large, efficiently on a day to day basis. The Administration Officer was
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usually referred to as the Adjutant and worked in close co-operation with his
Commanding Officer.
The next morning at the introductory lecture the officer commanding, Squadron
Leader Breeze, gave to each of us on the course a copy of Air Publication A.P. 837.
He emphasised that the whole of the course was centred on this book which he
referred to as the 'R.A.F. Bible', and that we as administration officers should
reverence it, keep it properly up to date (it had to be brought up to date continually
and suffered numerous amendments), learn to know it thoroughly and never be
without it! During our course specialist officers would enlarge upon its several
sections and we would need to take notes and to answer a variety of set written
questions. Any incidents, matters or problems not dealt with by A.P. 837 then
became Special Duties of any specification from trivial to complex and urgent.
These the Adjutant would deal with individually on merit. The whole course was
reminiscent of being back in Training College and became a concentrated mental
challenge. It occupied much of March 1943 and concluded with a passing-out dinner
which was followed by light entertainment presented by several gifted course
members.
From Stannington I returned to R.A.F. Cranwell and was posted from there almost
immediately to R.A.F. Shawbury. Here I spent a brief period in the engineering
section which was of little value both to me and the station itself.
At the end of March I was recalled to R.A.F. Cranwell where, although still only a
Pilot Officer, I became Camp Commandant to H.Q. 21 Group. This was like being
Adjutant to a headquarters squadron and having responsibility for all the day to day
administration. It was an unusual assignment in that I had under my authority all
ranks of male and female personnel from Airman up to Vice-Marshall. I had as my
superior officer a Group Captain holding the position of Station Administrative
Officer (S.Ad.O.) who outlined some of the problems I might meet in dealing with
officers of senior ranking and his support in this respect was very welcome.
I have two very outstanding memories of that period as Camp commandant. Firstly,
in April 1943 it was the twenty-fifth anniversary of the official forming of the Royal
Air Force. At R.A.F. Cranwell, the original parent station, it was celebrated by a mass
parade around the Oval in the grounds of the Officer Training College. As Camp
Commandant I had to lead the H.Q. 21 Group contingent first in the parade past the
saluting base to give and to receive the salute from the Air Vice-Marshall. I was proud
to know that my wife Joyce had received an official invitation to attend the ceremony
and as a guest sit with the senior W.A.A.F. officer at the saluting base. At the
conclusion of the parade we dined together in the R.A.F. College. Afterwards I took
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Joyce by car to Newark station and saw her safely on the train for home.
My other memory was that of having to deal with Air Vice-Marshall R.P. Willock's
posting to a Middle East command. I had his full clearance of R.A.F. Cranwell to
ensure, including identity photograph and travel arrangements. Aware of my lowly
rank he was most considerate and helpful and thanked me when all was completed.
His final gesture was to invite me along to his farewell party at the home he was about
to leave. Eventually I would be following him abroad but I never saw him again.
My duty as Camp Commandant continued until Autumn 1943 during which time my
rank was upgraded to Flying Officer and my experience in R.A.F. administration
much increased. In September I returned on posting to R.A.F. Shawbury, not
however to the parent station but to a newly-developed satellite airfield called R.A.F.
Wheaton Aston though it was actually much nearer to Church Eaton and Little Onn
villages. This new airfield was to be used for Bomber Conversion courses. These
were needed because many aircrew had done their initial training in the wide open
spaces of Canada and on return to England had to be retrained to accept much more
compact aerial views calling for accurate navigation to reach targets. The courses also
involved ground instruction as well as the flying training and for this purpose a
Ground School was established to which I became Adjutant to provide the necessary
administration - in effect back to a teaching situation once more!
My posting to this airfield offered me the opportunity, when off duty, to make a quick
visit home. I had only to travel to Stafford and Stone to be on familiar home ground;
and this I found no real problem. In fact as Christmas 1943 came along I was able to
spend it at home with Joyce and other family members. Liaison with Women's
Institute Groups in neighbouring villages also provided some off-ration farm
produce to supplement the seasonal activities.
Having settled into my actual duties and become acquainted with regular staff
personnel, I began to enjoy the more relaxed atmosphere of this satellite unit. The
discipline was still there, but without any unnecessary “square bashing”. Also as
Flying Officer I was readily accepted in the Mess as compared with my earlier
experiences as Pilot Officer. I became friendly with F/O Widgery, one of the course
instructors. Obviously the majority of officers in the Mess were on successive
training courses using third line aircraft; the Avro Anson and Air Speed Oxford (two
'old ducks) to aid conversion - and due eventually to move on.
Never knowing how quickly I could be transferred again, I kept friendships with
other officers at a very light, non-committal level. 'Widge' and I had similar interests
and he paid me a compliment by writing a poem about The Adjutant: -
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Salute the Adj!
I thank my lucky stars I aren't
A poor, misguided Adjutant,
Who sits as though behind a fence
Of papers, forms and documence;
So flat his spin, he constantly
Drinks up his ink and writes his tea.
From crack of dawn … let's say at ten,
He is the most abused of men!
Interrupted at his work
By C.O., C.F.I. and 'erk,
Whose faces, as they leave him, show
Just where they think he ought to go!
Ah yes! My tears I for him weep,
And dream about him in my sleep.
A most unhappy lot is his'n,
Too dear a price for a commission:
But in his heart - an Adj. has got 'un,
He knows his job is not so rotten.
And when he looks at you and me,
He's glad he's him and we are we!
To envy him his work I can't;
Who'd want to be an Adjutant?
(very respectfully, Flying Officer Widgery (Widge))
There is little to tell of the daily events at Wheaton Aston. We moved into 1944 with a
succession of courses and at the end of each it was a matter of posting the retrained
aircrews to Bomber Command which by this time was growing greatly in strength
and able to hit back at German industrial targets to the dismay of the German
command. In the Mediterranean area the Germans and Italians had been entirely
cleared out of North Africa and allied troops were landed in Italy. In the Pacific zone
the United States forces were turning the tide on the Japanese and the Russians on
the Eastern Front were taking heavy toll of the war-weary German forces. In fact the
Allied Commands were preparing to attack on all fronts. The tide of war had
decisively changed!
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R.A.F. Wheaton Aston
Ground Staff Administration Team
Though unaware at the time my continued service at Wheaton Aston was soon to
end. During the Spring and Summer I was able to spend a number of off-duty
periods at home with Joyce, due to the fact that a civilian workers' bus ran regularly
from Stoke-on-Trent to the airfield and I often procured a lift to and fro. A change
had also occurred at home. Our neighbours, Esmond and Winifred Dudley, had
decided to move into the Congleton area, nearer to Esmond's work. Number 40
Highfield Avenue becoming empty decided my sister Nell to enquire if she could
take it over. The landlord was quite reluctant to continue renting the property. He was
anxious to relinquish his responsibility and now indicated he wished to sell. He
offered the property to my sister for £700, an increase on the original price but still
good value. Aided by my mother, Nell was able to take out a mortgage and acquired
the house. During the Summer she and Joyce set about the re-furnishing. Although
Joyce lost Nell's input as a lodger they were both happy with being neighbours. So
too was I!
On the leisure side, there were occasions when I was able to play cricket for the
Station eleven. The matches were usually friendlies played against local teams on
their grounds. One match in particular has stayed in my mind that of playing
Cannock Collieries. The station eleven was usually a mixed bag of regular staff plus
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volunteers from the courses. On this occasion an officer from the current course, R.J.
Simpson, offered to play. Reg, to our surprise, was no other than opening bat for
Notts. County Cricket Club and for the R.A.F. No. 1 team. Later he was to open for
England's eleven. We won the toss at Cannock and I was asked to open our innings
with Reg. Our run scoring proceeded easily till over the hundred mark, then I was
given out with a score of thirteen, whilst Reg was approaching his hundred. The
difference was due to his ability. At the last ball of each over he placed the ball past
mid-on and called for a single run. By doing this he literally stole the batting. Needless
to say we won the game easily with Reg scoring well over the century, but then of
course he was England's No. 1 bat!
At the end of August I was detailed to take a refresher course on Aircraft and Ship
Recognition in Southport. This occupied a whole fortnight before my return to
Wheaton Aston. At Ground School I was greeted by
“The Station Adjutant wants to see you straight away”.
On my reporting to him he informed me that I was to take seven day's leave prior to
being posted overseas. This I must confess came out of the blue! I returned home,
acquainted Joyce of the posting, made last-minute preparations, said family
goodbyes and returned to Wheaton Aston for clearance. This done I was posted to a
transit camp in Blackpool to prepare for overseas. I was provided with everything for
full Khaki Drill uniform and a portable bed kit, all in addition to my normal kit, but
no mention was made of likely destination. I could write home with care but all
correspondence would be censored for obvious reasons.
After a few days the whole assembled contingent was taken by rail to Liverpool and
immediately on to the naval troop carrier R.M.S. Devonshire, and by mid afternoon
we were out to sea in Liverpool Bay. Only then were we told that our destination was
to be the Middle East. The year had moved on to early October.
On the boat other junior officers and myself came under the command of a senior
ranking R.A.F. officer and found ourselves overseeing some four hundred other
ranks to stow kit and bed down for the sea journey. By evening the ship was clear of
Liverpool Bay and rounding Northern Ireland, sailing due west into the vastness of
the Atlantic Ocean. Outward bound the weather deteriorated. The sea became rough
and developed a heavy swell. The situation on C and D decks became chaotic.
Airmen by the dozen began to go down with sea sickness. Officers, N.C.O.'s and
other ranks not affected by the swell were kept busy handing out sick bags, slinging
hammocks and heaving the worst cases into them. This state of affairs continued
until late evening. It was approaching midnight before my fellow officers and I were
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RMS Devonshire
able to return to our own quarters.
The next morning, over the ship's Tannoy system came the order that the Officer
Commanding troops was to hold a full parade and kit inspection. We junior officers
realised that this was a deliberate discipline exercise to restore order after the
previous night's chaos. Nevertheless we knew we were in for a rough time! His
inspection was ruthless and the other ranks felt the full force of his disapproval. At
the end he announced there would be another parade at 1200 hours when he would
expect to find on both decks, airmen and kit all in accordance with the good order
and discipline of the Royal Air Force. This was the whole contingent's first baptism
of what discipline would be like on the rest of the voyage. No slackness of behaviour
would be tolerated!
The ship, having sailed far enough westwards into the Atlantic Ocean, in effect
turned through ninety degrees and headed south straight for Gibraltar and the
Mediterranean. Life aboard settled down to an acceptable regime of firm discipline
and thereby happier for all concerned. The O.C. troops, having established his
authority, was not the ogre he had at first seemed. Eventually we approached the
entrance to the Mediterranean on the southern side of the straits, hugging the North
African coast. Every precaution was being taken because, however unlikely, there
was still the possibility of air or submarine attack. Once past Gibraltar the October
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sunshine and warmth made life aboard a pleasant experience, as the voyage
continued towards Malta and the Middle East.
I do not recall the actual number of days for the whole journey but towards the end
of October the ship docked at Port Said. Then began the process of disembarking in
good order, including having sterling money changed to Egyptian piasters. During
our last evening aboard we were informed by the R.A.F. Provost Marshall that on the
following day we would entrain for a transit camp at Heliopolis on the outskirts of
Cairo. The next day was very hot, the train full to capacity, the carriages suffocating in
the heat and the journey long and tedious. On our arrival the conditions at the transit
camp proved extremely basic. The only accommodation was tented and straw-filled
palliases had to be collected for sleeping. I ended that day on my camp bed with a
blinding headache. On the following day at the Deputy Assistant Provost Marshall's
office I was informed that I was posted to R.A.F. Kasfareet in the Canal Zone and
that transport would be laid on for the journey. My first experience on Egyptian soil
was far from welcoming!
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The War Service Years Middle East
R.A.F. Kasfareet turned out to be the largest R.A.F. supply and maintenance unit in
the Middle East. It was situated in semi-desert on the banks of the Bitter Lakes and
within its perimeter housed sections of the various commands, each operating under
the umbrella of Headquarters Squadron, the main administrative block responsible
to the Station Commander.
Following normal procedure I reported to the Station Administration Officer
(S.Ad.O.) and was told my main duty was to take over as Headquarters Adjutant with
responsibility for all service personnel, for producing daily routine orders (D.R.O.'s)
and other essential administration. In addition I was to act as Station Sports and
Entertainments Officer, thereby keeping in touch with all the regular leisure activities
and any one-off efforts as they occurred on the Station. Furthermore I was to
exercise authority of both the native labour camp and the civilian compound. There
were in fact some 2000 labourers known as W.O.G.S. (Workers on Government
Service) in a tented encampment and about 500 Egyptian civilians in the hutted
compound. On the face of it, this was an Adjutant's job with a vengeance and I made
a quick tour of the whole station to assess the extent of these duties. Thankfully as I
settled into the Adjutant's duties I found I was served by a good staff, well versed in
the day to day routine on the Station.
The year was now at November and the European war zone was still very active
although it was the Allies now on the offensive and driving the Germans out of the
Mediterranean area. My tour of duty at R.A.F. Kasfareet was only to last a matter of
five months but in that period much was to happen. A few highlights stand out in my
memory.
I had to consider that Christmas lay not far ahead and preparations had to be started
on both entertainments and religious services. I made contact with the Education
Officer and with the Chaplains of the various denominations. In the Education
Officer, Flight Lieutenant Bill Killen, I found a good supportive friend and when off
duty at weekends we travelled up to Ismailia for a day's relaxation. On one such
occasion we were advised to visit the Young Women's Christian Association for a
good meal and pleasant surroundings. This we did. Inside, at a nearby table was a
group of Palestinian W.A.A.F. girls. During the lunch Bill said to me, “They're talking
about us in German”. He spoke the language fluently. On our table was a vase of
fresh flowers. Bill picked it up and on the way to the garden, placed it on the girls'
table saying “Die Blumen sprechen”. Imagine the consternation! All went well until
Christmas Eve at the Commanding Officer's official dinner in the Mess. I was
suddenly taken ill and rushed to the Medical Centre with a high fever. At first Malaria
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was suspected but it turned out to be a sharp attack of Influenza. I spent Christmas
and New Year's Day in hospital!
January 1945 saw me back in harness and faced with plenty to catch up. A letter from
home brought the most pleasing news. Joyce had written to tell me that she was sure
of actually being pregnant and, all being well, we should have started a family by mid
year. This, after almost five years of marriage, was both exciting and welcome, even
though it meant I should still be overseas when the child was born. I replied
immediately as you can imagine.
As Entertainments Officer I was kept very busy with the various parties and dances
within the Station at this time of year and to make sure any other activities were well
presented. On one unforgettable occasion I had to drive in haste down to R.A.F.
Shallufa, another Canal Zone unit, to collect a set of film reels which had not been
sent on. I found their projectionist still asleep and the reels not rewound. I had to get
them back quickly in order that our projectionist could start his first programme on
time to a crowded audience.
Having authority over the Egyptian civilians on the station, I found no easy task
dealing with them. They had an exalted opinion of their importance and often would
flout Station Regulations concerning the proper upkeep of their living quarters.
They considered themselves to be far superior to the native labour force. On one
official inspection the Station Police and I uncovered a thriving drug ring in
operation. The dealers were using packets of NAAFI safety-razor blades to conceal
in each a small quantity of medicinal cocaine and sell the packets among other
civilians. The ring-leaders were arrested by the Station Police and questioned
separately. Each declared his innocence and blamed the others. When challenged
together they protested their innocence and declared that an enemy had set them up!
The civilian police at Ismailia were informed and collected the group. As the officer
in charge I was called upon to make a written statement of the whole incident. The
eventual outcome was that their Union paid a heavy fine to the Ismailia police but no
charge was laid and the men returned to the Station quite 'cock-a-hoop'. The civilian
police informed me they could not be charged officially because they had not been
caught in actual possession nor soliciting the drug. Needless to say they were
dismissed on other grounds later.
In complete contrast, the native labourers were much easier to deal with. They
treated our official inspections with great respect and the leaders made both my
N.C.O.'s and myself most welcome. As we toured the camp we found all the tents
open to view and everything laid out according to regulations. Any questions we
asked were always answered openly; no attempt made to suggest a cover-up. They,
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were happy to have regular employment. The Ramadan month of fasting came early
in the year and at the end of it came the feast. I received an invitation to attend and
could take a friend with me as a guest. I persuaded Bill Killen to go along with me and
warned him to accept whatever he was offered in refreshment in order not to offend
their hospitality. We sat with the camp leaders in front of a long low communal table,
with a dish of greasy meat kebabs in front of us, into which we were expected to dip
our fingers for the kebabs, as did our hosts. We were also offered a concoction to
drink. Bill Killen was not a spirits man, but as I warned, could not refuse. I topped his
glass with as much water as possible but after his first drink his eyes watered and,
turning to me, he exclaimed,
“God, I've been poisoned!”
The liquid was so harsh and dry, it tasted like petrol. I had to cajole him to sip it slowly
and look pleased.
As the New Year wore on the daily round at Headquarters settled into a routine.
March came along and soon I found myself on the move again. Once more I was to
take the post of an officer due for repatriation. I received instructions to return to
R.A.F. Heliopolis and take charge of a small Aircraft and Ship Recognition Unit. Due
to the war's progress in the European theatre the unit had become redundant and my
orders were to close it down and transfer the staff and all equipment to Air
Headquarters, Eastern Mediterranean (A.H.Q.E.M.) on the outskirts of Alexandria.
As R.A.F. Heliopolis was a transit centre there was no available accommodation in
the Officer's Mess and I was billeted in a nearby hotel. This turned out to be the
popular Heliopolis House Hotel (Hell House for short) on the main route into Cairo,
with a regular tram service on the doorstep.
The task of closing down the redundant unit was not going to take long and the two
sergeant instructors knew exactly what was required. This enabled me to take the
tram into Cairo and make my way to Giza to visit the Pyramids and Sphinx. This
brief excursion proved quite interesting. I had the experience of riding a camel, the
camel driver running alongside and urging me to give him more piastres than the
recognised charge and to see the Sphinx at close quarters, with a large number of
sandbags from ground level right up to the chin. This had been done before the El
Alamein offensive because it had been calculated that the shock waves from the
barrage of guns could have shaken loose the Sphinx's head.
The Station Adjutant took the necessary steps to clear the staff of the unit and to lay
on transport to take them, the equipment and myself to A.H.Q.E.M. and on my last
evening at Hell House I was invited to join in the celebrations of a typical Arab
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wedding in the hotel's magnificent reception room; inevitably a most enlightening
experience!

