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            Prologue

         

         I started to write this book as memories of my working life for my grandchildren, who may, in later years, wonder what their papa did to make his millions. Well not quite. I found I enjoyed writing it and what was intended as a few pages in a folder metamorphosed into what is before you. It was never intended to be the panacea of how to form or succeed in business I do not have the authority for that. There are many authoritative books and biographies written on that subject by people of great proven success. This hopefully offers a different take, of how an average Joe with no entrepreneurial inclinations or ambitions succeeded in forming a business that is still successfully operating today after forty years. It is of someone who was far removed from the single mindedness of a true entrepreneur who is driven with ambition, purpose, motivation, and vision to name but a few. It is of someone born more with a philosophy of wet your finger and stick it in the air.

         I offer a brief synopsis. I was born in 1943 in the fair town of Bolton, an only one to loving and supportive parents. We had quite a large extended family of aunts, uncles and cousins. I was married in 1968 and still share that status after fifty-three years with my loving (who still puts up with me) wife Gwen. Our eldest son Michael was born in 1970. Tragically he died from an accident in 1994. His short but very full and meaningful life is still celebrated by his many friends who still provide us with great support. Mark our youngest son was born in1973. He now lives very successfully in Poland having moved there in 2008 with his lovely wife Ania and their three wonderful children Lucas, Megan and Loren. 6

         And there you have it my life described in 266 words, gripping. Hopefully my working life is a little more interesting, well you can find out.

      

   


   
      
         
            CHAPTER ONE

            The Formative Years

         

         ‘What do you want to do when you leave school?’ asked my father, God what a question.

         ‘Can I finish my chips?’ I hadn’t even given it a thought. Did that mean I had to take some responsibility and do some work? Think of something. ‘I wouldn’t mind being a rep like you,’ was the quickest reply I could think of.

         My dad was a representative or salesman for Mrs Twistles self-raising flour. Yes Mrs Twistles! Selling a product with a name like that you had to be good or crazy. As far as I was aware, he spent his days walking from shop to shop and talking. I could manage that. He would walk for miles in pursuit of his job. Eureka! He saw the light decided petrol was cheaper than shoe leather and bought a car (the job gets more appealing). A car, if that’s what you could call it. I certainly couldn’t brag he’d got a Jag. It had somehow more oil on the inside of the car than in the engine. You didn’t sit on the seats you slid off them.

         Although still at school, I had an interest in my Dad’s job, not just because it kept food in my mouth. I was aware he was a dedicated and hardworking man, who I assessed through listening to his conversations he was good at his job. The nature of the job the freedom it appeared to offer. Not having a set routine every day, being in a way your own boss, percolated into my brain. I presumed the financial rewards at Mrs Twistles however did not match the rising capability of the flour. So, he sought pastures new, where his ability hopefully would be rewarded .One thing about being a salesman, as against many other jobs, is that your ability is obvious, you’re either good or not, you have nowhere to hide. You either sell or you don’t, your capability is easily defined.

         He left Mrs T’s and joined R. Green and Co, wine and spirit merchants and bottlers. Bottlers were companies, who surprisingly bottled beer for the large brewers. They could sell this in their own right, to pubs and clubs, or anybody else who might have an inclination to sell or retail the stuff.

         One notable event occurred quite early in his new job. One that will always be a first and could be therefore never repeated. He obtained the order to supply the drink to the first nightclub to be opened in Bolton. The opening of this had created much opposition from the anti-goodtime brigade, all other miserable sods and the police. My folks were duly invited to the opening night and took with them another couple Wyn and Alf Entwistle. On arrival, they had been warned by the owner that should drinking continue alter closing time (who would ever think of doing such a thing?) and should they be raided, they must pour their drinks on the floor, bugger the oilcloth.

