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Members of the Biggest Gang In Britain in action….. sometimes it was necessary, on other occasions it was questionable. Police activities during the Miners Strike and at Hillsborough have been questioned for decades. It may be that this book helps with the understanding behind what happened and to ensure that it should never be allowed to happen again.




About The Author


Stephen Hayes was born in 1946 to two hard working parents Harold and Betsy Hayes. Having left Ducie Technical High School, Manchester with five O Levels but no advanced education he continued with his unskilled Saturday job - preparing supermarket bacon for sale - on a full-time basis. Having O levels in Mathematics, Building Construction and Surveying as well as English and Geography had initially indicated a route to being an architect or similar, but such professions no longer appealed after passing the examinations


An application to join the RAF as a pilot progressed to a four day selection process at RAF Biggin Hill, where Hayes’s yet to be revealed cavalier attitude to life was discovered in a myriad of aptitude tests. This led the review officer to dispense with his proposed services with the words “would love you in a war old boy, you are mad as a hatter and we don’t need you flying under London Bridge  for kicks, which is inevitable.”


Back to cutting bacon, then much to the delight of his prison officer father, he joined the cadets of Manchester City Police  at the age of 17 and a few months. The progression through the cadets onto Bruche police training school in Warrington, Cheshire, resulted in a shiny new uniformed police officer to be stationed at Bootle Street Police Station in the City centre and let loose on the unsuspecting populace of Manchester with so many other such recruits.


The early years quickly proved that the training manual and classes at Training School bore no resemblance to reality and he was immediately thrown into the mire of dishonesty, corruption and fabrication which was actually a police culture and not just that of the city’s criminal element.


Despite the general alarming culture he became a genuine servant of the Queen and the Manchester public, preventing and detecting crime, protecting the weak and vulnerable and whilst doing so enjoyed the life that such a ‘dedicated profession’ provided.


His natural aptitude ensured that he quickly passed through the uniformed ranks, into the civilian clothes of the Street Thefts Dept, the Vice Squad, the Drug Squad and the CID in three locations throughout Manchester. During this service in so many departments he experienced the many suspect and sometimes criminal practices which took place on a daily basis in the guise of police work.


This book moves through the early years with many unbelievable incidents accepted as the norm, all illustrating the inbred culture of dishonesty and evidence corruption in its various forms. A culture which led to the unbelievable police belief that 96 deaths could be written off as the fault of the tragic and unfortunate victims in the Hillsborough Conspiracy and beyond with several such high profile incidents during recent years.


In short, the author, also a victim of fabricated evidence on a number of occasions has had enough. It is time for a change in police training and management, properly supervised and monitored. Not by politicians with too many of their own skeletons, not by the dangerously biased IPCC and certainly not by the police themselves.


This book is written with honesty and humour and is the first of a trilogy - which will hopefully open the door to such improvements, blow the whistle on so many in bred bad practices and hopefully gives food for thought.


Anyone wishing to report police bad practice can log on to the author’s website at www.biggestganginbritain.com, twitter address SteveHayes@BiggestGang.


Email address stephenhayes@thebiggestganginbritain.com


and website www.thebiggestganginBritain.com




Introduction


It is almost 50 years since I joined the police force in Manchester as an eager 17-year-old cadet. To be honest, while I was fresh-faced and bristling with youthful enthusiasm, I hadn’t got a clue what I was letting myself in for. At the start I was still naïve enough to think that the boys in blue played it straight in their bold battle against crime. I was so green I even thought that Z Cars and Dixon of Dock Green were realistic.


I really believed that every police officer was honest, upstanding and true and that they were perfectly happy to risk life and limb to lock up dimwitted criminals in between more mundane jobs like handing out time-checks to adoring locals. I’d like to say I joined the Force because of a burning desire to serve my community and make the world a safer place, but I think it was a lot more to do with a deep-seated conviction that lots of women fancy men in uniform. So at least I got one thing right!


From an unpromising start I had a colourful career as a copper, which brought me everything from a commendation for bravery that I deserved, to a criminal record that I most definitely didn’t. It also brought me a hilarious hands-on education in the ludicrous lawlessness and horrendous hypocrisy that inhabits just about every level of the British police force.


I’ve been musing over writing my memoirs for many years, but what booted my ageing brain into action was the report of the Hillsborough Independent Panel in September 2012, which finally concluded that South Yorkshire police had lied and altered statements to deflect the blame for the 96 tragically needless deaths from the Force onto the fans.


The police concerned attempted to blame ‘rogue elements’ for this callous deceit. I knew this was another pathetic lie because I know how the police work.