Air Head Quarters Eastern Mediterranean
Air H.Q.E.M. under the command of Air Vice-Marshall Toomer was located on the
coast, a short tram ride east of Alexandria at Glymenopoulo, the Greek quarter of
the city. The unit consisted of three large ex-millionaires' houses taken over for the
duration as Administration Block, Air Staff Block and Officers' Mess, plus nearby
barracks for other R.A.F. and W.A.A.F. personnel. Adjacent to the unit was the Naval
H.Q.E.M.. similarly housed and obviously for liaison purposes. On reporting to the
S.Ad.O., Wing Commander Thomas Atkins, I learned that my small Recognition
unit was to occupy an office on the roof of the Administration Block and there to
maintain a daily log of all aircraft and shipping operating in the East Mediterranean
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sphere. I myself would join the S.Ad.O.'s staff as an assistant administration officer
with the rank of Flight Lieutenant, to carry out such duties as designated by the
S.Ad.O.. I became one of a group of similarly appointed officers. My first task of
course was to get my small unit established and working as quickly as possible, a task I
could comfortably leave in the hands of my two sergeant instructors whilst I, as
liaison officer, made contact with my opposite number at Naval H.Q. and the
Adjutant of R.A.F. Mariut, the airport behind Alexandria. All this happened in
March 1945.

AHQEM Admin. Block
The inevitable surrender of both Germany and Italy in the European theatre
brought actual fighting to a standstill and within a month of this, Victory in Europe
(V.E. Day) was celebrated with great relief and joy. At the same time the aftermath
saw the beginning of tremendous problems of returning vast numbers of men and
women to civilian life, together with the storage or disposal of much war equipment.
Repatriation after five years of war was going to be prolonged and difficult and as an
administration officer I soon found myself involved in this post-war situation. I was
delegated the initial task of closing down any Aircraft and Ship Recognition Units
within Eastern Mediterranean Command.
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Wall Mural in Officers’ Mess
During the next few months, with
either one or the other of my
sergeants, we flew to various units
on the North African coast, to
Nicosia, Ein Shemir, north of
Nazareth, all in Palestine. There we
advised Station Adjutants on the
closing-down process where
necessary. In this period too, I was
detailed to act as Alexandria Area
Sports Officer. This again entailed
liaison with Station Sports Officers
Our small spotting team
and with other areas at G.H.Q. Cairo.
These meetings were necessary in order to determine what organisation and
equipment already existed and what would be needed to keep Station personnel
active and healthy.
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It would serve no useful purpose to record at further length the activities which we in
the Administration Block were called upon to do and to submit our reports to the
S.Ad.O. for action. Needless to say, each morning get-together in his office to review
the mail, brought an ever increasing variety of problems to be sorted out.
There were obviously times when we needed and were able to relax. After dinner one
could stay in the Mess and enjoy a pleasant evening in the bridge school, or one could
take the local tram into Alexandria and spend the evening at the Officers' Club
enjoying either dancing or orchestral music provided by a German group of
prisoner-of-war musicians. Late cinema shows were available in the city. Daytime
leisure could also be enjoyed at the Alexandria Sporting Club, or after midday lunch
in the Mess one could relax on the nearby beach or in the sea, though not for long
because of the extreme summer heat. Severe sunburn was still considered a
chargeable offence in the Air Force!

AHQEM Staff Officers
My two sergeants, Reg Putner and Stan Reeves, were both good cricketers and
together with several interested officers and myself, we were able to field a useful
eleven which we called R.A.F. Alexandria C.C.. We arranged several games with other
R.A.F. Stations, with an Army eleven from Cairo and with two local public school
teams. In this way we enjoyed a short but successful season of cricket. Without doubt
our best batsman was Reg Putner who pre-war had been on Lords groundstaff.

- 71 -

Among our forces opponents we came into contact with a number of ex-County
players.
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All the above leisure activities became part of the general situation after V.E. Day in
the Middle East but for me letters from Joyce were at this time of prime importance.
She had kept me in the picture regarding the progress of her pregnancy, which had
gone well under the care of Dr. Blakeley, our family doctor. Eventually in late July
came her letter telling me we now had a healthy nine pound boy. Our doctor had
ensured that she was admitted to a well-established maternity ward and had been
with her during labour. Through his care we had, on the 15th July 1945, a bonny baby
boy!
Because he was more than a week overdue and above average weight, to give Joyce
time to recover Dr. Blakeley kept her in hospital a little longer than usual, but when
she returned home she was well looked after by my mother, sister Nell and the district
midwife. Naturally, having become mother as well as housewife, she had to resign
from her secretarial work and regular income suffered a setback but because of my
overseas allowances I was able to allocate more of my pay so that she could still
manage financially without undue worry. Whilst I was still abroad, family support
would always be at hand and Nell's husband, Fred Bevington, was soon due back
from India on repatriation. Through our letters Joyce and I discussed our son's
Christian Names. We decided not to follow the usual family custom of naming the
eldest boy like his father but we agreed that he would be Anthony John and we would
delay his baptism as long as possible in the hope that I could be back home. However,
as events turned out, this was not to be!
Back at Headquarters the daily
routine remained steady with just a
trickle of personnel moving on to
transit camp for repatriation. The
longest serving ones were the first to
start the homeward trek. Early in
August came the Japanese surrender
after the use of two nuclear bombs
and in effect this signalled the end of
World War II except for the clearingup process. V.J. Day was duly
All Ranks Dance - Jan. 5th 1946
celebrated by all ranks. As the year
moved into Autumn, preparations
were put in hand for the customary Christmas and New Year festivities. In the Mess,
however, it was becoming very noticeable that staff officers on recall were not being
replaced. This led to a re-distribution of essential administrative duties. My small
Recognition Unit closed and I found myself delegated the post of Station
Entertainments Officer in addition to being Area Sports Officer.
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A select committee decided it would try to provide something special for
entertainment and invited suggestions. Eventually it agreed upon going for a Middle
East version of the pantomime 'Cinderella'. Recruiting acting ability and other
talents among all personnel began and rehearsals arranged. I found myself with the
role of Baron Badenough, the disreputable father of the Ugly Sisters and Cinders.
The Wardrobe Mistress enlisted the aid of E.N.S.A. in Cairo and was promised a full
set of authentic Cinderella costumes from London. The die was cast and the date
fixed for January 1946.

