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Dedication

In 1976, Tavares recorded a song titled ‘Heaven Must Be Missing an
Angel.” | disagree with that as heaven is missing two angels, | know,
because | have both of them. One is my long-suffering wife Christine.
She has put up with my antics for all these years, from tying ripe tomatoes
to her under-ripe tomato plant, to fastening a fake robin to the washing
line and trying not to laugh when she put her finger to her lips to tell me
to be quiet in case | scared it away. | shudder to think what my life would
have been like had | not met Chris. She is not just my wife, she is my
best friend who | love so very much and I am guilty of not telling her as
often as | should do.

The other angel is our daughter Becky, who is the very life source that
runs through our wveins.  She has enriched our lives beyond
comprehension.

This book is dedicated to them.



The journey has to be better than the destination

I was asked why | had not written a book about magic as that seemed the
right thing for the world record holder for the longest magic show to do.
After thinking for a while, | replied that to explain | would have to tell a
story.

It’s a western story...

About two retired Texas Rangers, Augustus ‘Gus’ McRae played by
Robert Duvall and Woodrow Call (the men always called him Captain)
played by Tommy Lee Jones. Both are content to live out their remaining
years in the tiny Texas town of Lonesome Dove.

That is until their old friend Jake...

Played by Robert Urich, comes to town and tells them about the
incredible opportunities for cattle ranching in Montana. Encouraged by
this, Call convinces Gus and many other townspeople to go on a perilous
cattle drive to Montana.

Respect for the captain is second to none...

He is a man of principle. A promise is not worth anything until it is
delivered and if he makes a promise, you can bet your life he will see it
through.

Not only that...

When he makes a decision, he never goes back on it and so they start out
for Montana. As they begin to encounter problems, the drive takes on an
epic scale, ultimately becoming what could well be called the central
event in the lives of all involved.

Gus has another agenda...

His former sweetheart now lives in Nebraska and he hopes for a second
chance with her,



As the story unfolds...

You fall in love with the characters. You laugh and cry at different stages
of the trail. Robert Urichs’ character Jake was once a fellow Texas
Ranger with the captain and Gus. He becomes involved with a bad crowd
of horse thieves who are captured by the captain. The men are lined up to
be hanged from a tree, one by one and all the time Jake knows the captain
is not going to back down.

Eventually, it’s his turn...
And all the men are silent; after all, he was once their friend.

Suddenly, Jake who has always respected the captain, kicks his horse and
hangs himself.

Turning his cold, unforgiving eyes towards Gus, the captain says ‘we
have a herd of cattle to look after.’

One hundred miles from Montana, Gus is out scouting for Indians when
an arrow is shot into his leg. He manages to hold out and gets back.
Lying on the bed, he hears the doctor telling the captain that gangrene has
set in and that if his leg is not amputated, then he will die.

Gus grabs his gun...
Threatening to ‘blow off’ the head of anyone who goes near his leg.

Trying to reason with him, the captain tells him that he is going to die if
he does not listen to sense, adding that he only ever uses the leg to kick
hog anyway. Gus argues that he likes kicking hog and demands to know
how he is going to do it with only one leg.

As Gus’s health deteriorates, he asks the captain to see that his money
goes to certain people. The captain agrees and as we know, his word is
his bond. Gus then asks him for one more favour, adding that he wants to
be buried in Lonesome Dove.

The captain points out that Lonesome Dove is two thousand miles away
and tries to persuade him to be buried in Montana, adding persuasively, or
so he hopes, that it is a beautiful place and that he could be buried under a
tree so he would be in the shade.
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You don’t see it do you Woodrow?...

Gus persists pointing out that it is for the captains’ benefit. He asks him
what he plans to do when he gets to Montana, suggesting that he will just
wither and die of old age, whereas by agreeing to Gus’ request, he would
go on a whole new adventure.

When Gus dies, the captain makes an arrangement with the undertaker to
embalm him. As the winter is setting in, the captain plans to pick him up
when he returns in the spring. He has only a hundred miles to go to
complete the journey.

The word spreads...

Across the country, that there is a man who will travel two thousand miles
to bury his friend.

Along the way, he has to cope with all kinds of problems, from crossing
rapids to stopping buzzards from trying to eat his friend. As he arrives in
Indian country, they line up and let him pass; such is the respect they have
for a man who is true to his word. Tired, his clothes ragged and dirty, the
captain places the last stone on Gus’ grave, finally putting his friend to
rest and telling him that from then on, he is going to be careful what he
promises.

With a new horse and clean clothes, the captain takes one more ride
through the town of Lonesome Dove, stopping to recall old memories.
Just then, a young reporter runs over to him and asks if he is Captain
Woodrow Call, going on to say that he has heard he took on the
Comanches, took a herd of cattle two thousand miles to Montana and set
up a settlement and that he is said to be a man of vision.

At this point the captain is taken back in time to see the whole journey
unfold once more, from Jake being hanged and Gus dying and the long
journey back. For the first time, you feel his emotion as his eyes begin to
well up. He replies something to the effect of - ‘A man of Vision you say?
One hell of a vision.” It was one hell of a journey.

Life isn’t about the destination...
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Because we all end up at the same destination. It is called the grave. Itis
the journey that matters. You never hear of someone comparing the
funeral of Gandhi with that of Mother Teresa or Winston Churchills’
funeral with John F Kennedys. We do not talk about their destinations, we
talk about their journeys.

It is better to travel well than to arrive.

Buddha

That’s why | chose...

To write my story rather than a book about magic. | want to go on the
journey again. | want to learn from the good decisions | have made in my
life and also from the bad ones — and trust me, there have been many. And
as | look back, I know | have done things that I am not proud of, but I do
not want to be a coward and only tell you about the good stuff.
Sometimes you have got to take it on the chin.

The ultimate measure of a man is not where he stands in moments of
comfort and convenience, but where he stands at times of challenge and
controversy.

Martin Luther King, Jr., Strength to Love (1963)
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So now I’m starting mine all over again...

And you are welcome to join me if you choose to, you never know, you
just might enjoy the ride. Oh, and by the way, if Father Kenny reads
this book... it is also my confession!

Everyone wants to be appreciated. So if you appreciate someone, don’t
keep it a secret.

Mary Kay Ash
True Friends

In the words of the song ‘Five Fingers’ from one of life’s true gentlemen -
Charlie Landsborough:

Long ago my father placed his hand upon my head.
As he laid each finger down he smiled at me and said,
Someday son when you're a man you will understand,

You'll only count your true friends on the fingers of one hand.

Five fingers you can count upon,

Five fingers and you are one.

Throughout the book...

You will see Charlie’s words depicting some of my true friends (after 58
years | am lucky to be on my second hand) and if you are one of them
and you are not in this book, do not worry, you are in my heart.

I have many friends and know many people and they are fine people.



However...

True friends are different; they are the ones you can count on in your
darkest hour. Those prepared to go that extra mile for you and who look
beyond your faults.

They expect nothing...

From you and you expect nothing from them. They are those to who you
look for advice and not criticism and where grievances are kept only on
the surface. You stand by each other and honesty is paramount.

I have included many quotes, fables and words of songs to highlight
certain points throughout my life and hopefully they will help you too...
so, here it goes...

The dawn of my time: 7th April 1953

I have always had an entrepreneurial streak...

I even negotiated myself into the world seven weeks earlier than
expected, right into the arms of a police sergeant who doubled up as my
midwife.

We were squatting in an empty pub. Houses were thin, or should | say
flat, on the ground as the Second World War was not long over. | slept in
a wardrobe drawer, which doubled up as a cot. It was what people did in
those days. Can you imagine suggesting that today? It would be Social
Services at the ready.



We lived at No. 29, the house on the right next to me grandmas

We eventually...

Moved into 29 Upper Parliament Street, Liverpool 8, or Toxteth as it’s
known. Our house was owned by my grandma who lived next door in
number 27.

Growing up...

In the south end of Liverpool was an adventure in itself. We were just up
the road from the docks; two big parks on our doorstep, Sefton Park and
Princes Park. On the way to the park, we would knock on the door of a
house and ask for a bottle of water and if we were lucky, they would put
some orange in it. There was also a cathedral with a massive cemetery
behind it and we would dare each other to walk through it at night.
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The prestigious Rialto Theatre...

Was located on the corner of Upper Parliament Street and Berkeley
Street. It comprised of a cinema, a ballroom and a host of youth clubs, all
competing for top position, whether in football, boxing, table tennis or
snooker. You could also take your records and play them and they had
little coffee bars selling soft drinks and sweets. These youth clubs were
the hub of the community. It is where the kids learnt manners and self-
respect. Bullies were soon sorted out; there was a ‘cut one and we all
bleed’ attitude. People looked out for each other.

My grandma owned a grocers’ store...

On the corner of Blair Street and Stanhope Street. When it was closed,
locals used to knock at my grandmas door to buy essentials such as milk,
bread, tea and sugar.

Although it was...

My grandmothers’ shop, it was known as ‘Beattie’s’ as my Mam ran it.
As a child, I remember sitting on the counter watching people come in
with jugs to buy milk straight from the milk churns. There were ladles of
different sizes - a half pint and a pint. Sometimes they would say,
‘Beattie, can | have some of the cream from the top of the churn?’ The
cream would have built up in the churn while the milk was swishing
about during transportation.
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My Mum Beattie

The shop stayed open until after midnight...

To accommodate people working nights in Brough’s drum factory facing
the shop. Nevertheless, our Mam was always up early the next morning
getting us ready for school.

At the time, there were three of us, Jimmy, then me, then Susan. She was
a twin but our John died when he was five months old.

We would go to the Rialto picture house...

On Saturdays It cost sixpence to get in but we had to earn it first. We
started by working in the shop, stacking the shelves in the morning after
Macintosh’s had delivered the sweets and the Full Swing wagon had
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delivered the lemonade. Full Swing was a brand of lemonade in those
days. The bottle caps were attached to the bottle just like the Grolsch
beer bottles are today. Hansen’s delivered the milk and Scots delivered
the bread. After receiving a shilling in pay, we were off to the pictures;
sixpence to get in — or a tanner as we called it in those days — and
sixpence for sweets.

The sweet shops...

Used to have a ha’penny tray, a penny tray, a thripenny tray and a
sixpenny tray.

There lies the dilemma...

Do | get 12 sweets from the ha’penny tray, or six from the penny tray, or
two good sweets from the Thripenny tray, or one great sweet from the
sixpenny tray, or maybe six from the ha’penny and one good one from the
Thripenny tray? The combinations were never ending, but it did not make
any difference which combination you went for, you always wished you
had chosen a different one.

Quality over quantity
At the time...

I was going to St Patrick’s School, where you learnt two things; religion
and boxing. You were either on your knees or on your back. They were
very strict on discipline. If you stepped out of line, you either got the
cane or the strap and if you went home and told your parents, you would
have been given the cane or the strap again, but harder. But you know
what? It did not do us any harm. As a matter of fact, it taught us how to
be streetwise. The kids today have their parents fighting their battles for
them and because they have not been taught how to stand on their own
two feet, they do not seem to be able to handle problems as well as we
did.
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’t I look cute

don

Me as a child
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The biggest devastation...

Of my life happened when | was eight years of age. Our Mam died of
meningitis. She went out of the house and we never saw her again, not
even at her funeral. We were told that our Mam had gone to a wonderful
place known as ‘Heaven’, which confused us into thinking she must not
have loved us; after all, she had left us to go to this fantastic place called
‘Heaven’.

How could she be so selfish...?

We were kids and did not understand and it was not explained to us that
she had no choice. Although we understand now as grownups, as children
it was traumatic for us.

When | think back...

To when my Mam was alive, | think she was taken for granted. |
remember going to town with her on Saturdays. She would take a big
hold-all bag for carrying the meat from St John’s Market; not just the
meat for us, but also for my grandma, grandad and my Aunty Trish (short
for Patricia). Later she would work in the shop and she would still
manage to be up early the following morning to take care of us. You
would not work a mule that hard.
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Me and our Jimmy at Aunty Margaret’s wedding - we look like two
Winker Watson’s from the Dandy comic
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| often wonder...

Why my dad allowed it, or, for that matter, why my grandma and grandad
let her work that hard; after all, it was their shop.

Profits are better than wages

Jim Rohn

My Aunty Trish...

Had a breakdown after witnessing a friend of hers being blown up at a
munitions factory, where she had been working during the war. Aunty
Trish had stayed at home after that, never getting married and turning to
religion. She committed her life to the Catholic Church, going to mass
every day.

Her only fear...

Was of not receiving the last rites before she died, which nearly
happened. | phoned the priest from St. Vincent’s Church where she had,
for most of her life, looked after the altar; she cleaned the brass and
supplied the flowers out of her own pocket. Much to my dismay, | was
told that the priest ‘wasn’t feeling well” and that he ‘couldn’t come.’

Luckily...

The priest from the Metropolitan Cathedral was in the hospital and came
right away to give her the last rites. lronically, she asked me to take the
brass vases back to the church in case someone broke into her home and
stole them.
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She had three wishes:

To be buried with our mam.

To have an oak coffin.

To rest in the church the night before the funeral.
It was the third...

Wish that was to be the problem. ‘We don’t allow anyone to stay in the
church overnight’ said the priest.

‘Why is that?’ | asked.
‘For security reasons,” was his reply.

‘So loyalty counts for nothing!” | told him... ‘“The doors to the church are
locked, although it’s not as if she is going to steal anything. Long before
you came to this church, and since your arrival, she has waited on this
church, hand and foot, not forgetting to ask me to bring bails of straw and
hay for the Christmas crib every year, and not asking the church for a
penny over the last few decades.” At this point, he must have seen the
disgust in my face.

‘In Patricia’s case,” he decided, ‘we will make an exception.’
He went on to say...

How sorry he was that he was not well enough to have given her the last
rites.

“You wasn’t well? You weren’t as ill as my Aunty!”
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‘Do you know...

