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      Martyn Johnson was a ‘beat bobby’ with Sheffield City Police Force for seven years before he was seconded to CID. After two years, he found
         that he missed grass-roots policing and returned to the beat for a further seven years. He lives in Wentworth village, South
         Yorkshire, with his wife, Christine.
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      For my wonderful wife, Christine, my children, 
Richard, Sally and Paul, who make me proud to be 
their dad, and all my grandchildren
            – six so far!

   
      
      Introduction

      
      When I look back at the early 1960s, I realise how lucky I was, not just working on the colourful streets of Attercliffe (‘The
         Cliffe’) and Darnall, but being shown around by and then working with some of the finest men I have ever met. The camaraderie
         was second to none and we were proud to work the beat and mix with different people. There was no political correctness. We
         just applied common sense and got on with the job.
      

      
      I doubt if any of the men I worked with in the early days could hack the job today. I certainly couldn’t. There are too many
         rules and regulations. The requirements needed to join the job now mean that none of us would have qualified anyway.
      

      
      Without doubt they were the best days of my life and I made loads of friends – and one or two enemies. I’ve seen little ones I took across the road to school grow up, find good jobs and have families. I, like all the police lads, have
         seen sad and sometimes nasty things. Things that you try to forget but can’t.
      

      
      The pay in those days was poor, and there was no paid overtime. The job was more of a vocation. I remember when we were dealing
         with a nasty rape of an eight-year-old girl. Policemen from across the nation were ringing up, saying, ‘It’s my two days off
         – can I come and help?’ Now that’s dedication for you. In the mid-seventies there were strong rumours of a large pay increase
         and university graduates were joining the job for the pay and chances of promotion. Nothing wrong with either of those reasons
         but the job was altering and moving into a new age. The bobby on the beat was becoming surplus to requirements.
      

      
      I’d joined the job to work with people and even after two years in the CID I elected to go back to the beat.

      
      All policemen, coppers and bobbies have stories to tell about their individual times in the force. Some I’m sure will be better
         and most certainly different from mine, but I’ve never seen any written down by my contemporaries at The Cliffe. I, like all
         the other lads, have plenty of tales, so I set off to write some down for my own children, Richard, Sally and Paul, and also
         for my grandchildren, before memory fades.
      

      
      *

      
      Six years ago I was lucky enough to be invited to help Catherine Bailey with her research for Yorkshire’s bestselling book
         of 2007 – and the most sought-after local library book of all time – Black Diamonds. Together we travelled several thousand miles over three years and she now refers to my wife Christine and me as her ‘Northern
         Mum and Dad’. Catherine Bailey and Brian Elliott, my mate from our Radio Sheffield days, himself a local author and editor,
         urged me to put the stories into book form and I hope that you will find them interesting.
      

      
      Special thanks are due to my old police colleague (but no relation!), Paul Johnson, an outstanding officer, and a true gentleman,
         for writing the afterword.
      

      
      I would also like to express very special thanks to my dear wife, Christine, for all her help and support during the production
         of the draft manuscript.
      

      
      I would further like to thank my old pals the other Attercliffe bobbies, and especially John Colley and his wife Christine.
         Thanks must also go to the people and the many friends I made in Sheffield – without them there would have been no book to
         write. I include amongst these: Pam, Ian, Janice and Brian Walker, Mr Dar and his lovely family, Mick Lee of Constant Security,
         Janice and Brian Smith, Mick Carey, Ann Loy and Robert Webster. My ninety-five-year-old mum, Esther, and sisters Bronnie and
         Elizabeth have always backed me up, along with my Radio Sheffield mates Chris Mann, Brian Elliott, Steve Smith and Ray Hearne. In Wentworth I have been urged on by Angie and my girls at The Bistro;
         Dick and Heather; Sue and Steve; Richard; Erica; Steph; Julian; Jane; Chris; Rob; Nick; Big Ray; Big Andy; Mark; Ian; Spud;
         Lee; Andy; Debbie; Lorna; Cliff; Terry Corcoran; Clev; Ralph; Big John; Val; Darren; Tim; Jez; Dick; Malc and Kath; Graham;
         Derek; Philip; Adrian; David; Tom and Jeanette. If I have missed anyone, please accept my sincere apologies.
      