Earlier I have already explained that 'Special
Duties' covered a multitude of occasions not
Giving away the bride
catered for in the Adjutant's “Bible”. One such
occasion occurred in January 1946. I was
approached by W.A.A.F. Peggy Dansie who was engaged to and wished to marry
L.A.C. Lewis from R.A.F. Aboukir. All was arranged but she had no-one in authority
to give her away. Would I act 'in loco parentis'? Her father in England was agreeable. I
set her mind at rest by telling her it would give me pleasure to officiate. The service
was in Aboukir C. of E. Chapel and the reception followed at the airmens' club. A
good time was had by all - just another Special Duty.
To continue to relate further details of the various events due to take place during the
festive period would serve no useful purpose. It is enough to say that generally all
went well and our pantomime finale, which we performed to packed houses, was
agreed by all ranks to be an outstanding success, especially the audience participation
items. A.V.M. Toomer congratulated all the cast on their efforts.
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Panto - Cinderella
Eventually, as the year passed into Spring, the A.V.M., through the Senior
Administration Officer, informed his staff that the Air Ministry was recalling him to
London, probably for retirement. Before he departed he visited every Staff Officer,
thanking each one for services under his command. He asked me whether I had
considered staying in the Royal Air Force. He suggested I could transfer from
Administration to the Education Branch as there would be a great need for skilled
teachers to provide training for the rank and file of the regular air force under
peacetime conditions. I thanked him for the proposal but explained that if I were a
single man I would definitely have considered it; however as a married man with a
wife I had not seen for almost two years, a son nearly a year old and a teaching
position awaiting my return, I felt I must go home to talk with family members and
assess the situation. This he agreed was quite a reasonable decision.
With the departure of the A.V.M. most of the Senior Staff Officers were recalled to
General Headquarters, Cairo. The closure of Air Headquarters, Eastern Med. was
inevitable. I was left with the task of returning the main blocks to civilian use. This
entailed the physical checking of the inventories for the Officers' Mess, Air Staff
Block and the Administration Block. Inventories for the Sergeants' Mess fell to the
Station Warrant Officer (S.W.O.). To exercise authority I was temporarily promoted
to the rank of Acting Squadron Leader and Commanding Officer of the Holding
Unit.
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My first objective was the Officers' Mess which had three inventories, namely (a)
private property purchased from Mess funds (b) Actual R.A.F. property (c)
miscellaneous items not on inventory. At the conclusion and recording of these
physical checks I had the private Mess property despatched to the Officers' Mess,
Cairo, the R.A.F. property to general stores and the civilian record to the S.Ad.O.,
Cairo in order that he could take steps to return the building to its original owner. In a
similar way I dealt with the other inventories and the S.W.O. also handled those of the
Segeants' Mess. With the close of both Officers' and Sergeants' Messes all remaining
Staff Officers and senior N.C.O.'s were billeted in a nearby hotel, the Beau Rivage.
All other ranks continued to occupy the main R.A.F. compound.
The year had by now moved into May and my administrative duties were completed.
I was very pleased to receive instructions to hand over to the Station Adjutant, obtain
my clearance and in due course report to R.A.F. Kasfareet Transit Camp. I was not at
all sorry to be leaving the Alexandria area as the political climate in Egypt at that time
was bordering on anarchy, with frequent mass demonstrations. Personnel in British
uniforms were not very acceptable in the city!
I checked in at Kasfareet and was informed that I had some time to wait before the
next troopship would be at Port Said. This gave me the opportunity to cross to the
Maintenance Unit and renew some old acquaintances although my good friend
Fl./Lt. Bill Killen had already departed on repatriation.
I left Kasfareet early in June and on arrival at Port Said went aboard troopship R.M.S.
Staffordshire. The first task, with the ship's Purser, was to change my Egyptian
piastres into Sterling, then to settle in my allotted berth. I had no specific duties other
than those which might be expected by the Officer Commanding troops and looked
forward to a relaxed voyage. On departure we sailed steadily for Malta where on
arrival we stayed overnight at Valetta. Already the Maltese were beginning to clear the
devastation caused by the war-time incessant bombing. After replenishing fuel and
stores we sailed up the northern arm of the Mediterranean towards the south of
France. I cannot recall the actual journey time but eventually we put into port at
Toulon where we disembarked and were transported to billets on the hill above the
town. Again we were to be delayed awaiting rail transport which was to carry us
indirectly northwards through France.
Once aboard the troop train we travelled from Toulon to Toulouse, then turned
towards Limoges and Orleans with an overnight stop at a strategically established
halt. To leave the train at this type of halt was a God-send. We were able to get
essential exercise, tend to nature, eat, sleep and in general relax after hours of being
confined to a crowded passenger compartment. After breakfast we again entrained
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and our journey continued steadily northward through the absolutely magnificent
scenery of the Dordogne countryside, with its steep-sided valleys, strategic castles
and towering bridges, each bend in the railway bringing forth a new vista. Reaching
first Limoges then Orleans where we had short stops, we continued slowly towards
Paris. The rest of the journey can be quietly dismissed. We were shunted around the
outskirts of Paris until we joined the direct line to Dieppe and eventually we reached
the port, again to detrain and be billeted overnight in another transit centre. Early on
the following morning we embarked on the ferry to Newhaven and after an
uneventful crossing disembarked, happy to realise we were at last back in England.
After some light refreshment provided by the Women's Voluntary Service I was on
my way to London and from there I was directed by the Provost Marshall's Office to
travel from Euston station to Cannock and report to the Officers' Demobilisation
Centre on the well-known Cannock Chase. I arrived there early evening and was
allocated a billet prior to dinner in the Officers' Mess. The next day, together with
other arrivals, I attended a briefing on the procedure for demobilisation.
This was divided basically into four sections, the first of which was the handing in of
any items of equipment which were R.A.F. property. We were handed a list of things
we were allowed to keep and those which must be returned to store. The next and
most important step was a full medical examination a very necessary future
safeguard. When this was completed and a satisfactory result obtained we were
conducted to stores for kitting out to civilian standard, this in addition to the fact that
we were allowed to keep all our personal clothing as Commissioned Officers. The
last section consisted of a visit to the Paymaster General's Office to discuss each
individual's pay accounts, either received or still part of one's entitlement. The
obvious purpose was to establish a balance satisfactory to both parties.
All these sections understandably took a fair time to resolve and we were told to
expect our stay would at least be a week. We could of course correspond immediately
with our family but not give an exact date for arriving home.
In my case sections one to three posed no problems but accounts informed me that
as I had taken no official leave whilst in Egypt, the amount I could claim, added to
demobilisation leave meant that I would still be considered in the Royal Air Force
until then end of August 1946 and would receive pay accordingly. Needless to say I
had no complaint about this! Should the occasion arise I could still officially use my
uniform and rank.
As the four sections had been successfully completed all that was required was for me
to be supplied with essential ration books and a travel warrant for Stoke-on-Trent.
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With these duly obtained I was then at liberty to depart, still in the R.A.F. but a civilian
in essence. I arrived home in the middle of July 1946 in good time to celebrate the
first birthday of my son Anthony together with the birth of his newly-born cousin
Terrence to my sister Nell and husband Fred.
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Return to my Teaching Career
Again a new chapter in my life was about to begin and thankfully with the help of
August leave I would have time to make adequate preparations to meet the change. I
had first to consider the effect of my home-coming on Joyce. This was not a case of a
few days' leave then off again. Now I was home to stay, how would she receive me?
For much of five years and certainly for the last two, I had been missing from her
home life. During that time she had not only become the home-maker but alone she
had contended with pregnancy, childbirth and infant nurture. I had to accept that she
had been called upon to make many and varied decisions without my support. I
myself was undoubtedly delighted to return to my wife, but I realised she now had
two loves in her life and my infant son was the immediate centre of attention for his
mother Joyce!
In our first few minutes together again we quite naturally embraced happily, a very
welcome home-coming with a lot to be talked about. Even then I could see in Joyce's
eyes a look of reserve. I knew she could happily accept me as her legal husband and
father of Anthony, but I could tell she was concerned about the renewal of our
physical relationship. In my two years' absence she had become in effect a virgin
again, because we had both been faithful to each other. Instinctively I knew she had
to be courted again but how best to resolve the situation?
I need not have worried as later in the evening Joyce herself broached the subject.
Our conversation went along these lines:
“Ernest”, she said, “there is one matter we need to talk about at once”.
“I think I know what is on your mind”, I said.
She went on, “As you know, for a long time I have been used to sleeping
alone and since Anthony was born I have had him in his cot by my bedside
all this last year. I am glad to say he has been very little trouble at night. Once
I have bathed and fed him he is soon asleep and normally only awakens
ready for his early morning feed. You can imagine that with a young baby
there have been times when he has needed attention and then I have been
there to nurse him. He is used to my dealing with him ………..”
I interrupted by saying, “Yes, dear, I understand entirely and would not
expect you to change your routine just for me. I realise I am likely to be a
stranger to him for some time yet”.
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Joyce continued, “Do you think you could be patient for a little while and
sleep in the front bedroom? There you would not be disturbed if he
wakened during the night and I had to get up and settle him again.”
In effect Joyce was asking me to be patient with her as a husband and give her chance
to adjust to having a man about the house again. To say I was relieved was putting it
mildly!
“Look dear”, I said, “I too have been used to sleeping alone and also need
time to adjust. Let us take things slowly and enjoy just being together again.
Time is on our side to rebuild our living fully as husband and wife”.
We were both very relieved to have jumped that first hurdle.
The next few days were spent leisurely. I was very impressed by the way Joyce dealt
with Anthony. Speedily each morning he was bathed, potted, fed and in his pram out
in our small rear garden come wind or weather! Later we went out to the grocers' and
butchers' to register for my weekly food rations and also visited nearby family
members. I also visited Doctor Blakeley to thank and repay him for his excellent care
of both Joyce and Anthony. On our way home I usually found myself pushing the
pram up the hill, much to Joyce's relief!
Before school holidays commenced I went to the Education Office in Hanley to
acquaint the Director of my return and to discover to which school I should be sent
after the summer break. I also had to establish what my revised annual salary would
be. Firstly, at the request of my headmaster Mr Powell, I was to return to my old
school Meir Secondary Modern. Secondly, as salaries were still on the old pre-war
scale I was considered to have reached nine increments, the equivalent of £288 per
annum, but this would rise to £300 in April 1947. With compulsory stoppages I
would receive about £24 per month from September onwards; not exactly a princely
sum for a family! As I took stock of this post-war situation I was thankful to realise
that both sides of our immediate family relations had come through those war years
fairly well, in comparison with other less fortunate people.
I was still fit and fond of my cricket, so with Joyce's approval I joined the nearest
senior club to home. My old club, Caverswall, had lost its lovely ground under the
shadow of the castle walls and I did not relish the new ground located in a housing
estate. Accordingly I joined the Longton Club, situated near to Longton Park. In
addition I knew a good number of the regular playing members, fellows with whom I
had grown up prior to the war. I was made welcome and started to work out in both
batting and bowling at the practice nets. I was soon selected to play in the Second
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Eleven matches where, of course, I had to prove myself. Although the cricket season
was more than half over I was able to enjoy the remaining home and away games and
so become an active playing member.

Longton Cricket Club 1st eleven - 1946-47 (I am 2nd from left)
In the first week of September I rejoined the staff at Meir School and this was the
beginning of what was to be a seven year stint of class teaching. The staff had largely
changed during the five years I had been away and the only members I knew were the
Head, Mr Powell, his first assistant, Mr Lawton and my friend, Jim Hughes, with the
addition of two men whom I had known in Normacot in previous years, namely
Arthur Little and Stanley Mitchell. Other staff members had either moved to other
schools or, as a result of the war, left the profession for good.
The school itself, though five years older, still continued under Mr Powell's guidance
to work to the well organised and disciplined routine which made it easy for me to
adapt quickly to my changed lifestyle. I noticed at first that there was an obvious
atmosphere of reserve on the part of younger male staff members who seemed
suspicious of both Jim Hughes and myself being somehow a threat to their status.
Quite bluntly they did not seem to know how to accept the return of two ex-officers
from H.M. Forces. Thankfully this atmosphere quickly dissipated when they realised
we were just happy to return to our chosen profession.
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To write in detail as to what ensued during the next seven years would be irrelevant
and serve no useful purpose. To record certain changes which affected the general
progress of the school should be enough to illustrate that life within the walls of
Meir Secondary Moden was never static as the years went by.
Number one change came in April 1947 when the Government of the day passed a
Bill to raise the school leaving age to 15 years. To meet the proposed change
Secondary Schools were faced with several immediate problems, mainly extra
staffing, pupil accommodation, dining facilities and additional equipment of all
types. After the war staffing was already low and to alleviate the problem an
Emergency Teacher Training Scheme of one year also had to be introduced. This
scheme was greeted with strong reserve by the professional bodies who considered it
could lead to a watering-down of academic standards unless entry qualifications of
prospective candidates were carefully monitored. To house the foreseen increase in
pupil population, prefabricated classrooms began to appear on site where requested.
Added to all the very obvious problems was the resentment plainly shown by many
parents and pupils eventually to be affected by the change.
In the following year - 1948 - after having coped valiantly with the many problems,
large and small, thrown up by the change, both Headmaster, Mr Powell and his
deputy, Mr Lawton decided to take well-deserved retirement. New appointments
had to be made for these posts and the staff were soon to meet their new leader, a Mr
Arthur Williams from Stoke Technical College and of unknown capability as a
Secondary Modern School Head. The deputy head would come from the existing
staff, following an established custom. Eventually my friend Jim Hughes became the
deputy and Stanley Mitchell was appointed Leader of Meir Youth Club, originally a
school voluntary development which was now to be a recognised club with a
professional leader.
It was not long before we, the staff, began to express doubt about the leadership
qualities of our new Head. Mr Williams was physically small in stature and even
smaller in his conception of headship. After Harry Powell's inspired leadership, this
man had very little to offer and lived up to his being called 'Little Arthur' by both staff
and pupils. There was an element of meanness in his character and he resented the
skills and abilities of others, showing neither interest nor encouragement to any
activities or projects put forward by staff members for the benefit of the school. A
typical example of his negative approach was the occasion when he called John
Fearns and myself, both skilled hockey players, to his office and told us that since we
had not asked his permission, we must stop our coaching of the girls working to get
in the school hockey teams. This we had been doing voluntarily in the lunch time
break. His sole comment was “Leave that instruction to the P.T. teachers!”
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In short, to the staff he quickly became a nonentity whom, unfortunately, we had to
tolerate.
The year 1949 brought changes to our domestic life. In the July our second son,
Andrew, was born; another healthy mid-summer boy. At the same time Anthony
became four years old and was quite ready for school. He could read well and liked
numbers. By the end of August he was accepted at Normacot Infants' School by
Headmistress, Marian Fairs, a contemporary of mine from Longton High School
days. This proved quite convenient for Joyce, helping especially with the daily routine
for baby Andrew.
It also meant that I had no worries about continuing to enjoy my cricket practice and
match play even though for personal reasons I had transferred from the Longton
club to Blythe Colour Works Club which, even though a factory sports club, was
allowed to admit guest players. Here I found a more relaxed and friendly atmosphere
prevailed among the members. During this part of my cricketing career I was
privileged to play either alongside or against a number of county and international
players such as 'Gentleman' John Ikin, Garry Sobers, Maqsood Ahmed, Richard
Tyldesley and David Steele, all at that time involved in North Staffordshire League
cricket.

Blythe Colour Works Cricket Club - 1948-52 (I am 2nd from left)
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The landlord of our home indicated that he now wished to sell the house instead of
renting it. After the war this was to be expected and he offered it to us at one
thousand pounds. As we had already paid rates and for all maintenance for ten years I
considered this too much and offered to purchase it for seven hundred pounds, the
amount for which he had sold the house next door to my sister, Nell. Knowing we
were sitting tenants he eventually agreed and I took the necessary step of arranging
our first house mortgage. We had no sooner done this than brother-in-law Fred
informed us that he had been offered the post of firm's accountant at Beresford
Transport in Kidsgrove and that he and Nell would be moving house to Scholar
Green in that area. This was an offer they could not reject. Other family changes were
that my father, who had been working at the Wedgwood Barlaston factory, decided to
retire, aged 65. Also Harry, Joyce's brother, with wife Irene and a growing family,
decided to take on a small-holding in the country at Yarnfield near to Stone.
The wind of change was also making itself felt at school. The senior male members
of staff, including myself, unhappy at the lack of positive leadership, were seriously
considering that it was time to move on and look for a new challenge - that of
becoming headteachers ourselves. The result of this was that we each began to apply
for vacancies that arose, either within our local education authority or further afield. I
had two interviews at Plymouth and was only beaten on both occasions by men who
already had headship experience.
The first of the male staff to depart was Arthur Little, to become Head at Shelton C.
of. E. Junior School nearby the church where he regularly worshipped. He was soon
followed by Stan Mitchell who was offered the Headship at Blurton Primary School.
During 1952 my friend, Jim Hughes, accepted the vacant headship at Wellington
Road Secondary Modern School, and as he departed I was promoted to Deputy
Head at Meir. This was a welcome step but still insufficient to prevent me from
continuing to appy for other vacancies as they arose. I had to wait a further two years
with no encouragement from 'Little Arthur' but in 1954, at the age of forty-two, I was
appointed Head of Cross Street Junior and Infants School in Stoke itself. In August
of that year I left Meir Secondary after fifteen years, with some degree of sadness but
no regrets. Another episode in my life was about to unfold.
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My First Headship
Cross Street Junior School was council-built in the latter part of the Nineteenth
Century. It was reached from the centre of Stoke by taking the up-hill road towards
Penkhull. This brick-built school defied adequate description. The main building
followed the upward contour of the hill. The Infant section and another single
storey block at the top end of the playground had been added later. The foundations
and basement had been dug into the side of the hill so that as one walked up Cross
Street this first floor gradually disappeared below eye level. To the onlooker the
building presented a grim and foreboding appearance. Added to this, the
playground, sloping upwards to the north and west, was cobbled with blue brick and
a set of privies for both staff and pupils was located in the centre. The main block
had an old-fashioned bell tower which covered a central well reaching down to
basement level. Viewed from above, the bottom resembled a small prison exercise
yard. These were, in brief, the school premises I was taking over. I reiterate that they
defied proper description.
After my preliminary visit I
realised there were no dining
facilities for staff and that I
would have to move the family
from Meir to be nearer to the
school. I soon discovered a
modern semi-detached house
on the outskirts of Heron
Cross, large enough for our
needs. This suited Joyce as it
was within easy reach of her
10 Whittaker Road, Heron Cross
family home before our
Photo - July 2004
marriage. It was on a corner
site with room for a garage and
the asking price was just within our means. I had no trouble in finding a buyer for our
Meir house and the Building Society was willing to increase the mortgage loan. We
moved during the August holiday period and settled in before the start of the new
school year. The Headmistress of the nearby Heron Cross Infants' School was
willing to take Andrew, now turned four years old, and Anthony could easily catch a
bus to continue at his Junior school in Longton. The move worked out nicely!
In the first week of September I met both my deputy, Alan Brandrick, and the school
caretaker for a briefing and through them discovered the extent of the challenge
ahead. In short, the school needed to be brought out of the nineteenth century into