The difference between you Father and my Aunty Trish? It is that had it
been the other way around, she would have walked over hot coals for you,
and you, being a priest, should have known how important it was to my
aunty to receive the last rites. Tell me this: if | had failed to get another
priest, would you have had her soul on your conscience?’

When | gave him the brass vases he said ‘Patricia had St. Vincent’s
medals as well.’

“You mean the ones she bought out of her pension and sold door-to-door,
just to give you all the profits? | would rather slam a hammer on every
one of them than hand them over to you.’

| eventually gave them to another St. Vincent’s church long after | had
cooled down.

After the funeral...

We took Aunty Margaret back to Aunty Trishs’ flat, only to find it had
been broken into. The television and an anointing set, which was used
when anyone had the last rites at home, had been stolen. The thief did not
know what it was and a few days later, he made the mistake of asking an
old lady if she wanted to buy it. The lady knew it was an anointing set
and also knew my Aunty Trish and had heard of the break in, so she gave
me a call.

He turned out...

To be a man of about fifty at the time. | made him carry the television
right down Park Lane and back up the other side, stopping at every shop
and pub on the way, while | told everyone that this was the scum who had
robbed a dead person. They all said he was not going to be served in any
of their places again. He said the television was heavy and | reminded
him it was not heavy when he was stealing it.
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We eventually arrived at St. Patrick’s Church in the next parish. | told
him to dump the television in a waste skip and then I threw a brick
through the screen.

‘If you had asked me...

I would have given you the television for nothing. As it is, you have done
the lowest thing possible and robbed a family already going through grief
after the loss of a dear one and added to their pain,’ I told him.

I think he would rather have had a hiding than been hawked around the
neighbourhood, as he then had to move out of the area.

Little did he know...

The television didn’t even work! Aunty Trish had asked me to see if |
could fix it while she was in hospital.

Mules are for packing
So that now leaves...

Our dad and three kids — and no one parent family allowance books like
today to fall back on. He was no angel. He had his good points and his
bad points and there have been times in my life when | have frowned
upon my dad for some of the things he has done. | have to ask myself the
question though, ‘could I honestly, hand on heart, say that | have been a
better dad to my daughter Becky than he was to us, given the
circumstances in which he found himself at the time?”’
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We had to leave...

29 Upper Parliament Street as my dad and grandma did not see eye to
eye, so we went to stay at 59 Canning Street, where the Higgins family
lived. My dad had met a young, red-headed Irish girl by the name of
Mary O’Brien, who was related to the Higgins family and eventually they
got married. The service took place at St. Philip Neri Church in Catharine
Street. The reception was in a house in Gambier Terrace. | remember
seeing people in there scraping wax from candles and walking it into the
floor to protect it.

It wasn't long...

Before there were two more additions to the family, Eddie and Clair. We
spent some time living in Norwich where my dads’ brother Uncle Peter
and sister Aunty Maureen lived. Aunty Maureens’ real name was Mary
Anne, but they used to call her Maureen in Ireland and it stuck. Norwich
is where our Clair was born. We lived facing Norwich City Football
Ground and at one stage, our Jimmy and | were ball boys for them.
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Our cousins are all girls...

Colleen, Jean and Joanna. We were and still are, more like brothers and
sisters than cousins, and it has not changed to this day. It would not
matter if we had not spoken for a few months, we would just talk as if we
had spoken the previous day.

They all have great families...

What else can you expect when they have Aunty Maureen, a strong Irish
lady, for a mother? Their husbands and children are good people.

I remember the day...

We started at St. John's School and found out that no cane or strap was
used. | can honestly say it was one of the happiest periods of my life —
which is why | am ashamed to tell you about something I did.

My dad hawked us off to the local priest and said his sons wanted to be
altar boys. | asked myself when did this happen?! ‘Okay,’ the priest had
said. “I'll start them off carrying the candles until they learn Latin.” As |
was walking down the aisle during my first mass, the altar boy in front
was a bit of a snob and looked down his nose at me, so | tilted my candle
forward so the hot wax ran down the back of his neck, only to watch him
do the best body bopping I have ever seen in my life. | think I still hold
the record to this day, for being the altar boy with the shortest period of
service.

The schools were different...

From the ones in Liverpool. They were more relaxed and there was a
certain calmness about them, whereas in Liverpool, the schools seemed to
be rather strict on discipline, a certain ‘Dickensian’ air about them. In
Norwich, strict discipline was an option; in Liverpool it was an
obligation. Looking back, | think | benefited from both types of
schooling.
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We eventually...

Returned to Liverpool, but it did not stop us from keeping in touch with
each other. In fact, | used to talk to my Uncle Peter nearly every week or
so, until he passed away.

Rude awakening

We lived in a flat in Canning Street. The landlord was a man named Pope.
At the time, we were so poor we had to borrow rubbish for the bin, so we
lived on our wits.

One day, the landlord came up to the flat with a gun and started shouting
‘I want the rent.” My dad looked him straight in the eyes and reminded
him that the ‘night before he'd been shown hospitality in our home,” and
had been © my dad's rum’ (not aware it was over-proof) and that my dad
had paid the two pounds rent with a five pound note and was still waiting
for the three pounds change.

‘Pack the bags kids, we’re leaving!” my dad shouted, ‘I am not staying in
the house of a dishonourable man.’

At that point, the landlord started to talk my dad out of leaving and
apologised for his oversight, giving my dad his three pounds change, not
realising that my dad had not given him five pounds to begin with. The
over-proof rum had clouded his memory.

If you’re going to take a man’s money from him, at least have
the courtesy to leave him with a smile on his face.

Richard T Smith
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My dad, not wanting to push his luck, moved on to another flat where
children were not allowed. The landlord did not live in the same building,
so my dad told him he had no children. For a couple of months, we had
to sneak in the back way and when the landlord came for the rent, we had
to hide our clothes and stay in the bedroom, keeping quiet until he had
gone.

Next stop, Falkner Square, still in the south end of Liverpool and we
attended St. Vincent's school. Most of the teachers were nuns. One
afternoon, when the whole school went to church, | was at the back of the
line and | sneaked off thinking no-one would miss me. | had a lot of fun
playing bows and arrows with some canes that had been supporting
flowers in someones garden. The next morning, | was called into Sister
Mary Cuthbert, the headmistresses’ office. A strict disciplinarian, she
was very tall with a high pitched voice.

‘I believe you collect canes,” she said, looking at me over her glasses.
‘No, sister,” | replied.

“Yes you do,” she bellowed.

At this point | knew she had found out about me taking the canes.

‘And as you are a collector of canes, I've got a special one just for you.’

She brought, from behind her back, a super-sized cane and began to
thrash the living daylights out of me.

They used to question you about Sunday Mass and ask what colour the
priest had been wearing to see if you had attended. | remember asking an
altar boy — who looked like Winker Watson out of the Dandy comic, his
hair Brylcreemed and parted down the middle — what colour the priest
was wearing as | had not checked it out on Sunday.

‘Green,’ he told me.
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Next day Sister Mary Benedict asked me what colour the priest was
wearing. ‘Green, Sister.’

‘Wrong,’ she answered.

Winker Watson, an altar boy | might add, had lied to me... yet another
caning.

One day, all the kids ran out of school because of a rumour that there
were leprechauns in Liverpool. This not only gave the teachers a hard
time, but also the dwarf from Billy Smart’s circus, who was shouting, ‘I'm
not a feckin’ leprechaun.’
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Sir Norman Wisdoms® 88" Birthday Party

We lived around the corner from the Rialto Theatre and one night |
sneaked out of the flat and went outside of the theatre. | looked up to the
balcony to see the men dressed in evening suits and the women in their
beautiful gowns and thought ‘One day I'll be up there.’

I never did get to dance on the balcony like those men and women, but |
did get to see a film that made a huge impression on me. The star of the
film became one of the most impersonated entertainers of the day,
alongside legends like Tommy Cooper, Ken Dodd, Morecambe and Wise
and many more. He made me laugh, made me want to cry and made me
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want to entertain people when | grew up. The film was called ‘A Stitch in
Time’ and starred the legend of comedy Norman Wisdom. He never
swore and there was no vulgarity. How times have changed. One of my
most memorable nights was when | performed at Norman’s 88™ birthday
party.

o

To Ritchie... Sir Norman Wisdom
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We left Falkner Square and went to live in Prestwood Road, Dovecot in
Knotty Ash where Ken Dodd was, and still is, the squire of all he surveys.
It was funny telling my friends down in the south end of Liverpool that
there really was a Knotty Ash. They would ask me about Ken Dodds
‘Jam Butty Mines’ and the ‘Treacle Wells’ and also about his ‘Diddy
Men.’

I have since come to know Ken Dodd as a very generous man and | am
not talking about money; it is something more valuable than that, he
offers his time. You see, in life, you can always get more money, but you
cannot get more time and that is what Ken offers. He has helped vast
numbers of people, too many to mention and there will be many, many
more that | have not heard about.

The Joker

As a child, 1 was either doing things that made money or playing practical
jokes. | made a ghost train in the entry of our house and charged a penny
to walk through it. | also made my own stagecoach out of an old pram,
once again charging a penny for kids to be pushed around the block in it.
When Gerry Marsden from the group Gerry and the Pacemakers was
filming Ferry Cross the Mersey, one of the scenes was shot in the
graveyard at the back of the Anglican Cathedral and | was an extra for the
day. | was interested in acting. My Aunty Trish paid one guinea a lesson
for me to go to drama lessons in Rodney Street.

The studio was facing St. Andrew’s Church and in the church cemetery,
there was a large pyramid. | often wondered why that pyramid was there.
Little did I know it would come back to haunt me in years to come. But
more about that later.

My aunty bought me a professional makeup artists’ kit. When | was in
one of my mischievous moods, I rolled up a sleeve, blackened my hand
and arm and went over the road to a neighbours’ house, whose door, like
everybody’s in those days, was always open. | knocked and put my hand
round the door. The neighbour, who was lying on the couch, shouted
‘Come in Paul’, as Paul was the only black child in our road. | knocked
again. This time the neighbour, becoming agitated, shouted ‘Are you
coming in or what, Paul?’ This time my blackened hand and arm came
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round the door and threw an egg towards him. | ran away as fast as |
could, rolling my sleeve down and putting my hand in my pocket as I ran,
then turning to walk casually back towards the neighbours’ house. The
neighbour had come out, screaming ‘I will kill him if I get my hands on
him’.

‘Who are you talking about?’ | asked.

‘That little git from around the corner, Paul.’
‘Why, What for?” | asked.

‘He's just thrown an egg.’

‘How do you know it was him?’ | asked.

‘Because | saw his hand as he threw it and he is the only black kid around
here so it's got to be him’ yelled the neighbour, heading off in the
direction of Paul’s place.

Now Paul, if that neighbour gave you a hard time over the egg incident,
maybe this will balance the books. This particular neighbour kept
chickens and one morning, before | went to work in the market, | sneaked
over, took the eggs from under his hens, went back to our house and
boiled them until they were hard. Then | ran them under a cold tap, dried
them and put them back under the hens. | saw him later that day and
asked him how things were.

‘Strange, very strange,” he told me. ‘My hens have been laying boiled
eggs.’

Having Irish blood in me and coming from farming stock, | told him:

‘I know what it is; your hens are running a high temperature so they are
boiling their own eggs. You need to take them to the vet and get them
checked out. He will most probably give you something to put in their
drinking water to bring the temperature down.’

Later, I saw him putting his hens into the back of his red three-wheeled
robin reliant car to take them to the vet. It was not long before he came
back and | asked him what the vet had said. He replied ‘He called me a
crackpot and told me to get out of his surgery.’
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The Mags

When | was a child, | had a lisp and was constantly made fun of. | have
since grown out of it, but at the time, it caused me to get into more fights
than | care to mention.

When we moved to Dovecot, | felt like a fish out of water. | had been
brought up in Toxteth, in the south end of Liverpool, where there was a
certain rawness and compared with Toxteth, Dovecot at the time seemed
to be more upper crust.

We attended St. Margaret Mary’s — or the Mags as we used to call it. The
difference being that in Toxteth the kids used wallpaper to back their
books; in Dovecot they had their books ARTEXED. The Mags turned out
some good footballers. Apart from yours truly, Snake Hips Smith, there
was Tommy Tynan, who was signed as an apprentice for Liverpool FC by
manager Bill Shankly after winning a talent contest run by the Liverpool
Echo newspaper. He never made a first-team appearance for the Reds and
was transferred to Sheffield Wednesday in 1976, where he spent two
years and scored 31 goals. After just nine appearances for Lincoln City in
1978, Tynan moved on to Newport County, where he formed a dynamic
striking partnership with John Aldridge, who later signed for Liverpool
Football Club and went on to become a favourite with the fans.

There was also Joe Gallagher, who began his football career as a
schoolboy with Liverpool Football Club, but when he left school at 15, he
signed for Birmingham City Football Club. His sister Rosemary was in
my class.

It was a good school. They had a system whereby on every 7th school
day you could choose what subject you wanted to do that afternoon. No
doubt, sport was high on the agenda for Tommy and Joe. A classmate of
mine, Alan Harrison, chose cookery, so it was no surprise when | heard
that he owned his own bakery. As for me, | alternated between woodwork
and metalwork. No wonder | ended up using tools.


http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Liverpool_F.C.
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bill_Shankly
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lincoln_City_F.C.
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Newport_County_A.F.C.
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There were three levels of classes: A, B and C, the A level classes being
the most academic; the C’s being the least academic and the B’s being in
between, a little like upper class, middle class and lower class. So where
was 1? You guessed it! The C’s, where it was taken for granted we would
be working in a factory or on a building site or any other manual
labouring job that was available.

Our daughter Becky is a teacher and a good one at that. If you do not
believe me, just ask her pupils; after all, they are the ones that count, not
the education department or the headmaster, it is her pupils who will carry
all she has taught them for the rest of their lives. Wow! Isn’t that a great
gift?

The mediocre teacher tells, the good teacher explains, the
superior teacher demonstrates, the great teacher inspires.