   
      
      CHAPTER ONE

      
      My Very First Prisoner

      
      Squeak, squeak, squeak … ‘Am I hearing things or what?’ Then nothing except the repetitive sound of Brown Bailey’s drop hammer
         about a mile away. The hammer was used to reduce the size of the white-hot steel ingots produced from the furnace. It was
         so big that when you were near the steelworks you could feel the ground move.
      

      
      There were hundreds of back-to-back dwellings around Brown Bailey’s, as well as long rows of terraced houses. It was now about
         1.30 in the early hours. How the families who lived in these houses slept I’ll never know. The big hammer continued with awesome
         force all night long. No wonder a lot of the poor kids were late for school in the morning.
      

      
      Squeak, squeak, squeak … there it was again, but this time getting a bit louder, which suggested to me that whatever it was, it was getting nearer. There were only two dim gas lights still lit on Stevenson Road and the only thing I could see
         was hundreds of snowflakes. It was 1962, the worst winter since 1947, and here I was covered in snow – hidden in a door ‘hole’,
         feeling, and looking like, a frozen statue. I had my night helmet on. Night helmets had a black badge on the front so as not
         to reflect the light, but there was no light to talk about and every time I shook my cape and helmet, the snow fell onto the
         three to four inches already accumulated on the floor.
      

      
      I was reflecting that my first choice in life was to be an RAF fighter pilot, but having failed my one O Level at school,
         I became a bobby instead.
      

      
      ‘All you need is common sense,’ I was told – that’s a laugh when you’ve no feeling below your waist and squeaking noises in
         your head.
      

      
      The night shift had started at 11 pm, at Whitworth Lane Police Station, right in the heart of the east end of Sheffield –
         the huge industrial bit where anything could happen, and often did.
      

      
      At nineteen I was the new boy, in age, experience (or lack of) and language. Darfield, near Barnsley, my place of birth, was
         only about twelve miles away, but my language was worlds apart from a Sheffielder’s.
      

      
      As I stood in the parade room at the rear of the ‘nick’, waiting for the duty sergeant, in walked big Albert Taylor, 6’ 6” and built like a brick s—house, with a craggy face and hands like number 10 shovels – ‘Na den dee a da alright?’ Another
         giant arrived in the form of PC Les Newsome. Quieter than Albert, he always wore a smile – but let that smile disappear and
         someone was going to get it. One by one they all arrived and bang on 11 pm in walked Sergeant Cyril Bowes. To me, at that
         time, he was very, very stern, and when he talked officially, like now, he somehow spread his lips a bit like a horse neighing,
         to reveal a set of yellow teeth. Sergeant Bowes was built like a Chieftain tank, so I never asked him why he appeared to snarl
         when talking. Besides, sergeants were gods in those days.
      

      
      We all had our ‘on foot beat’ for the night and every twenty minutes we were required to be at a set point geographically:
         first, so that the sergeant knew where we should be if he wanted us; and secondly, for our own safety.
      

      
      If we weren’t there he could trace back to our last point to make sure we weren’t dead or in trouble of any kind. A good idea,
         since there were no mobile phones or police radios then, only the occasional public phone we could use to summon help.
      

      
      ‘Johnson, we’ve had a report that somebody’s been nicking coal from the railway sidings on Stevenson Road. You keep observations
         there until 3 am and then, after meal, till 7 am – okay, lad?’
      

      
      ‘Yes, Sergeant.’ I daren’t say ‘Sarge’ like some of the older men.

      
      Helmet, cape, gloves, whistle, truncheon and police-issue torch (a steel oblong thing with a clear glass marble on the front
         and a clip to fasten it to your belt) – all ready. Pitch black and snowing like the clappers, down Old Hall Road, past Brown
         Bailey’s Steelworks to Attercliffe Road, which was unusually quiet. During the day both pedestrian and vehicular traffic was
         tremendous. This was the main highway between the Steel City of Sheffield, two and a half miles up the road, and the adjoining
         large town of Rotherham, some two and a half miles in the opposite direction. The city boundary was Tinsley and there was
         no motorway between Sheffield and Leeds in those days.
      

      
      I crossed Attercliffe Road, then down Newhall Road, with its steelworks all down the left-hand side and houses on the right.
         Half a mile later I was at Brightside Lane (not very aptly named) and then left into Stevenson Road. Both Brightside Lane
         and Stevenson Road were full of steelworks and scrap metal yards, much needed to supply the furnaces with raw materials.
      

