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PREFACE


BY THE HONOURABLE SIR RICHARD HENRIQUES



It gave me much pleasure to be invited to write a short introduction to this autobiography of Jeffrey Meadows. Reading it has been a pleasure. Jeffrey and I grew up in South Blackpool and much of his career in the Police Force coincided with my practising at the Bar. Whilst Jeffrey was appointed a Constable in 1957, I was called to the Bar ten years later shortly before Jeffrey’s promotion to uniformed Sergeant. Many of those mentioned in this book featured prominently in my own career, in particular Judge William Openshaw, George Carman QC, Solicitors and Coroners John Budd and Sam Lee, Chief Constable Stan Parr, Superintendent Gerry Richardson, villain and artist Larry Rushton, boxer Brian London and many others.


When I was at the Bar, Jeffrey and I were both friend and foe. When together prosecuting Jeffrey was meticulous, objective and most supportive. In opposition he was combative, confident, unyielding and never overawed. He was a powerful witness with an engaging smile and a compelling delivery. Never a cross word passed between us.


Reading this book has given me immense pleasure and taken me back in time remembering Blackpool in its prime. Jeffrey recalls Blackpool’s varied nightlife, mock auctions, party conferences and various public houses, all visited in the course of duty, as well as several high profile murders both in the town and the county, including the tragic murder of Judge Openshaw and the handless corpse trial in both of which Jeffrey had a prominent role.


Jeffrey, I congratulate you on a magnificent career and a most readable biography. It has been my good fortune to have featured in both.


The Honourable Sir Richard Henriques


Retired High Court Judge


September 2018




CONTRIBUTION FROM DAVID PEARCE – JOURNALIST AND LOCAL HISTORIAN


‘There’s a famous seaside place called Blackpool that’s noted for fresh air and fun…’


So runs the famous monologue ‘Albert and the Lion’ written by Marriott Edgar.


But there’s a lot more to Blackpool than the seafront and the Tower and the gaudy face of a world-famous holiday town.


Behind that façade is a busy town and community that manufactured aircraft and cars and much more beside and where many worked hard for their living. On its eastern edge the bricks and mortar of south Blackpool met the countryside of the Marton district once famous for the salad vegetables grown there.


And this border land was the birthplace of the man who wrote this book. He was not born with a silver spoon, but perhaps the experiences of those early days forged in him a steely strength of character and a desire to move his life forward in a positive way. He recalls the poverty but the happy times too.


Jeffrey Meadows joined the police force and learned about a darker side of Blackpool than the razzamatazz of the Golden Mile and the glitter of the Illuminations.


It was to be a long journey from those days on the beat to working major crime cases as a senior detective and then the heavy responsibility of senior management in the force.


Jeffrey Meadows tells his story in a straightforward way and it is a fascinating one which brought back many happy memories for me. As a young reporter on Blackpool’s evening paper The Gazette I met Jeffrey and his colleagues in the course of work and it was a memorable experience.


Later our paths crossed again through mutual friends and a shared interest in local history in which he has played no small part with honour and distinction.


David Pearce


Journalist and local historian


September 2018


 




INTRODUCTION


It is strange how some memories from your early life are so vivid and yet you have no recollection of other times in your life – as if events have been erased from the memory bank. Family, friends and even an old schoolmaster Bill Yates said, “You should write a book of your experiences”.


“Oh yes” you say but what do you write about? What do you include and what do you leave out?”


These are the questions that exercise your mind and lead you inevitably to put off the task saying, “I’ll do it sometime”. Who would be interested anyway?”


The answer came from journalist David Pearce who said, “Do it, if only for the benefit of your family”.


Time and time, I have made an excuse and put my thoughts to one side, but you can only prevaricate for so long! So what follows is a tale of part of my life. I would like to think it is an accurate account but in my defence, if I have strayed from the reality, it is not intentional; blame the memory. After all, I cannot be expected to get it all right – how could I? How could a chap, who according to my youngest grandson, sports an ‘old farts watch’ be on the ball!