Arthur Ward

What is so amazing is that we are told that our school years are the most
important years of our lives, yet after spending over a decade with our
friends in what we are led to believe are the best years of our lives, what
do we go and do? We go off and make new friends and forget about the
friends we spent over a decade with. New friends. What was wrong with
the old ones?

Upon leaving school, the A’s and the B’s went on to college. As for us
C’s, we went straight to university — the University of Life and little did
we know at the time that the University of Life has some of the greatest
teachers on the planet.
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Don’t get me wrong, | think teachers do a great job teaching us English,
Mathematics, Geography, Science, French, etc.

I could never get my head around being taught French when at the time;
British people were going to Spain for their holidays. Would it not it have
made more sense to learn Spanish instead of French? In many countries
today, English is spoken or understood, unlike the situation 40 to 50 years
ago.

Just an idea, why don’t we teach a universal sign language in schools
instead of a foreign language? Then everyone in the world would be able
to talk to each other, whether they were from another country or had
hearing and speech difficulties. After all, each and every one of us move
our hands when we speak, so we are half-way there already. Think how
great it would be to be able to communicate with everybody... now
doesn’t that make sense?

Education is what remains after one has forgotten what one has learnt
in school.

Albert Einstein

In life, advertisers are constantly encouraging us to get into debt, through
taking loans out here and loans out there; but nobody ever teaches us how
to make money. Like sheep, we just go along with the trend.

Many teachers get into debt by taking student loans in order to qualify.
Wow! That’s a great start, but what else can they do? After all, they have
travelled the same road as their teachers and their pupils too will choose
that road.


http://www.brainyquote.com/quotes/quotes/a/alberteins108304.html
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Economics is the name of the game

And that is why school teachers cannot teach our children about being
financially secure. They can teach them how to get qualifications to go to
university, but once there, they are educated into debt with their student
loans. When they become qualified, they have to start to pay off their
student loan, followed by the mortgage loan, the car loan etc. get the
picture? It is the University of Life that truly teaches economics.

I find it fascinating that most people plan their vacations with better
care than they plan their lives. Perhaps that is because escape is easier
than change.

Jim Rohn

There were two brothers in our school; one went to university and became
a teacher and the other became a ‘jack the lad’, a bit of a wheeler dealer;
in other words ‘street smart’. One of them got into financial trouble and
had to be bailed out by the other... guess which one?

| tell our Becky she can always better herself.

Whether people are in debt or worth a million, in a good job or a lousy
one, it is always possible to do better.

The minute you stop improving, you stop growing. You have to ask
yourself, what gets you up in the morning?
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It’s only when you leave school that your financial education starts.

Wall Street is the only place that people ride to in a
Rolls Royce to get advice from those who take the subway.

Legendary Investor Warren Buffett

Baggy Trousers

Our Jimmy fancied the head girl in our school St. Margaret Mary’s in
Dovecot. She was blonde, with an hour-glass figure, with all the sand in
the right places. One day he was walking along the road and he realised
that she was walking behind him with her friends. He was wearing bell-
bottom trousers, which were fashionable at the time. Just as he had
gathered enough courage to ask her for a date, a strong wind blew his
trousers, so he suddenly looked as if he was wearing two barrage
balloons. Hearing the giggles from behind meant it was the end of asking
for a date.

Another time, our Jimmy brought a girl back to the house — a big mistake
I might add. She was a big girl; 1 mean, she could have mothered the
whole of Merseyside. Anyway, me dad came in and so did his dry sense
of humour.

‘Bleedin’ heck! I didn’t think I could concentrate on two things at the
same time. Hope you’re taking precautions — they don’t call him the horse
for nothing?’

‘Oh, and by the way.’ he said to our kid, ‘you didn’t empty the piss pot
this morning (not that we had one); it was full to overflowing.’

Oops, another one gone.
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Bucket of babies

If opportunity doesn’t knock, build a door.

Milton Berle, Actor & Comedian

I left school when | was a couple of months shy of 15 years. You were
allowed to in those days if you had a job to go to. My first job was
working in the abattoir. It was a rude awakening. One minute at school,
the next catching bellies in a trolley in a slaughter house; but 1 still had
the entrepreneurial streak. After working in the piggery, | took over from
a man who was retiring. He told me that one of the perks of the job was
selling the wombs of the sows to a 60 year old Chinese man who used to
serve them in his restaurant. He dressed like ‘Odd Job’ from the James
Bond film Goldfinger: black trousers, white shirt, black waistcoat and he
even had the same semi top hat that ‘Odd Job’ had in the film. The old
man used to charge him half a crown for a ‘bucket of babies’ as he used to
call them. The old Chinese man came to the cellar at about four o’clock
every afternoon, after everyone had finished work, to collect them. The
first time | had to sell the bucket of babies, | was a bit cocky and told him
the price had doubled to 5 shillings. He was not pleased and refused to
pay, so | threw the bucket of babies into the bin. As | walked upstairs, |
thought that if he would eat the womb of a pig, he would not think twice
about taking them out of the bin, so | went back. Sure enough, he had
taken them out of the bin and put them on the table. He was not there, so |
scooped the babies back into the bucket and stood over the open drain.
All the drains in the abattoir had constant running water to stop them
blocking up, and on his return | threw the bucket of babies down the
drain, reminding him that if he was not prepared to pay the increased
price, the deal was off.
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What | did not realise, was that he was holding the knife he used to trim
the fat off the wombs of the pigs and he was angry, very angry. He ran
towards me calling me the name of the thing you use to strum a guitar
with (a plick). Although | was dressed in a boiler suit, leggings and
Wellington boots, | still put on a turn of speed right along the corridor,
like a cheetah on roller skates, straight into the lift. Now, this was no
ordinary lift. It was designed to go slowly — I mean really slowly — to
accommaodate the transportation of sloppy materials. | got into the lift and
closed the outer door and then the caged inner door. Through the small
windows in the lift doors, | could see his Odd Job hat; no head, just the
hat getting bigger and bigger as he got closer to the lift.

I must have hit the ground floor button about a dozen times in my panic to
get away from him. At this point, | was turning into Dustin Hoffman in
the movie Rainman and thinking ‘Oh, bad! This is bad!” Just as he got to
the lift it started moving upwards, but my relief was short-lived as | could
hear his hobnailed boots running up the cast iron stairs and as the lift was
going at a snails’ pace it was a forgone conclusion he was going to catch
me. My fears were confirmed as | saw his boots through the gap at the
bottom of the ground floor lift doors.

Now | know how a chicken feels upon being introduced to Colonel
Sanders. As the lift stopped, he flung the doors open; he had that ‘kere’s
Johnny’ look in his eyes. Just then, the Lone Ranger arrived in the guise
of Dennis Coyle the security guard, shouting ‘The public aren’t allowed
in here after four o’clock’ as he escorted my little Chinese friend from the
premises. On his way out, he looked back at me as if to say, ‘The security
man has only delayed the inevitable. There’s always tomorrow.’

What about tomorrow? It was not as if | could avoid going down into the
cellar. After all, it was my job to sort out the cellar. | was up all night
worrying about the Chinese man. The next day | waited for him to arrive.
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| had two buckets of babies! Thank God, we had had a lot of sows in for
slaughter that day. When he arrived, | put my hand up to gesture ‘Hold
on a minute’ and said ‘I was only joking yesterday. Where is your sense
of humour? To show there are no hard feelings, you can have these two
buckets on the house.” He stared at me for what seemed like an eternity
and then nodded in agreement.

Don’t Feed the Dog

The drovers in the abattoir had two sheepdogs that herded the sheep up
into the pens to be slaughtered. This saved the drovers a lot of time and
leg work. They only fed the dogs at certain times, otherwise they would
lie down and sleep — no different from humans really. Anyhow, | was not
aware of this and threw a load of meat into the holding pens where they
were kept, so I unintentionally fed them at the wrong time. But | was
soon to find out, as the drover came running in, clouted me on the head
and called me for everything. It was only when | watched the drovers
trying to get the sheep into the pens without the dogs that I realised why
he had been so mad at me... and | swear | did not laugh.

Hic

Not long after, | left the abattoir to work at Guinnan’s beer bottling
factory. | lasted two days. On the first day, | was put in the storage
warehouse. After sampling many bottles of beer | got drunk and fell
asleep, only to wake up when everybody had gone home and the place
was locked up. Not wanting to set off the alarm system by opening any
windows or doors and having the police think I was breaking in, | decided
to sit tight until morning; tight being the appropriate word, as | continued
to open more bottles of beer. Then I fell asleep again, only to be awoken
by the manager. After a slurred explanation, in which he was not
interested, 1 was fired. As | staggered off the premises, | told him to
‘stishhh the job up hiss harse,” or words to that effect.
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Pinky & Perky

Two men who worked in the meat market situated in the abattoir worked
on a pork stall. They were known as Pinky and Perky after the two pig
puppets on the television at the time. They were best man at each others’
wedding, godparents to each others’ children; in fact, they were more like
brothers than friends. About eight years after | had left the abattoir, |
recognised one of them sitting in a bar. He was a shadow of his former
self. His face was gaunt and ashen, his eyes held nothing but sadness. He
had always been a well-built man and accustomed to carrying the pigs,
but now he was thin and frail. I went over to say hello, and sat down at his
table. The conversation went like this:

‘How are things?’

‘Could be better.’

‘How’s your mate?’

‘I see you haven’t heard.’
‘Heard what?’

‘He’s dead, because of me.’
‘How come?’

‘We were out on a parachute practice with the TA (Territorial Army). |
jumped out of the plane before him and on the way down | felt someone
grab me. | pushed him off, only to suddenly realise that it was him. He
was having a problem with his chute and had wanted to piggyback down
with me.’

At this point he stopped to take a mouthful of beer and with his head
bowed he continued.
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“The moment | pushed him off, I realised what | had done, but there was
no going back; he was at the point of no return. My chest tightened as if |
was having a heart attack as | watched my best friend whistle through (a
term used when someone dies because of parachute trouble). If only I
could turn the clock back.’

‘What happened after that?’

‘They said it was a reaction, that I didn’t have enough time to think about
what | was going to do and put it down to an accident. Even his family
said I wasn’t to blame, but | suppose they’re only trying to make me feel
better.’

| said ‘Look, I don’t profess to have all the answers and I’'m not really a
church-going person, | do all my praying in private, but let me remind
you of a story that you will know and when I’ve finished, you might see
things differently.’

With that, | reminded him about what Jesus had said to Peter, one of his
disciples. “... before the rooster crows, you will disown me three times."
(Matthew 26:30-35). Peter disagreed and was adamant that he would not.

| went on to dissect what | had told him.

‘So, let’s get this straight. He was one of twelve privileged people. He
was a man who was forewarned that he was going to betray the Son of
God. In his mind, that was never going to happen, especially now that he
had had ample warning (The emphasis is on warning).’

‘And so it came to pass, even with advance warning, that Peter denied
knowing Jesus. Why did he deny knowing Jesus?’ | continued. ‘It’s
because inside all of us we have a thing called self-preservation and at
certain moments in our lives, self-preservation kicks in automatically.’

‘Why does the soldier that we expect to go forward and fight for his
country end up paralysed with fear in the trenches, while the person we
thought would cower ends up going over the top, with all guns blazing?
You see, if the truth be known, no-one can honestly say what they would
do in certain situations.’
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‘So you see, my friend, it was you’re self-preservation that kicked in,
over-riding your conscious mind and you had no control over your
reactions. | dare say if your friend were here now, he would give you one
hell of a rollicking. Besides, don’t you think that his family is hurting to
see their dad’s best friend like this?’

“You couldn’t help cutting his life short because you had no control over
what happened, but you do have control over your life and you owe it to
your friends” memory to get it back on track. Drink never solves a
problem, it just postpones it.’

‘It’s not as easy as you say’ he replied.

‘Easy? | never said it was going to be easy. It will take a lot of courage,
but it’s important to realise it’s not about you; it’s about your family and
his. They deserve better than this... don’t they?’

I never heard or saw him again after that night, but it got me thinking. If
the shoe had been on the other foot, would | have been any different?

I could have danced all night

| remember when a heavyweight boxing knockout competition was being
staged in London. | entered a friend of mine, but he pulled out with
yellow jaundice of the back.

It was short notice and I did not want to let the event organisers down, so
I took his place.

My brother Jimmy, his wife Ann and | drove up to London in a standard
Vanguard, a car we bought for £85.

The weigh-in was in the legendary Thomas a Becket pub. At the time, |
was a middleweight, so you can imagine the looks I got when | stepped
on the scales.
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“You’re small,” said the Boxing Board of Control steward.

“You never see a diamond the size of a brick’ I replied. ‘It's not the dog
in the fight that counts; it's the fight in the dog. | don't care what breed of
dog gets in the ring with me tonight because I’'m a bull terrier. He might
start it, but I'll finish it, and when I finish it, it stays finished.’

Yes, | could talk a great fight in those days, too good for my own good.
Little did I know, the guy I was to fight was standing behind me. He did
not turn up for the fight and was replaced by Terry Mintus, who stood at 6
ft 7 inches, a cool 9 inches taller than me. My big mouth had talked me
into fighting a bigger opponent.

The night was a grand affair. The Stylistics was performing, there were
film stars, singers and comedians; you name it, they were there.

The matchmaker came into the dressing room and said ‘“We are one fight
short.” Turning to our Jimmy he said “You are a big lad, fancy putting the
gloves on?’

‘I haven't got a license,” our kid said.

‘Don't worry about that. There are four Board of Control stewards here
and we only need four for a quorum. | can get your license sanctioned
tonight.”

‘What about the medical, I haven’t had a medical,” our Jimmy replied.

‘Don't worry. Dr Adrian Whiteson, the Boxing Board of Control doctor,
is here tonight. He could do your medical.’

‘But then there's the gum shield — | haven't got one,” Jimmy said, starting
to get nervous.