         Sure enough, what a surprise, they were raided. The police, like Custer, determined to make a stand. My dad and Alf had gone to the gents, and guess what, theirs were the only glasses still standing. Why my mother, or her friend, never poured them away is still being investigated. They were charged. Alf had a good position at the town hall (well for the time being). This was not the type of job in the early sixties were being charged with drinking, after hours, in premises that were highly contentious, debauched, and would lead to total damnation, led to automatic promotion. Well, what a surprise, Alf’s case was never brought to court (it’s not what you know) my dad’s was. He was duly charged with drinking after hours. The first prosecution ever brought for drinking after hours in a night club in Bolton. Well after the tickertape parade through the town, he put a notch on his belt, entered the events in his CV and gave up drinking – well on Wednesdays.

         My dad, when I was young, had a fascination with second-hand merchandise and it’s not because he could always sell it (it’s in the blood).It was often because he could fettle it, a northern expression meaning to repair it, restore it, or improve it. He would often come home with stuff he’d bought from some second-hand shop; sometimes good, sometimes not. He would bring things he had won at the local fair (if he could spend time at the fair, the job’s getting even better). These would be pots or figurines which he then would spend time painting, the more naff the better, or as my mother would say, ‘tarting them up’, which made them even worse. Actually, he was very good at art he had great appreciation of it. Which is a little contradictory considering some of the priceless wonders he brought home. I still have one of the paintings displayed in my house and I may say a very good one, which he came home with whilst selling Mrs Twistles self-raising flour.

         I digress, my desire to be a rep, well not my desire, the only thing I could think of, I conveyed to my teachers, when we had a session discussing careers. This flummoxed them. It was certainly not on the list of usual jobs. My school was Brownlow Fold Secondary Modern. Modern was pushing it a bit, considering it was built around 1890. This is best described as a good solid Victorian edifice for the sons of gentle folk. Well, gentle was also pushing it. It was known as ‘Fout college of Knowledge and Technology’. Fout being a Lancashire expression for fold, a fold being an enclosure for sheep. The last time sheep were in these parts, Cromwell was knocking things about a bit. The knowledge that was imparted was the survival of life, mainly your own, and the technology was pre-clockwork. But l enjoyed it. A job was what you got hopefully on leaving; a career was, well what the hell was it? I can’t recall the word being mentioned.

         The teachers, on looking back seemed pretty capable. If you had the ability and the desire to learn, the quality of teaching was acceptable. Having failed the eleven-plus and if you were what was determined as a late starter, you could still be transferred to a grammar school, so all is not lost. I’m still waiting for my letter.

         What I think was lacking was vision and expectation. It was accepted that you would finish up in painting and decorating, car repairing, welding, bricklaying or some manual job. Not that there is anything wrong with any of these trades; and where would we be without them? But vision and things beyond the normal was in short supply. I have known a number of lads who have made great success of their trades and their own businesses, so it is not a barrier to all, but they are the ones who would not accept the normal.

         Academically I didn’t shine, more a dull luster. I always managed to stay in the top grade but had a tendency to hover around the bottom. Well, it was hard work and a long way to get to the top. I worked on the theory to just do enough – don’t strain yourself. I have never had ambition to achieve or be the top, but on the other hand, I never wanted to fail or be beaten. Just do enough and you’ll get through. I must say the theory has been tested over the years and at times I have stepped outside it when, needs must, but I can say they were happy days.

         The school had a reputation for being tough. The rumoured initiation for new boys was to be thrown down the cellar steps, and that was just by the teachers. The lads were from hard working-class backgrounds. They were good lads, oh yes, there were fights but they were arranged and promoted. Word got around. There’s a scrap in such-in-such back street, between ‘Frank the Fist’ and ‘Billy the Boot’ or whoever – spread the word. ‘You bring the chairs I’ll bring the stretcher.’ Sales and promotion were in my blood! I find it surprising and perhaps interesting for those interested in social history. There were many who could be described as hard cases, but I was never aware of any bullying or intimidation, other than by one boy. It’s interesting how you hear of bullying in public schools and indeed the then grammar schools. These were mainly, but not all, lads from moneyed or more privileged backgrounds. Yet lads from the other end of the spectrum, where life was certainly not privileged fought their own size or those of equal capability, something for the lefties or sociologists to consider.