It is not a diary. I do not include all that affected my life and I have deliberately omitted such things as holidays. We did not have a proper holiday until Darren was in his teens, but we have had many great holidays since. I have tended to concentrate on my working life and of course, my family life.


In the Police Service there are many things which are confidential and cannot be discussed. Incidents and cases I talk about fall into three categories; general stories; matters which are in the public domain from Court; matters which are in the public domain from publications such as newspaper reports and published books.


I have tried to contact copyright holders of photographs used in this book. In a minority of cases I have not been able to do this because some companies ceased to exist and I cannot recall who took the photograph. I sincerely apologise if I contravened any existing copyright.


I have been fortunate to have many friends and good work colleagues. You will appreciate that I cannot mention everyone and if you are not mentioned and think you should have been, I apologise.


Once, when I was a sergeant and in the thick of it, a Detective Inspector said that I was a ‘Chief Constable’s Nightmare,’ hence the title.


It was never my intention to earn money from the publication of this book. I will not be recovering the cost of publication and printing of the book. Any income from the sale of this book, including royalties, will be divided equally between Prostate Cancer UK (Registered Charity No. 1005541 and The Superintendent Gerald Richardson Memorial Youth Trust (Registered Charity No. 504413).
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CHAPTER ONE


THE EARLY YEARS


I was born on 15 July (St Swithin’s Day) in 1938. Now obviously I did not know of the legend that if it rains on that day, it will rain for 40 days and 40 nights. However, I apparently entered into the spirit of it by ‘piddling’ down the midwife’s apron. Nurse Metcalfe (we as kids thought that she was called Madcap!) was heard to exclaim, “Well it is St Swithin’s day”.


When I was born, the house at 141 Penrose Avenue (later changed to 175) was occupied by Mum (Julia Hannah, born 1911) and Dad (John Meadows Snr., born 1912), elder brother Jim (who was born before Mum met Dad and who has to this day retained Mum’s maiden name Horrocks) and my brother John who was 14 months older than me. In 1942 brother Patrick was born and Sister Joan arrived during the latter part of the war years. It was one of six houses in a terrace and was rented


What does one remember of their childhood? Very little I think, although some things made sufficient impression to be able to recollect quite clearly. The war years were looming and my earliest recollections are of when I was about three or four. According to Army records Dad joined the 21st Light Anti-Aircraft Regiment in September 1940 at Preston, being transferred to 212 Battery in Manchester on 30 November 1940. He was posted to India and left from Southend on 19 March 1942 joining the 70 Heavy Anti-Tank Regiment.


Dad was apparently Absent without Leave (AWOL) from 23.59 hrs on 14 February 1942 to 11.45 hours on the next day, an absence of 11 hours and 46 minutes, for which he was to forfeit one day’s pay and was confined to Barracks for seven days. On his record, the unauthorised absence was shown as 11 days and 46 minutes! Is that why he got such a punishment? And why was he AWOL? The answers might be interesting. He disembarked at Madras on 11 May, a journey of almost two months.


The above dates are important because they relate to my earliest recollection. Brother John remembers the family going to North Railway Station to wave Dad off to war. I have no recollection of that. However, I do remember my Mum taking me to see my Dad when he was serving in Manchester. I would probably be three years old. I remember dark grey clouds and all these large barrage balloons held firm by long steel hawsers. It was an eerie sight for a youngster. At the barracks we went into long Nissan huts where I waited with my Mum. Then in single line soldiers appeared, all with towels tucked lengthways into the back of their shirts. It was ablution time. I do not remember any more of that visit other than we saw Dad. Why did we visit? I do not know.


Mum played her role in the war effort. I remember for a period she worked at Stansfield’s Joinery on Clifton Road, opposite the Clifton Brick works (much smaller than the big brick croft across from our home in Penrose Avenue). There she helped to make ammunition boxes for the troops.