‘Yes, that is a problem.” After a short pause he said, ‘But not any longer,
Denny Mancini has just walked in. He owns Lonsdale Sports down the
road. He can get you the new type of gum shield that you put in hot water
and mould to your mouth in minutes.’
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Our Jimmy was now talking like Porky Pig from the Loony Tunes
cartoons as he went on to point out that he had no shorts, boots or
dressing gown.

‘Denny will get all that when he gets your gum shield.’

Our Jimmy said ‘which part of “I don't want to f@!king fight” don't you
understand?’ At this point | was wetting myself.

“You only have to take one shot’ said the organiser.
“Yeah, and that's the one that will break my nose.’

| was standing in the ring waiting for my opponent, who was level with
me when only on the middle step and about to climb into the ring. After
the preliminaries, our first round got underway. The plan was to keep my
head stuck to his chest, neutralising his long reach.

| swear he could have picked cigarette stumps off the floor without
bending down. It worked for the first round and as | was sitting on the
stool before the second round, I hoped my corner man Reg, who looked
like a man of the world, a knowledgeable man, would give me a crumb of
encouragement. | asked if he saw any ‘chinks’ in my opponent’s armour,
only for him to reply, ‘I don't know, son. All I know is here he comes
again,” as he quickly dived out of the ring.

Seconds out, round two — something happened in this round that has
never happened to me before, or since for that matter. 1 was knocked
down, but was up before the ref counted two, not because | was brave, but
because he hit me so hard that I bounced back up. Ding - end of round
two, more encouragement from Reg:

“You know what, son? I think he’s getting tired of hitting you.’
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Ding - seconds out, round three — he won the round clearly, which is more
than | could say for my vision. Ding - end of round three. As I sat on the
stool, | could hear them shouting my name to the tune of the football
chant, “buckets of blood”, “ buckets of blood”, “ buckets of blood”,
“buckets of blood”, *“ buckets of blood”, *“ buckets of bloooooood”. Ding
- seconds out, round four — he went on to win the fight on a cut decision: |
got cut and he got the decision.

As | was the smallest on the bill, I was the darling of the crowd. People
either gave me money or wanted to buy me a drink. The highlight of the
evening for me was dancing with Samantha Eggar, who played the
governess opposite Yul Brynner for the TV show Anna and the King. We
may have looked more like Beauty and the Beast; nevertheless, 1 could
have danced all night... Sorry, that’s the Sound of Music.

I turned professional boxer at 17 and fought at three different weights:
lightweight, middleweight and heavyweight. I decided | did not want to
waste any of my money, so | bought a magic shop. | then decided that if |
were going to sell magic, | would have to learn how to perform magic and
I have been learning ever since.

My dad looking shady
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If you ever bring the police to this door, make sure there’s an
ambulance behind them.

| suppose | get my crazy sense of humour from my dad. He was always a
joker, but he was also firm with us. | remember one day, when | was 18
years old, | swore. Nothing venomous, the F word just slipped out.

‘Don’t you ever swear in this house again,” he warned.
| said, “You do.’

He said, ‘There is a difference. This is your home, this is my house.’
Point well and truly taken.

He also warned me that if I ever brought the police to the door, there had
better be an ambulance behind them.

So you can imagine how I felt when | was caught stealing a packet of
Taxi chocolate biscuits from a shop called Scots. The manager must have
seen the fear in my eyes when he said, ‘I’m telling your dad.’

‘Please don’t tell him,’ | pleaded.

‘Ok, but you will have to work in the shop for one hour every Saturday
morning for the next month.’

And that’s what | did; sometimes having to duck as my dad passed the
shop. When the manager asked me why | had stolen the biscuits, | told
him it was a spur of the moment thing. He told me, ‘It doesn’t end there,
you go on to bigger things and you only get away with it for so long
before you’re caught. Then it’s a stint in jail; and let me tell you this:
nothing is worth losing your freedom for.’

Thinking back to that day, | am glad | was caught.
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Dig your own grave

My dad used to help out at Yew Tree Cemetery doing a bit of grave
digging for which he received £1. It was in the days before they had
mechanical diggers. He was not full time, he was only filling in. (Filling
in! — I knew that gag would be wasted on you!) Anyway, one Saturday
afternoon, there was a knock at the door. It was one of the workers from
the cemetery.

‘Is your dad there?” he asked.

‘He is, but he’s been drinking and is out for the count.” Like most men at
that time, they worked all week so Saturday was their time. “Why do you
want him?’ | asked.

‘It’s just that we need him to dig a grave for a funeral first thing Monday
morning.’

As he was walking away I said, ‘I’ll do it.’
‘Are you sure?’ he asked.

‘Yes, | do a lot of digging in my job anyway, putting gas pipes in the
ground for the gas conversion.’

So I grabbed my dad’s spade, which was always sharp. ‘Look after your
tools and they will look after you by making the job easier,” he would
always say.

At the cemetery | made one big mistake. I did not check at the lodge to
see how many bodies were already buried there. The general rule is that
you find out how many are already in the grave and that indicates the
depth you need. So if you wanted to go down, let us say, four feet, you
would dig to three and a half feet, carefully press the spade in until you
touched the lid of the coffin, and then remove the rest of the soil until
there were a few inches of soil above the last coffin.
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| discovered this the hard way. | was doing just fine until | fell into the
coffin; the lid had rotted away. Did my backside go boo or what?
Eventually, after 1 had put my heart back in my chest, | rectified the
problem in a dignified manner and went home. By this time my dad was
awake and sitting in the chair. He had seen the spade in my hand and put
two and two together. I threw the £1 to him and said, “You can dig your
own graves in future.’

“You didn’t check at the lodge, did you?’ he asked.
‘No, I didn’t,” | replied.

In between laughing, he managed to say, ‘Don’t worry, Son, you’re not
the first and you won’t be the last.’

The dognapper

One day my dad kidnapped the dog belonging to the manager of the
Wheatsheaf Pub in Knotty Ash. He had been known as the major from
his army days. He was exercising his boxer dog, which was also called
Major, in Springfield Park opposite the pub. He always kept it in great
shape and used to enter it into the Liverpool Show, which, at the time,
was about two weeks away. My dad, who was hiding in the bushes, called
the dog over to him, gave it some treats, then put its lead on and slipped
out of the park bringing it back to our house. Now, | must point out that
my dad was barred from the Wheatsheaf Pub for singing Irish rebel songs
and setting the major up for some stunt or other. Later that day he made it
his business to ‘accidentally on purpose’ bump into the major. “You look
a bit down in the dumps, Major. What’s up?’ he asked.

‘The dog’s gone missing, Jimmy, and its two weeks to the Liverpool
Show.’

‘Don’t talk to me about the Liverpool Show,” me dad said, ‘our Ritchie
brought a kitchen knife back from there and the wife stabbed me with it.
Then he brought a shillelagh back from Ireland and the wife hit me with
it. I told him if he brings anything else back, make sure it’s a feckin
sponge! Anyhow, | know we have our differences, but I'll keep my eyes
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open. | will even put the word around. I trust there is a reward for finding
the dog? It gives people an incentive to look for it.’

“Yes, ten pounds to anyone who finds it.’

Back home ... ‘Dad, what will I do with the fat off the chops?’
‘Give it to the dog.’

‘What about the left-over mashed potato?’

‘Give it to the dog.’

We had the dog for just over a week. It went from being lean, mean and
alert to a ‘break into the house as long as you don’t disturb me’ mode.
Eventually, he took the dog back to the major with only one week to go
before the Liverpool Show. The major was over the moon to see the dog.

As my dad was walking out of the pub, the major said, ‘He hasn’t half put
on weight.’

‘Yeh,” replied my Dad, as he proceeded to leave rather sharply, putting
the £10 note into his pocket, ‘that’s what seven days of eating crap has
done for it.’

Double jeopardy

My dad was bald, and one day he walked into the Wheatsheaf Pub,
dressed in a smart suit, wearing a wig and talking in a posh
voice rather than his usual Irish brogue. Before the major got
a chance to say, ‘Get out, you’re barred!” my dad asked, ‘Has
my brother Jimmy Smith, also known as Irish Jimmy, been in
as | have been told he drinks in here?’

‘I'll tell you what, you're the ringer of your brother,” said the
major.

‘Yes, we’re twins,” my dad told him.
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‘He used to drink in here till I barred him,” the major
explained.

‘Whatever for?” my dad asked.

‘Don’t get me wrong,’ said the major, ‘I happen to like your
brother, it’s just that he sings rebel songs and winds people

up.’

‘I fully understand,” my dad replied, ‘he has always been the
black sheep of the family, it's just that | get the late boat
back over to Ireland tonight and wanted to see him before |

go.’

‘He is probably in one of the other pubs, the Nelson, the
Knotty Ash or the Greyhound,’ the major said.

‘Oh, well, T’ll catch him next time.’

‘Will you have a drink before you go?’ the major asked.

‘That’s kind of you, make it a scotch. Your good health, sir,’
he said as he downed the drink. Then, tipping the wig as you
would tip a hat, he bid him a goodnight — just to let the
major know he had bought a drink for a man he had barred.

Who’s going to keep me on my toes now?

Once my dad ordered 10,000 common bricks to be delivered one
afternoon to the pub, knowing the major would be out at the Cash and
Carry picking up stock for the pub.

‘Yes, we’re building an extension on the back of the pub,’ he told the
person from the London brick company. ‘Just have your driver tip the
bricks in the courtyard at the back and send the invoice.’

To say the major was upset was an understatement. He reported my dad
to the Eaton Road police station, but was told that without evidence they
couldn’t do anything. The desk sergeant, however, who knew my dad,
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came over to the building site opposite the police station where my dad
was working on the new houses being built there. Said Jimmy,

“You’ve been winding the major up again, haven’t you?’

‘I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Dad replied, with a glint of
mischief in his eyes, but the sergeant knew he was guilty.

I had just started work in Dunlop’s in Speke. One day the manager called
me into his office to tell me he had bad news. At first | thought he was
going to tell me that they had taken on too many and would have to let me
go. Instead, he informed me that my dad had been killed at work. It felt as
if someone had poured a bucket of ice-cold water over me.

He had been working nights. His job was to keep the water pump running
to stop the pipes that carry the cables from leaking before they were made
waterproof. He had gone into the cabin and closed his eyes for a short
rest. Little did he know that there was a leak in the calor gas fire, so he
was gassed while he slept.

Trust him to get gassed working for an electric cable company

On the day of our dad’s funeral, my brother Jimmy and | went for a walk
to clear our heads. Jimmy said, ‘Well Rich, we’ll all have to pull together
now, become more of a tight-knit family, all for one and one for all, work
hand-in-hand, if they cut one, we all bleed... Just then a big Rottweiler
came charging towards us and our kid pulled me in front of him to shield
him from the dog. What happened to the all for one and one for all? The
bottom line was that our Jimmy was scared of anything bigger than a
mouse in a fur coat.

When my dad was killed, the major asked ‘Who’s going to
keep me on my toes now, Jimmy?’

Fang, Gnasher or Lucks — the decision is yours

Like 1 said, our Jimmy was scared of anything bigger than a
mouse in a fur coat. There was a time when he owned South
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Liverpool Football Club and needed a guard dog to roam the
grounds at night to keep trespassers out.

| told him about a guard dog breeder who trained dogs for the
police, and arranged to meet Jimmy at the kennels. I arrived
on a motor bike and he arrived with a friend of ours, John
Edwards, in John’s Jaguar car. As we drove up the wide path
to the office, we saw Dobermans chained to the walls on both
sides of the path, and there was one almighty growl as we
passed between them.

The owner came out to greet us, and John and | shook hands
with her.

‘What can | do for you?’ she asked.

‘It’s not for us, it’s for him,” I said, pointing to our Jimmy,
still in the car. ‘He needs a guard dog for South Liverpool
Football Club to stop people from trespassing.’

She went over to the car, and after trying to liaise with him
through closed windows, she lost her temper and said,

‘Good God, man, get out of the car. You’ll be alright, the
dogs are chained up.’

| think he got out of the car because he was more scared of
her than the dogs. She went on to show Jimmy a range of
dogs of different ages and sizes.

‘We have Fang, he is a 2 year-old and can take a man down
and keep him there till the police arrive, or an ambulance if
the assailant tries to escape.’

Our kid was reminding me of the song released by Procol
Harum in 1967, ‘A Whiter Shade of Pale’! She continued,

“Then there’s Gnasher, he is a 1-year-old, not quite as fearsome as Fang,
but can still take a man out of the game.’
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By now, both me and John looked as if we had suntans with our Jimmy
standing next to us because he was so white.

‘Tell me more about how these dogs take a man down,’ | asked; not that |
was interested, but I couldn’t pass up the opportunity to wind our kid up a
bit more.

‘And finally we have Lucks, he is 6 months old. He isn’t up to the taking
a man down stage just yet, but he is fully obedience trained.’

She handed the lead to Jimmy to try out. Our Jimmy nervously said ‘sit’,
and the dog did, ‘stay’, once again it did as it was told.

*So which is it to be, Fang, Gnasher or Lucks?’ she asked.

Which one did he pick? You guessed it, Lucks. While he was in the
office, John and | decided to wind our kid up some more. As he came
back out, I put on a shocked look and John shook his head from side to
side.

‘What’s the matter?’ Jimmy asked.

“What’s the matter? I’ll tell you what’s the matter; that dog’s just gone for
me,’ | said.

By now, John was nodding in agreement, at the same time trying not to
laugh, but then both of us had to stop him going back into the office to get
a refund. Jimmy asked if they sold lengths of chain to keep the dog on.

“Yes, how much do you want?’
‘Err, about one hundred yards,” Jimmy said.

‘What? A hundred yards of chain? The dog will be walking around like
Marley's Ghost in A Christmas Carol,’ I said.

‘Even you couldn’t carry a hundred yards of chain,” the dog trainer said.
‘I don’t know if I should have sold a dog to this man.’