         You might wonder why I prattle on about events before my sales career and not directly connected to it. Well, they say the formative years make the man in his many forms. Some have more structured upbringings, stricter, high expectations, wealthier, poorer, harder. But you finish up in adulthood formed as you are, never really to change, even if you wanted to. So, I enunciate some of the building blocks which will eventually make the final structure.

         One lad who I did scrap with and was friendly with, well most of the time, went to Fout and lived at the end of our row. Originally the skirmishes, if I recall, were pretty equal but in time his extra two stone and strength of a gorilla had somehow a profound effect on his ability to win. Sod this for a game of fairies, said I, if you want a scrap, catch me. To my advantage his extra two stone had the adverse effect on his running ability. Dave was a nice guy and certainly not a bully. His size certainly gave him an advantage over us smaller mortals.

         One of our pastimes was the rolling of car tyres. We rolled these with great pride and skill through the streets, Dave with a car tyre never, a bus tyre for him. A gang of us would go to Tootals Park or Toots Park as it was better known. This was more a semi grass playground not exactly Hyde Park. At the far end it rose in a flat-topped hill which, when you climbed to the top, sloped steeply away down to the busy ring road, a hundred foot below. We would stand on the crest strung out like Indians waiting to attack a wagon train. Instead of horses we sat on tyres (imagination is a wonderful thing).

         On one of our outings, Geronimo decided to unleash his secret weapon giving one mighty push to his bus tyre. I don’t know what velocity a bus tyre travels down a hundred-foot steep slope, but it doesn’t hang about. It would hit some undulation, career in the air, crash back to earth, believe me you could stop a tsunami before this. It crossed the near carriage way over the central reservation, across the far carriage way and through the fence of a house backing onto the road. Where it stopped and what further carnage it made was lost to us, the consequences of this could have been very serious. God knows what would have happened if it had hit a car. ‘Let’s get the hell out of here before the cavalry turn up.’ We scarpered minus one bus tyre. What do you learn from this? Never trust an Indian with a bus tyre.

         In later years his size found him a job as a bouncer and unfortunately, due to the nature of the job, in one incident he was charged with GBH. The charge was for holding a man under his arm and putting him through a glass door. A trick thank-goodness he never tried on me. In later years he became the landlord of a hard Bolton town-centre pub. I hadn’t seen him for possibly twenty-five years until one day I happened to call, as you do, at a nice pub on the outskirts of town and low and behold there’s Dave behind the bar.

         ‘Good to see you,’ he greets me, as friendly as ever. The guy he shoved through the glass door must have deserved it.

         ‘The last time I saw you, you were in the Nags Head,’ I said.

         ‘Yes, you’re right.‘

         ‘How come you left?’ I enquired.

         ‘Well let’s put it this way,’ he says, ‘I was fed up of having no skin on my knuckles.’ A great analogy, but I could still beat him at running.

         On the subject of running, it’s one thing I was quite good at. Well, if you’re not so good at fighting make sure you’re good at running. How that was going to help me in my sales career I hadn’t got a clue. I won the school athletics championship in 1958. I was the best at keeping the egg on the spoon. My prize was a small (it came with a magnifying glass) trophy in hardwood. It measured in height four inches by three with a wooden base. The school crest was displayed with my name, year and the achievement. The big thrill of winning it was not the winning but being presented with it on the school’s speech day by none other than Nat Lofthouse, the Bolton Wanderers and England centre forward and one of the greatest of all time. Thirty-one caps for England and twenty-nine goals beat that. I never washed my right hand after for three weeks. In later years my trophy was lost in the trophy cabinet of my sons. It now has the same minor position within the trophies of my grandchildren.