Where we lived in Penrose Avenue, Marton, we had open fields across the road and the large brick croft with iron trucks on a railway line. The trucks carried the excavated clay. There were also two great lakes. This was our playground and we often imagined ourselves to be cowboys in a landscape not too different from what we had seen at the pictures (cinema). Nearby, gypsies used to camp in their horse drawn caravans.


I was later to see neighbours Harold Leese and Harry Parr skating on the frozen ponds on the Clifton Brick Croft. I couldn’t believe my eyes because as they skated, the ice began to undulate and it was like they were skating on waves, but solid waves. Harold, one of the big boys in the neighbourhood and often talked about that phenomenon.


When I was four I was collecting buttercups for Mum in an area of ground densely populated by long stemmed buttercups. What I did not know was that the thick cluster of buttercups concealed a hole where someone had removed a quantity of soil. I stepped forward and fell into the hole and fell on my left hand. Unfortunately, I fell onto a broken glass bottle which left me with a cut so deep that it seemed my hand was hanging in two halves. I ran home screaming and I was taken to Victoria Hospital where the doctor inserted one stitch! My Mum, not being too happy took me to our local doctor who put further stitches in. I have been left with a large scar, still very visible to this day. I always felt that if it had been treated properly at the hospital, the scar would not be so prominent.


Our surgery was in Penrose Avenue at the junction with St Edmunds Road. In those early days, there was no National Health Service and the ‘Doctor’s man’ used to call every Friday night to collect one shilling per week. On many occasions Mum used to instruct us to tell the collector that she was not at home.


Going to the junior school during the war years was an experience. We went to Baines Endowed Primary School at the top end of Penrose Avenue; the posh end. We were all supplied with Mickey Mouse gas masks, so named because they were made of pink rubber with a flap at the front. The gas masks had their own box. Children had to carry them at all times together with a note giving their name and address. Many years later in the Constabulary Officer’s Mess at Hutton, I was waxing lyrical about my Mickey Mouse gas mask, when as quick as a flash, a colleague Ray Rimmer said, “Well you can take it off now Jeff!”, much to the amusement of those gathered in the Mess.


Where the school nursery stands today, there were underground air raid shelters. My mother used to say that when the air raid sirens sounded she could hear me running along Penrose Avenue shouting, “Mummy, Mummy”.


When the sirens sounded, all the kids would go under a big table. One treat was to get dripping butties which tended to keep us quiet until the all clear sounded! We also got free school dinners.


We knocked about with some little devils. On one occasion, I was walking home with one of my friends, suddenly, without any warning he dropped his short trousers and was defecating in the middle of the pavement. I was shocked but he simply told me that if I said anything, he would tell everyone I had done it!


One of the least pleasant experiences was being taken out of school by the uniformed NSPCC Inspector. I think he was called Redfern, but I may have got that wrong. At this time Dad was in Burma and Mum had been taken into Hospital. Brother John and I were taken to the Blackpool Orphanage on Talbot Road. We went to Devonshire Road School for the month we were at the orphanage. Jim was allowed to stay at home and Brother Patrick was taken to the long gone Wood Street Mission in Squires Gate Lane, close to the railway bridge.


Ours was not a happy experience at the orphanage. The regular orphans did not like us being there and frightened us to death each night, talking about severed heads being in the large hat boxes on top of the wardrobes. I remember clearly being served with a purple coloured concoction which I took to be some form of gruel. It was awful. When we returned home, I remember Mum scolding the tall NSPCC Inspector. We had come back infected with head lice, or ‘biddies’ as we called them. I can hear her now saying, “We don’t have much money but when you took my boys away they were clean. You’ve brought them back walking”.


We were a poor family but we were always well fed. Mother could not afford a Christmas tree or shop bought decorations, so we made our own. Because we could not afford a Christmas tree, Mum got hold of two hoops from a barrel and made a ‘mistletoe bough’ which she decorated. We got sheets of coloured crepe paper and cut them into long strips, twisting them into festoons.