The Hillsborough Conspiracy has shocked the establishment, the media and the general public alike. Whether it has shocked ex police officers of the Sixties, Seventies and Eighties is very doubtful. It certainly didn’t shock me. I’ve written such reports, as did many officers - particularly those in the CID. Thanks to my creativity I was known as Enid Blyton and having been there and done it, I suppose I am not surprised I have a criminal record and men of my era with Hillsborough have been found out.


Such was the culture during my police service and on through so many years thereafter, that fabrication of evidence was a daily occurrence at various levels in a variety of situations. The culture of dishonesty and invented evidence was always present and widely accepted at all levels of the ranking system within the police and from these ranks within various forces throughout the UK came the leaders of the South Yorkshire Police, all of whom are now reviled and recognised by the public at large.


What must be accepted and realised is the fact that these are not a ‘rogue element’. They are ‘just the lads, at it again’ but this time they have been found out on such a scale and in such a dramatic and amazing manner. They were using the same methods of statement-taking and evidence concealment which has resulted in the imprisonment of many innocent people over the years, all in the name of justice and the protection of the good old British public.


For decades cops and criminals all knew the rules of the game and how it should be played. All manner of gangs of villains have tried to carve out empires for themselves using the most unscrupulous methods imaginable but in my experience the police always won.


The dictionary definition of gang is interesting ‘a group of criminals or hoodlums who band together for mutual protection and profit’ – try telling the families of the Hillsborough victims those behind the cover-up were not part of a gang and that band of brothers I once belonged to is the biggest gang in Britain.


Put simply my advice to wrongdoers is, ‘Don’t Get Caught’ and if you do, hold up your hands and certainly do not take on the ‘Biggest Gang In Britain’. The popular television programme, Life On Mars whetted the public appetite, shocked some, amused others but in the present day such blatant corruption is shocking. The main character in the hit television show, Detective Inspector Gene Hunt, was very much alive and well in my time in the Force and the antics he and his colleagues were shown getting up to on the small screen only scratched the surface of what actually went on.


I want to draw back the veil on the reality of ‘old fashioned coppering’ in the 60s and 70s when corruption, when lying on oath, ‘verballing’ a suspect, giving someone a ‘smack’ or ‘fitting up’ a known villain was an everyday part of policing.


At the time the good old ‘salt of the earth’ public didn’t care how we got results…. just that we did and it did not involve them. In such illustrious days, the police were everyone’s pals. They had a laugh, a pint and even a shag in a shop doorway. They never, or at least rarely, did you for parking, drink driving or fighting. They never locked up their own grandmothers and if a member of the public assisted in an arrest and battered the prisoner it was all part of life. The police didn’t hurt ‘Joe Public’, they were there to be respected.


OK, we pulled a few strokes to catch the bad guys, bent the rules and used tactics which today would have politicians and police-bashers screaming from the mountain tops, even more so now after Hillsborough. But you can’t say we weren’t effective. Unorthodox yes, but we got results and put the bad guys where they belonged - behind bars.


This is a true record, cover to cover, pole to pole. And yes, I feel my judgments important enough to publish, to risk your assessments in spite of what you may think of me, in spite of what label you may give me when it’s all done. I’ve been called worse, a lot worse. But nothing I’ve done has been anything like as bad as the conspiring ‘leaders’ of South Yorkshire Police.


For better or worse, this is simply my report, my analysis of the world I came from, and the world as it is - the world from which the Hillsborough Conspiracy was born. And I’m going to reveal all the little spots and blemishes in between. For there are things here, as I have written them, that cause me untold amusement and embarrassment to this day. Somehow chronicling my days gives me a certain authority over them and the right to share them with anyone interested.


Those who are interested can read on...but be warned it’s not a book for the faint-hearted. It covers every aspect of being a cop, from copulation to corruption and even a spot of crime-fighting. It may shock and amaze on every other page, but probably not if you’re a policeman or have at least encountered out treasured legal system. One thing’s for sure, I’ll certainly be interested in the verdict.




Beginnings


The summers were always sunny, or so it seemed to us back then. Days lasted forever with rich rafts of sunlight, flowers blossoming, birds singing, and not a paedophile anywhere in sight.


A Little History


I remember my childhood as being happy and carefree. I have no real complaints and no entertaining psychological traumas to reveal. Just the same as thousands of others kids born into the ravaged aftermath of World War II, I faced a life that was relatively peaceful even if it was far from being financially stable.