- 85 -

the post war era of the fifties. The former lady Head, Miss Nan Anderson, trained
primarily as an infants' teacher, had shown quite clearly that she had little conception
of what educational standards were required of junior-aged children. I asked my
deputy if he would run the school for a fortnight so that I could assess what changes
were necessary and work out an order of priority. There was so much to improve but
it was patently obvious that anything I set out to do could only be right!
As there was no staff room, the headteacher sat at a bureau-type roll-top desk in one
corner of the deputy's classroom. On the first school day of term, as I opened the
desk, the class registers fell out to the floor. Unbelievably the desk was chock full and
presented me with an immediate task. I would have to work systematically through
every cubby-hole, every drawer to discover its hidden and forgotten contents. At the
outset I was very relieved to find that at least the new registers had been properly
prepared and classes could be assembled accordingly. With diligence I worked
through that desk each day until it was cleared. Two items still stand out in my
memory; I found enough money wrapped up in bits of paper to start a school fund,
and several boxes of .22 live ammunition a legacy from the early days of the war.
These latter I took to Stoke Police Station and the Sergeant in charge almost had a fit!
“Do you want me to record these?” he asked. “If so there will have to be an
official inquest.”
I replied, “Do what you think best.”
“In that case,” he said, “I shall lose them in the canal!”
Needless to say, I agreed. The final outcome of this clearing-out exercise came when
Miss Nan Anderson visited school to see how I had settled in. She sat quietly for a few
minutes beside the old bureau desk, then said,
“Mr Boden, you make me ashamed. I haven't seen the writing area in that
desk for longer than I care to admit!”
My sojourn at this school was to last a full five years. I laboured steadily to improve its
working conditions for staff and pupils according to my priority list which frequently
needed revision. Every long holiday period, Christmas, Easter, August, was used to
make much needed changes. During that first term I tackled basic essentials lighting,
ventilation and heating. Lighting was still by the old gas mantles and the gas pressure,
totally unreliable. In late afternoon, with the main block lit, it was impossible to have
lessons in the separate classrooms at the top of the playground: the gas pressure was
non-existent. Furthermore leakage generally made it impossible to grow successfully
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the children's bulb planting exercises. With regard to ventilation, windows refused to
open in the main building and there was an extraction system, with fans powered by
direct current, running through the classrooms. It was so much a monstrosity, both
noisy and cumbersome, it just had to go! The onset of the winter months very quickly
emphasised the antiquity of the whole heating system. By mid-day in cold weather
the classroom temperatures barely touched 50 degrees Fahrenheit, an intolerable
situation for junior and infant children, even with their outdoor clothes on. I had an
unholy row with the Deputy Education Officer to get something done urgently.
In 1955 all three holiday periods were used to remove and rectify these major
problems - modern electric lighting and power points throughout, blocked windows
re-opened for natural ventilation and a completely new central heating system. This
was just the beginning!
The school was only single stream with six age groups and a pupil population of
around two hundred and forty. Including myself, there were seven staff, a nursery
teacher and a part-time peripatetic teacher to help slow learners. During that first year
I talked with them, both as a team and as individuals, about what I hoped to achieve
and told them that their positive suggestions would be much appreciated. I set out to
discover their several strengths and weaknesses, their likes and dislikes. I had already
realised my approach to revising schemes of work would involve some degree of
semi-specialisation.

Cross Street Staff - myself front centre
Alan Brandrick (deputy) 2nd from left, back row
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During the second year my priorities were going to be aimed at improving classroom
facilities. Such things as better quality furniture, teaching aids and adequate storage
space, text books and a greater variety of expendable material, all needed urgent
consideration. Throughout the school the desks and fixed seats belonged to the first
world war era, made for sitting four or six children together in each row. The Stoke
Education Authority had at Smallthorne a large depository for any furniture or
fittings from city schools which were surplus to requirements. Having assessed our
immediate needs, my deputy and I paid the depository a visit to see what we could
acquire for the varying age groups. We were amazed to see how much school
furniture in good condition was available. Although all our requirements could not
be met immediately, we made a good start by obtaining dual locker desks for the older
pupils. These were going to aid storage. I supplied the warden in charge a complete
list of our needs and established a good working arrangement with him. The process
was ongoing and in this way I was able to replace all the outdated furniture plus many
other classroom needs for teaching aids and display. I made several visits during the
year, always bearing in mind how I could best refurbish each classroom to the
satisfaction of my staff.
I had, of course, been working on my other priority the review of all text books and
essential expendable materials. At the outset I asked my staff to supply me with upto-date classroom inventories, omitting nothing, however small. Not a very pleasing
request, but one I felt necessary for the full picture. I wanted to ascertain how much
expenditure would be required to meet any changes when I received the school's
annual capitation in April for the new financial year. I asked for the inventories by
early February so that by physical check I could decide what would need to be
replaced and at what estimated cost.
There were bound to be times when progress did not go to plan. In February 1956
there was an unusually severe frost for several days after a wet spell. This made the
cobbled playground a dangerous hazard for adults and children alike. No outside
activities were possible and even toilet visits had to be undertaken with extreme care.
However the weather conditions rapidly changed and an equally extreme thaw
followed. The change from heavy ice to water made the playground a quagmire and
even worse, the enormous pressure of water caused the bottom retaining wall of the
playground to collapse onto the driveway of the Methodist Centre below. With it
went the main entrance steps to the school, totally destroying access from the road.
Entrance had to be quickly arranged from Spark Lane, an unmade track beyond the
Infants' department.
I immediately sent in an emergency maintenance form requesting repairs to be given
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urgent priority sadly, to no avail! I received the acknowledgement from the relevant
department. For several weeks thereafter I continued to send in the official forms
until I became so frustrated that I decided to list the numbers of previous forms all
on one sheet and below I wrote PSALM 13 verses 1 and 2. I learned later that panic
ensued in the Education Department; no Bible could be found to decipher my
cryptic message. What of the outcome? It produced immediate reaction! On the
following Monday I received a telephone call saying that I could expect an official
visit to assess the damage. This official party on arrival consisted of the Deputy
Education Officer, the City Surveyor, the Schools Maintenance Officer and the
Works foreman. I suspect that the Chief Education Officer, Mr. Dibden, had 'blown
his top'. From my point of view this was just one more problem solved.
I return now to my class inventories and the major problem they revealed. Practically
all the class books still in use dated back to the 1920's. I even remembered some of
them from my own Junior School days. They had to go! The school was being starved
of up-to-date material. From each classroom I listed all the books I would need to
replace. My wife, Joyce, typed these lists in triplicate and I sent a copy to Mr Ingley,
Assistant Administration Officer, requesting permission to write off the lot from
stock. Another urgent phone call message followed. The conversation was roughly as
follows:
Mr Ingley: “This is madness. You can't write off nearly 2000 books all at once”
Myself:

“Oh yes I can. I have got to for the sake of both children and staff.”

Mr Ingley: “Well, I can't give my permission until I'm satisfied it is the correct
thing to do.”
Myself: “They are all laid out ready for visual inspection. If you will come and
see for yourself, I will retain any you think I should keep.”
Mr Ingley: “If possible I will come or send my lady assistant.”
Myself:

“Thank you; I look forward to your visit.”

A few days later the lady assistant arrived. She introduced herself (though her name I
cannot recall). She said that Mr Ingley wanted to be sure that what I proposed was,
without doubt, necessary. I took her to the room containing the books and told her
she could browse as long as she liked. I would go by her decision. Over an hour
passed before the lady assistant reported back to me. She said, quite categorically,
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“Mr Boden, you are quite right; there is nothing among that out-of-date
material worth keeping. I will advise Mr Ingley to agree to its write-off.”
In thanking her, I asked if I could have a copy of her report countersigned by Mr
Ingley. On receipt of this I took steps to have the unwanted material collected for
salvage. Staff were naturally perturbed and questioned what they should do without
the text books to support their schemes of work. My reply was that they should not
worry but as good teachers, use their own initiatives. I would introduce replacement
modern text books as quickly as possible during the summer term.
My first step was to contact and involve all the relevant organisers employed by the
Authority. They included the Infant & Nursery Organiser, Mathematics and Junior
Science, Visual Aids, Art & Craft, Music, Physical Education & Games. These all had
resource fund allowances which could be tapped for additional items of equipment.
From several educational publishers I obtained free specimen copies of their latest
publications at Junior and Infant level on all aspects of the curricula. With these to
hand and after staff consultation I proceeded to purchase in bulk text books for each
age level.
Money became the obvious problem. The annual capitation allowance for a small
school would not cover all replacements in books and expendable stationery. Fortune
again favoured me. By chance I discovered that a few years before my appointment,
the school had suffered a small internal fire. No structural damage had occurred but
much classroom material had been ruined by smoke and water damage. An insurance
claim submitted by the Education Authority had been paid but the compensation
had never been passed on to the school. I took up this matter with the accounts
department, the head of which agreed that the school was entitled to the money. The
amount turned out to be a very useful supplement to capitation and enabled me to
order replacement equipment without financial worry. Last of all I organised a local
Bring and Buy sale to boost School Funds. Well supported by parents, the result
provided a useful reserve. Another major problem had thus been solved.
Other outstanding problems were each dealt with according to my priority list for the
general benefit of staff and pupils. By Spring 1958, after three full years of steady
commitment to the task, I had largely accomplished my original aim. The school was
at last functioning at its rightful potential. During this period even the name 'Cross
Street' had disappeared from both road and school. The road had been renamed
Epworth Street to associate with the neighbouring Methodist Centre and the school
had become Honeywall Junior and Infants' which in itself suggested a brighter
outlook!
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On the domestic side of life things
had also been prog ressing
satisfactorily. With help I had
acquired a small but reliable Morris
8 car (FVT 489) which made light
work of getting around. The boys
had moved on educationally,
Andrew to Heron Cross Junior
School and Anthony to Longton
High School, relocated in Sandon
Road, Meir. Both were beginning to
Morris ‘8’
show they were musically gifted.
Joyce had settled quite happily in our new home within easy reach of both her father
and Aunt Flo and with local shopping facilities. Bert, her eldest brother, now with
two daughters, Margaret and Janet, had become totally disenchanted with his
employment as Plumber and Decorator. He felt frustrated at not being able to put his
skill as a first class musician to greater use, and wondered how he could become a
qualified music teacher under the local Authority. I made enquiries on his behalf and
discovered that he could qualify by taking and passing the A.T.C.L. (Teacher)
Diploma. The music side presented no problem and I was able to coach him on the
principles of teaching. After he had successfully overcome this hurdle and with the
help of the Music Organiser, I was able to obtain an interview for him. This he passed
and was taken on permanent staff at a large comprehensive school. Though at
middle age, his delight at this change of
circumstance was a pleasure to see!
As always in life, joy and pleasure are often
tempered by sadness and loss. It was during this
settled period that my ailing father passed away,
leaving mother on her own in Normacot with
Joyce and myself the only family members near
enough to visit her regularly. The fact that she still
had her haberdashery shop to occupy her mind
was itself a blessing. Through her local
customers and other passers-by she was in
constant touch with the world outside and this
greatly helped to sustain her independence.

Samuel Ernest Boden (Senior)

Returning to the weekly progress at school; the
year 1958 passed steadily and happily towards a
settled future of approaching full potential.
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However, this was destined not to continue as expected. Two outside factors began
to arise which would eliminate its future existence. The first of these factors
concerned the downward trend of infant population. During and immediately after
the war, there had been a bulge in the annual number of child-births and this had
continued to show into the early 1950's when a plateau was reached. Then the
situation reversed and a fall in annual births began to show. Infant departments in
general were first to note the downward trend of annual intakes from about 1956
onwards. In due course Junior departments were bound to reveal the same trend. As
a single stream school Honeywall had the potential annual intake of forty pupils and
by 1959 the school roll had dropped to about 218 pupils, a fall of around 8 percent
and continuing. The smaller classes were welcomed by staff but the empty desks
were worrying.
Just to illustrate how life can be full of out-of-the-blue surprises, in the Spring of this
year we discovered, to our amazement and confusion, that Joyce had become
pregnant at the age of forty-three, some ten years after the birth of Andrew. To say
“It's a good thing not to be able to see into the future” is putting the situation mildly!
As the end of the decade approached the second worrying factor had to be faced.
This concerned the condition of the main school building. Since the heavy frost and
rapid thaw of 1956, signs of subsidence had begun to appear. The unstable hillside
was moving slowly downwards, window frames were distorting, cracks were showing
in the brickwork of the large central well and cobbles were lifting in the sloping
schoolyard; all these reflected the general deterioration of the nineteenth century
building. At first the situation was checked and not considered serious but a major
fault eventually became noticeable. A gap appeared between the wall of the Infants'
department and the end wall of the Junior department. The two sections had not
been properly keyed together. I immediately notified the Schools Maintenance
Officer. The gap was monitored and found to be slowly increasing. The City
Surveyor was called in together with the Chief Education Officer. Their decision was
obvious: the building was considered unsafe. The Government Minister of
Education, Sir Edward Boyle, was officially notified with a request for closure.
In September 1959, at the start of the new school year, I received a visit from the
Chief Education Officer, Mr. Dibden. The gist of our brief conversation was as
follows
Mr Dibden said
“We have invited the Minister of Education to perform the official opening of the
new High School at Blurton. On that morning he will tour the new school, taking in
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all departments. We shall then wine him and dine him, and early in the afternoon he
will be brought here to see the state of this building for himself. When he arrives I
want you to greet him yourself and, irrespective of his attendant party, conduct him
round the school, emphasising all aspects of deterioration. Do not leave him in any
doubt about your extreme concern for children and staff. We want nothing less than
closure and demolition.”
This task I carried out successfully, with a promise from the Minister that he would
set things in motion on his return to London. Needless to say, officialdom moved
very slowly and the Autumn term moved steadily along with no sign of a decision. We
decorated each classroom, we enjoyed our Christmas party, we closed school on
December 23rd 1959 with customary greetings of goodwill, expecting to return in
the new year.
At home things were running relatively smoothly despite the fact that we had
changed houses again. An opportunity arose for us to accept a good family house at
an affordable price in Blurton Village near to the parish church and we were now
living at 89 Church Road. This was a move much to our advantage. Joyce's pregnancy
was nearing full time and her condition regularly monitored because of her age. The
two boys were in the parish choir, Anthony aged fourteen as deputy organist, Andrew
as boy soprano soloist, and myself an active member of the church council. Having
duly catered for all aspects of the festive season we anticipated a relaxed and pleasant
break: wishful thinking once again! The normal bank holidays were no sooner over