‘Sorry, what | meant was feet — not yards.’ (He didn’t really!)
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John put the dog on the back seat of the car. He put its lead through the
back window and closed the electric windows, thus jamming the lead and
keeping the 6-month-old beast in position on the back seat.

As we drove out of the compound, | rode alongside the car on my
motorbike, at the same time, banging on the roof of the car, which really
pissed the dog off so much that it was now on a par with Fang and
Gnasher, all teeth showing. Our Jimmy was shouting at me through the
closed front passenger window, ‘Would you mind awfully not doing that
Richard, as the dog is getting a little upset.’

I indicated that I couldn’t hear him because of the noise the dog was
making. So our Jimmy decided to open the window to tell me that my
services were no longer required, or words to that effect. Unfortunately,
he had pressed the wrong button and opened the back passenger window;
the one holding the dog secure. Needless to say, another song came into
my head, Meat Loaf’s ‘Bat out of Hell’.

So Lucks settled in at South Liverpool football Club and grew into a full
— sized Doberman. He roamed around the ground when it was closed, but
was kept on a 100ft chain when the players were training. One particular
player used to tease the dog into running towards him, only to be yanked
back as the dog got to within 3ft of the player. One morning, Joe Duvall
who used to look after the dog, moved Luck’s peg forward 6ft, so when
the player came along to do his usual ritual, this time the dog ended up on
his chest. Needless to say , he didn’t do that again.

What happened to the dog in the end? Someone broke in and stole it.

( Some guard dog )

@ Moo Duk Kwan ... means School of Martial Virtue

When | started Moo Duk Kwan, which is a Korean martial art, our
American teacher used to say, ‘Just because you can fight doesn’t mean
you have to; just knowing that you can is enough.’

Once, upon entering the classroom, we noticed a table set out with every
conceivable weapon you could think of; hammers, knuckle dusters,
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knives, and so on. ‘Choose your weapons,’ he instructed. When we were
in possession of a weapon, he smiled and thanked us for leaving the best
weapon for him. This confused us, as the only thing left was a 6 inch
piece of brush handle.

‘“You look confused,” he told us all, and went on to explain why this
simple piece of brush handle was so lethal.

‘I can knock you clean out, | can break any bone in your body, | can
maim you for life, 1 can take you out of action temporarily or
permanently. In other words, I can kill you. You all look shocked,” he
said, and he was right. We went on to learn all the things we could do
with this harmless-looking piece of wood while, at the same time, still
being able to use our fingers, an advantage it had over many other
weapons.

With power comes great responsibility; using Moo Duk Kwan over
someone less skilled makes you a bully. This is not in keeping with the
principles of Moo Duk Kwan and would not be welcome here.

I have found that particular teaching to be of great value to me over the
years. When | was in the night club business, | always carried a piece of
brush handle in my pocket. It had been sandpapered, varnished and had
rabbits on it. When anyone asked me what it was, | always said it was one
of my daughter’s toys. Nobody ever suspected anything.

Over the years there have been times when people have tried to take
liberties with me. It may have been when | was carrying an injury, for
example. | have let them have their moment of glory, and just basked in
the knowledge that all liberty-takers come unstuck in the end.

Take a break see if you can crack the code...

Archimedes Palimpsest...
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from the ingenious mind of Archimedes (287-212 BC), pre-eminent
Greek physicist and inventor, who produced works on plane and solid
geometry, mathematics and mechanics. His philosophy holds the secret
to success in business and every-day life, about which some of the top
philosophers and motivational speakers in the world today have written
and taught in seminars and lecture halls around the world.

The Archimedes Palimpsest is a centuries old manuscript, purchased at
Christies on the 29™ October, 1998 for two million dollars by a collector
who wished to remain anonymous. Containing Archimedes erased texts, it
is considered, by many, to be the most important scientific manuscript
ever sold at auction.

While | was travelling around Egypt, Jordan, Greece, Israel, Cyprus and
Turkey, | asked a number of historians what they thought had been
written on the missing pages. The majority said it is rumoured that some
contain Archimedes’ philosophy on life, and went on to tell me their
considered opinions.

Below is the opinion of most of those whom | asked:

YV GL YG TI ZBV] PZ ZCBM

QLBRDGJQPALZMEJU QPM CL
QLBR QM RYU GEGV DLTU HY

The secret is in code that predates Leonardo da Vinci s time.
£1,000 to the first person to crack the code
Could this be you?

The clues are in the book
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OK, back to the book

Rumpole of the Bailey

One night | was on my scooter returning home from Liberty’s nightclub,
which | owned. There were lots of potholes in the road and | had to
navigate round them as the wheels on the scooter were only small.

Next minute | saw ‘ECILOP’ in the rear view mirror, and the police
flagged me down. ‘Been drinking have we, sir?’

“You might have been, but I haven’t,” I replied - not a smart reply.
“Why were you wavering all over the road?’

| explained that | had been avoiding the potholes as if I went into one of
them | would have come off my bike.

‘Where have you been?’

| told them that | had been working late in my club to clear some beer
lines so it would save me the trouble of doing it the next day.

‘So, let’s get this straight. You own a nightclub, and you haven’t had one
drink all night, and you drive a scooter instead of a car?’

| explained that | drive a scooter because | can park it in the club yard
without opening the big gates as it fits through the small hatch in the
gates.

They asked me to take a breathalyser, which | passed. Then they asked
me to go on the meter at the station, to which | agreed. | got into the
police car while they put my bike in a police van. At the station | passed
the meter test and was then asked to give a blood sample. | said | would
agree to give a urine sample but not a blood sample. Aids had not long
been recognised and I wasn’t going to have needles put in me, not in a
police station frequented by drug addicts. Although they said it would be
under clinical conditions, I wasn’t going to take the chance.
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At the time, people were ignorant about aids and how it could be caught;
maybe | was one of them.

‘That’s fine, sir, you can go now,’ the police officer said as he handed me
the keys to my scooter, adding that |1 would be prosecuted for failing to
give a blood sample.

Although I said I’d changed my mind and would give a blood sample, I
was simply told it was too late.

My solicitor informed me that | was guilty of failing to give a blood
sample and that the only thing I could rely on was leniency; and that his
fee would be £150 — a lot of money at the time.

I told him that | would represent myself and save the £150.

A man who represents himself has a fool for a client.

Abraham Lincoln

In court, my hands on my lapels, | turned into Rumpole of the Bailey.

‘My lud, the police might be legally right, but let me put it to you; are
they morally right? After all, | passed two tests before they asked me for a
blood sample, and had | known that | was going to be prosecuted for
failing to give the said blood sample, | would have bowed to their request;
and furthermore, is it any wonder, my lud, if the public take the attitude ‘I
wouldn’t urinate on a policeman if he was on fire’, my lud, with this type
of behaviour, my lud?

Result: Banned from driving for one year and £100 fine. | found out that
later that day a certain footballer had been banned for 18 months and
fined £250.

He should have asked me to represent him in court.
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The drunken stork

One night | was in the Red House pub in Old Swan, Liverpool. At the
time it was frequented by a large family who were basically thugs and
bullies. The mother used to walk up to men and demand vodka. If they
refused, she would shout for her sons, claiming she had just been insulted.
Then there was trouble. So, to avoid a hiding, they would buy her a drink.
It was while | was at the bar that the Grinch came over.

‘A vodka,” she said.
‘No, I don’t drink vodka, make mine a scotch,’ | responded.
‘Not for you, for me!” she screeched.

‘Listen,’ | said, ‘the only time | would buy you a drink is if I were to go
back to your place to make passionate love to you, and as you look like a
bulldog with lipstick, trust me, it isn’t going to happen.’

At that point, she started to call all her sons over.

Now let me pause for a moment to explain why | took what seems like
suicidal action. A few days earlier | had watched a survival programme
about a bird they call the drunken stork, which lands by the water hole
even when the lions are there, and walks towards them in a drunken
manner. Now the lions know they can kill this bird very easily, but they
are uneasy about the situation because it doesn’t stack up, so they back
away. And now | was about to put it to the test.

“What’s “up, ma?’ her sons asked, ready to go through their usual routine.
‘He’s just called me a bulldog with lipstick.’

‘Is this true?’ they asked me.
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“Yes, it’s true. She does look like a bulldog with lipstick, and before you
go any further, I know who you all are, but you don’t know who I am.’

‘Well, who are you then?’
| went on to name every major hard case family on Merseyside.
‘Well, which one are you?’ they asked, becoming rather agitated.

‘If you really want to know, all you have to do is lay one finger on me
and you will find out; and yes, there are enough of you to give me a
hiding, but | promise you this, you will win the battle but you won’t win
the war. Now, if you don’t mind, I’'m trying to have a quiet drink.’

I turned and faced the bar and never said another word. You could feel the
tension rising at that point. | realised what that stork had been going
through; if | showed any sign of fear it was over. After what seemed an
eternity, | heard the eldest son say,

‘Come on, Ma, you’ve had enough to drink anyway.’

Brains will always outdo brawn.

Oscars

I was working as a doorman at a club called Oscars in Hanover Street,
Liverpool City Centre. It was owned by John Hargreaves and Charlie
Wynn. John was the son of a Liverpool docker. He had left school at 14 to
start his retail career selling Marks & Spencer seconds from a market
stall. He opened his first Matalan store in 1985, and the rest, as they say,
is history. As for Charlie, he owned a string of hairdressing shops called
the Choppin Block. The club was managed by Dave Beattie.

At the time there were only two men working the door at Oscars: Jimmy
Coulthard and me. Another friend of ours, Johnny Rice — or Mad Dog as
he was known because of the crazy things he used to do — would drop in
at the weekend, smartly dressed and wearing a white jacket. He looked
like Humphrey Bogart in Casablanca.
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‘Would you like to partake in a glass of cognac, David?’ he would say in
a posh voice to Dave Beattie, the manager, who would often comment to
me and Jimmy,

‘What a nice lad that John Rice is,” adding, ‘not like you two, the both of
you are uncouth. Why he knocks around with you two I'll never know.’

An extension had been built on the club, making it much bigger to allow
for live entertainment. Dave Beattie booked Liverpool Express to perform
six months ahead to allow for the opening of the new extension, and on
the night they performed they were number one in the charts. How’s that
for a shrewd booking?

We told Dave Beattie we needed another doorman as Oscars was now
double in size. Dave relented, but only on the condition that we got ‘that
nice lad, John Rice; he will be a calming influence on you both.” So
Johnny started, but this time there was no white jacket; that had been
replaced with a black one, so this time it wasn't Dr Jackal who turned up,
it was Mr. Hyde.

“Yes, John. We run a tight ship, we don't let any reprobates in here,” Dave
told him.

‘Don't worry, Dave. Any nonsense and I’ll use my axe,” Johnny told him.

Dave Beattie’s jaw dropped open. ‘Oh my God, he's worse than the other
two,” he muttered under his breath.

The three of us worked together like a dream, it was a laugh a minute.
One night a girl gave us a load of shirts to change into when we went on
duty. They were striped, polka dot, pink, black, but there was only one
white shirt among them, so first in was best dressed. One night another
doorman asked the three of us if we fancied doing a rota with him. He
would work our club while one of us worked his. It sounded fine until he
told us where he worked: the Land Fall, a ship turned into a club. If there
was a fight and they got the better of you, the River Mersey was where
you ended up.

‘Sorry mate, we’re not interested,” | told him. Johnny chipped in with,
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‘Have you asked the guys on the Titanic?’

Long ago my father placed his hand upon my head.
As he laid each finger down he smiled at me and said,
Someday son when you're a man you will understand,
You'll only count your true friends on the fingers of one hand.

Five fingers you can count upon,
Five fingers... To Jimmy and to John, Each of you are one.

The lion and four oxen

A lion used to prowl about a field in which four oxen used to dwell. Many
a time he tried to attack them, but whenever he came near they turned
their tails to one another, so that whichever way he approached them he
was met by the horns of one of them. At last, however, they fell a-
quarrelling among themselves, and each went off to pasture alone in a
separate corner of the field. Then the lion attacked them one by one, and
soon made an end of all four.

United we stand, divided we fall

The Bald Eagle has landed

We were knocking off one night, and just before we closed the door
behind us we noticed, on the other side of the road, a great character
known as the Bald Eagle. He had a tuft of white hair, a big nose and wore
a coat down to the ground. You couldn’t see his ankles. What was so
unusual about the Bald Eagle was that he only had one testicle, but it was
the size of two. When you weren’t looking, his party piece in the pub was
to drop his testicle into your drink. When you noticed, he would apologise
saying, ‘I'm sorry, old boy, is that your drink?’

People would usually follow it up by saying, ‘It was!’
‘Well, waste not, want not,” he would say, as he downed the drink.

So this night we called him over. “Where have you been?’ we asked.
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‘Why, what’s up?’ he asked, holding onto his lapels

‘Dave’s been waiting for you down there in his office. He wants you to
join him for a drink.’

‘Well, I’'m not one to disappoint,” he said, appearing to glide down the
stairs, his feet out of sight due to the long coat he was wearing. The next
night Dave said,

“You didn't close the door properly last night, the Bald Eagle got in. It
took me ages to get shut of him; and, incidentally, | didn't know you
could get a bollock in a brandy glass.’

John Jimmy Ernie Myself

My boys

After we finished work in Oscars we always headed up to the Shanghai
Club in Nile Street, Toxteth. To say it was a late drinking club was an
understatement. It was a bit rough; the sawdust on the floor was the
previous night’s furniture. The chef served broken leg of lamb. The owner
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was a Chinese man by the name of Ernie Woo, and he used to call Jimmy,
John and me his boys. After being in the Shangy, as we called it, for two
hours or so, Ricey, as John is also known, would end up talking in the
same mode and at the same speed as Ernie:

‘Ernie, if youuuu evarrr have any tlouble, just call yourrr boyz aaand
weee will sort it out.’

Then Ernie, who would end up talking like Ricey, would reply,

“Too right, Johnny.’