         It was made by ‘Atomic Alvin,’ the woodwork master who for some reason would insist on his real name of Tommy Calvin. He was the first person who introduced me to a joint, albeit a mortise and tenon. We used to ask: ‘Can we have the glue pot on sir?’The last thing we had on our mind was gluing something, and after we had hovered over the glue pot for five minutes, that really was the last thing on our mind. He used to have a regular habit of losing his glasses, well they weren’t really lost, more misplaced. They were perched on the top of his head for all to see. He would shout out at the top of his voice: ‘Has anyone seen my glasses?’ Nobody would say a thing. They would eventually drop down on his nose. It never seemed to occur to him everybody knew. Always remember what you see clearly others may not and use the clarity to your advantage.

         Now, you may be wondering, and well you might, what the hell has all this blather got to do with a sales career – and a reasonably successful one at that. I’d have you know nothing, other than to offer a snippet of the formative years which throughout history have been the forming of all great men. Look at Alexander the Great, Napoleon, Wellington, Nelson. To be included in that bunch is a great honour and privilege. So there, now you know. Stay around the first step on the ladder to my chosen career is getting close, but before that, one last life forming incident at ‘Fout’. The moral being, pay attention, and never indicate, especially when selling, that you know what you’re talking about when you don’t. Yes, well that went for a Burton a long time ago.

         Crotchet Crowther was the music teacher. His outstanding feature was his Beethoven hairstyle. Whether this was intentional, coincidental or meant to impress, it didn’t. The guy had a hard time. Trying to teach appreciation of Bach and Mozart when the opposing team was Presley, Little Richard and Buddy Holly was an uphill task of monumental proportions. Considering that half the class, thought that Bach came from a tree and Handel was what you found on a door.

         One lesson he had spent half an hour teaching sharps and flats. ‘Hindle,’ he shouts, ‘Come out here and draw a flat on the board.’ Hindle, who was certainly no Mozart groupie goes to the board, picks up a piece of chalk and draws what is obviously a house with a chimney and smoke coming out. Crotchet, who watches him do this for twenty or so seconds, never stops him, just stands there speechless. In the meantime, the class is in total disarray, while Hindle is stood there with not a clue, wondering what the hell’s going on. Crochet, poor guy, his confidence shattered, was never the same again, he left shortly after. His leaving was referred to as Crowther’s last movement.

         We had open days, when your parents met the teachers to find out where in the stratosphere their little darling had risen. My mum and dad, for some reason had a meeting with Mr Noakes the headmaster. They must have been worried god knows why; I was quite happy. Anyway, they told me after he’d said the usual script, I summarise:

         ‘He’s not the brightest in the class and he could try harder,’ what a surprise – ‘but he is a very good mixer.’ He’d obviously seen me handling the sand and cement in the building skills class. Allow me to digress for a moment and skip sixty-three years. I was recently looking at the deeds of our house which we moved into three years ago. It is in a road of twenty detached bungalows. There is one detached house. Reading the deeds this house was built in 1962 two years before all the others. I noticed it was built by a Mr A Noakes a headmaster. Well, well did you ever. I can imagine his reaction, ’Williams! you finish up being a neighbour of mine, never.’

         On the point I mentioned earlier, on the lack of expectation of pupils and the narrowness of the jobs usually considered, there are, as in all things, exceptions. A few years ago, there was an article in the Bolton Evening News about an ex-pupil (after my time) who had just become the top insurance salesman in the USA – some achievement. It proves there should be no boundaries. I’m pretty sure he’d have known who Bach and Handel were.

         ‘The time has come,’ the Walrus said, ‘to think of other things.’ The other things being work in my case. If it hadn’t come just yet, it was fast approaching. Do I get a job? Applying for a sales manager seemed a bit premature. How about continuing my education at some far-flung establishment? I could find a course on how to become a salesman in three easy lessons. After all, my teachers had said that if I would apply myself, work a bit harder, I was quite capable of going places, unfortunately they never mentioned which places.