My father had been a Commando in the war and I entered the world in 1946 just after the end of it all, when the dust had hardly settled. Like many born in those months after the war, I too was a product of those loving, and yes, sexy times. My mother was beautiful. My father was called Harold and he was, well, my father. His tastes run in my blood still. He was polite, he was a chauvinist, he suffered fools lightly and yet he was fair. As it has happened with me a generation on, people sometimes mistook his generosity with stupidity and lived to regret it. He had returned from the conflict physically bruised and mentally scarred and eventually got a post in the prison service. He seemed to have lost the will to fight and quietly put up with all sorts of bureaucratic problems and day-to-day problems. For many years he just ‘did not want to know’ and avoided all confrontations until later when irritations were repeated and he would react angrily. He was never violent, but he could be loud and frustrated. It was clear he would rather kill the people he clashed with, as he had been used to as a Commando. As he was promoted through the prison service his reputation was as a fierce disciplinarian - who was admired by his bosses and feared by the lesser ranks. He was fair and would always give people a second chance, unless they were guilty of dishonesty. My dad was a straight and honest man.


My father had a clear destiny to join the army. He enlisted at the age of 17 when he was too young for anything but training. As soon as he was 18 he joined an infantry battalion and at 18-and-a-half he applied for the Commandos. After an arduous medical and interview process he was accepted. The officers concerned clearly recognised the family trait that I apparently inherited; he was a mild-mannered psychopath, capable of anything, but always on the side of good, or at least as interpreted.


He was trained at Achnaccary in the wild highlands of Scotland then posted to Number 6 Commando. He discovered that Commandos had to find their own digs and was paid 6/8d (33p) per day to do just that. There were no officers’ or sergeants’ messes, no soft numbers at any rank. There was an easy relationship between officers and men with no raised voices and total self-discipline. Each man had to be totally self-reliant.


On November 8, 1942 as part of Operation Torch with Number 1 Commando they put paid to the German defence of Algiers leaving it to the infantry. They were immediately transported to Bone in Algiers to take the port with members of the Parachute Regiment. They were 250 miles ahead of any reinforcements and yet took and held the docks and airstrip. They took heavy German bombing until fighter cover arrived.


‘Stealing’ a goods train, they moved along the coast and took Tabarka, where they seized control of the docks. They were held back by heavy rainfall until March when they moved inland conducting many hit and run missions.


The coveted Green Beret was first issued in January 1943. The Commandos were then still 70 miles in front of the main army when they literally bumped into a brigade of Herman Goering’s seasoned troops. It would have been suicide to stand and fight so they split the 350 men into smaller groups and attacked from all changing directions giving the impression of a much larger force.


In this action my father was wounded and taken prisoner as a stretcher case. The following day started sunny and the damp from the all-night rain caused a heavy mist. My father and two others escaped, and my father was carried by the others for five hours until reaching British lines. One of these men was later killed in action and throughout my childhood and years later I remember my father sending money and presents to his saviour’s family as a gift of gratitude.


All Commando units had seen action in Norway, France, Italy and North Africa and were hardened warriors, known by then to the Germans as absolute lunatics to be shot on sight, never to be taken prisoner. In 1944 the first Commando brigade was formed under the command of Lord Lovatt. Now in an action featured in so many war films, it was D Day and the Commandos landed on Sword Beach and headed for Pegasus Bridge near the village of Benouville. They held the bridge losing 30 men and then when relieved moved downstream to check on a further bridge. It had already been demolished by the Canadians and rather than transport the explosives back they booby-trapped everything in sight, for the Germans to fatally discover.


In attempting to return to British lines they were cut off from radio contact and surrounded as they dug in. They held the position for 83 days, fighting furiously, before getting back to the lines. Before returning to England my dad was one of a small group of men given the relatively easy duty of body-guarding Monty. Posted to Holland they attached themselves to whatever regiment needed a bit of heavy help. The Commandos fought in many actions and even moved into Germany destroying a U2 rocket factory. In the Fatherland resistance was strong with German Marines attacking at every step, which often resulted in savage fighting and hand to hand bayonet charges.


Continuing through Germany leaving a trail of death and destruction they even reached the Baltic Sea. He left the Commandos with three stripes in November 1945 when the regiment was disbanded to be replaced by the Royal Marine Commandos. He wrote in a diary “Our roots run deep into the very being of every regiment in the British Army. How could we fail with roots like that?”


He was posted to training new recruits and then six months later to a military prison to secure court martial cases. He described it as the PIT. The men it secured were cowards, thieves and liars and he didn’t like it. They were not men as he knew them and in reality that strong opinion of inmates remained with him during his years in the prison service.