Never make bets with your mouth that your backside can’t back up

One afternoon | dropped in to see Ernie in the Shanghai Club. I had my
nephew George with me at the time; he was only a kid. There was a lot of
gambling going on. The Chinese are great gamblers; they would even
gamble on two steam flies walking up the wall. My nephew started
playing pool, and Ernie asked him if he wanted to win some money. My
nephew said he did, so they played and George lost.

‘Pay up,” Ernie shouted at him.

George said, ‘I've got no money,” where upon Ernie said,

‘Give me your coat!” and George gave him the coat.

“You want chance to win coat back? I think | was lucky last time.’

So George played Ernie again and lost.

‘I take trousers this time,” Ernie said.

And so this went on and on till George was standing in his underpants.

“You may go now,” Ernie told him. George, looking at me, said,



62
‘Me mam’s going to kill me.’
“You shouldn’t have gambled, should you?’ I said.

George was getting very upset, and so Ernie gave him back his clothes,
telling him,

“You should only gamble if you're good enough and you can afford to
lose.’

Hopefully, it was a lesson our George took on board.

A fool and his money are soon parted

Harry Carpenter and Sam Leach

During one boxing event | invited Harry Carpenter, the legendary BBC
boxing commentator, to drop into Oscar’s for a drink if he were ever in
Liverpool. He took me up on it when Liverpool was playing Arsenal in a
mid-week match. He had Sam Leach, head of BBC Sports, with him. As |
took them down to the bar, | popped my head into the office and told
Dave Beattie that Sam Leach and Harry Carpenter were in the club. With
his usual dry wit he asked, ‘They’re not wearing jeans are they?’

John, who couldn’t help noticing that both Harry and Sam were only
about 5ft tall, asked Sam, ‘Are you off to see the Wizard?’

‘What wizard?” Sam asked.
‘The wonderful Wizard of Oz.’

It went completely over Sam’s head as he replied that they were just here
for the Liverpool v. Arsenal game.

Later, Harry asked where we could go for a late drink. I told him I knew a
place frequented by murderers, robbers, arsonists, prostitutes, and, worst
of all, traffic wardens. ‘Take us there,” he said.
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The look on everyone's faces when we walked into the Shangy with Harry
Carpenter and Sam Leach! Ernie was over the moon and made a fuss of
them, and it wasn't long before they were both drunk. Sam left early...
well, it was before 3 a.m., which was considered early. Harry was sitting
on a stool at the bar when one of the local thugs, standing at 6ft 5in, told
Harry he didn’t like what he’d been saying about Mohammad Ali lately.
Harry, standing at 5ft zilch, but feeling 7 feet tall with the bottle of scotch
inside him, said,

“This TV you’ve got, has it got channel buttons, and an on/off switch?’
“Yes,’ the thug replied, a little puzzled.

‘Then may I suggest you try F*C#i=g using them if you don’t like what
I’ve got to say.’

‘Oh no,’ I thought, ‘this is when Harry gets blended in with the wallpaper.
I’m going to have to jump in here and save his skin.’

Instead, | was totally surprised when the thug said, ‘There’s no need to be
like that,” and walked away.

Pearl one

The Shanghi Club was home to some very strange people. There was a
weird-looking bleeder who had a big henchman with him at all times.
They were like Peter Lorre and Sydney Greenstreet from the 1941 film
The Maltese Falcon, also starring Humphrey Bogart. He collected debts,
and to get his point over to would-be debtors his henchman would hold
them down while he inserted and ran a knitting needle around the
circumference of their ribs. Not the type of person you would bring home
to meet the family.

1976 was a good year

New Year’s Eve, 1976, was one of the two greatest days in my life. | met
my wife-to-be, Christine; and the funny thing is that | had earlier stopped
her getting into Oscars, but | didn’t remember till she reminded me. | was
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attracted to her red hair; she looked like Maureen O’Hara from the film
The Quiet Man. | later found out it was out of a bottle... she had fooled
me.

We met in the Four Winds Club, which stayed open after most clubs had
closed; in other words, if you still had money in your pocket it remained
open. It was round the corner from Oscars. Chris was with her friend
Eileen Barker as she was then. They both worked nights in Jacobs biscuit
factory.

I made a date to take her out later on that night. | say ‘that night’ because
we were what was known as ‘dirty stop-outs’, as it was well into the
morning of New Year’s day when we got home. | am totally amazed that
she ever wanted another date with me after what happened on our first
one.

| picked her up and we went into town. As it was then the evening of New
Year’s Day, hardly anywhere was open, so we ended up in a Chinese
club, which shall be nameless, as the last thing I need is the tong coming
after me. Anyway, while we were in there, a Chinese man asked me how
much for the lady. I realised I shouldn’t have taken her there. | ushered
Chris out of the door and into a taxi. ‘“What’s all the rush?’ she wanted to
know.

‘I just sold you to a Chinese guy for £10, and it won’t be long before he
realises that we’ve gone.’

After all, £10 was a lot of money then. So we went on to Ernie Woo’s, the
Shanghai Club in Nile Street. I knew she would be OK there; it was
rough, but the people were the salt of the earth... even though I can still
remember the first words out of Ernie’s mouth,

“You shouldn’t bring her here; she’s too good for this place.’

Yes, he was right, but the only reason we ever went to the Shangie was to
see Ernie.

Well, | survived the first date, which is a miracle in itself, and we went on
to live together. The first place was a new housing estate in Eastbourne
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Way, just off Shaw Street. It was a lovely maisonette with the kitchen
downstairs and the living room upstairs, but there was a problem. The
estate was built on rat-infested land, as we found out one morning. Our
faces were covered with plaster from the hole made in the bedroom
ceiling by the rats, so we left to go to live in a pensioner’s flat in Broad
Lane, Kirkby.

Life goes on

The pensioner’s flat was where Chris’s grandma had lived before she
died. I was the cock of the block, as everyone else was over the age of 65
years. One morning there was a knock at the door. It was the friend of the
man in the flat facing. | knew him as we frequently met on our way in or

out of the building, and 1 used to put his bin out for him. He had badly-
fitting false teeth and had to keep his mouth shut and talk like a
ventriloquist so they wouldn’t fly out.

‘Can | help you?’ I asked.
‘It’s my friend; I think he’s dead.’
‘OK,’ | said, ‘I’ll have a look.’

When | walked into the living room, | saw him sitting in an upright
position, with a glass of beer in his hand. His eyes were shut and he was
stone cold, rigid, and not breathing.

“You’re right,” I said, ‘he is dead.’
‘So, what do we do now?’ he asked.
‘Does he have any family?’ I asked him.

‘No, his sister, who never married, died only recently, so there’s only him
left.’
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We looked around to find details of his doctor and called him.
‘Doctor, just found a patient of yours dead.’
‘How do you know he’s dead? You’re not a doctor.’

‘Well, it’s the little tell-tale signs: stiff as a board, not breathing, lips blue,
and even if I'm wrong about them symptoms, | still think you should get
round here.’

‘Hmm, if he’s dead it’s the coroner you need to call,” he replied, and hung
up.

So | phoned the coroner and waited till he arrived. Meanwhile, | asked his
friend if there was any little memento he would like.

‘Well, I’ve always had my eye on the television and the video recorder.’

I thought about how life goes on, as his friend put himself, along with the
television and the video recorder, into a taxi and left before the coroner
arrived.

Give a clown your finger and he will take your hand.
The ghost in the wardrobe

‘We will have him picked up shortly,” the coroner said, ‘and you will
have to notify the housing authority.’

The council told me that they would be sending the house-clearing wagon
within the next couple of days. | asked them what would happen to all his
belongings. They replied that they would be dumped.

At the time, like most families, we were trying to put a home together.
Unlike these days, when everything has to be new, we used to get a table
from aunty so and so, or a bed from some other member of the family.
We needed a wardrobe, and our recently departed neighbour had a
wardrobe that was in good condition. So, to cut to the chase, | went in and
got it before the house-clearing guys came. It was made of teak and
beautifully polished, and it came at a time when money was thin on the
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ground. Chris was expecting a baby, and a pram and a cot were also high
on the list, so the wardrobe came at the right time. There were vent holes
in the back to allow fresh air to get in, and | took advantage of this one
day to pull a prank. Chris was having an afternoon nap. | had already
been in and planted a baby intercom system inside the wardrobe. From
the living room | began to talk in a ghostly fashion:

‘You had no right to take the waaaardrobe ...’

As there were no clothes in the wardrobe at the time, this echoed eerily
around the room. To this day, I’ve never seen Chris get out of bed so fast.
She came storming into the living room shouting,

“That wardrobe has to go!’

And now the fun begins

It was 19™ October, 1980, and the second greatest day in my life was
about to begin. Chris gave birth to a beautiful girl whom we named
Becky, and if | had been a big kid before she was born, | was a bigger kid
now. She gave me all the excuses to try out the toys, watch all the kids’
stuff on TV, and try out all the Christmas selection boxes, just to make
sure they weren’t poisoned, as you do.

| once made a seat for my bike from a beer crate. | used to take her
everywhere on it until one day, when | was out on it on my own, | was
knocked down and the bike was wrecked. It shook me to think what
would have happened if Becky had been with me, so I never took her out
on a bike again.
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Becky as the mummy at a school fancy dress

We have enjoyed all the things that we have done together, from
wrapping her up in bandages to win a fancy dress party as the Mummy, to
telling her bedtime stories. She used to say, ‘Tell me a story out of your
brain and not out of a book.” One night, as | was about to begin, | noticed
that the light was reflecting off my watch and onto the wall, and by tilting
my hand | could make it go anywhere, so | told her that she had a glow-
worm that watched over her when she slept. She used to watch as the
light, or the glow-worm as she called it, came down the wall and faded
into the pillow. | was fortunate enough to find a toy glow-worm that lit up
when it was pressed, so that was the icing on the cake.
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Becky’s graduation day

Becky has done nothing but make us both proud, every step of the way;
going to university in Eastbourne and supporting herself at the same time,
three hundred miles away from home. We helped, but Becky did most of
the legwork herself. The greatest thing for a parent is to know their

children can stand on their own two feet. This doesn’t mean you stop
loving them or stop watching out for them because that never ends, but
just to know they will be OK is a great comfort.



Susan and Jimmy

Families... where do you start?

I have a great family. | love each and every one of them, and wouldn’t
swap them for the world. My late brother Jimmy, who has three children;

Jamie, Vicky and Paul, had a great sense of humour and was an all-round
sportsman. He played table-tennis, tennis, squash and football.
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Then there’s our Susan who has also passed away, and | miss them both.
She had three children; Susan, Edward, BJ, but sadly lost Edward to
cancer. If she couldn’t do you a good turn, she wouldn’t do you a bad
one. She would always get into the spirit of every occasion. Whether it
was Christmas or Halloween night, the kids loved going to her house
because she would always go that extra mile for anyone.

When we were Kids, we used to perch a door horizontally on four empty
milk churns, one at each corner. We would then sit on it and pull
ourselves backwards and forwards, using ropes tied to two opposite walls,
pretending we were on a raft. As it got dark, we would talk to the man in
the moon...err, well, we were only six and seven at the time. Can you
imagine suggesting that to kids today?

Our Eddie is the quiet one. When he was a child, he suffered from celiac
disease and was on a gluten-free diet. He couldn’t eat anything containing
wheat (but he has, thankfully, grown out of it now).

| remember me dad sending me to the shops for something to eat for the
dinner, and | returned with a tin of Irish stew, which he threw at me,
shouting, ‘Read the Fekin label!” (Just a bit of advice, don’t try reading a
can as it comes hurling towards you.) ‘Well, what does it say?’

“Err, Irish stew,” I replied.

‘The ingredients, yer gobshite!” (I think it’s an old Irish term for I know
you got it wrong this time but anyone can make a mistake.) ‘It’s got wheat
in it! Take it back.’

I must have had a silver tongue even in those days as | talked the
shopkeeper into taking the tin of Irish stew back, even with a dent in it
from when it had bounced off my head.

Eddie is very much like our dad, he can eat what he wants and never puts
an ounce on. (Don''t you just hate people like that?)

I remember when our dad died; Eddie was only a child. One night | was
shouting at him over something he did wrong, and out of the blue he
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kicked me, right in the crown jewels. As | sank to the floor, he noted the
expression on my face. It was like just wait till I get my breath back I’ll
kill you, you little B*sa#d.

So he ran out and hid in one of the gardens across the road. It took me
ages to talk him into coming back into the house, promising that
everything was OK. And it was and has been ever since.

Me and my baby sister Clair

Our Clair has a tendency to wear her heart on her sleeve. She has an
independent trait that she has passed on to her two children Nikki and
Jamie. She is constantly striving to improve herself and, at times, can be a
workaholic. She gets on great with everyone and also carries the Smith’s
wicked sense of humour.

Last, but not least, is Mary, my stepmother. She is an Irish red-head and
has the temper that goes with it. It’s a good job, as she has had to fight
tooth and nail to get the things she wanted in life. | can honestly say she is
very much like my mam, a hard grafter, and she is still working into her
pensionable age. | remember the day Mary asked me how 1 felt about her
marrying me dad. | told her | was OK with it, but that | couldn’t call her
Mam. ‘I wouldn’t expect you to,” she replied. We get on great, and maybe
she wasn’t my mam... but she came close.
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Mattie and Bobby

The in-laws

My father-in-law, Bobby, was always cracking jokes, right up to when he
died. He knew thousands of them, and what’s more, he had the gift of
being able to deliver a joke. He had a happy-go-lucky attitude about him,
and I can honestly say I’ve never, ever seen him lose his temper; we had
some great times together.

And now to my mother in-law, Mattie, whose real name is Martha and
who has also passed away. | would constantly crack jokes and wind her
up with things like, ‘I have a soft spot for you; it’s a swamp in Africa,’
and ‘I worship the ground you’ve got coming to you ...err, | mean, walk
on.’

But seriously, we got on great; and if | were to have given her a
compliment, it would probably have given her a heart attack. Anyway,
here goes; if she thought she was right, and on most occasions she did,
she would argue with the devil himself.