During the wars years presents at Christmas were rare. A neighbour, we called him ‘Old Grogan’, built a fort out of wood and that was the boys’ Christmas present. One year as we had no presents, we were given sixpence each to buy a present. In June Avenue, there were two shops in the front rooms of terraced houses. Bobby’s was one and Riley’s the other. We went to Riley’s shop and I bought a little bone car with the sixpence (2½ new pence). It was a great present.


There was one time when we did get a good present. The American servicemen put on a party at the Oxford Cinema for all the local kids and we all received a nice present. Mum was a friendly Cumbrian lass and we got quite a few rides on the American jeeps – but that’s another story!


During the war an anti-aircraft searchlight battery was set up on the land adjoining the brick croft, opposite the Welcome Inn. Often whilst playing and crawling in the grass we would come across real soldiers on training exercises.


With brothers Jim and John on a Saturday afternoon, I would go to the ‘Tuppenny Rush’ at the Empire Cinema on Hawes Side Lane. We paid 2d each, hence the name. Western (cowboy) films were very popular and we used to re-enact the films as we made our way home through the brick croft. The nickname for the Empire was the ‘Bug’, but we liked the fact that the programme changed three times a week, whereas the Oxford Cinema programme only changed twice.


When an ‘A’ film was being shown you had to be with an adult. We regularly went on our own. Can you imagine the reaction today at what we did? We went up to total strangers and gave them our money and asked them to take us in! We have also been known for one to pay to get in, and then go to the emergency door and let the others sneak in. In the Empire, (or was it the Oxford) there were clocks on either side of the big screen with the words, ‘Eat Cookson’s Bread’. The kids had a song which they sang in unison with some gusto at each performance,


“Don’t eat Cookson’s Bread, Don’t eat Cookson’s Bread.


No bloody wonder you fart like thunder.


Don’t eat Cookson’s Bread.”


Two of the picture houses as we called them, had Wurlitzer organs – the Odeon and the Palladium. At the interval the organs came up out of the basement and the organist entertained.


If my handwriting is not good, (and Kathy says it isn’t) I blame one of my primary school teachers – Mrs Holt. To improve my handwriting, she regularly rapped my knuckles with a ruler. The only problem was that she rapped the hand I wrote with! I do not think that helped to improve my handwriting.


We were talking about childhood memories recently. Terry, a friend and neighbour said that childhood summers seemed to go on forever. I think there’s some truth in that and we did not get bored. We seemed able to fill all our time. There are many childhood memories. There was no central heating in those days and as kids you liked the ice patterns left by ‘Jack Frost’ on the windows. Curtains sometimes were frozen to the glass and overcoats were placed on the bed to keep us warm.


One of the kid’s jobs was to cut the newspaper into neat little squares, thread string through a corner to hang at the back of the toilet door. This was our toilet paper for many years. The young today think they are trendsetters when they go ‘commando’, we went ‘commando’ through necessity. There was an outside loo, apparently, when I went to the ‘thunder box’ I used to sing, a practice that often drew the comment from Mrs Wynne our next door neighbour, “Oh Jeffrey’s at the loo!”


Many times we had to cut cardboard soles to put into our shoes because we had holes in the soles and could not afford to have them soled at the cobblers. Mother was a great cook and baked great cakes. She was not, however, the best at patching our trousers and often we were the subject of ridicule at school. I can remember other kids saying, “Don’t play with the Meadows’ – they have patchy pants”. This sounds a cliché, but we used to ask the better off kids if we could have their apple stumps or orange peel, when oranges became available.


When you look at family photos we were a scruffy lot. If there was any trouble in the neighbourhood the Meadows’ would probably get the blame.


Generally, we had a happy childhood. As mentioned earlier, our playground was the giant brick croft. There we re-enacted scenes from western films. We made rafts to sail on the lakes. Sadly these lakes claimed at least two young lives. Health and Safety did not form any part of our risk assessments. We made tin sledges from discarded scrap and slid down the steep sides of the brick croft, heights of some 20 plus feet in some cases. After the war Felton’s Scrap yard on Waterloo Road sold fuel tanks shaped like long cigars. The more adventurous cut them in half to make two canoes! We also managed to acquire old rifles with all the mechanical parts taken out and this added authenticity to our games. We played in the fields adjoining the brick croft and one Easter after we had attended Elim Church, Gracie Johnson, a farming lass, brought us painted eggs which we rolled down the hilly grassy slopes.