      
      The third time I heard squeak, squeak, squeak I realised I ought to investigate as it now seemed pretty close to me. As quietly
         as I could in the crunching snow, I slowly walked towards the noise, whilst trying to see through the blizzard that was stinging
         my eyes. I heard it again opposite me on the other side of the road. So, heart thumping, I crept across and there in front
         of me was an old-fashioned pram, of all things, standing on its own, up against a broken concrete slatted fence which ran the length of the railway sidings. What
         idiot was out on a night like this with a baby, and where was the mother? Only the pram was there and footprints in the snow
         made by whoever had abandoned it. The last time I had babysat was years ago and I wasn’t looking forward to it this time,
         so when I looked in the pram and saw no baby or baby clothes I was relieved. So what was going off?
      

      
      I was just thinking to myself that the wheels on the old pram would be brilliant on a trolley like we used to make as kids,
         when there was a crash like thunder right next to me. I nearly passed out with shock. With nerves jangling and heart thumping
         I turned and saw a pile of coal in the bottom of the metal pram – at that point I realized I’d got the coal thief! Every couple
         of minutes another pile landed in the pram, coming from over the top of the concrete fence. The adrenalin was now mounting,
         along with the mound of evidence in the pram.
      

      
      Puffing and panting, a male figure appeared with his back to me, slowly sliding down the fence.

      
      ‘You’re under arrest for nicking coal, you are not obliged to say anything unless you wish to do so but anything you say will
         be taken down in writing and may be used in evidence.’
      

      
      He couldn’t say much as his arm was up his back and I had a stranglehold round his neck. Apart from drunks he was my first
         real prisoner and I wasn’t about to let him leg it.
      

      
      We were near one of the gas lamps, so I turned him round and got a shock. No hat, no teeth, no big coat, but grey hair, broken
         glasses and a face as pale as the driven snow we were standing in. He was frail but wiry, tears streaming down his cheeks
         and sobbing like a baby. It was forty-seven years ago but I can still see the look of despair and terror on his face. He was
         about seventy-five and ageing by the minute.
      

      
      He admitted stealing the coal but said that it was the first time. Over the years, and after many arrests, I was to realise
         that they all said ‘first time’. With a faltering voice he told me that his granddaughter lived nearby with a baby boy aged
         about two months. She had no money, no heat and no food and her husband was in prison; she had sent for her granddad because
         both her parents had died – he had bought her some food but couldn’t afford any coal.
      

      
      Naïve at nineteen? Definitely, but my gut feeling told me he was telling the truth. I had to pass his granddaughter’s house
         on my way to the nick with him and I was torn – I wanted to prove to the sergeant that I could do the job, whilst at the same
         time thinking that with all those hundreds and hundreds of tons of coal lying there, someone must be nicking it on a much
         grander scale for them to even notice that any was missing in the first place. My man, I was sure, wasn’t the coal thief we
         were after.
      

      
      I’d just have to let the sergeant decide back at the nick. That’s why he’s got his stripes and I haven’t, I thought.

      
      The old man was starting to push the pram through the heavy snow in the direction of the nick and his granddaughter’s house
         but he was struggling big style. I weighed up the situation: pram, with my evidence in it; old man; young man … and with that
         I grabbed the handle and started to push. I swear there were five tons of coal in that pram; it took me thirty minutes to
         get to Newhall Road where the going was easier.
      

      
      From being frozen thirty minutes earlier I was now sweating like a stuck pig and to make it worse every time the wheels turned
         they went squeak, squeak. For a split second I panicked. What if the police saw us? Then I silently laughed to myself – I
         was the police!
      

      
      We were now near his granddaughter’s house and I began to wonder – what if?

      
      Knocking on the door of the off-shot kitchen produced a cry, ‘Granddad, is that you?’

      
      ‘Yes, duck, let me in.’ The door opened and there, framed in the light from a single bulb in the middle room, was a slip of
         a girl holding a baby wrapped in a grey army blanket. On seeing me she started to shake, while her granddad told her the tale
         and that he was under arrest for stealing coal. By this point she was crying and so was the baby. This set granddad off as
         he tried to comfort her. I could see a loaf, some milk, butter and a tin of Cow and Gate baby food in the kitchen; and a cheese
         sandwich was waiting to be eaten on the kitchen table, all the stuff that granddad had told me he had bought that day. The remains of a kitchen chair and some newly
         broken floorboards were near the fire which was nearly out. With their permission I checked the house further.
      