My dad was a good and proud man with six medals to show for such dedication and valour. How could I live up to that? I suppose I was a disgrace initially and he must have had severe doubts, but never said anything. He really had had enough and if he had a difficult son then so be it. As I have matured and had the chequered success I have, I now know I owe so much to my Dad and throughout I am sure he has given me strength to carry on. My mother on the other hand had enough fight for both of them and again I owe her so much. She worked hard at three jobs to help provide for us.


I was born in Grimsby, Lincolnshire at my grandmother’s house. We were staying there because we had no home of our own. Times were very tough; unemployment was high and money scarce. Shortly after I was born we moved in with my paternal grandparents, Tom and Alice Hayes, who had a small semi-detached property about 10 miles from the centre of Manchester. My father found a job with Burton Tailoring, a company that manufactured men’s clothing. The factory was built in the shape of a sewing machine and was one of the few places, actually the only place, where jobs were available. There wasn’t much else in the way of employment. To a proud man like Harold Hayes it was an insult rather than an unfortunate phenomenon of post war times. But it was a job and it meant that he could provide for his wife and son.


There is a certain enchantment about a man in uniform in times of conflict. Favour seemed to follow the return of the native, especially in full tunic. Each little badge or medal added another elevation, not only in rank, but in the eyes of the beholder. Such honours gave them respect with whole troops of men who shared their daily habits, men who dressed every day as they did. In the non-military world, in the days before the fighting, they might have been school teachers or barristers, clerks or salesmen. They may have been men of low, or high esteem in the community, doing what they did, going about their lives, but put a uniform on them, send them into battle, put an ounce of brass on their chest with honours, and something else happens altogether.


War proves a man. When the blast of war blows all about us it can take a quiet reserved peacetime man and make a hero of him. It can take an Earl or a man of substance and means and show him to be without spine. War and soldiery levels the playing field. But back home, after all battles are over, after the national neurosis is quieted on some foreign front, these same men take off their uniforms and resume their place in the England they were called from. And, all that honour, all that respect, all the glory earned on the battlefield too often fades in importance when war is no longer the pressing issue, when the blast is long silenced. A medal, or a war wound, means little to the factory owners, to the man who wants an honest day’s work, or the man at the bank who holds a mortgage on your house. Here was my father, six foot two, a capable man, a courageous man, a decorated war veteran, a hero who had been shot at more times than he could remember. He was a man who had killed for his country (sometimes with a knife, as if to make war personal) and had seen his friends killed, a man now reduced to the charity of his in-laws. This was an insult that wounded him deeply when war itself couldn’t touch him.


Eventually, he took a job in the prison service, a job that came with accommodation, a benefit that he and my mother had disagreements about. The first prison was called HM Prison Sudbury, near Derby. It was a low security open prison, occupied mainly by simple first-time offenders who were not likely to escape the confines. For children of parents in the service, Sudbury was a playground. With countryside and woodland all around us, we would just disappear for the day. Paedophilia, while I’m sure it existed and was practiced somewhere in the seedier places in the kingdom, was unheard of in those times.


Our young days were not spoiled by such problems. We did as we pleased. Picnics were the common treat, with sugar butties and water. We roamed the countryside all-day and returned only at meal times. We even mixed with the prisoners, particularly the ones on gardening duty. Or we spent time in the cookhouse sustaining ourselves on the dessert of the day, the taste of which was little better than a sponge, a strange heavy sponge tasting of nothing in particular. Served in four-inch cubes, it looked more like the sort of sponge you would use to wash the dishes with. Unfortunately this dessert of the day was the dessert of every day!


The summers were always sunny, or so it seemed to us back then. Days lasted forever. My memories are full of beautiful rolling green hills, narrow lanes, and friendly farmers. Winters always had snow for sledging. We were allowed access to all the surrounding fields. My father was a keen photographer and today the museum of Foston Hall, in nearby Sudbury village, still displays his work that appealingly captured those times with silent images. I’m sure it’s a phenomenon of the memory, or perhaps of love itself, and though I feel it necessary to record the history that shaped me, there is nonetheless a price to pay to take myself back to those times.


Sudbury village in my childhood had its own pack of hunting hounds, which were a welcome source of pocket money. Hunting was the sport of choice for the gentry, and for gentlemen farmers. I still remember the red-coated riders who usually got pissed on the traditional stirrup cup. The dogs were large, and though they were vicious with the foxes, they were friendly towards us. Whenever hunting parties were about, we captured stray hounds and later ‘helpfully’ returned them to the hunt. This brought us a few pence reward and we felt like masters of the world with money in our pockets. It was not difficult.