         I know, how about Bolton Tech’? It’s only twenty minutes on the bus to there. Let’s have a gander. Here’s a course they do: ‘A Commercial and Business Course.’ That should help me onto my first million. Now let’s see what it includes. Bookkeeping, well I’m not particularly interested in betting, if that’s what it’s about. Shorthand, that could be handy, I could spell just as I wanted, and nobody would know the difference. English, ‘to be or’ whatever it is. I presume that could come in handy. After all, I’d ’ave to speak right proper in my selling career. Well look at that, Business Studies and Marketing, just the ticket. Marketing is something to do with selling, isn’t it? Sign me up.

         If first impressions are important, I sure made one on the first day of my further education. I entered the classroom as directed and sat by the first desk by the door, which was one of the few still vacant. I chatted to the guy next to me and we perhaps waited ten minutes, when the door burst open as though hit by a battering ram. In strides the teacher, travelling at a similar velocity as a runaway bus tyre.

         I was sitting with my legs extended beyond the front of the desk. He, the teacher, looking straight ahead did not notice the two appendages so positioned as to impede his progress – and they did. Upon contact his forward trajectory took on an angle of sixty degrees his head therefore being far more forward than his feet. His considerable progress was arrested by the kind intervention of the front desk, which he grabbed, as you would a life buoy in similar desperate circumstances. He waited a few seconds, to regain what modicum of composure he could muster, and turned with the expression of who the hell caused that? The offending obstructions had of course, been duly retracted to their proper housing, and little Lord Fauntleroy sat there with the innocent expression of ‘not me guv’.

         In the absence of a block of concrete, Sherlock came to the elementary conclusion that feet must have been the culprit. The two obvious suspects – sorry, guilty – well one was, were those two by the door. ‘Would you keep your feet under your desk please at all times?’ was his retort, and the laser penetration and direction of his eyes left no doubt as to where one of the guilty ones sat. Do I admit to it and apologise? Well, he never asked for an admission – stand your ground! Being a generous person, and also one who always admits when he’s wrong, yes well (don’t tell my wife) I thought I’d share the responsibility with my co-suspect. Well, if I’m here for a year you have got to work together. The teacher interrupted my thoughts. ‘There are two classes on the course and the other has three lads in it. Would any of you here like to go into that one to even up the numbers?’ My hand shot up. Don’t spend time considering, let’s start afresh thought I. How you can start afresh when you haven’t started anything is perhaps a little premature. He accepted my volunteering readily. Happy perhaps, along with my co-suspect, to be rid of one of the little shits who had made his introduction so memorable.

         The lack of maturity of my tender years was insufficient for me to realise, that owning up to a mistake or misdemeanour, especially when not requested to do so, acquired your brownie points in trust and respect that far outweighed the indignity of a big bollocking – oh, sorry, chastisement.

         My academic business career began. The first steps to an empire I never even gave a thought to. My decision to move class proved right. There were four lads and just sweet sixteen girls. The lads were a good bunch, and we became good mates. I am still friends with one, both of us now living in the same village.

         It was interesting being in a mixed class, especially coming from an all-boys’ school. I only really fancied one girl, who sat in the desk behind. We did have a small dalliance, which I wanted to exchange for a bigger one. Unfortunately, the minimal endured. She was going out with a butcher and he would sometimes meet her after class. It was the meat cleaver he carried around which somehow dampened my ardour. The romance never really developed beyond good friends. Who knows, if it hadn’t been for butcher boy.

         The dominance of girls was not so much a distraction as competition. After all, who wanted to be beaten by a girl? And there lies a tale. The bookkeeping part of the course was, what could one say, riveting – no! I couldn’t credit anything to it. Shorthand, if you found squiggles fascinating, this is your forte. English, well I spoke it, didn’t I? Well, in a fashion. Business studies, moderate. Marketing eureka! I’ve found my home.