      
      Baby clothes were in a pile near to where a mattress, covered with army blankets and a couple of army greatcoats, lay on the
         floor of a bedroom. In the other bedroom I could see that half of the floorboards were missing. I didn’t need to ask where
         the bed and floorboards were, I already knew. What a sorry state they were in. There was an unwritten rule in Attercliffe,
         or The Cliffe as we called it: thieving for need and thieving for greed. For the latter there was no mercy but this was the
         former and, like a lot of other people in those days, they could do without a young sprog like me making things worse.
      

      
      Back downstairs I went outside and opened the coal cellar grate, tipped the contents of the pram down the chute and went back
         into the house. There were more tears than I’d seen snowflakes when I told them that I’d seen nothing that night, but to keep
         their mouths shut. This time, however, there were tears of relief and joy as I quickly left the house.
      

      
      Back at the nick I went in through the back door, grabbed my sandwiches and ate them in the garage, out of the way of Sergeant
         Bowes.
      

      
      Bang on 7 am, I sneaked into the debriefing room to face him; the other lads had gone two minutes before.

      
      ‘Any luck with the Stevenson Road job, Johnson?’ he casually asked.
      

      
      I daren’t look at him and, trying to be equally as casual, said, ‘No, Sergeant.’

      
      ‘OK, lad, never mind. We’re catching the same bus home, come on, I’ll get my stuff from the sergeants’ office.’ With a huge
         sigh of relief I followed him like a lapdog. Once inside he shut the door and told me to sit down.
      

      
      ‘Are you sure about tonight and Stevenson Road?’

      
      ‘Yes, Sergeant,’ I replied, but I knew I was somehow in deep trouble.

      
      ‘At about 2 o’clock this morning, I came to check that you were okay. At the bottom of Newhall Road I heard a squeaking noise
         so I hid in the shadows. I could make out two people pushing a pram in the blizzard. I followed them to a house on Brompton
         Road where I then heard crying. I then saw you, of all people, come out and empty the contents of a pram down the cellar.
         Shortly after, you left the house, not to be seen again till 7 am. Right?’
      

      
      ‘Right, Sergeant.’ What would me mam and dad say – sacked after a few months? For the second time that night I was terrified.

      
      ‘When you left, lad, I knocked on the door to find out what was happening, that’s why you didn’t see me at meal time. Eventually
         they told me the truth, Johnson, unlike you. I’ve been on the job a long time, lad, and I like to think I’ve turned boys into men and policemen into coppers. Policemen have got brains but coppers have got common sense and brains. I checked the old man out, he’s a First World War veteran on a small pension, no criminal record.’ His lips curled
         up like a horse neighing, showing his yellow teeth. Then he said, ‘So he must be squeaky clean.’
      

      
      He then grabbed me by the ear and took me to a mirror.

      
      ‘I’ll give you a lift to your lodgings because they’ll not let you on a bus looking like that.’ My face was as black as the
         ace of spades and when I turned round he was laughing his head off. I realised he had never been going to catch the same bus
         as me.
      

      
      He told me on the way home that all good coppers would have done the same as me and if I kept my nose clean I’d make a good
         copper. What a compliment, I couldn’t believe it. When he dropped me off his last words were, ‘By the way, Johnson, you can
         call me Sarge if you want.’ I never did, I had too much respect for him to call him anything other than Sergeant.
      

      
      Over the years I learnt a lot from Sergeant Bowes. In my book he was a proper ‘mester’. A few years ago he went to that great
         nick in the sky and, as well as bobbies, there were villains at his funeral who’d come to say cheerio to a man we all respected.
      

      
      I’d arranged to meet my dad, Fred, at 10 am in Tinsley. He didn’t drive and I didn’t know what he wanted to see me about. As I waited I realised that granddad and granddaughter would be keeping an appointment I’d made for them at the Social
         Security office, where I hoped they would get their problems sorted out.
      

      
      A hooter pipped and on turning round I saw my dad in the passenger seat of a small lorry. The lorry was being driven by ‘Old
         Jack’, his mate. They both worked down the pit at Houghton Main.
      