Elim was not the first church we went to. During our young years we attended Marton Gospel Mission, a non-denominational church run by the Taylors. We were still attending that Sunday School when Dad eventually returned from the war. Mum was christened a Roman Catholic but she must have fallen out with her church at one time. She had married Dad at St Peter’s Parish Church on Lytham Road, Blackpool on 22 August 1936.


Depending on your view, you either received a good religious upbringing at Marton Gospel Mission, or you were brainwashed. Hellfire and Damnation were never far away when Old Man Taylor preached. Of course, we didn’t take it too seriously and used to love the skittish song:


“Will you come to Marton Mission, Will your Come?


Bring your own ammunition and a gun.


Old Pop Taylor will be there.


Throwing peanuts in the air.


Will you come to Marton Mission, Will you come?”


Old man Taylor didn’t miss a trick. He saw us spending our collection money to buy an ice-cream, so we got reprimanded in the sermon! I think the Taylors had some sympathy with the Jesuits motto, ‘Give me a child until he is seven and I will give you the man’. They certainly tried with Brother John and me. Over a period of time we had to write out verbatim, the full text of the four gospels of the New Testament. We also had to attend a weekly prayer meeting. Only two of us attended. In these Pentecostal faiths, they do not believe in praying from books. You prayed from the heart. In other words, you had to make it up as you went along. First John would start, but after a minute or two he would dry up.


“Now it’s you Jeffrey,” Mrs Taylor would say.


So off I went, drying up sooner than John.


“Right John, you carry on,” and so it went on.


First it was John’s turn, then mine. There was no remission for good behaviour! At this tender age, what did you pray about? I was looking at some prize books I won at the Mission. I was 10 years of age. They hadn’t made the man by the time I reached seven. In fact, they were still trying when we left to go to Elim!


At the end of the second world war we went to a party in nearby Winton Avenue (where Harold Leese lived). It was a typical street party of that era and I can remember a piano playing man – the piano was on a cart. Of course, in those days the sight of a horse and cart was a regular thing. From the ‘Rag and Bone’ man to the Small Holders who sold their vegetables from their carts.


According to the Visit Blackpool website, at the commencement of the Second World War Blackpool received some 37,500 evacuees. We even had two of those. Two young sisters came to stay with us but I do not have too much recollection of their stay.


Dad came home from Burma being demobbed on 9 May 1946. He had been overseas for three years. He was virtually a stranger and I would be two months away from my eighth birthday. He had his demob suit, but his health was never good.


He had qualified as a cook at the Indian Army School of Cookery. So he went to work at the large Co-op Bakery at the junction of Preston New Road and Cherry Tree Road North (where McDonalds now stands). Dad was often off sick and on more than one occasion I had to go and tell the foreman (who to a young lad looked a fearsome character) that Dad was too ill to go to work. My memory is that the foreman was not too sympathetic. Dad also worked at Derbyshire’s Bakery for a time. His bike was a carrier bike type with a square short frame at the front for a basket. It would normally be used for delivering shop orders.


I remember that we had to meet him one afternoon after he had finished work. We met him at the rear of the Old Police Station in South King Street. We all went into this room. It was full of new clothing and it transpired that we were to get free clothing from the Chief Constable’s Poor Children’s Clothing Fund. It was like walking into Ali Baba’s cave. Racks full of new clothes causing your mind to boggle. How could this place have all these clothes and it was not a shop? I saw a jacket which was similar to an old well-worn one that I had.


“Look Dad”, I proclaimed, “It’s just like mine,” whereupon I received a sharp retort from my Dad to “Keep your mouth shut” or I would get a ‘lander’. (That’s a smack round the ears!)