My car, a Standard Vanguard, is shown by the arrow
standing outside 89 Church Road, Blurton
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St. Bartholomew’s Church, Blurton
than I received an urgent telephone call. I was requested to report to the Chief
Education Officer immediately!
On arrival he greeted me with
“Well, my lad, I'm afraid you've done yourself out of a job! Your school will not
reopen for pupils in the new year. You will have to commence closing procedure at
once”.
To deal briefly with the rest of the interview, we discussed priority of action. Lists
had already been prepared as to where the children would be relocated. My staff had
also been requested to report in on Monday 28th December and I was promised their
help until all the children were re-settled in neighbouring schools relative to their
home addresses. All staff members would be required to seek out and prepare
inventories of all available stock and usable items in their respective classrooms.
Exercise and rough notebooks would accompany the children to their new schools.
After this the rest of the closing process would be for me to organise. The new term
would start on January 11th 1960 and I would have the staff until 15th January after
which they too would report to selected schools. Even to empty a small school like
Honeywall Junior and Infants' was in itself a mammoth task.
On Monday 18th January I was left with the caretaker and his wife, and the young
nursery assistant to help. My next move was to invite all the various Organisers, the
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local school headteachers and deputies, to come and examine all the equipment laid
out on offer. Anything they decided they could use could be taken away or set aside
for later collection. Boxes were available and I could arrange transport to move large
quantities or heavy furniture items. During the week this clearance went on until
almost everything from text books to pen nibs had been successfully distributed. On
January 25th we moved into the final week. The nursery assistant had been
transferred and the caretaker and I were left holding the fort. I called in the various
city works departments to remove excess furniture, all electrical and central heating
fittings, in fact everything that could still be salvaged, until all classrooms were bare.
My work was finished and on Friday 29th January I left the caretaker to hand over to
the City Surveyor. I made my final statement of closure in the School's Log Book,
signed it and delivered it to the Education Office. I was out of a job!
Whilst all the above was taking place a miniature crisis had arisen at home. Because of
Joyce's condition and high blood pressure our doctor had insisted she go into the City
General Maternity Ward. However, with the co-operation of the two boys we were
able to manage and I could visit the hospital daily whilst they were in school. Early in
February the doctor informed me that Joyce was past her full time and it would have
to be a Caesarean birth because the baby was too large. Joyce accepted the risk very
well, putting her whole trust in our family doctor and the hospital staff. On February
11th 1960 our third son was successfully delivered, a bonny boy (Christopher Henry).
The operation left Joyce weak and unable to return home until our doctor was
satisfied with her steady recovery. She would still need a lot of nursing and gentle
care. This thankfully was supplied by the district nurse, the local midwife, Auntie Flo
and several good neighbours.
In the meantime destiny was again playing its part in shaping my future. Mr Harry
Proctor, the headmaster of Meir Junior Mixed School, had for some time been ailing
and died early in the new year. To my surprise I was immediately appointed
headmaster of the school. I was back on home territory, sharing the site with Meir
Count Secondary Department and my previous head, Arthur Williams - 'Little
Arthur' again..
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My Second Headship
Meir Junior School occupied the eastern part of the site, with a shared hall between
the Junior and Senior departments. The whole site was relatively new; well planned
and excellently built with rustic brick exterior. The Junior department had a twostream yearly intake of upwards of eighty pupils from the neighbouring older
Infants department beyond the railway bridge. The children themselves were drawn
from three types of housing. There were those who lived in the rows of terraced
houses of the old village, together with those from the private property developed
along Weston Road and lastly those from the large council estate radiating from a
central square to the north of the school, Colclough Road being the main
thoroughfare.
The taking over of this headship was bound to be a totally different experience from
that of my first headship. Here was a well-established and organised school which
had been run by the previous headmaster, Mr Proctor, and his able deputy, Colin
Wade, who had been in charge during the head's prolonged illness. There was no
need for me to consider making any immediate changes to the established routine.
Time was on my side! I was also blessed with a good School Secretary, Mrs Hilda
Ollier, who could advise me on the daily matters likely to require my attention.
Another local aspect which was in my favour was the fact that many of the children I
had taught at secondary school, both before and just after the war, were now the
young parents of pupils within the school.
A school is a living close-knit community and as such, problems arise and changes
occur. It is not my intention to go into great detail as to what happened during the
passing years. Staff movements were inevitable. My deputy, Colin Wade, eventually
and rightly became a headmaster and so too in the course of time did his successor,
Roy Briggs, another excellent deputy who was also rewarded for his unstinted
commitment. Other staff members also came and went for various personal reasons
but always the school was served by a nucleus of mature, experienced teachers of
both sexes. Problems also occurred from time to time, usually to do with education
policy changes, curricula, schemes of work, sharing accommodation, but with good
liaison, discussion and common sense they were satisfactorily dealt with. As the years
passed the general pattern of school life was maintained, standards of work and
discipline upheld and good relations fostered with the supporting community
through the parent/teachers association. As headmaster these were good years for
me and my professional life was very happy as the years moved into the seventies and
I reached the age of sixty.

- 96 -

Meir Junior School
Myself, back row, 3rd from left
Roy Briggs, deputy, back row 2nd from right
At this point in time I began to realise that I had probably reached a stage when I was
just coasting. The school routine could easily carry on without me. I was not ill but
my impetus was gone. Helped along by the regular use of a car and a sedentary
occupation, daily I had put on weight and lacked adequate physical activity. I decided
to see my doctor for a thorough check. The examination revealed high cholesterol
and blood pressure due to my being at least two stones overweight. Unless I went to a
fibre diet plus more physical exercise I was on the right way towards a stroke or heart
attack. My lifestyle had to change!
To review my domestic life I must now return to the summer of 1960. All the family
had settled happily in our new home at Blurton. Anthony, aged 15, was in his middle
years at Longton High School. Andrew, aged 11, was finishing with Junior School
and ready to move on to High School. Christopher, duly baptised and at six months,
was the centre of attention from his two brothers who adored him. Apart from
Chris, the four of us were all involved to some extent in church life, the boys with
church music, myself with the work of the parochial church council and Joyce with
weekly flower arranging as well as with the choir and the Mothers' Union through
which she had become friendly with many members. Home life continued in this
vein until the year 1964 when again educational changes arose!
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Anthony had left home for London University to take a B.Sc. course at Battersea
College of Technology; Andrew had moved to the newly-built Longton High
School, now located on a hill commanding a westerly view over the low-lying centre
of Longton and Chris had started at the Sutherland Nursery and Infants School on
the nearby council estate. With all three and myself daily out of the house, Joyce had
more time to relax and enjoy her leisure hobbies, whilst I had taken to water-colour
painting a skill which, to my surprise, had been lying dormant and was to afford me
much pleasure, especially as Joyce, who was quite artistic, encouraged my initial
efforts. At weekends with the two younger boys we spent days out exploring the
nearby counties of Staffordshire and Derbyshire Moorland landscapes and villages.
Life during this period was very satisfying.
The years passed following a set pattern and soon it was 1967. Anthony completed
his university course but decided for the time being to stay in London where at Holy
Trinity, Upper Tooting he had made friends with several members of the Music and
Drama Group, including a certain young lady named Sylvia.
Andrew at eighteen years decided against university and applied for a teacher training
college. He was accepted at Chester Diocesan Training College for a Teachers'
Diploma Course and so followed in my footsteps. In that year too Chris moved into
the Sutherland Junior School on the estate. The two elder boys were slowly beginning
to move away from our parental care and establish their own life patterns.
Because of his musical ability as a church organist and the knowledge acquired on his
B.Sc. course, Anthony quickly secured employment with Compton Organs, one of
the country's leading organ builders and became for the firm a very useful member
of staff, acting when required as their representative. Andrew, meanwhile, with
music as one of his main studies was developing his own gift at college, which by this
time was accepting students of both sexes. He too had found himself a lady friend
with whom to share college life. Clearly a well-known pattern was evolving and in
course of time Joyce and I were called upon to meet the young ladies.
As 1967 progressed Anthony and Sylvia came up from London to talk to us about
their future plans. Their courtship was serious and as they both had good, steady
employment they were considering marriage provided they could find reasonable
accommodation at a suitable rental within easy reach of their places of work. We
gathered that Sylvia's parents, Dennis and Mary Watson, were quite happy with this
situation provided they acted sensibly and not in haste. We had confirmation of this
when we met Sylvia's parents in Newquay when we were all on holiday there. The
engaged pair were successful in finding a flat in the Wimbledon area, which they
could afford on their joint incomes, and in October 1968 they were married at Holy
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Trinity Church, Upper Tooting. We
attended the service and reception with
Andrew acting as best man to his brother.
Meanwhile Andrew and June, still at
college, were moving steadily into a
serious courtship and it was obvious they
would be considering marriage in the not
too distant future. They were both the
same age and their college course would
finish in 1970.
At about this time a situation had arisen
in London which was to influence greatly
the future for Anthony and Sylvia. Living
in London was proving very expensive.
Firstly the rental of the flat combined
with the cost of travelling and other
Anthony & Sylvia
domestic
expenses was causing them
26th October 1968
concern. They could not save for the
future, which they would need to do as
they would like eventually to start a family. Secondly the owner of Compton Organs
had decided to retire and sell the firm as a going concern. This placed Anthony's
security of employment very much in question and he decided it was time to move
away from London and seek a suitable way of life in the North Midlands. Sylvia
would have little trouble transferring from one branch of her bank to another,
especially with her acquired experience.
Their first consideration was a house which would fall in with their limited finances
and in this way they were quite fortunate. A completely new housing development in
Market Drayton, Shropshire was offering property for young married couples at an
affordable mortgage rate. They placed a deposit on a detached corner plot house on
this new estate (132 Farcroft Drive). With Anthony's academic qualifications it was
not long before he obtained employment at I.C.L. (International Computers Ltd.)
Kidsgrove, Staffordshire, a developing computer factory within reasonable
travelling distance of Market Drayton. So in the year 1970 they began a new phase in
their young married life.
In that year also Andrew and June, having successfully obtained their teaching
certificates, left Chester College and secured teaching appointments near to their
home environments. They too began planning ahead to the time when they could
start married life. Market Drayton was rapidly expanding as a dormitory town to
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both the Potteries and Shrewsbury areas
and in 1971, on a second developing
housing estate, they found a new threebedroomed house suitable to their
requirements. (20 Rowan Road). Andrew
would be able to commute to Stoke-onTr e n t w h i l s t Ju n e wo u l d s e e k
employment with the Shropshire
Education Committee. Their planning
went to schedule and in July 1972 they
were married at St. Mary's Church,
Market Drayton.
At this stage I return briefly to the
education scene in Stoke-on-Trent.

Andrew & June
Throughout the country the growth of
unemployment was creating a disturbing
22nd July 1972
problem. This was due to the steady
disappearance of many of the old basic
industries which had been the backbone of the country's source of work and wealth.
Many teenagers were now leaving school with no likelihood of finding worthwhile
employment. To meet this problem the government decided to raise again the school
leaving age to 16 plus years, thereby taking leavers off the labour market temporarily.
Reorganisation of schools inevitably followed. Nursery and Infant departments
were to cover up to 8 plus years; Junior schools would become Middle schools up to
12 plus years; Secondary schools would become Comprehensive (Junior High)
schools to 16 plus years and traditional High (Grammar) schools would maintain the
status quo to 16 plus with a strong Sixth Form College to provide additional courses.
All this would necessitate a review at each level of additional staffing,
accommodation, equipment, adjustment to schemes of work and other ancillary
services.
In addition to these changes the cumbersome Staffordshire Education Authority was
set to take over the smaller but progressive City of Stoke-on-Trent Education
Authority a retrograde step for Stoke-on-Trent schools which suffered from the
down-grading of their local education offices in Hanley. Our youngest son
Christopher, aged 12 years, was involved in this changeover and having shown no
desire to follow his older brothers to Longton High School, Joyce and I by choice
arranged his transfer to the new Junior High School at Trentham instead of the
neighbouring Blurton Junior High School.

- 100 -

Our school's name changed to Meir County Middle and as expected our next-door
secondary school became an annexe to Longton High School under the deputy
headmaster Mr Arthur Bloxham. Despite restricted facilities we were both able to
cope with the reorganisation and continued to function in harmony. Often I had the
use of some of the secondary school classrooms for specialised aspects of the
curriculum.
The years rolled on to 1975 and after another physical check I decided to follow my
doctor's advice and sent in my letter of resignation, to be effective from Easter 1976,
at the age of 64 years. The end of term coincided with the arrival Spring and at school
the last few days before the Easter break were quite hectic. I had to meet the Parents'
Association to thank them for their continued support down the years, then at
morning assembly to say farewell to the children and later, together with Joyce, attend
an evening retirement party arranged by the staff. We arrived to find that a large
number of friends and old colleagues had been invited. A buffet meal had been laid
on in the school dining hall and during the evening Joyce and I were presented with
retirement gifts. It was both an emotional and enjoyable end to my long teaching
career.
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Retirement Party - Meir Junior school, 1976
from left to right
Tom Stone

Jim Hughes

Myself
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Stan Mitchell

Arthur Little

Retirement
As I pause on a cold December evening some twenty-six years later, to review the
start of my retirement, I recollect that I could not have picked a better year to begin
another phase in my life's journey. From Spring right through Summer to early
Autumn, the weather was near perfect - cloudless blue skies day after day, sunshine
and increasing warmth as the year progressed and lovely long twilight evenings. It
was later claimed a record year. Working to any schedule went by the board. We had
only one firm commitment to deal with. Chris, now 16 but still at school, needed to
be awakened on time, breakfasted and away to school before 9 am. That done, each
day was ours to organise at our leisure.
As I have said earlier, Chris had no intention of walking in his elder brothers'
footsteps. He had his mind set on joining the Royal Air Force as soon as possible after
leaving school. His final examinations came at the end of June 1976 and whilst
awaiting results he first signed on, as required, at the local Employment Exchange,
then visited the R.A.F. Recruiting Offices at Hanley to inform them of his
availability. His waiting time was quite brief. Within a month he was notified to report
to R.A.F. Swinderby in the Newark area, Lincolnshire, for initial training. The report
on his voluntary experience as a member of the local Air Cadet Corps had stood him
in good stead.
With the immediate future for Chris settled, Joyce and I were able to consider our day
by day routines covering normal domestic chores, leisure activities, family visiting,
exploring our nearby environment and planning short holidays further afield. We had
become joint members of the National Trust and English Heritage which together
gave us ample historic estates, national gardens and coastal areas to explore. Joyce
had her love of gardening and flower arranging and was an active member of a local
flower club. She loved visiting church Flower Festivals countrywide in the Spring and
Summer. As Year Secretary for my colleagues at Chester College I had contacts all
over the country, whilst nearer to home I had become actively involved in the
development of the Gladstone Pottery Working Museum in Longton. Together we
enjoyed gentle exercise at the Trentham Gardens Bowling Club within the
Sutherland Estate. Add to this list our ongoing commitments to nearby St.
Bartholomew's Parish Church - Joyce to the choir and Mothers' Union, myself to the
church council and Deanery Synod. In effect our total spread of activities was such
that we should never be short of outlets to stimulate our minds and bodies; and this
was retirement!
The following year, 1977, was the Silver Jubilee of the Queen's Accession and the
Parish Church Council was expected by the Diocese to initiate projects to celebrate
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the event. Our primary goal had already been decided. The Council had been made a
generous offer to purchase the old school buildings and surrounding land for a small,
select housing development off School Lane. After weighing up the pros and cons
this offer was taken up and planning commenced. The scheme was to provide a
permanent meeting room with kitchen and toilet facilities at the west end of the
church, plus a small vicar's vestry at the east end, both in keeping with the original
structure. The acceptance of this scheme led to the development of several smaller
but complementary goals.
The organist and choir, with their well-established Choir Fund, undertook to provide
built-in cupboards for their robes and extensive music library. The ladies also decided
to renew their robes. The Mothers' Union undertook to furnish the kitchen and
toilets with all essential equipment. The general congregation was to be called upon
to hold various money-raising efforts to provide enough stacking chairs and tables to
equip the meeting room. Carpeting also had to be catered for. A new fund, to be
called The Friends of Blurton Church Fund, was initiated so that the whole parish
community and beyond could be involved in celebrating the Silver Jubilee Year.
All through the year this work progressed and as Autumn approached the whole
project neared completion. The total cost of this conversion, around £30,000, had
been met in full and after dedication the new facilities brought our Victorian village
church into the twentieth century. To crown the year by way of a family effort, I
produced a new carol - The Blurton Carol - the melody and harmony of which
Andrew composed and Anthony arranged for organ. The carol, performed by the
choir at the December service, was well received by the appreciative congregation.