Matty had worked hard bringing up a family of four girls, and one was
fortunate enough to have married me! The girls are Jennifer, Christine
(the lucky one), Gillian, and Jayne; and | would say they are all different
from each other.
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Jennifer is the oldest and has three children; George, Debbie, and Tony.
Then there’s Christine, who married a prince — yours truly! Although
when she kissed me | turned into a frog. Why did | say that? It’s because
that’s what you’re thinking. Anyhow, Christine gave birth to ... you
guessed it, Princess Becky.

Then there’s Gillian, who has her dad’s wacky sense of humour. She has
two girls, Gemma and Megan. And finally, baby Jayne, who has two
children, Gerard and Kayleigh.

All in all, they are like any regular dysfunctional family. Only joking —
they have their ups and downs just like anyone else, but let’s leave their
sex life out of it.

Put your brain in gear... before you let the clutch out on your mouth

In my younger days | was crazy or foolish or maybe both. | was never
scared of anything or anybody, and that really scares me now, and | mean
really scares me, because I wasn’t being smart; in fact, | was downright
stupid. When | think of some of the things | was involved in, I realise |
could easily have been killed. One night | was in a Greek club with a
gang whose thug friend had just been killed. We each had a bottle of
spirits; mine was vodka, which | had poured down the toilet and replaced
with water so that if trouble kicked off they would have numbers to their
advantage, but I would have martial arts training and a clear head.

It wasn’t long before they were singing the praises of their deceased
friend, who was nothing but a bully. Of course, yours truly couldn’t keep
his mouth shut.

‘He didn’t look that hard when I put him into bo bo land with one shot
after we had had a set to,” | boldly told them.

You could have cut the atmosphere with a knife. At that moment | felt
like a chicken that had been introduced to Col. Sanders ...now was the
time to use all the psychology I could call upon.
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‘As a matter of fact, boys, | think he was an embarrassment to each and
every one of you. If anything, he held you all back. You all contributed to
him, but can anyone of you tell me what he ever did to enrich your lives,
because I can’t see it? As a matter of fact, he was a liability, and you need
a liability like you need a hole in the head.’

Now, | don’t know if it was what I had said or just that they could
remember me knocking their so-called god out; or maybe they thought |
must have been carrying a gun to have had the nerve to say what | had
just said in front of them, but one by one they started to agree with me ...
phew!!!!

The Yorky

The York House Youth Club, or the Yorky as it was known, was one of
many youth clubs in the south end of Liverpool and, as | have said before,
it was the hub of the community. It was a place where the kids could be
involved with sport and many other activities, thus keeping them off the
streets and out of trouble with the police. Respect for others seemed to
come naturally, and the kids learnt to stand on their own two feet.

The Yorky excelled at a lot of sports: football, boxing, table tennis to
name but a few. CIliff Marshall, an old Yorky lad, was the first black
player to play for Everton FC. He then went to America to play in Miami
for Miami Torros, which enabled him to play against such legends as
Franz Beckenbauer, George Best, and his hero the Brazilian Pele... Ah!
The boy done well. We also had a great boxing stable and table tennis
team.

A school and fellow Yorky mate, Mick Morrow, was a great all-round
sportsman: football, athletics, table tennis, boxing, wrestling, judo, karate,
basketball, golf — you name it, he was outstanding. (Mick, you owe me
one hell of a drink!)

Another Yorky lad, Buster, used to do a lot with leather. He even made
the dog collar for Bruce, the club mascot. One day, | made the mistake of
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leaving my leather shoes lying around, and when | came back he had
turned them into a three-piece suite — honest! Now, there’s talent for you.

I cannot mention the Yorky without talking about the Stockton family, all
3,989 of them! Remember Walton Mountain? Well, this was Stockton
Hill. Whatever sport was offered in the Yorky you could guarantee there
would be a Stockton in it.

Which reminds me of when | went to Egypt. | was very excited as |
entered the great Pyramid of Giza. My heart was pounding as | made my
way down to the centre of the pyramid, wondering what I would find in
what is one of the Seven Wonders of the World. Closer and closer | got to
the chamber holding the secrets of the Egyptian Prince who had been laid
to rest all those centuries ago. After what seemed an eternity, | finally
stepped through a small opening into a large room. On the wall was a
message in the ancient Egyptian language that had been lost for 1,500
years. It was not until the discovery of the Rosetta Stone and the work of
Jean-Francois Champollion (1790-1832) that the Ancient Egyptians
awoke from their long slumber. Today, by virtue of the vast quantity of
their literature, we know more about Egyptian society than about most
other ancient cultures. And so | started to translate the hieroglyphs. As I
worked away at deciphering the letters one by one, I felt a presence in the
room with me, but | had come too far to let anything or anyone stop me
now. The more letters | uncovered, the stronger the presence. My heart
raced faster and faster as | realised what the letters spelt ... F#c*ing
STOCKTONS!

All joking to one side, they are a great family, and are still churning out
more Stockton’s as we speak. Now, before you Stockton’s start thinking
I’ve gone all smulshy on you, here goes: if I were your parents I,
personally, would have put you all in a home when you were kids, but I
guess that’s one hell of a family allowance money to give up! :)

The people in the Yorky had passion, enthusiasm and a desire to win. It
was a place where they supported each other; and, as | said before, we had
a ‘cut one, we all bleed’ attitude.

If there were times when we had our backs to the wall over a particular
situation that we disagreed with, then we would fight over our principles.
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That’s when the dogs of war showed their teeth till we achieved the right
and fair result for all concerned.

Liverpool 1980s

Not so long ago it was pointed out to me how Liverpool managed to get
back on its feet after the Thatcher administration had hindered more
than helped the city of Liverpool and its people.

I likened Liverpool to a thoroughbred horse, as we have always led from
the front, whether in architecture, music, comedy or sport; and what
happened to this thoroughbred horse was that it had wrong-footed, and its
balance had become out of sync causing it to lose ground. Horses of a
lower calibre surged ahead and overtook this wonderful horse, and the
people — not the politicians, but the people — of Liverpool did the only
thing possible when a horse wrong-foots, we brought her to a halt, smiled
into her eyes to let her know we were in this together, whispered words of
encouragement into her ear, and got her walking, then trotting, then on to
a canter and then on to a full-blown gallop; and one by one she overtook
the pretenders to her throne and crossed the line to become the European
Capital of Culture.

The people of New York had the same attitude when the attack on the
twin towers happened. In the words uttered to Charlie Sheen’s character
in the movie Wall Street ‘man isn’t judged on how he gets into an abyss,
he’s judged on how he gets out.’

He may be wounded Sir but he has the light of survival in his eyes, he is
a noble beast and he shall come again. Sir Winston Churchill
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So let’s take on the big boys

You’ve got to do unusual things to get unusual
results to earn unusual money.

Richard T Smith

‘Why are you smiling like a Cheshire cat?’ | asked our Jimmy.

‘We’ve just taken over the old Babaloo Club in Seel Street,” he replied.
(This club had been closed for many years and was in need of repair.)
‘We? What’s with the “we”?’ | asked.

‘With my money and your building knowledge,” he continued, ‘we can
turn it into one of the best nightclubs in Liverpool.’

Little did I know that | had more building knowledge than he had money.
He had £3,500 to be precise. | pointed out to him that the new Continental
Club was being built around the corner to the tune of £250,000.

‘It’s a challenge,” he said.
“Yeh, one hell of a challenge,’ | replied.

The plan was to get the building work started and to then put in for a
brewery loan.

It was like a scene from the film Braveheart as | rounded up all the
tradesmen | knew; plumbers, joiners, upholsterers, tilers, electricians,
carpet fitters, decorators, bricklayers, etc. We got them all together in the
club and made them a deal. We all work for expenses only until we get
the brewery loan. We will log down every penny owing to you. When we
get the brewery loan we will pay you, and continue to pay you, until
completion of the club.
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| told them that, basically, it was all down to trust. ‘“There are no
guarantees in life,” | told them, ‘but wouldn't it be great if we could steal
the Continental Club’s thunder? Don't look at this as a job; look at it as an
adventure.” And a truer word I have never spoken.

First, we cleaned up the mess. There must have been half a dozen bins of
spliff’s left over from the Babaloo, and every time you took the lid off the
bins | swear you could hear Bob Marley & the Wailers. We set up a
workshop in the basement and bought a second-hand bench saw.
Everything, from the seating and bar areas, the DJ box, you name it, was
made in the cellar. We used timber from buildings that were being
demolished, de-nailed it, and ran the four sides through the bench saw to
leave it looking new. Then we treated it with fire resistant covering and
left it bare to be inspected before having it upholstered.

A well-known nightclub owner in London let us have his used disco
lighting; it wasn't old as he changed it on a regular basis. He practically
let us have it for nothing. He liked the idea of us getting one over on the
big boys round the corner. It also reminded him of when he had first
started in the club business.

We were the first club outside London to use Tivoli lighting. The bulbs in
Tivoli lighting were small, about the size of the ball in a ballpoint pen.
The lights would chase as fast or as slowly as you wished. We later
discovered that you could use them for a strobe effect, which made you
feel drunk. Just a note: we never, ever took advantage by watering down
the beer, but rumours went around saying Valentino's sold the strongest
beer in Liverpool.

Then we hit a problem. Jimmy said we needed fire doors and an
emergency lighting system, but money was tight. As luck would have it,
the club’s sister building next door, which was under the same landlord,
was a replica of ours and had been empty for a while. It had everything
we needed; fire doors and an emergency lighting system.

We were worried about vandals getting in there and damaging the doors
and the lighting system, so being the kind and considerate people we
were, we decided they would be safer in our building.
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We stored the doors on hinges because we were concerned they would
warp, and we treated them with a lick of paint. We protected them so well
you could hardly recognise them. Then we went on to store the toilets,
sinks and emergency lighting.

Note: The guy who took over the building next door also eventually took
over our building. He laughed when we told him what we'd done. He said
we had done him a favour because the water pipes in the sister building
had burst, and it had been left empty for so long that everything would
have had to be replaced anyway.

The opening night was getting closer, both for us and for the Continental.
To advertise Valentino’s we had a guy dressed as Rudolph Valentino
going round town on a white horse, followed by scantily-dressed girls.
We got the cast appearing at the Empire Theatre and several footballers to
come to the opening. We also had a page three model lined up to work
behind the bar. Everything was on track. Then we hit a snag. On the
morning of the opening night the inspector came out and said we had to
install a bigger extractor fan in the basement toilet as the one that was in
wasn’t powerful enough. He wanted us to knock a hole through a wall
that was five feet thick — and we had only eight hours to go.

If there isn’t a solution create one

Well, desperate times call for desperate measures. While he was in there |
threw a smoke bomb, used for checking to see if chimneys were clear,
into the toilet and locked the door.

“What the hell do you think you're playing at?’ he shouted.
‘Just sit on the floor and you'll be alright,’ I told him.

He continued to shout for me to open the door.

‘Just tell me when all the smoke has gone,’ | replied.

After less than three minutes the extractor had taken it all out. | opened
the door, walked into the toilet and said, ‘Tell me, is the steam off a turd
denser than that smoke bomb?’
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‘No,’ he said.
*So, would you agree that the extractor fan is good enough?’

He smiled and said, “You’ve got a funny way of getting your point over.’
He then went on to sign the relevant paperwork.

With all the workers paid and suited, and their wives or girlfriends taken
to get their hair done at Liverpool’s top hairdresser, Herbert’s, not only
did we open on schedule, but we were voted top club in the North West
by City Girl magazine. Not bad considering we only had £3,500 to start
with.

All heart

One night a lad, holding a glass in his hand, fell over. The cut needed
stitches so | told the barman to take him across the dance floor and down
the far stairs to wait for the ambulance. The barman said it would be
quicker to take him down the stairs behind us.

‘I know,’ | told him, ‘but | would rather he bled on the red carpet in the
disco area than the grey carpet in the lounge.’

“You’re all heart, Rich,’ he replied.

When Miller Lite lager came out, the brewery gave three barrels for the
price of one to promote it. Some places, unbeknown to the public, had
Miller Lite lager put through every pump: Carlsberg, Heineken, Fosters,
and Carling, to take full advantage of the promotion. At Valentino's we
wouldn't have dreamt of doing such a thing.

When the loss outweighs the gain

A friend told me that one of the barmaids was fiddling. She wasn't taking
any money but she was drinking the equivalent of half a bottle of vodka
each night. | asked him if he would keep an eye on her again the
following night and he agreed. At the end of the next night he said she
had followed the same routine; she had taken no money but had
consumed the equivalent of half a bottle of vodka. | thanked him and
began to walk away.
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‘Are you going to sack her?’ he asked.
‘No,” I replied.
“Why not?’ he asked, sounding surprised.

‘Because she is one hell of a good barmaid. She knows how to mix all the
cocktails, how to change a barrel and the gas in the cellar, and she never
misses an opportunity to suggest to customers that they may wish to
purchase a bottle of champagne when they are celebrating a special
occasion. She is the best barmaid we have, and should be on £10 more
than the other staff, but if we give her an extra £10, they would all want it.
As the vodka she drinks comes to less than £10 and doesn't affect her
work, it balances itself out.’

‘So when would you fire her?’ he asked.

‘When the loss outweighs the gain,’ I replied.

I would rather lose on my own terms than win on somebody else’s

One of the dancers had a huge snake, and one day | borrowed the snake
and put it in the office safe, just before our Jimmy came into the office. |
asked him to give me some change from the safe for the tills in the bar.
The look on his face when he was confronted with Hissing Sid was
priceless.