      
      ‘Tek us to where that little lass lives wit baby and no coil, will tha? We’re in a hurry,’ said Jack. Now it dawned on me.
         When I’d told my dad the story and about the appointment I’d made for granddad and granddaughter, he’d asked me what time
         it was. Knowing they would not be in, he’d arranged with Jack to be at the house to deliver about two tons of the best coal
         in Yorkshire. It would be down the chute in minutes, courtesy of Houghton Main Colliery – or was it? I daren’t ask. ‘Nobdy
         should be bart coil in this weather, especially a lass wi’ a bairn,’ explained Dad.
      

      
      By 11 am, they’d been and gone – they had to go to bed ready for the night shift. So thanks, Dad.

      
      Still nineteen, still naïve, but slowly learning.

   
      
      CHAPTER TWO

      
      The City Beckons

      
      ‘Tallest on the left, shortest on the right.’ All of us new and probationer constables were on the flat roof of Castle Green
         police headquarters in the centre of Sheffield, waiting to be told to which division we were going to be allocated.
      

      
      ‘A’ Division was police headquarters – later to be called ‘The Wendy House’, full of gaffers and admin staff. They wouldn’t
         want me there.
      

      
      ‘B’ Division was the city centre. I’d only been to Sheffield once before – there were that many people it made me claustrophobic.
         I was more used to woods and large open spaces. ‘Please don’t put me here,’ I silently prayed.
      

      
      ‘C’ Division was Attercliffe – I’d never heard of it.

      
      ‘D’ Division was Woodseats – again, never heard of it.

      
      ‘E’ Division was Hillsborough – even I had heard of that name, though I was not into football. I knew that’s where Sheffield
         Wednesday played.
      

      
      ‘F’ Division was road traffic, with their Wolseley cars and the mounted police section. I knew they wouldn’t want me there,
         as driving a police car was a specialist job and horses were for cowboys and Indians as far as I was concerned.
      

      
      It looked like being B, C, D or E for me – but which one? I’d kept in the background and listened to the others talking. My
         mum, Esther, used to say, ‘You’ll never learn anything when you’re talking, only when you’re listening.’ She was right, too,
         it was interesting to listen to the others talk. Most of them wanted the city, some Woodseats and a few Hillsborough. Not
         one said Attercliffe and I was soon to find out why.
      

      
      Here we go.

      
      ‘Line up, lads, get a move on,’ said the chief inspector. At 6’ 6”I was third in line, talk about nerve-racking. My turn.
         Looking me up and down he said, ‘Can you fight, lad?’ My job before this was as a blacksmith – not an ounce of fat on me and
         as fit and strong as a butcher’s dog. I did a lot of weight training and wrestling in those days and I was solid muscle, so
         even though I couldn’t box I replied, ‘Yes, sir.’ With a wry smile he said, ‘Good, we’ve got someone for Attercliffe then.
         Good luck.’
      

      
      It was not in my nature to fight, I’d been taught not to, but I soon learnt that all this was about to change – by necessity.
      

      
      The police had found lodgings for me in an area of the city called Handsworth, and I hated the place. It was filthy and matted
         with dog hairs. On days off I’d go back home and Mum wanted to know why I washed a cup and plate straight from the cupboard.
         The lady, if you can call her that, always had black hands, and her apron was the same colour. To begin with I wrongly assumed
         that I had to stay there because the police had vetted the place. But after a while, and after a plate of eight chips and
         one small sausage covered in dozens of dog hairs, I’d had enough and found my own digs. I was out of there like a shot.
      

      
      My first shift was at night, starting at 11 pm and, after finding the police station, I was told that I would be attached
         to big Roy Sharman, who was going to show me round. Roy’s nickname was Lurch, because of his loping gait.
      

      
      ‘From Barnsley, I’m told. I hope you’ve got your booits on and yer ferret down your trousers?’ Roy was an ordinary guy and
         we got on well together from day one.
      

      
      As we walked up The Cliffe to our first point, the police box – or Tardis as they are now referred to – at the corner of Staniforth
         Road, Roy began talking. ‘Forget what you learnt on that three-month training course at Harrogate. All those rules and regulations
         don’t work down here at The Cliffe. Just use your loaf and you’ll be okay. If you earn respect you’ll get it back, if you don’t you’ve had it.’ I was to find that these were wise words indeed.
      