The hounds were easy to walk with a short piece of washing line. Being fairly stupid animals and easily distracted, they strayed often from the pack and got themselves lost. Of course, we took advantage of the situation. We were industrious. We were young and we were fearless. We used invention to fill our pockets, being smarter than the dogs, or for that matter, the owners of the dogs, who in reality were too pissed to care. There were five of us. We hid in the hedgerows and distracted the lag dogs, the tail-enders, with treats. We would lasso them and lead the poor ‘lost’ creatures back to the hunt. It was lucrative employment, which utilised my enterprising spirit. I suppose the same could be said of my later career as a policeman. Some of the animals were just as dumb, just as lost, and, of course, there was just as much of the spirit of enterprise, only older and, more refined. Life was about two things back then: adventure and daring. Well, maybe three things - adventure, daring and putting a little money in our pockets.


Hunting took a back seat for a few weeks one summer when an American fighter from a nearby air base crash-landed in a field near the prison. The pilot survived, but until the plane, or what was left of it, was removed, a sentry was stationed on 24-hour watch to guard the wreckage. Our only previous experience of Americans was on war films. In real life they were relaxed and friendly, giving out chewing gum and stockings to humble locals like us. We had a lovely scam with the guards. We made each of them believe that the previous guard on watch gave us more sweets, so our bounty increased. We could have opened a NAAFI had we not hoarded everything for ourselves. At 10, I was Robin Hood, or at least had leanings that way, especially toward other people’s property, but only in mild circumstances such as this. It wasn’t exactly stealing but perhaps a good impression. During these days it was unthinkable for a child to have been arrested for ‘Obtaining Property (in the form of sweets from the generous airmen) by Deception’ which, sadly, today would have attracted police attention to boost detection statistics. The media is often highlighting such triviality where police officers arrest women with children, pensioners and rowing neighbours purely for the statistics. I just had this talent, this ability to convince the owners I deserved the use of the chewing gum, sweets, pens etc.


My first school was a small classic building in the village nearby. A daily walk of about a mile took me past Vernon Hall. My clearest memory of school is of getting really sick by eating raw honeycomb brought in by a local beekeeper. Milk was free and in winter it would freeze in the one-third pint bottles.


On rare occasions we travelled to Derby on a family day out. We walked around the shops, and I would set my eyes and my imagination on the puppets that enchanted me through the window of the toyshop in the bus station. My folks had little spare money and we never really bought much. The high spot of the day was a fish and chips lunch before returning home by bus. One last memory of those days includes the Saturday matinee at the nearby town of Uttoxeter in a small cinema, known to us as the ‘Bug Hut.’ The entertainment consisted of cartoons, Zorro, Laurel and Hardy, and others. This was our only contact with Americans, until the plane crash.


The prison service shuffled staff about the country after a few years at a prison, in theory to prevent friendships with long-term prisoners. I was about to sit my 11+ exam when we returned to Manchester where my father was reassigned to Strangeways Prison. High security Strangeways certainly lived up to its name. Where Sudbury was soft and bright, with sunshine and good memories, Strangeways was, well, strange. It was like the difference between Peter Pan and Pandemonium. I’m just glad I was then a little older. In April 1990 Strangeways was the scene of intense riots and rooftop protests that lasted 25 days. The prison was wrecked so badly it had to be rebuilt. Pressures within walls can build up to dangerous extremes. It is pretty much a fortress today and yet it is easier than ever to smuggle drugs into the prison. Of course it would be when they are transported through the main gates by a minority. My father would have had everyone arrested. He had no friends when such dishonesty was involved.


We lived in a flat on an estate of houses for prison officers. The kitchen was large, and it had to be. The bath was in the middle of the room, along with everything else. The bath was covered by a lid and surrounded by a curtain. I’m not sure who designed it this way. It just added validity to the name of the place. But kids don’t much think about these things. Strange though it was I had a good childhood. We had no real money, yet we had a holiday every year, usually at my grandmother’s in Grimsby, close to a holiday resort called Cleethorpes. The east coast is notoriously cold and I don’t recall that many sunny days there. Our holidays progressed to Butlin’s Holiday Camps where we saw many stars of the future spending their entertainment apprenticeship as Red Coats.


I took my grammar school exams at Sudbury, then moved to a junior school in Manchester for a short time. I did well enough to go to a technical high school, which was a lower standard than a grammar school. I studied surveying and building construction, along with the usual subjects and a language. We all started with French, but our teacher was weak and easily influenced, so we made him teach us Russian instead. The Cold War was on, Sean Connery was Bond, and we all wanted to be spies. It made perfect sense. We couldn’t have cared less about the exams that were to come later. We didn’t think about later. Now was much more interesting. It had more immediate returns. Still, the headmaster found out about our intrigue, fired the teacher in question, and we were back learning French, a year behind.