We had live acts on as well as disco: Eddie Flanagan, Bernie Wenton,
Two’s a Crowd, Ground Pig, Jackie Hamilton; the list was endless. One
night Lenny Henry and John Shea, who were in the area making Coast to
Coast (1987), were in the club. John featured in the TV film Family
Reunion (with Bette Davis), and in 1997, he played the villain Lex Luthor
in the television series Lois and Clark. | enjoyed talking to John all night
about Bette Davis, the stuff that legends are made of. She came out with a
fantastic line that I used for the press when asked why | was getting out of
the professional boxing business. It wasn’t like the old days where you
had to beat the top ten British fighters before you got a crack at the British
title. It had reached the stage where certain fighters were handpicked and
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fought imported fodder, getting a straight crack at the British title. On one
occasion, when one of my fighters was fighting for the British bantam
weight title, I discovered that contracts had already been signed, with the
approval of the Boxing Board of Control, for my fighter’s opponent to
fight for the European title, even if he lost. Do | want to be part of a sport
where the governing body is prepared to send the losers to represent us? It
was suggested that if 1 had gone along with the system | could have
benefited. That’s when | used the immortal words of Bette Davis:

‘I would rather lose on my own terms than win on somebody else’s TV
film Family Reunion’ i would like to add unless that somebody else is
wise and honourable.

Kidnapping a lord

We kidnapped the Liberal politician David Alton, or Lord Alton as he is
known these days. It was for charity. We held him captive in our club,
Valentino’s, till the ransom was paid, with the money going to charity.
The plan was_to grab him as he was standing at the bus shelter in front of
St Luke's Church, located on the corner of Berry Street and Leece Street
at the top of Bold Street. He was wearing the longest university scarf you
could imagine, so that’s what we had to look for. We had nylon stockings
on our faces to disguise ourselves.

Our car scorched around the corner and ground to a halt, but we couldn’t
get out because the child locks were on. The looks on the faces of the
people in the bus queue still crack me up to this day. Anyway, we
managed, eventually, to get out and throw the scarf to which he was
attached into the back of the car. This was all recorded by ITV news later.
People were saying they had seen me on the news kidnapping David
Alton. Even though | had a stocking on my head they still knew it was
me. It ended up with Labour and the Conservatives paying us to keep
him, and us paying the ransom to get rid of him; he was drinking the club
dry.... (only joking David!)
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Take a Break ... try and solve this puzzle :)

A Dbottle is placed on the floor. A key is hanging inside the bottle from a
piece of string. You have to get the key off the string without you, or
anyone else, touching or damaging the bottle
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OK, back to the book

South Liverpool football team our Jimmy’s the one in middle wearing a
suit

The Liverpool County Football Association Senior Cup, commonly
known as the Liverpool Senior Cup, is a football knockout tournament
involving teams from the City of Liverpool and surrounding areas.

It involves non-league clubs as well as the three professional teams on
Merseyside: Liverpool, Everton and Tranmere Rovers.

It’s the final of 1984 that I want to talk about, between South Liverpool
and Joe Fagan's Liverpool FC, which I shall refer to as the ‘Elites’. The
result should have been a foregone conclusion, but no-one banked on
South Liverpool’s guts, determination, and cunning.

If Fagan’s men thought South was going to roll over and die, they were in
for a rude awakening. It was not the Champions’ League or the FA Cup
that was at stake, it was much more than that — it was about bragging
rights. This was South’s moment, their once-in-a-lifetime opportunity,
and the men of South were determined not to go home empty-handed.
They were going to be the victors and the Elites the vanquished.
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The game was to be played at South Liverpool’s ground. Liverpool FC
arrived in their luxury coach with their usual waiting-on staff, and made
their way to dressing rooms devoid of central heating and fancy interiors.
This was the home of the Dogs of War! And the Dogs of War were about
to bite their arses!

As the two teams came trotting out, ex-Liverpool defender Phil
Thompson and his fellow staff were met by a crowd that was not only
smaller than the Elites were used to at Anfield, but one that differed on all
levels.

Level 1: They didn’t have a single supporter there; all the supporters were
there for South Liverpool.

Level 2: The ground stewards, who were all my professional fighters —
and South Liverpool supporters | might add — proceeded to intimidate the
Elites; a display of passion and determination that would rival any New
Zealand Haka.

The Elites were really pissed off — and it was about to get worse for them.
A team can only be as good as you allow them to be.

The Dogs of War played the Pedigrees off the park. The more the Elites
tried to play classy football, the more they kept slipping up. At half-time
the manager was ripping the Elites off a strip, so much so that he could be
heard from the South Liverpool’s changing room. Little did he know that
he was motivating the wrong team.

Never interrupt your enemies while they’re committing suicide.
The Elites were well and truly rattled.

End result: the Elites 1 — South Liverpool 2.

Wait for it... it gets better.

Phil Thompson agreed to present the Man of the Match Trophy, only to
discover that it was to be presented to a player who had signed for South
Liverpool after being rejected by the Elites. Poetic justice!
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South won because their determination to win was stronger than that of
the Elites. It’s as simple as that.

My brother Eddie on my right holding the Liverpool County Football
Association Senior Cup after South Liverpool had just beaten Liverpool
FC inthe final 2 - 1

Make no bones about it

When my brother Jimmy bought South Liverpool Football Club, he put
on many functions, and the star of the buffet table was a bronze turkey.
What people didn’t know was that he would keep the turkey carcass and
buy cut turkey from the deli, placing it around the carcass to make it look
as if it had been beautifully carved.

Afterwards, he would put the carcass back into the freezer for the next
function. One day he went berserk because when he went to get the
carcass he found it had been dumped.
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I’'m not really big Alan Ball is small

Alan Ball

Alan Ball, one of Sir Alf Ramsey’s 1966 world cup winning team players,
went on to manage Manchester City Football Club. After losing a game in
which the whole team had put on a poor performance, the television
interviewer asked him if he was going to rip the team off a strip. Bally
replied,

‘Are you kidding? There are eleven millionaires in that dressing room.’

It got me thinking about how many of us mere mortals, who don’t get
paid to play, but pay to play in sports centres and on football pitches
every week, fight tooth and nail to win, even if it’s just for the bragging
rights.
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While in London | was witness to something that left a bad taste in my
mouth. A certain international footballer walked to the front of the queue
at a top nightclub, and became stroppy when reminded that there was a
queue. He went on to ask the door staff if they knew who he was. The
doorman replied that he did, but that he would still have to take his place
in the queue. ‘I could buy and sell you,” the player said, at the same time
taking out a £50 note and burning it in front of the doorman.

“You know sir, if you had given the £50 to the Big Issue seller across the
street, | would have paid for you to come in. As it is, it’s not worth you
joining the queue because the last person we want in this club is someone
as shallow as you.’

Never think that the people who put the shoes on your
feet are not good enough to lace them.

Richard T Smith

Alan told me how it saddened him that not one of the England managers
preceding Ramsey had ever asked for his advice, and yet he was the only
manager to have lifted the world cup for England. Sad really when you
think about it. If you were going to climb Mount Everest, wouldn’t you
want to talk to someone who had done it before? | often wonder how
many more diamonds we have missed simply because we weren’t
prepared to bend down and pick them up.

Employ your time improving yourself by other men's writings so
that you shall come easily by what others have laboured hard for.

Socrates
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Bob Paisley

Bob Paisley, Liverpool Football Club’s most successful manager, once
said ‘if you want to be heard, whisper.” He never gave interviews. As a
matter of fact, when the game was being televised by the BBC he would
wear an ITV tie, and when the game was televised by ITV he would wear
a BBC tie, so the interviewers never came near him. It was enough for
him to let the players do the talking on the pitch.

Luis Figo

He’s played for FC Barcelona, Real Madrid, and Sporting Lisbon. He’s
won the prestigious 2000 European Player of the Year Award, been
selected as Europe’s top player by France Football, and won the 2001
FIFA World Player of the year award. So when one of the best soccer
players in the world talks about why he ranks Jose Mourinho as one of the
best coaches he has ever had the pleasure to serve under, you have to
listen. So what was the reason he gave for ranking Mourinho as one of the
best? He said that in 32 days of training no two days were the same

This shows that variety is the spice of life, and emphasises the importance
of not allowing the players to become stale or allowing monotony to set
in. Life’s a bit like that; every day should be an improvement on the
previous day.

If you are as unsuccessful today as you were yesterday and don’t
do anything about it, tomorrow will be just another today.

Richard T Smith
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Myself Ali Bongo and Alan

A night to remember

It was the 2007 Royal Variety Performance at the Empire Theatre,
Liverpool. My friend Alan Singleton and | performed at the after-show
party. For both of

us, it was a night to remember because we spent time with two wonderful
human beings who have since sadly passed away.

Forget the appearance of The Three Tenors, Luciano Pavarotti, Placido
Domingo and José Carreras at the Baths of Caracalla in Rome.

These were The Three Magicians, the legendary Ali Bongo, Alan and I.
Just to give you the measure of Ali Bongo whose real name was (William
Wallace) here’s just a few of the credits in his career in magic.
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He taught tricks to the actor Robert Lindsay when he appeared in the role
of Fagin in the musical Oliver! at the London Palladium

He was a consultant on the children’s television series, Ace of Wands.
He was elected president of the Magic Circle in 2008

Ali Bongo was also the original inspiration for the character of Jonathan
Creek, played by the actor Alan Davies

He had his own BBC TV series, Ali Bongo’s Cartoon Carnival,

He was for many years associated with the conjuror David Nixon and
went on to become an adviser on the David Nixon Show and David
Nixon’s Magic Box

Ali travelled throughout the world as consultant to many famous
magicians, most notably David Copperfield in Las Vegas.

During the 1980s he worked with Paul Daniels on the Paul Daniel’s
Secrets.

You can see why that night holds such a great memory for Alan and me.
We performed together in the middle of St. Georges Hall. The performer
on the stage didn’t have a chance as the crowd was being entertained by
the Three Magicians. Later, 1 was humbled when Ali said he was
impressed with one of the tricks I did and asked me to show him how |
did it.

Sadly he died not long afterwards of pneumonia on March 8, 2009, aged
79
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Alan Sir Bobby Robson and me

And it was about to get better

We were having a great night and it was about to get better. We sat down
with the late and wonderful Sir Bobby Robson and did a few tricks for
him. Then I did what I normally do if I’'m ever in the company of
someone special; I asked questions, first about how he felt about the way
he was dismissed as manager of Newcastle Football Club. He said he
loved Newcastle and he wasn’t going to let one bad apple ruin the barrel.

Bobby was famous for his bad quotes, and being a lover of quotes |
reminded him of a few.

‘I'm not going to look beyond the semi-final — but | would love to lead
Newcastle out at the final.’

‘He's the only man I know who could start an argument with himself” (on
Craig Bellamy).

‘We didn't underestimate them. They were a lot better than we thought.’
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OK, Bobby, we’ll leave it at that. He was a charming man in every sense
of the word. | spoke about the times I met Shankly, and it became pretty
apparent they were similar in their thinking. So it’s no surprise that they
achieved success, not because they had to, but because they wanted to.
Yes, Monday 3rd December 2007 was a night to remember.

I destroy my enemies when | make them my friends. Abraham Lincoln

Long ago my father placed his hand upon my head.

As he laid each finger down he smiled at me and said,
Someday son when you're a man you will understand,

You'll only count your true friends on the fingers of one hand.

Five fingers you can count upon,
Five fingers... and you Alan are one.

Pop or Yank

There was a wonderful character we used to call either Pop or Yank
because of the stories he came out with. He was still turning up at
Springfield Park every Sunday to play football well into retirement age.

He would play wearing a trilby hat, trousers and braces, not to mention
corky boots! And for those who don’t know what corky boots are, they
are the old-fashioned football boots — none of your soft, supple leathers of
today. With a corky boot you could kick your opponent into the middle of
next week; and forget the shin pads, a corky would laugh at shin pads. |
swear the building industry got the idea for industrial boots from the
corky. Anyway, Pop might have been a pensioner, but the corky boots
balanced the books.

You were on a hiding to nothing if you took the ball off him; all you were
doing was taking the ball off an old man. And if he took the ball off you it
was worse, because an old man had beaten you; and if he kicked you with
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the corky boots and you started whinging he would say, ‘If you can’t
stand the heat, stay out of the kitchen.’

But it was later on in the pub that Pop came into his own. He would start
telling stories of how he and his friends, working as crew on the
Lusitania, jumped ship and ended up in Al Capone’s gang.

‘Yes, Al used to pay me two grand a week.’
‘Two grand, Pop? That’s a lot of money.’

‘Yeh, but Al knew | drank heavy. Anyway,” he continued, ‘I remember
one day this kid came over to me and asked if | was carrying a piece. |
said to him, “You cheeky sod! This is my own hair.”

“No, what | meant was a gun; are you carrying a gun?” he asked me.
“What’s it to you?” | said.

‘He told me that he had a wife and four children and there was no food in
the house, and that he was going to rob the jeweller’s across the road. So |
gave him my gun and told him | respect any man who wants to put food
on the table.

‘So, with my gun in his hand, he walked over to the jeweller’s, stopped
and looked back at me for reassurance. I just nodded. Then he took a deep
breath, threw the f#c@ing gun through the window, robbed some rings
and necklaces and ran off. Why the hell didn’t he use a brick? The police
tracked the gun back to me and | was locked up! Lucky for me, Al had a
few judges in his back pocket and I was soon set free.’

And so the stories went on and on... He had half his index finger missing
so | asked him what had happened.

‘I wore it down pulling the trigger.” The yarns came thick and fast.

Check this out. | appeared in a film called Al’s Lads staring Ricky
Tomlinson and Ralf Little from the hit comedy The Royle Family. Also in
Al’s Lads was Richard Roundtree who played the original Shaft, and
Marc Warren from the TV series Hustle.
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Scott Maslen and me on the set of Als Lads

| was a corner man in the fight scene for Scott Maslen who plays
Jack Branning from Eastenders. The movie was about a gang of lads from
Liverpool who jumped ship in New York and ended up in Al Capone’s

gang.

So maybe Pop wasn’t telling lies after all... he just exaggerated a little.

The clown makes everybody laugh, but who makes the clown laugh?

First my nephew Edward died of cancer. He was only nine years old.
Then my wife Christine had a stroke o