      
      The Cliffe was surreal to me: hundreds of people turning out of the pubs on this half-mile stretch, men with flat caps on
         and white sweat towels round their necks, straight to the pub from finishing work at 10 pm. They filled up with ale to replace
         all the liquid they’d lost while sweating all afternoon – smelting and pouring the white-hot steel from the furnace into moulds
         or ingots.
      

      
      There were young men with duck’s arse (or DA) haircuts and large quiffs at the front; spivs with trilby hats and yellow scarves;
         and girls dressed up to the nines. It was like another world to me and I was mesmerised by it all.
      

      
      As we got to our first point, the phone in the police box was ringing and Roy took the call by opening the flap on the outside
         of the box. Roy’s head nodded a couple of times and the phone went down.
      

      
      ‘Come on, we’ve got a scrap on at Ripon Street. I’ll bet I know who it is. It’ll be Wag and his lad again, they’re always
         at it on a weekend.’ We turned right onto Ripon Street, a fairly long and badly lit street leading to yet more steelworks.
      

      
      ‘Don’t rush, it could be over with soon,’ said Roy.

      
      I looked at the numbers on the doors to see where we were in case he was right. He had told me the number of the house where
         Wag lived and it was all quiet.
      

      
      We were just about to pass the front window when there was an almighty crash of breaking glass, followed by a man flying through
         the window and landing on the cobblestone road in front of the house. The guy picked himself up and shook his head, which
         was covered in blood. Back up the alleyway to the rear of the house he went, followed by Roy and me – I’d made sure I was
         last. I couldn’t believe what I’d just seen. We arrived in the house just in time to see the first man throw another man (his
         son, aged about twenty-five) through the same window that he himself had just exited. I thought at first they might be deaf
         and dumb because neither had uttered a word. The next instant the son came back in the house, also covered in blood, and his
         eyes were wild-looking. He grabbed a Staffordshire pot dog off the sideboard, smashed it and ran at his dad with the jagged
         bit aimed at his face. I was standing behind his dad when suddenly he ducked away, leaving me facing the jagged weapon. I
         had no time to think and, with the police-issue metal lamp in my right hand, I just straightened out my right arm and, bang
         on the button, he ran into it. His head rocked back, and he was out cold before he hit the floor.
      

      
      ‘Don’t let us have to come back here tonight, Wag. Get to bed. You both look like you need some beauty sleep.’ Roy chuckled,
         and with that we were on our way.
      

      
      ‘What about an ambulance?’ I asked.

      
      ‘No point,’ he said. ‘Ambulance wouldn’t carry them and the hospital wouldn’t deal with them; they’re a pain in the bleeding arse. Lad thinks he’s good and his dad thinks he’s better.
         One day with a bit of luck they’ll kill each other and save us all a lot of trouble. They’ll be okay tomorrow. You okay? You
         look a bit shook up. Let’s have a fag.’
      

      
      He was right. I was shook up and had trouble lighting my fag.

      
      ‘That’s adrenalin kicking in, kid; you’ll be okay in a few minutes.’ He started to laugh, and continued, ‘Welcome to the real
         world – Attercliffe.’
      

      
      We were back on Attercliffe Road now, just a few stragglers knocking about.

      
      ‘All coppers are bastards. All coppers are bastards.’

      
      Two lads of similar age to me were chanting from across the road, about twenty-five yards away.

      
      ‘Na den, Bob, look at his shiny boots and new helmet – he’s a bleeding rookie. What a ponce.’

      
      I looked at Roy, not knowing what to do.

      
      ‘They know we can’t catch ’em from here, that’s why they’re brave. Look at their faces when they pass the lit-up display window
         of Banners’ Shopping Arcade.’
      

      
      I had a good look as they walked in the light and I already knew one was called Bob.

      
      ‘Mark their card, son, they’ll come eventually. They always do.’

      
      A few minutes later the lads had gone and we had to shake hands with every door handle at the front and back of every property on our beat, once before our meal and again after.
         This kept you on your toes all night. If a shopkeeper turned up and found his shop had been broken into and you’d not found
         it you were in deep water.
      

      
      We all had set meal times which were staggered, so that there was always someone covering Attercliffe Road. Roy and I were
         part way through the meal when the office sergeant came into the mess room.
      