Literature was another thing. Well, it was a kind of literature though not the kind offered in schools, except maybe in secret. Like many sexually repressed, curious, and naïve pubescent males, I took an interest in dirty books. I had no experience to understand much of it, only what aroused my nether parts. Technical school demanded two bus journeys and a wait in between at a bus station manned by an inspector. Though I never acted on it or reported it, I nonetheless thought it strange that he seemed to consistently request my help at tidying his shelves. To accomplish this, I had to stand on a stool whilst he supported me by holding my buttocks. These were the days of short trousers and innocence. When I descended the stool, his hand would playfully and somewhat conveniently slip, only to run his hand up the inside of my shorts. What would be obvious to anyone more experienced than myself was not obvious to me. It was merely a slip of his hand. When I grew into long trousers the requests for assistance stopped. It was only much later, when I was at Police Training School that I realised what had occurred. On returning to the bus station years later to confront him about his offence, I discovered he had retired, and died. The offence didn’t die, of course. I’m not sure they ever do. Had he been alive I hope I would have arrested him, but I might have been too worried about the ridicule.


At school there were several teachers who had a proclivity for boys. Of course, when you’re one of the boys you don’t notice until all that strangeness is imposed on you. Even then you’re not sure what to do with it. Your understanding of things is still small. Your time as a child so far has taught you to trust adults. Fortunately most of us were not acquainted with betrayal of that trust. Some teachers spanked boys quite vigorously, and for the most minor offences. I know now that two of the teachers were indeed homosexual and gained satisfaction from the little event. One taught maths, the other physics. The maths teacher got particular enjoyment from inflicting corporal punishment with both a cane and a large heavy leather strap. Though at the time we weren’t exactly sure what it was, his erection gave him away. Having a particularly attractive backside, I was usually bruised in that area. It all seemed normal in those days, so we didn’t say too much about it.


One of the two teachers had red cheeks, which never changed colour. When my father was at Wakefield, a very high security prison in Yorkshire, he ran a wing of that prison which was populated solely by what were known as nonce cases. That meant they had committed crimes like child abuse, rape, or a sex murder. Each morning they were paraded outside their cells in a line for inspection, and despite the fact they were all different ages and sizes my father noticed they all of them seemed to have strange rosy coloured cheeks, a ruddy circular colouring, similar, I suppose, to Enid Blyton’s Noddy. That makes you wonder about his relationship with Big-Ears, but that’s a tale that Enid Blyton never told. I only recently discovered that she owned the Isle Of Purbeck Golf Club in Dorset during her writing days.


Already in life I was capable of making money from a variety of sources and situations, finding advantage when it presented itself whether I created them or whether they just seemed to come to me somehow. I trusted no one, even those with a healthy complexion. I was still a virgin and remained so until I was about 18. I was in training to be an architect, a surveyor, or a civil engineer, careers I thought were for me. But I did this with little, or no interest, even when I passed all the examinations at O level standard. Successful completion led to further schooling, and A levels, which would have led to university had I continued. I didn’t fancy more education.


I was quite the little entrepreneur, even then. One of my intrigues, while dishonest, seemed quite innocent, or at least it did back then. It was a response to opportunity, that’s all. I still have an eye for such things. I was appointed a dinner ticket monitor. Dinner tickets were sold on a Monday to pupils who desired school dinners for the week. The money was collected by the teachers, and the tickets were then given to the students who handed them to the dinner ticket monitors before entering the dining hall. Several hundred students ate school dinner, so a few tickets recycled to friends by a pal and I at half-price appeared harmless. The sheer numbers of young and hungry bodies, the noise, the clanging of plates, allowed me to keep my crime somewhat unnoticed for quite a while. This fruitful little practice continued until the catering manager noticed that inadequate funds were available to feed the overflowing dining hall. The fact that there were several others collecting tickets saved the two of us involved from being found out.


At 16 I completed my basic education and had passed four O levels, acceptable at the time. But I had failed maths. I intended to take it again whilst studying A Level Economics and maybe something forgettable. At last, I dropped out of school altogether. I thought it simply a waste of time. I am now a great believer that everyone’s life is mapped out, and that nothing will affect the determined route. This development period in my life, my procession through the British school system now almost seems to have had some odd sense of planning about it, and perhaps subconsciously I knew to simply let the currents carry me along. I was 17, partially educated, and ruefully unemployed. I was shaving and still a virgin. But I had a social life of sorts and was learning to drink alcohol. And was there ever a decade like the Sixties?