It was only as I grew older and wiser that I realised that when my Dad made that remark, he was frightened to death some official would have heard it and we would not need new clothes. Mum used to get what were called Provident Cheques which you paid back weekly and which were accepted at some, but not all, clothes retailers. We learned that to our cost. Mother took us to a shop on Central Drive, Blackpool and we all got decked out. It was only when she handed over the ‘cheque’ that the shopkeeper said that their establishment did not take that type of cheque. Talk about embarrassing as all the gear had to be put back in stock. We did find the correct shop, it was next door!


To save money, Dad put all the boys into clogs. He would then buy irons from Clegg’s on Central Drive and periodically would re-iron the clogs. People could certainly hear us coming and you could get a good shine on the clogs. Another money saving idea of Dad’s turned out to be a painful experience for the boys. He bought a pair of Burman hand clippers from Woolworths. He decided that he would cut the boys’ hair. That was fine but he often got the clippers stuck in the hair and then tried to release it. We would give a howl of pain, only to be told, “Keep your bloody head still or you’ll get a lander!”


Money was always a problem and this was the cause of many rows, sometimes heated, between Mum and Dad. In our younger days, he ruled us with a fear that never manifested into physical violence although I once saw him slap Mum quite hard during one of their rows.


This may be the reason why, on one occasion when I was very young, Mum decided she was leaving Dad and was taking Jim with her. I wanted to go with them, and although (I reckon for the right reasons) she didn’t want to take me with them, she relented. We went to the Blackpool South Railway Station and then we went to the open air market behind the old Dog and Partridge Inn where she bought some cherries. Whether it was because I was with them or for some other reason, Mum changed her mind and returned home.


Jim, our big brother had been born before Mum met Dad and we could never understand why Dad never changed Jim’s surname to Meadows. Although we have always regarded Jim as our full brother, his surname was Horrocks, this being Mum’s maiden name.


Of course, after the war everything was on ration. How Mum fed us all, I will never know, she was not a good manager with money but she was a good manager with what food she bought. She did not particularly like housework and washing (but who could blame her having to do the weekly wash in the bath by hand!). She was however a very good cook and baker, she had come down from Whitehaven in Cumberland to go into service. She went initially in service to a family from Poulton-le-Fylde (It may have been the Watson family). We always knew how to use knives and forks and if presented with a full set of eating implements for more than one course, it was simple; ‘work from the outside in’.


Even fuel for the fire was rationed and many was the time that we had to take a pram to the Gas Works (next to the Tesco Extra at Marton) for it to be filled with coke. There was no coal at that time. Kathy (my wife) had it worse. We lived in Marton, but she had to walk from Layton and back!


The outside toilet often froze up and we had to take buckets of water from the kitchen to ‘flush the loo’. In the winter of 1947, I was nine years old, I recall opening the back door to a solid wall of snow which was higher than the top of the back door. We had to dig out to get to the toilet. It was hardly digging for victory! When potatoes were scarce, we had to walk to a vegetable store close to Blackpool South Railway Station. We took the trusty old pram to get as many spuds as we were allowed. We couldn’t take the tram for this task, because of course, that cost money.


Fancy holidays were not on the agenda. I remember my Mum taking us to Whitehaven to see little Granddad Patrick Horrocks, a former miner at the Haig Pit and First World War cavalry man. I can still smell the tobacco from his pipe and he would tell Grandma Elizabeth (his second wife), “Get these Laal lads a bit of cyak” (“Get these little lads a piece of cake”). We went into the town centre one morning and went into a café where Mum met one of her old boyfriends. It was strange for us kids to see this grown man holding her hand across a table and weeping, probably for a lost love.


Our relatives came for their holidays to Blackpool and where did they stay? No prizes for guessing, our house! How did we fit them all in? We went to an exotic place for a holiday called Accrington! We stayed at Auntie Agnes and Uncle Tom’s in Manor Street. Cousins Bernard, Melvyn and Patricia lived there. They had outside tippler toilets. Auntie Agnes was a lovely lady. There was no seaside here, but what they had was the Coppice, latterly described on the council website as, ‘The Coppice area is excellent for brisk, variable terrain walking for leisure and health enjoyment’. We kids just liked to walk along the cobbled streets and get to the top of this countryside hilly area.