      
      ‘Johnson, you’re a strong lad. Jump in the patrol car with Les and Tony – PC Hardy has found a dead gypsy horse on Attercliffe
         Road.’
      

      
      The patrol car was the divisional car covering an area about ten miles by five miles and looking after about 200,000 people,
         including those who were on the night shift.
      

      
      ‘Jump in the back, young ’un,’ said Les, and opened the door of a Hillman Husky Shooting Brake. Some patrol car!

      
      ‘I wonder what he wants us for?’ asked Tony.

      
      ‘Especially with a rope,’ Les replied.

      
      ‘I’ve never seen him work the main road before, he always covers Firth Park area,’ said Tony. ‘He’s due retirement in six
         months, after twenty-five years’ service. Lovely bloke, but I don’t think I’ve ever seen him laugh.’
      

      
      PC Hardy looked like the Laughing Policeman you used to see in the amusement arcade at the seaside – but without the laugh.
         He was looking down at a medium-sized black and white mare which had died on the main road, at its junction with a small street.
      

      
      ‘Pass me that rope from the back of the car, pal,’ said PC Hardy, whilst at the same time apologising to Les and Tony for
         interrupting their meal.
      

      
      I looked at Tony and Les and I could see from their faces that, like me, they wondered why we were here. By this time the
         rope was round the animal’s neck.
      

      
      ‘Right, lads, pull.’ We all grabbed the rope and pulled the horse past Henry Wigfall’s electrical shop, past a few more shops
         and then, just after the Carlton pub at the junction with Oakes Green, he told us to stop. Puffing and panting, we all looked
         at PC Hardy.
      

      
      ‘Thanks for that, lads. I’ve contacted the knacker man to fetch it away. When they asked me where I was I couldn’t see a street
         name on the wall. I’ll ring ’em now and tell ’em we’re at Attercliffe Road and Oakes Green junction.’ His face was deadpan
         as he went to the police box to make the call.
      

      
      We got back in the patrol car and didn’t speak until we were inside.

      
      ‘I can’t believe that, Tony, can you?’ said Les, shaking his head.

      
      ‘They’ll not believe us back at the nick,’ replied Tony. ‘That’s one you’ll never forget, Martyn.’

      
      ‘But who’d believe tha?’ said Les as he set off laughing.

      
      By the time we got to the nick we were laughing hysterically – none of us could believe it had happened: pulling a dead horse
         about fifty yards because there was no street name on the wall of the street where it had died. As Tony said later, it was
         our fault – we should have asked the reason before we started pulling and not afterwards.
      

      
      After finishing our meal, or ‘snap’ as it was known in police slang, we were back on the beat again and checking door handles.
         At about 5 am Roy turned into Worksop Road. After about 100 yards he turned into the well-lit open doorway of a newspaper
         shop near to Brown Bailey’s Steelworks. The shop counter was piled high with newspapers, hundreds of them. Behind the counter
         was a slim oldish chap with grey hair – he was folding newspapers with one hand and was holding a cigarette with the other.
         Appearing from behind one of the piles of papers came a younger, rather plump woman who was also smoking. She looked straight
         at me and said, ‘Sauce?’ Before I could think what to say, I saw Roy nod at her and put one finger in the air. At that point
         the woman disappeared into another room, leaving me to wonder what was happening. By this point Roy was reading a paper whilst
         talking to the old man.
      

      
      As I looked round the shop I could see that it was fairly small and cramped and it had bottles of pop, milk, loads of men’s
         magazines, tobacco, Brylcreem, matches, fag papers and lots of other stuff for sale. I was still looking when in walked the woman with a steaming pint pot of tea (with one sugar as Roy had indicated), and a plate which she passed to me
         over the counter.
      

      
      ‘Stand over there, duck, in the corner, or you’ll get crushed.’

      
      Roy was given the same as me and we both thanked her. What a gourmet treat that was to me (my snap earlier had been four slices
         of jam and dog hair). I opened up the sandwich – which was made of thick proper bread, not the rubbery rubbish of today –
         and revealed three rashers of crispy bacon, topped with HP brown sauce. The bread had been dipped in bacon fat. This was totally
         unexpected and I would have gladly paid my first week’s wage for that sandwich. My wage, incidentally, was £10 4s.
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