Chris & Gill 1983

As Joyce and I moved into the seventies age-group very
little of what was happening in the world around
interrupted the harmony of those passing years.
We were reasonably fit, active and content with
our well-established routine, and so these years
seemed to slip by very quickly. The elder boys
now had growing families; Anthony and Sylvia
had a son, Paul (born 1972) and a daughter,
Sarah (born 1974). Andrew and June also had
one of each - David (born 1978) and Clare
(born 1979). They were settled in Market
Drayton and involved in the town's activities
whilst Chris, in 1983, had married his childhood
friend Gillian Baker, and they were happy to be in
married quarters upon the R.A.F. station where
Chris worked as a squadron technician. Gill was a
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dog lover and her 'family' consisted of two
spaniels upon which she devoted maternal
care.

Sarah, Paul
Clare & David
at Chris & Gill’s wedding

During these years I had become a
member of the Lichfield Diocesan Synod
and its Board of Finance, as well as
continuing as Deanery Lay Chairman. My
involvement with aspects of Church of
England management increased widely
and I often found myself working at
Christian name level in the company of
Bishops, Archdeacons, other Rural Deans
and highly qualified executive lay
members. This service to the wider church
was a remarkable learning experience
which I enjoyed!

All too soon it seemed, the last decade of
the century loomed closer and our steady
progress into old age began to reveal itself
to both Joyce and myself, though the spirit
to serve was still willing. We enjoyed Christmas 1989 and New Year with all the
growing family around us and were looking forward to our Golden Wedding
celebrations in 1990. However problems were to arise unexpectedly.
Out of the blue, in February of that year Joyce was suddenly hit by a heavy stroke
which took her speech and paralysed her left arm and leg. She had risen early to make
a cup of tea and as she came into the bedroom she seemed to be smiling but I could
see she could not speak and the teacup fell to the floor. I quickly helped her into bed
and rang for Dr Corduff, the family doctor. He came with all haste, confirmed the
stroke and diagnosed a blood clot as the probable cause. His immediate concern was
whether we could cope with the situation at home. He said if at all possible he did not
want to send Joyce into hospital where she would be just one among several other
stroke patients instead of receiving immediate treatment. I said that with our daily
help, regular visits by the district nurse, relatives and neighbours who would rally
round, I thought we could give her all the attention required. The primary treatment
was that she must not be allowed to stay in bed for long spells but must fight the loss
of arm and leg use straight away. Dr Corduff emphasised, get her to walk to the
toilet, round the room, into the bathroom with as little help as possible. We had to
make her fight!
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My first task was to organise a daily routine whereby Joyce would never be left
unattended and with the willing help of our 'daily', daughters in law, good friends
Mary Mifflin and Hilda Heath and other 'on-call' neighbours I was able to cover
possible contingencies. Andrew and Anthony visited daily after work. Daughter-inlaw June produced a series of word and basic sentence cards to help Joyce over her
speech loss. The first stages of the fight were quickly in operation; the rest was a
matter of patient, loving care before recovery would occur.
Without going into unnecessary detail, we were all delighted with the recovery
process. In a matter of three months the fight was, to a great extent, won. First came a
slow but steady improvement in Joyce's speech followed by increasing mobility in her
left arm and leg. By May 1990, apart from becoming easily overtired, her physical
handicaps were almost gone and she was back to normality. Her determination and
spirit had won through. On May 13th, at a family gathering arranged by Anthony, we
celebrated our Golden Wedding Anniversary in most happy style.

Golden Wedding Anniversary
13th May 1990

Taking life gently Joyce and I enjoyed our excursions during the rest of the year,
visiting many places of interest countrywide and in particular relaxing for short spells
at the Golf Hotel, Sidmouth, Devon. Life was good again. Nothing occurred to
interfere with this throughout 1991 but as Spring 1992 arrived it became my turn to
be struck down suddenly.
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I awakened early one morning in mid-April with severe chest and arm pains and
fighting for breath. Joyce immediately rang for our doctor as I feared this was a heart
attack. Dr Corduff, our old doctor, had retired but his younger replacement, Dr R
Jones, responded within a few minutes and treated me for coronary thrombosis. He
followed this by calling in the paramedics and having me transferred to the Cardiac
Department, City General Hospital, Stoke-on-Trent. After a lengthy admission
procedure I was placed in a ward and received immediate attention. I was then
carefully monitored and watched for any further adverse effects. The care I received
in this ward was exceptional and obviously kept me alive. This continued day and
night whilst I was considered on the danger list.
After eight days I was told that I could be allowed home provided I could have plenty
of rest combined with gentle exercise gradually increasing. I must also keep to an
advised diet. I felt well and at first everything seemed to be going to plan, but within a
week I was back again in hospital, fighting for breath. My lungs were filling with fluid
and I had to be drained. The problem had arisen because in my medication supply,
water tablets had been overlooked. It took another week at the beginning of May to
set me right again.
From then onwards I had to obey the advice on diet, rest and exercise and within
three months on doctor's authorisation I was allowed to drive again on short
excursions. By August I was able to return to a normal life style. This improvement
continued into the following year seemingly without any adverse effects.
The year 1993 progressed steadily for both Joyce and myself. We avoided stress and
strain by adopting a slower tempo to our daily round but still carried on with our
several leisure activities. Autumn turned towards Winter and shorter, colder days.
Late in November, together with a colleague, the Rev. John Hartley, I attended a
Board of Finance meeting in Stafford. I picked up John at Shallowford Retreat Home
and drove on to St. Bertelin's Church on the outskirts of Stafford. The drive, through
dense and frosty mist, was in itself depressing and to increase our discomfort the
church heating system was not working. The meeting commenced and agenda items
were dealt with. As Deanery Lay Chairman I had to speak on a particular aspect of
parish finance and stood up to approach the nearest microphone. That is all that I
remember. It was several days later before I learned what had transpired.
I had collapsed with a cardiac arrest and only immediate action by a member who
knew exactly what to do saved me from death. He applied mouth to mouth
resuscitation whilst waiting for the ambulance to arrive. I was taken by the
paramedics to Stafford District Hospital. Until my son Andrew informed me of all
that had happened I had no idea why I was in hospital and gathered I had been a very
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rude and ill-mannered patient, demanding to be discharged. I also learned that Joyce
received strong support from the Bishop of Stafford, the Revd. Michael Scott-Joynt,
who proved to be a very real friend at this difficult time. By the end of the week I was
sufficiently recovered to return home for convalescence again. In Diocesan circles I
was accorded the doubtful honour of being the only man to bring a Board of
Finance meeting to an abrupt end!
I am happy to say that the next few years, 1994 - 1998, moved gently on without any
real problems. Life was again good for both of us and Joyce and I were able to enjoy
whatever each day had in store for us. Provided I did not over-exert myself I could do
most things of normal nature. Joyce too was physically well but it became steadily
noticeable that she was losing her ability to recall things that had recently taken place.
Her memory of things which had happened long past was not impaired. It was events
or people of the recent past which she found difficult to remember. These were early
warning signs of a growing mental state called 'confusion'. I could cope with the day
to day situation but the boys became more and more concerned.
As we moved into 1999 Anthony and Andrew pressed me to consider moving to a
small bungalow-style house nearer to them in Market Drayton. They persistently
pointed out that if anything physically wrong happened to either of us, they could
not reach us in less than half an hour and usually longer. They also rightly emphasised
that the family home at Blurton was much too large for our needs and upkeep was
becoming a burden. There were so many things beginning to require attention which
Joyce and I were unwilling to tackle.
A crisis arose again when I had to be rushed to the hospital's respiratory department
with breathing problems. On return home after a few days, our doctor informed me
that he could not agree to my being allowed to continue driving the car and would be
informing the D.V.L.A. accordingly. Reluctantly I knew he was right and within a
week my driving licence was withdrawn. This made the need to move nearer to the
boys even more urgent and they set about locating a suitable property in the Market
Drayton area.
Joyce was very reluctant to think about moving. Blurton was home to her in every
sense and the memory recall confusion did not help the situation, but she had to be
persuaded that to move had become essential. Eventually there came onto the market
a small, modern, specially planned retirement bungalow on a sheltered private estate
and at a reasonable price. All it needed was a small amount of interior decoration to
enliven the main rooms. Our boys took Joyce and me to view it and we agreed it was a
good retirement proposition. Joyce said she could live in it but her mind would not
accept it as a family home. I decided I would buy it and we could move in at our
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leisure. Leaving our home at Blurton would cause no great problem as our youngest
son, Chris, was due to leave the R.A.F. and he and Gillian would like to take over the
house permanently.
Thus far so good! We managed to persuade Joyce that it would be a sort of holiday
home at first. Anthony took the necessary steps to acquire the bungalow and, with
Andrew, set about internal decoration and other obvious jobs requiring attention.
Slowly some of our furniture was moved in and from time to time Joyce and I visited
the bungalow so that Joyce would become familiar with it. She liked the idea of being
near to Anthony, Andrew and the town; this is how we had to overcome her memory
confusion.

23 Goosefield Close
The year 1999 moved steadily towards the Millennium but the hullabaloo of moving
not only into a new year, but also a new century, had little effect upon our daily life
which was becoming more and more difficult at Blurton. Joyce in effect had reached
the stage when she could no longer fulfil her housewifely duties and despite my
failing health these fell increasingly upon me. Our quality of life was very low and we
could not continue very long at this level.
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Our two elder boys worked unsparingly at getting the bungalow ready for the move
and by February 2000 they informed me that all was in hand for the take-over. This
coincided with the fact that Chris was due to finish his career in the R.A.F. and with
Gillian would be looking to return to the Stoke-on-Trent area and Blurton. At the
beginning of March Anthony took us to his home on the pretext of our having a
holiday whilst he and Andrew transferred all our essential belongings from Blurton.
The removal operation was quietly, quickly and expertly concluded to avoid
distressing their mother.
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We settled into our new surroundings on the small, sheltered estate. Our new
neighbours made us very welcome and daughter-in-law Sylvia had even found us a
reliable daily help to take over the house-keeping, and for Joyce's sake we kept up the
illusion that this was a holiday break. Life began to look somewhat easier again. On
13th May 2000 we celebrated our Diamond Wedding Anniversary with a small party
held in the vestry of Blurton Church, attended by family and friends. On this
occasion we also received congratulations from the Queen! Unfortunately optimism
can at times be misplaced and both my age and low state of health began to assert
themselves. On alighting from a bus in town my left foot missed the step and fell
between bus and kerb, causing my leg to twist and suffer severe abrasion. At the
Health Centre the doctor ascertained that there was no bone break and the duty nurse
cleaned and bandaged my leg. I needed a crutch and for several days was quite
housebound. Eventually this problem cleared, only to be followed by a searing pain in
my left groin. I had developed a hernia. A visit to the doctor confirmed this and he
prescribed pain killers plus lying down whenever possible. Meanwhile he would
contact the specialist at the Princess Royal Hospital, Telford, for an appointment.
However this would take some time owing to a long waiting list. By Easter I was
unable to move about except in extreme discomfort. The pain at times was
excruciating!
Both Anthony and Andrew had suffered hernias and they knew how distressing were
the spasms. They gave me every help to retain mobility and made sure that Joyce
could get out and about whilst I was house-bound. As the days rolled on the pain
from the hernia began to subside and I found myself being able to live with the
discomfort. Eventually, apart from occasional grumblings and increased bladder
activity the pain disappeared. In August the date for my appointment with the
hospital specialist arrived and I went for a check-up.
The specialist made a thorough examination, asked my age and said,
“Does it hurt you anywhere?”
To which I replied,
“I sometimes feel uncomfortable, but generally it does not really hurt.”
Quite abruptly he said
“Then leave the bloody thing alone!”
To my question why, he answered,
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“You are over 88; if I operate at your age there is always a grave risk.
Far better to live with it if you can.”
That I was prepared to accept and so it was to be.
In the meantime another domestic problem had arisen, affecting both Joyce and
myself. This concerned the use of our bathroom facilities. In the somewhat confined
space Joyce was having difficulty in using the low toilet seat, especially as she had to
deal with the removal and replacement of incontinence pads. I had to be with her on
all occasions. To alleviate this problem we had to obtain a raising appliance to the
toilet seat. The other problem concerned the continued use of the bath itself which
had become increasingly difficult. Without help and a struggle neither of us could lift
ourselves out of the bath and I had no strength to lift Joyce. Another avenue had to be
found whereby Joyce could have a bath regularly with professional help at hand to
assist her. Anthony made contact with Woodcroft, the local Residential Home and
Day Centre in Market
Drayton, and arranged that
for a trial period Joyce was to
attend each Wednesday for
meals, company and a bath.
At the same time a decision
was made to replace the
bungalow's standard bath
with a complete shower
cabinet and additional
handrails.