         The culmination of our new-found knowledge came to a climax about a month before the course ended. The class would be divided into five groups, four groups of four girls, and one of the four lads. A competition would be held, and each group would be given a product which they would market and promote just as an advertising and marketing agency would do. The winner would be, in the eyes of the teachers, the one who made the finest presentation. Oh boy, this is for me. If I am to make a career in sales, the opportunity to prove I am a sales and marketing prodigy is in my lap.

         The five groups assembled to be given some ‘do’s’ but mainly ‘don’ts’ allowed in our presentation and the products we each had to market. Each group was categorised by letter A, B, C, D, and E. We were group E – well women and women first. The products were read out. The ones I can remember were: a raincoat, sun cream, a toothbrush, and two others. And guess what we drew? The soddin’ toothbrush! Bridget Bardot is photographed in a raincoat with a tight belt to show more curves than an hourglass. You could imagine a picture of some leggy blonde on some exotic beach, smothering herself in sun cream, looking greasier than a chip pan. What have we got? the picture of someone’s gob! Still my boy, you’re the man – well not quite yet.

         The lads suggested me as leader or front man. More to do with my enthusiasm than any perception they had of my marketing ability. The others chose theirs to head their team. The sun cream Brigade Group B was led by Queen Vic (yes even that pub was named after her). Her name was Victoria and she acted in the manner of a Queen. She spoke with a plum in her mouth (that’s a Bolton plum) and surprisingly she was not on my twenty-first birthday party list. Well, little does she know, she’s going to be dethroned. We had two weeks to plan our task. We were allowed time in the day and I put time in at night. Is this what’s called homework? I don’t think any of the other lads did any night shift, so I think it’s fair to say I contributed the most. But input they certainly had.

         ‘The first thing we need is a name,’ I suggested. What did we come up with? ‘Wrigley’s, The Wrigley Toothbrush.’ Hmm, yes well, perhaps looking back it…Well, it was a well-known name. The product associated with it had association with the mouth and it brought a fresh clean taste, like our toothbrush (that’s if it’s not chewed for too long). That’s the spearmint, not the toothbrush.

         ‘Why don’t we use the word “turbo” in the name?’ Rod suggested.

         ’What the hell’s turbo?’ was the unanimous reply.

         ‘It’s a new thing I’ve read; it increases speed and performance in cars.’

         ‘What’s that got to do with a toothbrush?’

         ‘We call it the “Wrigley Turbo Toothbrush” – it’s new, it’s modern, it’s fast.’

         ‘Well, it’s certainly a mouth full’

         ‘Funny’

         ‘People wouldn’t understand turbo.’

         ‘They will soon, I bet.’

         ‘Ok, let’s give it a go; it’s different.’ We all agreed.

         We did the design, we did the description, why to use, when to use, how to use, where to use. In fact, we ran out of uses. We had bullet points by the score, all promoting its advantages, benefits, design, and availability. The only thing missing was a slogan. I insisted how important this was for product association. Oh yes, I’d been reading. Doesn’t everyone know ‘Hoover beats as It sweeps as it cleans?’

         Well, the Day of Judgment came. We assembled our displays. Ours stood out like a beacon, shining, glittering, colourful. Well, we thought so, and we weren’t biased.

         We eyed the opposition, well moderate, good try. We stood by our displays and the arbiters came in. We were the third in line. They spent around five minutes with each display asking questions, making notes. They spoke quietly to each group, cunning devils. The one thing we forgot was learning to lip read. We’re next. ‘Good afternoon.’ ‘An excellent display and presentation.’ they offered.  Liking how we had shown the best technique for good brushing and how a Wrigley Toothbrush would complement this very initiative. They liked the punch the presentation gave, and how the mock advert we had designed arrested your attention. They were done they moved on, we felt pleased. We watched if they spent more time with any particular group. Without having a stopwatch all seemed fair. They left immediately after seeing the last group and said they would be back in half an hour with their decision. We all went to the refectory for a drink, all staying in our little groups the tension getting to us.