One experience I learned early was about what job to get after school and at weekends. Brother John had a paper round and I sometimes went out with him. One Sunday morning, it had been raining, we were delivering the morning paper and I had been given one to deliver. I fell off my bike in Bambers Lane, Marton onto the wet pinky coloured cinder track. What a mess the newspaper was in.


“What should I do John”? I asked.


“I’ll show you” he said, whereupon he took the rain sodden and torn newspaper, folded it carefully and said, “Go and put that through the letterbox”, which, of course I did.


It was experiences like that and the fact that I did not want to get up early every morning and commit my time after school each day, which convinced me that this was not the job I wanted. Instead, I went for being a Butcher’s Delivery Boy which only meant one evening per week and Saturday morning. Now I had some experiences doing that job, but they are for a later chapter.




CHAPTER TWO


SENIOR SCHOOL


Even though not regarded as teenage years, leaving the junior school and going to what was a secondary modern school is an introduction to your teens. None of the boys in my family passed their eleven plus examinations and like brothers Jim and John before me, I went to Highfield Secondary Modern School. The Highfield School of my days was very different to the Highfield Leadership Academy of today.


There was a boys’ school with Mr Charnley as Headmaster, later succeeded by Mr Ford and a girls’ school headed by Miss Hadfield and later Miss Bloomer, the boys and girls were kept separate. On the east side of the school, once occupied by the uninspiring grey sports hall was the market garden; a huge plot of land gave an opportunity for young lads to practice a form of agriculture. Gardening lessons were part of the curriculum, there was even a full-time gardener, Mr Buckley. You were often judged by the amount of weeds collected, one day one lad tried to grab some of my weeds. My natural reaction was to prevent this ‘theft’ by spearing the weeds into the ground with my garden fork. Unfortunately, I speared his hand to the ground. That incident passed by being regarded as ‘an accident’.


Generally speaking, schooldays were relatively happy days. I was in an ‘A’ stream and the form master was Mr H.V. Coopey, a serious but decent man. We had an Art teacher, Bill Yates. (Bill served on the battle cruiser HMS Hood during the Second World War. In May 1941 HMS Hood along with the battleship HMS Prince of Wales engaged with the German battleship Bismarck and the heavy cruiser Prinz Eugen. Hood was struck by several German shells and exploded and sank with 1,418 men aboard, of whom only three survived. Fortunately for Bill he had left the ship earlier to go on a course, therefore he was not on board when it got sunk). Bill was a great character who also taught French. He would sometimes get his violin out and promised to play it. But like the American comedian Jack Benny, he would put it to his chin but never actually gave us a tune!


He also taught drama and he once produced a Chinese play called ‘The Stolen Prince’. There was a schools’ festival and we went to Stanley Junior School to perform. I played the part of ‘The Chorus’. I was, in fact the narrator and stood at the side of the stage telling the story. At one time the ‘property man’ started to ‘roll up the river’ before he should have done. I had to think on my feet and strolled across, slapped him (heavier than I had intended) and called him a silly man. It seemed to go down rather well. In the booklet produced for the school’s 50th anniversary, Bill Yates referred to that play.


In July 1997, together with Kathy I was invited to Bill Yates’ home. Bill then in his eighties, assisted by his daughter had been baking, and served us with a tasty collection of cakes. He had also invited some of his old colleagues and it was delightful to meet up with former PE teacher Rex Breeze and Science teacher Ted Marsh again. There were other retired teachers there and I was privileged to be the only pupil. That occasion was repeated some time later.


I had met Bill earlier when I gave a talk to the Poulton Probus Club. He had been invited as a guest by former Highfield teacher Tom Mayhew, later to become Headteacher of Revoe Primary and Junior School. It was following that talk that Bill Yates encouraged me to write my memoirs. He offered to help but sadly before I got round to it, he had passed away, but in the introduction to my book I acknowledge Bill’s encouragement.