Woodcroft
The year rolled slowly on
towards another Christmas without anything unusual occurring until November
arrived. Out of the blue I had to be rushed again to the Princess Royal Hospital with
breathing difficulties. During this spell it transpired that one night I had a cardiac
arrest and during the fight to keep me alive the heart specialist inserted a pace-maker
into my left shoulder and set it to sixty pulses per minute. After several days of
checking that all was working properly I was allowed home before Christmas with the
usual instructions for my ongoing convalescence. Family members plus Rita, our
daily help, attended to all Joyce's needs but seasonal celebrations that year were a quiet
affair.
In the early months of the year 2001 life in the bungalow settled down into a steady
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daily routine with little worthy of note happening. We became very dependent on
family members taking us out whenever they could, but often inclement weather kept
Joyce and me housebound for days at a time.
When the shower was completely installed and working, Joyce's mental state was
such that she could not bring herself to use it. Again we had to consider a second day
at Woodcroft if possible. In due course it was arranged that she could attend the Day
Centre on Wednesdays and Saturdays, thereby allowing me extra respite during each
week. It must be said that Joyce was never happy at these visits but resigned herself to
accepting they were necessary.
As the months passed by I recovered to the extent that I could cope with all that was
required of me to look after Joyce, and from 7:30 am through to 10:30 pm, I managed
to maintain the daily routine in our bungalow. Joyce's dementia, however, was getting
progressively worse and she had become very unsteady and uncertain in her walking.
If the weather allowed us to go out it was not long before she was clinging to me for
support and we often had to stop and rest because the drag on my arm also caused my
breathing to be stressed.
July 2001 saw the beginning of a hot summer spell, the temperature moving well into
the 70 degrees Fahrenheit range. We were able to sit outside or go for little walks and
Joyce was always happy when one of the family could take her for a ride in the car.
With the help of Rita we even managed one or two small outings arranged for the
estate residents by George and Josie Rochelle, the community workers. The warm,
dry spell carried on into August. There was just one sad occasion, however, when my
sister Nellie, the same age as Joyce, passed away in Crewe hospital and my state of
health prevented me from attending her funeral.
Inevitably the year moved on relentlessly. Joyce's declining mental state so that she
needed personal attention at all times. The stress of this was also taking its toll on me
and again a decision was proposed and accepted that she attend the Day Centre on
three days a week to relieve me of the extra daily burden. It distressed me greatly to
see her living in a wilderness of solitude. Even her eyesight was failing through
cataracts and causing her to misjudge distances. Her reading and television viewing
were affected. I cannot continue in this vein but this is how the outlook for each day,
week, month was to be, as the dementia progressed towards Alzheimer's Disease and
I could only watch my dear wife's deterioration.
Despite its routine similarity each day passed quickly into week, month and on to
another year. Winter came, went and we were now into 2002. Anthony and Sylvia
made a new year visit to their house in France. Andrew was still coping bravely with
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June's fight against Parkinson's disease (diagnosed 1999) and with the constant
attention needed by June's mother in Woodcroft Home. Both Anthony and Andrew
for different reasons had retired from teaching. Chris and Gillian had settled into our
family home at Blurton and Chris had joined the Virgin Trains staff as an electronics
engineer at the new depot near to Burton on Trent. The four grandchildren had gone
through their educational years and acquitted themselves at school, college and
university with high academic success which would have direct influence on their
adult lives in a highly unstable world.
To combat my lack of ability to walk any reasonable
distance I decided to buy an electrically driven scooter
with a top speed of 4 mph and a range of 10 miles. With
Andrew's help I went to a mobility centre for a test drive
and in due course the chosen scooter arrived, was
assembled and the battery charged, ready for use.
Weather permitting I looked forward to making good use
of it on the days when Joyce was at the Day Centre.

April moved on to May with the weather still cold
and very mixed. The family, Joyce and I celebrated our 62nd Wedding
Anniversary though Joyce had little appreciation of what it was all about.
When conditions allowed I used the scooter to make several journeys into
town in order to discover where I could comfortably use the pavements and
where I could cross main roads in relative safety. I enjoyed these expeditions! I
discovered there were unexpected limitations to the scooter's use but equally
it helped me to retain a degree of independence.
The long days of summer brought relief in moving about, but the weather
proved very mixed with a fair amount of rain in both June and July. On most
Sunday evenings we went to Evensong at Moreton Say Church with Anthony
who played the organ there regularly. Joyce was relaxed and at home with these
services which she knew by heart and could participate without needing the
Book of Common Prayer.
Early in July one of the high days was the marriage of our grand-daughter,
Sarah, to Darren Denman. Although they both resided and worked in
London the service took place in Market Drayton Parish Church where Sarah
had been baptised and confirmed. The reception at Albrighton Hall near
Shrewsbury was most excellent and helped Joyce enjoy to the full, with her
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family around her, the marriage of her first
grand-daughter. Sadly however, within a day
she had forgotten all about it.
Sarah & Darren
6th July 2001
Wedding - St. Mary’s Church
Market Drayton
Reception at Albrighton Hall, Shrewsbury

Myself & Joyce at Darren and Sarah’s wedding reception
The weather during the summer period continued to be unsatisfactory right
through August to the beginning of September and then, to everyone's
pleasure, it changed to a month of glorious sunshine and warmth,
reminiscent of past traditional late summers. Day after day clear skies and a
light breeze greeted each morning and by noon it was hot but not oppressive.
Effectively it put a new outlook on life. Towards the end of the month we
celebrated Joyce's 86th birthday even though it had little impact on her.
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The Final Years
By the end of the month the lovely weather began to give way to the usual mixture of
unsettled days and during this period Market Drayton with its surrounding area fell
victim to an unpleasant virus epidemic causing sickness and diarrhoea. On Friday
11th October I awakened to a most distressing situation. Unable to control the virus
infection my suffering wife lay in an unbelievable state of bowel evacuation.
I was absolutely shattered! There was nothing I could do save an emergency call for
the paramedics and for my son, Andrew. To my absolute relief the response was
immediate and the paramedics took over whilst I was ordered to get dressed and have
a hot drink. Rita, our daily help arrived and promptly took over the problem of the
soiled bed linen and nightdress. The paramedics prepared Joyce for the ambulance
journey to the Princess Royal Hospital at Telford and I was to travel with her whilst
Andrew collected necessary items for use at the hospital and would follow by car,
leaving Rita in charge of the bungalow.
By 9:00 am the ambulance was on its way and I sat with Joyce, answering the many
questions put to me by the paramedic for his report. Needless to say, Joyce was too ill
and bewildered to understand what was happening.
On arrival at the hospital the
paramedics handed us over to an
emergency team who immediately took
Joyce away for a thorough cleansing
prior to examination. After answering
more questions Andrew and I were
advised to wait until Joyce would be
settled in a ward and that we ought to
have a meal. After a considerable wait
my son and I were allowed to see Joyce
Princess Royal Hospital, Telford
settled in an isolation area because of
the virus and advised not to visit on
Saturday because she would be sedated and having tests. We returned home late
afternoon, thankfully to a house brought back to normal by Rita's efforts. Both my
physical and mental conditions were such that I was completely exhausted and could
no longer cope. At this point I did not realise what was to come.
On Sunday afternoon Andrew and I went to the hospital. My wife, Joyce, was
comfortably settled in bed, obviously sedated and in no condition to talk to us. We sat
for a while by her bed and then I became aware I needed the toilet for a stomach
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upset. With a feeling of sickness, I had obviously fallen victim to the virus. After an
exhausting evacuation I felt I could manage to return home urgently a nightmare
type of journey, thankfully accomplished! The week that followed was traumatic. I
dare not move from close proximity to the bathroom owing to the constant
repetition of diarrhoea. It took several days before the prescribed tablets worked to
alleviate the situation. I could not visit the hospital and depended upon my son's
visits to keep me informed as to Joyce's progress. At the end of the week I had lost
several pounds in weight and felt very low in spirit.
On Monday 21st October I was able to travel to the hospital, sadly to find that Joyce's
condition had further deteriorated with Alzheimer's Disease and the hospital
specialist considered that she should be in a Home for round-the-clock attention.
The hospital would keep Joyce until this could be arranged. Andrew made enquiries
and found that the Woodcroft Home in Market Drayton were prepared to admit my
wife on a full-time basis. This was most welcome as Joyce would be among people
she had already met at the day centre.
On Wednesday of that week Andrew and I collected Joyce from the hospital and
took her to the Woodcroft Home to settle in the prepared private room. When we
left after tea she was quite comfortable. By this time Anthony and Sylvia had
returned from holiday in France and after lunch on Thursday we decided to visit
Woodcroft. We found Joyce in the lounge, sitting among other residents and gently
dozing. On enquiry we were told that she had been bathed, had a change of clothes
and enjoyed a good lunch, all of which augured well for the future.
Anthony quietly roused his mum and said to her,
“We've come to see your new room, Mum. Can you show us?”
He and Sylvia helped Joyce out of her chair and walked her slowly down the short
corridor from the lounge. I followed a few paces behind them and all seemed
normal. When we reached the room, Sylvia helped Mum to sit in an easy chair and as
I watched I noticed Joyce was beginning to lean forward without control of herself.
Sylvia said,
“Sit back, Mum, or you'll fall from the chair,”
and she tried to hold Joyce. At this point I said,
“There's something wrong Sylvia; I'll get one of the helpers.”
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I stepped into the corridor and called to one of the helpers on duty. She came straight
away, assessed the situation and called for a nurse who also responded at once. Joyce
had lost control and it took three to support her to the bed where she lay quite still.
The nurse said,
“I'll call the doctor,”
whilst Sylvia said to me,
“Come with me, Dad; we'll have a cup of tea whilst they attend to Mum.”
At this she took me to the lounge. In all this I was literally unable to help Joyce.
As we sat, Dr R Richards of the Health Centre team arrived and went to see Joyce.
Sylvia said,
“Finish you tea. I'll go and see what's happening then come back to you.”
A short time passed and Sylvia returned. She said,
“You can come now, but Dr Richards wants to talk to you before you see
Mum.”
She led me to a side room where the doctor was waiting and he asked me to sit for a
few minutes. Quietly he said,
“I think you realise that because of her illness your wife was physically
very, very tired and in fact she is now sleeping deeply and peacefully. I
have examined her and I have to tell you that during this sleep the angels
came to fetch her and they have taken her spirit from this world.”
Only at this point did I realise he was telling me that my beloved wife, Joyce, had died
in her sleep. Uncontrollably my pent-up tensions burst and I cried out and wept
copiously. Selfishly I said,
“O God, why have you taken her from me now?”
Then the realisation that my love had been granted the gentlest way to die, painlessly,
peacefully and with dignity, calmed me and I regained control.
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After a few minutes Dr Richards said,
“There is nothing more I can do for your wife here. I must carry on.
Perhaps you would like to go and hold her hand, talk to her, tell her how
you feel. She will understand.”
I talked to my love for some length of time. I knew what she would expect of me to
be strong for her sake, not to worry, she had only gone ahead and would wait for me.
Anthony came into the room quietly and said,
“We shall have to go now, Dad. The nurses still have a lot to do for Mum.
Andrew will take you home; Sylvia and I will follow soon.”
When they joined us Anthony said that he had contacted the funeral director and that
Mum was already on her way to Shrewsbury where a post-mortem would take place.
As she had died from natural causes there was unlikely to be an inquest.
During our advancing years Joyce and I had talked about what either of us would do
when separation overtook us. We had made Anthony and Andrew our executors
with Anthony holding Power of Attorney. We had no worries about any
administration involved.
Since coming to Market Drayton Joyce, on many occasions, had said she wanted to
go home. By this she meant back to our family house at Blurton, among old friends.
She wished her funeral to be at St Bartholomew's Church, followed by cremation.
Both Anthony and the undertaker set to work to make this happen as soon as they
had the death certificate. Negotiations with the vicar of Blurton and the Bradwell
Crematorium officials made this possible for Friday
1st November at 2:00 pm and Joyce would be taken to
church from our old family home in Church Road.
I cannot recollect how the week passed before the
funeral. The trauma of my loss seemed to prevent my
thinking coherently. Everything was in the hands of
my family who attended diligently to my needs during
my waking hours. Inevitably on the Friday we made
our way to Christopher's house at Blurton where
family and relatives were to assemble. Close friends
had been advised to go to the church, already
decorated with blue and yellow flowers Mothers'
St. Bartholemew’s Church Union colours.