The Sixties. We Were Young. We Weren’t Stupid


I knew nothing of the notorious Sixties until 1964 when I became a uniformed officer. Before that, all the excitement we found was in a coffee bar called the Jungfrau. It was in Manchester which is about 40 miles from Liverpool, where the Sixties found its voice. Four of us frequented the Jungfrau and, eventually, helped with the door security. My father bought me a set of weights and though I may have looked like a six feet, nine stone weakling, I had an undoubting vision of myself and wrongly believed working a coffee bar door was well within my capabilities. But who cared? There were many illusions in those days. The word ‘failure’ was not in my vocabulary, then or now, and I made it work for me. The Jungfrau was a large dance and cabaret hall that featured groups like The Hollies, The Beatles, Freddie and the Dreamers, Wayne Fontana and the Mindbenders, and many more. Even Screaming Lord Sutch appeared. All these groups became hugely famous much to our surprise.


Of course as they became more and more successful our door charge increased. My lessons from the School Dinner Ticket Monitor scam led me to a much more lucrative scam charging for re-entry into these clubs as I ‘monitored’ the door. The money I earned from this enterprise allowed for some light gambling at the many local casinos. Winning was not uncommon and in spite of my unemployment, I was able to give my mother adequate keep. No one really bothered about where it came from, in spite of my father’s profession.


I will always remember The Beatles honouring a date they had committed to before their rise to celebrity, at a small coffee bar called the Three Coins in Fountain Street, Manchester, on January 27th 1963. This was after their first single ‘Love Me Do’ released on October 5th 1962 had become a major hit. This kind of thing happened all the time at the Jungfrau. The area where all these clubs clustered together was full of old warehouse properties, 19th century buildings once used in the cotton trade. They were separated by a web of narrow entries and alleyways and most of the clubs were in dank basements. They were the type of dark alleys you’d use to film a Jack the Ripper movie, cobbled streets and all. The only illumination at all might be an occasional light from a window, a light left on by mistake. The offices are secured at night. The cobbled walkways were dark. The doorways, and there were many, were darker. And as the evening’s entertainment turned steamy, the doorways became occupied with couples making wanton with the night, having sex under the cover of darkness, making good use of the stone steps to adjust for height and optimum penetration without the knee ligaments collapsing, or a disc slipping out of place.


I intended to pass maths at night school and then apply to be a pilot in the Royal Air Force. Six O levels were necessary as an entry requirement. Whilst my application was being processed, I continued to work at the supermarket that I had begun while still at school. I was 17 and had no real interest in girls at this time in my life. Don’t get me wrong, the desire was there, it just hadn’t been duly processed by time, seasoning, and experience. It just showed itself by aggravation, an energy that needed wearing down. I attempted sex for the first time while we were on holiday at Butlin’s Holiday Camp. I made two attempts actually and both were disasters. I became part of a pedal cycling racing club after that. It kept all my wheels occupied. The movement was much more predictable. All my money went on accessories, not girls.


I eventually went to Biggin Hill Camp to be assessed as a potential pilot. I faced tests, took leadership courses, and tried flight simulation. After four days I was summoned to the review officer. He was a typical RAF officer from the Second World War with a large handlebar moustache, a cravat and the sort of exaggerated dialect you’d hear in a war movie. “Well, old boy. You’re fabulous,” he said. “We would love you in a war. You are absolutely as mad as a hatter.” After laughing at his own joke he continued: “Can’t have you though. You would be so bored, you would be likely to fly under London Bridge.” Around this time, two fighter pilots actually pulled off such a feat. It was hard to take that they had arrived at such a decision about my character so soon. I was still pretty much a nine stone weakling with spots and no real personality. I certainly never had a wild streak, outside my school mischief. It would take a few years to prove the many evaluations right. As it turned out those military psychologists really knew their job.


So I went back home. My small wage didn’t really hold up my end of things. My parents were both very hard working especially my mother. At one time she worked as a clothing machinist, with hard women who cursed with more talent and venom than most men. My mother was a very attractive woman and my father was the only man she had ever been with. The job was difficult for her, but she endured it for the sake of her family. I was clearly a passenger in my parents’ home, and the drastic option I chose to remedy this was to become a policeman. My father loved the idea.




The Young Arm of the Law


Passing all the required exams and medicals, I joined the police cadets in Manchester. There was no real consideration of public duty. My young conscience didn’t quite stretch that far yet. The money was trivial, not yet laughable because I didn’t know any better, but it was a job and my father was quite proud. My 19th birthday was approaching and now I was a cadet. About this time my father was transferred to Wakefield. Before leaving, he was delighted seeing me with my ‘short back and sides’ haircut. All my talk about the suffering I endured during cadet training was a real source of entertainment for him.