My old school was later renamed Highfield Humanities College, eventually becoming Highfield Leadership Academy. Your past can always catch up with you. On Thursday, 30 November 2017; President Eric Hind of Blackpool South Rotary Club and I were invited to Highfield Leadership Academy’s formal GCSE Senior Awards Evening and Academic Excellence and Progress Awards at the Village Hotel, Blackpool. There was a light hearted moment when the Executive Principal Mrs Helen McKenzie OBE, who had been examining the school archives, showed all present an autograph book and revealed it belonged to a certain Jeffrey Meadows. I had loaned the book along with some other items to the school some years ago.


The book brought back some nice memories. Bill Yates had written these words in French, ‘Sois sage Môn vieux. Prend garde a ne pas gagner une tête trop grande’, which I believe loosely, translated means, ‘Be good old man. Take care not to win a head too big”. Very Sound Advice


In my day, there were certainly some characters on the teaching staff. You did not mess the metalwork teacher about. If you said that you wanted to go to the toilet, Mr ‘Ding Dong’ Bell would hand you an empty milk bottle! We had two teachers who sold ice cream etc., during the lunch break.


I was never proficient at sport. I even got stuck squeezing through the long school benches in an obstacle race. The sports master Mr Breeze tried to encourage the pupils. He decided that I might make a good boxer, so he put me in the ring with the school champ, George Diggle. I must say, I was doing OK and seemed to have the upper hand until Mr Breeze stopped the contest saying, “Now can we box to the Marquess of Queensbury Rules!” That was not a good move. George then started to punch me to kingdom come! However, it helped me to make a decision which was that boxing was not for me, I was content with how my face looked and did not want it rearranged by some pugilist.


Some teachers were keen on administering forms of corporal punishment. Mr Bollington was quite adept with the cane – a very strict disciplinarian. He once caned some of the dinner monitors because we had not kept the diners quiet enough. He did breed some resentment which manifested itself one day in what might be described as a reciprocal act of violence. He was stood in front of the blackboard when a missile thudded against the blackboard narrowly missing Mr Bollington’s head. The missile turned out to be a rather solid kohlrabi. Had the fancy cabbage hit Mr Bollington’s head, he would certainly have known about it.


Whilst Bollington kept to the traditional method of caning, old Shorrocks was not so constrained. His favourite saying was that if we misbehaved he would be ‘tapping a few clarets’, an old English saying for giving someone a bloody nose! He was in full flow one day and he hit this lad with a ruler, then a pencil box and finally a blow to his nose, leaving the lad with a bloody nose. Some teachers certainly got away with it in those days.


One legend at Highfield was Mr Harry Pearson, he was the Deputy Head. He was a fair minded teacher but brooked no nonsense. I was selected to become a prefect. At a school assembly when Mr Pearson was about to administer punishment to an individual, he would give me the keys for his storeroom and tell me to fetch a cane. In that storeroom, as well as all the stationery and pencils and other equipment; he kept a collection of canes. I would go in there and ponder as to which cane would inflict less pain? It was a waste of time, because whichever one I gave him seemed to have the same effect on pupils – pain and gasps!


Prefects were allowed to give minor punishments to pupils who offended against the school rules e.g. lateness. The attitude of some of the pupils was derisory. It was no real hardship to write out ‘I must not be late’ 25 times. Nevertheless, it could cause resentment.


I left school at the end of one term only to be set upon by some of the more unruly and bullying pupils. It is fair to say that I was ‘beaten up’. It was obviously an attempt to deter me from carrying out my duties as a prefect. I was not prepared to let this happen. I spoke to Mr Coopey and said that some pupils ridiculed the ‘25 line system’. I suggested that we should still give 25 lines but make any offender write 25 lines in the form of an essay. Mr Coopey agreed. I will never forget how the smirk on one lad’s face disappeared when I said, “25 lines as an essay on ‘How the moon controls the tide’!” It was interesting that as a young policeman I had to deal with some of the lads who caused trouble at school.
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