Blurton
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The service itself was traditional and very dignified. Tributes were paid to Joyce for
all her Mothers' Union work as a committed Christian and for the other duties she
had undertaken voluntarily within the church itself. In addition to saying farewell, it
was also a thanksgiving service for a life lived to the full in the faith. Immediately
after the commendation Joyce was conveyed to Bradwell for the cremation service, a
brief affair attended only by my close family.
By mid afternoon we were back at Blurton Church where light refreshments had
been prepared for all who had awaited our return. I was overwhelmed by the
number of friends and other acquaintances who spoke to me about how they loved
and missed Joyce. It was very uplifting but also, in my weak condition, very tiring. I
was relieved when many of the sympathisers had drifted away and when only our
closest friends, Mary Mifflin, Hilda Heath, Sally and Doreen waited to see us leave. I
needed to return to our bungalow and relax in an atmosphere of calm and peace. By
early evening I was alone save for the presence of Joyce and the memories of our
long years together.
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The Aftermath
Despite the fact that each of us in our own way were mourning the loss of Joyce, it
quickly became obvious that time continued to move on and there was much to be
done in the days that lay immediately ahead.
Anthony and Andrew would deal with financial matters and any official
correspondence as executors. Sylvia and Mary Mifflin, aided by Rita, our helper, set
out to dispose of Joyce's personal wardrobe to the best advantage, leaving me to deal
with private and personal correspondence to or from distant relatives and friends not an easy task in view of the memories each letter, however brief, evoked.
The first step was to settle funeral expenses and to thank those who had been
involved. The local undertaker had been very supportive and had offered to collect
and store the urn holding Joyce's ashes until such time as the family could decide how
we would dispose of them.
November came and went without further problems. The weather generally began to
deteriorate so much that I was unable to leave the house except by car. I became
resigned to staying indoors and living one day at a time. I had Rita to see me through
the mornings but after lunch I had to fend for myself until Anthony and Andrew
visited in the evenings. In this way December progressed until Christmas was upon
us, but the festive season held very little joy for me despite all the good-intentioned
efforts of both family and friends. I went through the customary motions but the
absence of my beloved Joyce was continually in my thoughts.
Came the New Year 2003 - but, like the Christmas celebrations, it meant very little to
me. High atmospheric pressure made the weather extremely cold with a heavy frost
and a biting wind which meant I was, to a great extent, housebound. My ninety-first
birthday came towards the end of January without any particular celebration and the
fourteenth of February brought memories of my taking Joyce to her first St
Valentine's Day dance almost seventy years ago.
Another month has now gone by without anything of note happening to disturb my
normal daily routine. The weather for March has been unbelievably good, a delightful
introduction to Spring. Mothering Sunday on 30th March was a yearly church
celebration in which my dear wife had always been involved and for her I received
several cards of condolence. On the first day of April news reached me that Joyce's
elder brother, Bert, had died at the Teachers' Nursing Home in Trentham, at the good
age of 92. His life as a most accomplished church organist had been full and active
over seventy years.
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At about this time I received information that Stoke-on-Trent City Council intended
to make my old school, Meir County Junior, redundant on economic grounds,
falling child population leading to empty desks. They talked about complete
demolition of the site, including the former secondary modern department. I was
angered by the idea of destroying beautifully built and maintained schools which
could at least be used for various community purposes and, through the medium of
the local Evening Sentinel newspaper, I urged the people of Meir to oppose and
fight the proposed demolition. Such was the apathy that there was little response to
my challenge and little consideration seems to have been given to the wishes of
parents, staff, pupils and the surrounding community which for seventy-two years
had appreciated the educational value of these departments.
On April 10th the school held a closing-down
reunion. As a former headmaster and with
transportation by Andrew and June I was able to
attend, there to meet some of my former pupils,
parents and staff. It was a
fitting end to my
connection with the
whole school where, in
both secondar y and
primary departments, I
had spent so much of my
life.
A few days later, on
April 17th, I attended the funeral of Joyce's
brother, Bert. The service was at Keele Parish
Church where Bert had served as Organist and
Choirmaster for many years. It was a service of
celebration arranged by Margaret Emery, his
daughter, because of his love and devotion to
Anglican worship and music. Needless to say, the
church was full. Cremation followed and
afterwards family members gathered at
Margaret's home in Newcastle under Lyme.
Six months passed rapidly by since my dear wife
had died and yet to me it seemed only like
yesterday. I miss her presence greatly and I would
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have loved to tell her that on April 24th 2003 she had become a great grandmother.
Sarah, my granddaughter, had given birth to a bonny boy, over eight pounds in
weight - James Thomas Denman.
The month of May opened with very welcome news from my old friend and
Trentham Deanery colleague, the Revd. Godfrey Simpson. He rang me from his
ministry in the Cotswolds to find out how I was faring, having lost my life-long
partner, and to tell me that he and Frances were settled quite comfortably in their
relatively new abode. It was a real pleasure to hear his familiar voice.
Spring had blossomed into Summer and on
May 12th, in the evening sunshine, the three
boys and I went to nearby Hanchurch
Woods and there, among the trees, we
scattered Joyce's ashes, setting her spirit
free. It was a place of peace which she had
loved to visit when the bluebells were in
bloom, there to enjoy her love of nature.
This event also coincided with the
anniversary of our
we d d i n g , s o m e
sixty-three years
earlier. Now, alas,
the occasion
brought only
memories to fill the
emptiness of my daily life.
As Summer progressed into June I met and held
for the first time my Great Grandson, Jamie. Sarah
and Grandmother Sylvia were determined I
should do this. At six weeks old he was a bonny
boy, putting on weight steadily. How much I shall
see of him only the Creator knows. I feel like
Simeon at Jesus' presentation in the Temple .....
“Lord, now lettest Thou thy servant
depart in peace.”
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I had now reached the middle of another year but memorable events were few. It is a
blessing that I often like my own company. My eyesight was not all it should be and I
had taken to listening to 'talking books' on the tape-recorder, supplied by Andrew
from his collection. One tends to forget relatives who live some distance away but on
July 24th brother Leslie and Kath, whose home is at Harborne, Birmingham, came to
spend the day with me. I took them to the Dorothy Clive Gardens near Pipe Gate to
see the beautiful landscaping of the old sandstone quarry and surrounding hillside.
After an excellent lunch we motored on to Audlem, Cheshire, to see cousin Vera
Wood at the Corbrook Court Home. Vera had not seen Les since he was a young boy
and had no knowledge of Kath, but she was delighted with the time we spent with
her. After a most enjoyable visit, Les and Kath left me at 4.30 pm to avoid the
homeward traffic around Birmingham.
August came in with a heat wave and temperatures into the 90 degrees Fahrenheit.
With a moist atmosphere eating, sleeping and even just sitting-out became quite
trying. This continued to the middle of the month then the weather returned to more
seasonable temperatures, but still dry and sunny. I went to Hawkestone Park with a
small party organised by Josie Rochelle, the lady who visits people on our small estate
to check that everything is all right with us. The Hall was open to visitors, though
usually it is a retreat for Roman Catholic Priests. The welcome and the conducted
tour were much appreciated.
The year moved steadily on into Autumn with little of note to record. On the
anniversary of Joyce's birthday Anthony and I went to Hanchurch Woods where we
had previously scattered her ashes and spent a quiet hour there communing with her
pervading spirit. At the end of the month I was pleased to hear from Lawrie Mills,
one of my Chester College colleagues, to the effect that he had joined the 'nineties'
brigade but could still manage a round or so of golf, weather permitting. Joan was still
with him but very much physically handicapped.
October brought along quite a number of events to
record, the first of which concerned my cousin Vera at
Corbrook Court Residential Home. It transpired that
she had suffered a nasty fall and at 91 years of age,
having osteoporosis, she had broken a hip, which
required immediate attention. The surgeon at
Leighton Hospital, Crewe, advised against the shock
of an operation and she was returned to Corbrook
Court, confined to bed. Little hope for her recovery
was given and later in the month she passed away
peacefully. At approximately the same period of time
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Arthur Little, an old classmate, friend and teacher colleague in Normacot also died,
fulfilling Alfred Lord Tennyson's truism “the old order changeth.”
To conclude the passing of another month there occurred two events in direct
contrast. First came the anniversary of Joyce's demise followed immediately by the
baptism of our great grandson, Jamie, at Holy Trinity Church, Upper Tooting,
London. For me to attend this was out of the question but I did toast his future. “The
Lord taketh away, the Lord giveth.”
All Saints Day seemed an appropriate time to record the passing year and in the
Autumn afternoon Anthony, Andrew and myself visited Hanchurch Wood to plant a
quantity of Grape Hyacinth bulbs, in the hope that they would take root and blossom
in the Spring to follow.
The end of the year 2002 was now rapidly approaching with the Christmas and New
Year season to the forefront of my thinking. I was pleased to receive from my
Chester College colleagues news of their own personal circumstances in coping with
the vicissitudes of advancing years.
The beginning of the so-called festive season was marred by the news of the death
of Mrs Ray, June's mother, at the Beech House Nursing Home, Wollerton. Her
peaceful passing was a blessed relief from a long period of illness but obviously did
little to improve matters for June, Andrew and family. Funeral arrangements would
be deferred until after the Christmas celebrations, which in the event proved
subdued for both family gatherings.
I entered the New Year, 2004, on a positive but distinctly unhappy note. Because of
severe abdominal pains I had to send for medical advice. Dr Wood came to the
conclusion that I was suffering from an attack of Diverticulitis which only rest, the
eating of carbohydrates and having warm drinks would alleviate. Thankfully this
state of physical pain did not last long.
The first three months of the new year passed quickly without any incidents of note
and Spring, with return to longer days, was very welcome. The weather, however,
proved most depressing with a succession of high winds, low temperatures, heavy
rainfall and much country-wide flooding in low lying areas. Market Drayton was
spared the worst conditions but to venture out would invite trouble - I was literally
house-bound.
With the family in May I managed to celebrate quietly our 64th Wedding Anniversary
but after that the year marched on without any incident of note. I began to become
aware that my eyesight, in addition to my already established physical handicaps, was
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showing signs of deterioration. After a check-up at the opticians this was confirmed;
my right eye was developing a cataract and the left required increased magnification.
Thankfully I could still read large print books and watching favourite television
programmes presented no problems.
In the late summer I found myself feeling very run-down; I had a bad fall and a
couple of near misses, and my legs were becoming very swollen and tender. One
morning I was having difficulty breathing and my legs were bad enough for the
paramedics to be called. I was taken into the Princess Royal Hospital at Telford
where I recovered my breathing with the help of an oxygen mask, and I was
diagnosed with a gout in one leg. I spent some time at Telford and was then moved to
the cottage hospital at Whitchurch for further convalescence. Here I gradually
recovered some mobility though I was still rather weak and suffering from digestive
and urinary problems.
I returned to the bungalow and after a visit from the Occupational Therapist I settled
back into my normal daily routine. However I was becoming more and more
depressed with the status-quo monotony of life in the slow lane. Something had to
be done. Anthony and Sylvia went away to France for a much needed holiday. I
discussed with Andrew the possibility of transferring to a Residential Home. He
suggested we visit a few in the neighbourhood before arriving at any firm decision.
He also collected several brochures through which we were able to make
comparisons of the services offered by each home. We decided that Cheswardine
Hall, just outside the nearby village of Cheswardine, would be our first visit and
made contact with the proprietors to arrange a viewing.
The Hall was set in the middle of a large, well-maintained estate. It was approached
by a long drive and its elevated position commanded an extensive view of the
countryside around. The mansion, which undoubtedly it was, I would think
belonged to the Victorian Period and had an imposing front. I could not discover any
of its earlier history but it was probably built by a wealthy merchant as a large family
home. Once inside one appreciated that everything spoke of luxury living with no
expense spared. To describe it in detail would itself necessitate a complete booklet.
Andrew and I were met at the imposing main entrance by the present proprietors, Mr
and Mrs Poole, and after preliminary introductions we were taken on a conducted
tour. I was so impressed by the outcome of this and the general level of service
offered that I suggested to Andrew that this was enough; we would not need to look
any further afield and we conveyed to Mr and Mrs Poole that I would like to consider
becoming a regular guest.
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At this point Mr Poole indicated there was a minor problem to be considered. They
had in fact no immediate room vacancies though the situation was always fluid and
could change at any time. He suggested two points worthy of note. Firstly that I
should be placed on their waiting list and he would notify Andrew by telephone when
a vacancy occurred and secondly I should consider the idea of a period of Respite
Care to see if I were happy with their day to day service. By this method I might find
an easier introduction to the Home. I was happy to take his advice and to leave with
that understanding. I decided there was no need to visit other homes, but to await
events.
A week or so passed with Andrew in touch with the Home, then we were informed a
room vacancy had appeared if we were prepared to accept almost immediately. I
could move in on the Thursday after lunch. That gave us two days in which to gather
what I should require for use as a guest. It was like preparing for a summer holiday!

By October 21st I was installed on the fourth floor in a large private room
overlooking a wide expanse of open country to the south-east and enjoying early
morning sunshine. Thus began the rehabilitation to which, despite some teething
troubles, I am now becoming accustomed.
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Epitaph
by Andrew Boden
My father’s stay at Cheswardine Hall was fairly short and not without its problems.
His physical condition deteriorated fairly rapidly and, early in 2005, he suffered one
or two Transient Ischaemic Attacks (mini strokes) which required a hospital stay and
left him weakened and gradually becoming confused. He had also undergone various
tests and scans which brought to light a number of internal physical problems, any of
which would, sooner or later, take him from us.
During April of 2005 there was a noticeable and rapid deterioration of his mental
powers which, up until now, had remained reasonably sharp. He slept more and
more, became immobile, needing wheelchair assistance, and other physical abilities
and reflexes - e,g, swallowing - were failing. My elder brother, Anthony, and I could
see that he was slipping into a world far removed (we hoped) from the daily
discomfort and pain caused by his various conditions. In short, his body was worn
out, and his spirit longed to be reunited with his beloved wife, Joyce.
One or other of us visited him daily. He sometimes recognised and spoke to us, but
these times became ever more fleeting. On May 2nd (Bank Holiday Monday) I visited
him in the afternoon. The carers at the Hall had lifted him into a reclining chair so
that he could rest comfortably and they were also trying to feed him with a fortified
‘liquid meal’ but even with this they had to coax him to swallow as he didn’t do so
automatically. They told him I was there and suggested that he responded and
understood - it would be nice to think so!
After a while I left him sleeping and in the excellent care of the staff at Cheswardine
Hall. Shortly after 7.00 pm that evening I received a phone call from Anthony, who
simply said “He’s gone.”. Our father died at the age of 93 from ‘Congestive Heart
Disease’ between 6.30 and 6.55 pm, quietly and peacefully in his chair in the Library of
Cheswardine Hall.
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My father was a complex, multi-faceted personality. Like all of us, he was a
kaleidoscope of contrasts - sometimes generous or frugal, a loving father or strict
disciplinarian, analytical or artistic, cautious, adventurous, sometimes humorous,
sometimes over-serious ......................... aren’t we all ?!! One thing was obvious - he
was ‘nobody’s fool’. He thought deeply about many things and was not afraid to tell
it as he saw it. This direct approach was sometimes unpopular, but it seems he was
generally respected and held in some affection by many who knew him.
As a young man he was quite athletic, especially enjoying cricket as a slow left-hand
bowler. Though he slowed down in later years, he still enjoyed sport and competition
as a keen member of Trentham Bowling Club (the ‘slow left hand’ still being useful).
He also wrote poetry, numerous essays/sermons concerning his interest and
involvement with the Church of England, and he also developed skill as a
watercolour painter. He devoted much time to the Church both as a member of the
Blurton Parochial Church Council and as a member of the wider church, being for
some time the lay chairman of the Deanery Synod.
However his greatest love, as is obvious from his autobiography, was his years of
teaching, stemming from his time at Chester College. Though he was only at College
for a couple of years, this time influenced and, in some ways dominated the rest of
his life. Not only did his college years provide him with the foundation on which his
whole career was built, they also provided a focus for years of friendship and contact
with his colleagues as he performed the task of 1937 Year Secretary for the College
Association, collecting, collating and distributing information and writing regular
reports for the ‘Collegian’ (Chester College Magazine). In fact his dedication to these
duties was such that the remaining members of the year group decided to honour
him with the presentation of a certificate to commemorate his years of service.
Unfortunately he was unable to attend and so I (2nd from right) accepted the
certificate on his behalf.
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His most prized possession seems to have been - ‘the jacket’ ! He often said, with
pride, that he was a ‘Chester Man’, and this affection for the College and his years
there was displayed by his attachment to his college blazer, which he wore, it seems,
during every summer he could fit into it. The garment shows signs of being wellused, but after it had served its useful life it was put into careful and honoured
retirement. My father’s wish was that the blazer should be returned to the College
when he died. This has been done. The College has changed greatly since the days of
the 83 male teaching students in 1937; it became University College, attached to
Liverpool University, and has recently become a university in its own right.. It is a
much larger institution, geared to provide for the needs of its 21st century students,
but hopefully the blazer, on display, might give a moment’s pause to reflect on a more
relaxed age with thoughts of cricket on the college field, strolls by the river and the
comradeship of a few close friends and colleagues which has stayed with my father
for almost 70 years.

Samuel Ernest Boden, 1912 - 2005, was cremated at Bradwell Crematorium,
Newcastle, Staffordshire on Monday 16th May 2005 and afterwards a short Service
of Memorial was held at St. Mary’s Church, Market Drayton, Shropshire.
I think that from all the things people have said about their own particular
experience of him over the years, the best epitaph we can leave him with was given by
one of his neighbours from his short time in Market Drayton. She said ....
“We’ll miss Ernest; he was a real character and a gentleman.”
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A Meditation on Sleep

Each night, when I retire to bed,
I’ve one desire - to rest my head
Upon the pillow, and with rhythm deep,
To drift into the world of sleep.
What is this sleep, which comes each day
To take the strain and stress away?
A little miracle God designed
To soothe the body, calm the mind.
From new-born child to ripe old age,
Each passing day, we reach the stage
When we submit to the Creator’s plan
And wander into realms unknown.
It is in sleep we find release
And learn to understand God’s peace.
A little death we undergo each night,
With resurrection on the morning light.
In course of time the longer sleep will come;
Our soul depart from this, its earthly home,
To soar away to realms as yet unseen,
Where we believe our Maker reigns supreme.
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