Part of my ‘suffering’ was an adventure course in the Pennine Hills, that rugged range from the Midlands to the Scottish border which separate Yorkshire from Lancashire. It is wild country and walking was difficult. It was the police hierarchy’s idea of a cadet’s survival course and the object was to toughen us up and build camaraderie and character as we walked the soggy peat bog known as the Pennine Way in a week. My memories of this week are not good ones. We had hardly any sleep with fierce gales blowing the tents on one occasion with us inside them through a flock of dozing sheep into a shallow river. We had to spend the rest of that night sleeping upright in the rear of a support police van on wooden slatted bench seats. We were sure the expedition would be abandoned because of this, but the instructors were adamant that it would not. They insisted that, despite the severe weather that continued into the following daylight, we were to complete the planned mileage and use the same pre-planned campsite. We walked about 25 miles a day, sometimes 30, and it was only much later in my career I found that wherever we had camped, a pub was just within walking distance. The Pennine yomp was actually a week out for the instructors and they were not about to relinquish this easily, despite near bouts of hypothermia, sleep deprivation, bruises, sprains and the occasional outburst of, ‘I want my mum’ from the assembled and most uncooperative band of adventurers.


We were not quite in the wilderness we thought we were. Having arrived at the erected camp and eaten, we were knackered, so knackered that we retired to bed. We did this without any encouragement whatsoever. Of course, the instructors went straight to the pubs and drank into the early hours. The following day, at breakfast, we took down the tents, leaving it all to be packed into the van by the instructors. We saw them again at lunch, and again headed off into the wilderness armed with another map reference for the night’s stay, where we found the already prepared campsite. There was never any real likelihood of us getting lost because the Pennine Way is marked with surveying trig points at regular intervals along its length, and we only came down from the peaks to find the camp every evening. What we didn’t know was that the hours of walking between the camps was maybe an hour’s driving time. The camp was erected with its six tents, even before lunch. Our instructor heroes had ample time to get in the lunch period at the pub.


This entire expedition was a holiday for them, and the last thing they wanted was for it to be abandoned. Whatever went wrong and however bad the weather and conditions got would only add to the training. Looking back, I suppose it may have actually helped build some character. Prior to the expedition I broke in some walking boots under the direction of my father, who was quite experienced with such things and appeared to enjoy the pain and suffering of the build-up. He had me walking miles every night after work to find the weak spots in my feet. Then he’d have me soak them in methylated spirit to harden the skin. This was invaluable, but due to the fact I trained on a flat roadway the problem with my ankles and tendons never became apparent. By the time I returned home, my ankles were the same thickness as my lower calf and the pain was considerable, requiring medical treatment. I ruptured the sacks around the tendons up the side of my lower leg from below my ankles. Even today I have trouble breaking in new boots and shoes, neither of which is now used for walking any distance. I suppose the character-building Pennine Way, the continual walking in sodden footwear has attributed along with rugby and amateur wrestling to my present state of invalidity which has resulted in two new knees and a replacement hip.


When my father met me on my return he was beside himself with joy as he saw me hobbling about and covered in grime from a week’s absence of bathing. He was totally in agreement with all the hardships and reminded me that he had completed four years in similar conditions as a Commando sleeping in holes in the ground, without the ‘luxury of tents’, during the war and in fear of his life through most of it. What can you say to that sort of experience? Of course, my father got a real belly laugh out of my whining. In the War serving in the Commandos meant being in a unit which was so feared by the Germans that members faced being shot on sight by the SS. He had spent four years soaking wet, wounded, and under fire, being wounded by a fighter plane once, so he loved what I was going through. To him it was a jolly jape - never mind my personal pain.




A Police Cadet


Cadet training was very ineffective. The quality of the policeman on the street depends on his individual aptitude for the work, and, perhaps, whatever instincts he may possess to do the job. Experience and education are also vital elements. Men with service experience always seemed to stand out from the university types that filled the numbers in later years. They differed in appearance, bearing and in presence. They differed in response and invention in difficult situations. They differed in the earning of respect from rank and file officers on the streets. As they did their duty, they often relied on supervisory officers for advice, and on a daily basis, depended on the senior officer more and more, down to the filling out of reports.


I was required to complete 18 months of police cadet service. What was called a training school was a collection of about six classrooms, situated on the top floor of the D Division headquarters. One classroom was used for a body of cadets which included about 20 men and eight women. Serving police officers having various classes through their service also attended the training school. During the first two years of service every constable was regarded as on probation and accordingly, had regular updates on what was supposedly learnt at Bruche, during initial training.
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