         We were back in good time, awaiting those who held the embryo of my future in their hands. They came, they’d seen, they’d compared. ‘Well may we say,’ began the head of business studies, ‘what an excellent job you have all made of this rather testing exercise.’

         And so he continued with the plaudits for another three hours, or so it seemed. Get on with it, just give us our prize.

         ‘The decision has been hard and very close. I will start with the second prize, and this goes to Group E for the Wrigley Toothbrush. ’WHAT?! Hold me back lads, while I get at him. Oh no, it can’t be, don’t tell me: ‘The winner is by a narrow margin, Group B Sunten. That little pimple faced, bogeyed, bowlegged, boring, flat chested little tart. Not that I hold a grudge, in any way, anyone but her.

         We stood there comatose not saying a thing. They spent a few moments with the newly crowned monarch, and then they made their way over to the King in exile.

         ‘We are very sorry boys, but they just pipped you. It was a very hard and close decision. Your presentation had many facets superior to theirs (I must look up the word ‘facet’). But it really was their name and slogan which clinched it. ‘Sunten is a very catchy play on words it rolls off the tongue. And their slogan complemented it. “Sunten, The Cream of The Beach”. Your slogan “In a Rush then Clean Your Teeth with a Turbo Brush”, did, may I say, not quite have the same ring to it, but very well done in all other aspects.’

         I knew we had not concentrated enough on the slogan. Grudgingly, I accepted they were right; product association is what we lacked. Well, we all know ‘it does what it says on the tin’ well, we didn’t. You should never totally lose. Use a defeat in a positive way, learn from it .The real world was fast approaching, and so to hell with academia. I need a job do they need me? Of course they do.

      

   


   
      
         
            CHAPTER TWO

            The First Step

         

         Nine months was the incubation time for my first job. It takes nine months from conception to birth and there the similarity ends. I joined a large regional T.V. Hi-Fi and Radio retailer as an assistant trainee salesman. Well, television was the new wonder, and now fast expanding into the mass market. The future looked bright.

         There was one element that was abundant very soon, ‘Boredom.’ The training was intensive. It took me a month to master turning on and turning off a set. Well, come on, there were a number of different sets and the knobs were in different places. After I’d mastered this it became easier. The changing of channels BBC to ITV I sailed through in two weeks. And then the most complex was left to the last. Contrast, Brightness, Vertical Hold and the pinnacle – Horizontal Hold cracked it – where’s my certificate? Not until you’ve mastered radios.

         I’d heard about this. That meant tuning in by twiddling knobs to the Light Programme or the Home Service, with the occasional foray into Radio Luxembourg (you little devil, that’s illegal). No, sorry, that’s Radio Caroline. This proved a piece of cake. Only one thing left: oh my God, Hi-Fi. This is now getting serious and indeed it could be. People seemed to take this and the newer development, stereo, very seriously and personally. Being sensitive to any background noise and receptive and critical of the total sound and reproduction was the ‘in thing’ demanding a reproduction ‘as if you were there,’ wherever there was. It did require more knowledge, skill, and input than the ‘goggle box’ or ‘cat’s whisker’.

         Having an interest, or a bent, for Hi-Fi, however, did not, in my mind, make up for the total boredom of waiting for customers to appear and then, when they did, having one of the senior staff invariably nick them.

         Three of us, of similar age, had started around the same time. Luckily, due to the rebuilding of the store just prior to us joining, an imaginative architect had incorporated into the new design a B.R.A.F. – ‘A Boredom Relief Assisted Feature.’ These were two large glass doors which were the main entrance to the store. They were, if I recall, quite unique for the time – doors of that type only just beginning to come into fashion. The three of us would stand chatting, waiting for the ‘three times a week’ big bang. And this wasn’t just a theory but a fact.
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