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I originally wrote this book after my marriage broke up in 2017. Colleen and I had been together since we were sixteen, over fifty years, and when it all fell apart, it was hard for me to come to terms with living alone and trying to start my life over. We still loved each other; we just couldn’t live together. I wrote it as a kind of therapy, a way to make sense of my life and work out where it all went wrong. I also wrote it for my children and grandchildren so that they could perhaps understand me and my life a little better now that I was no longer going to be around them and, in their lives, as much. With the inception of the internet and with the massive changes in the way young people now live their lives through social media sites such as Facebook, Twitter and WhatsApp, many of today’s generation are glued to their mobile phones, taking selfies and looking for the next new thing and most of them don’t realise the struggles and sacrifices that their parents and grandparents made to get them to this point in their lives. This book was my way of helping my family understand what it was like when their mum and dad were growing up without many of the advantages they take for granted today. The book was intended only for my family to read and was never intended for publication. When my first book, “The Retire in Thailand Handbook, The First Six Months,” was published, my publisher asked if I had any other books I had written that might be suitable for publication, and I told them about the autobiography I had written for my family. When they asked me to send them a copy, I phoned Colleen to see if she had any objections and as usual, she has always supported me 100% and told me to go for it. I sent a copy to the publisher and thought no more about it, as I didn’t think that an autobiography by an ordinary person like me would be of interest to them or their customers, so I was pleasantly surprised when they got back to me and told me that they loved the book and wanted to publish it. I believe that everyone has a story inside of them to tell; many people think that they have led an uneventful life, but it’s only when you sit down and think back on your life and put pen to paper that you realise that even though you may not be a famous actor, sports star, or musician your life story is just as important as theirs and probably more so in many cases and deserves to be told even if it’s only for yourself and your family.

I hope that you enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it and that it might inspire you to put “your life story” in writing.

This book is dedicated to Colleen, my children, Becky, Mandy, Rory and James (JJ), and of course, my beautiful grandkids, Jack, Ivy, Charlotte, Conner, and Travis. I love and miss you all very much

Mark Zuckerberg

When I was 14, my math teacher told me that, unless I changed my attitude, I would never amount to anything. I never changed my attitude. Think I’m doing ok, Mr Grayson?

Albert Einstein

In 1895, Einstein was told by his teacher, "You will never amount to anything."

Gary Lineker

Former England and Barcelona footballer and now a top-rated football pundit, who was the highest scorer in the 1986 World Cup finals, was once told by his teacher, "You're too interested in sport. You can't make a living out of football."

Ludwig van Beethoven

Beethoven took lessons from Johann Albrechtsberger. Albrechtsberger said of Beethoven, "He has learnt nothing, and will never do anything in decent style."

John Lennon

John Lennon’s teacher at Quarry Bank School, Liverpool, wrote on his report card, “Certainly on the road to failure."

Winston Churchill

Former British Prime Ministers' report card read. "He is a constant trouble to everybody and is always in some scrape or other. He cannot be trusted to behave himself everywhere."
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Growing up, one of my earliest memories was walking down the alleyways of Cunard's MV Parthia, ringing the gong to summon the ship's passengers to dinner; I would have been about four years old. Ricky, the cabin steward, had befriended my brother John, who was two years older than me, and everywhere that John went, I wasn’t far behind him. My mum, brother, and I were sailing out of Liverpool en route to Jamaica via New York. My father, also John (Johnny to my mother) had gone ahead of us a few months before, to start work as a foreman scaffolder for Higgs and Hill, a London-based building company, who had been awarded the contract to build a Jamaican government building in Kingston Town. It was to be at least a twelve-month contract, and my father insisted he would not take the job unless his wife and family could join him there. The seed was sewn the day we landed in Jamaica, and there began my love affair with travel and seeing the world, a love affair that is still going strong to this very day.

My memories of Jamaica are still strong even after all of these years. It was such a contrast to grey old England after the war years. Sunny blue skies, golden beaches, palm trees, steel bands, calypso music and happy smiling faces everywhere you went, it truly was paradise. This was long before tourists invaded the island, and years before Rastafari, rude boys, Ganja and lawlessness changed Jamaica to the crime-ridden country that it is today. White children were hardly ever seen, so my brother and I were fussed over everywhere we went, and were treated like royalty, which was great for my parents but embarrassing for us kids. 

After returning from Jamaica, while growing up, my main ambition in life, apart from playing as a goalkeeper for Middlesbrough and England, was to travel and see the world. The problem was that my parents were not rich; in fact, they were poor. Despite having a well-paid job with Higgs and Hill and later on the docks in Middlesbrough, my dad liked to drink and gamble on the horses, so when he got paid, that’s where a lot of his wages went. I am not knocking him; in the 1950s in the north east of England, where he was from, this was par for the course for a lot of working-class men. They worked hard, but they played hard as well, and rightly or wrongly, it was a man’s world back in those days. At school, I was not academically minded. I was clever enough, but given the choice between studying and doing homework and playing football... well, football came first every time. Because both of my parents had very little education growing up in the early 1900s, they did not push me in that direction either, and I was happy to drift through life having as much fun as possible.

When I finally walked out of Brackenhoe Technical School in Middlesbrough for the very last time in April of 1966, I had no qualifications and very little education after four wasted years in the British high school system. I knew then that if I wanted to make something of my life and achieve my ambition of travelling the world and to be successful not poor like my parents, I would have to do it by hard work, determination, using my initiative and gaining any skills that I could pick up along the way and any other means necessary legal or not to reach my goals. From that day onwards, my life was a constant battle with employers, authorities, and government departments to achieve my ambition to travel, work, and live in some of the most beautiful countries around the world, and to make something of my life.

Fifty odd years later, I have held managerial positions in Australia, Papua New Guinea and the Falkland Islands. Worked as a chef on Caribbean cruise ships, European ferries, offshore oil rigs, Australian customs patrol vessels, five-star hotels in Australia, the UK and Bermuda and sailed to the Antarctic. I have owned and operated a charter boat in the Philippines, had a successful real estate advertising business in Australia and wrote and published a book on retirement in Thailand. There are not many countries in the world that I have not visited, and I have lived in and still own homes in Australia, the USA and Thailand, where I am now retired. This book will show that despite being told by teachers that I would not amount to anything, how through determination, hard work, a lot of luck and a little bit of lying and cheating I was able to travel the world and make a great life for myself and my future family without going to university or even college and with very little education.  If I can do it, anyone can. 

Don’t let anyone think they are better than you are just because they have money or a university education. Yes, it’s easier to go through life if you have those attributes, but it’s not compulsory or essential. It just means you have to work harder and smarter and be a little bit streetwise if you want to achieve your goals. Sometimes you need to throw caution to the wind to pursue your dreams. Money isn’t everything; living your life to the fullest is, as the saying goes, when you die, you can’t take the money with you. During the course of writing this book I have read about some very rich and famous people who have committed suicide even though it seemed that they had everything to live for and more money and fame that the average person can only dream about, including the famous chef Anthony Bourdain, Linkin Park singer Chester Bennington, designer Kate Spade, Sound Garden singer Chris Cornell, Musician Avicii, UK tv presenter Dale Winton, singer Scott Hutchison, and the Cranberries lead singer Dolores Oriordan. 

Gerald Hogg, Koh Samui, Thailand, August 2018
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CHAPTER 1: CANNON STREET
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My mum, brother and I arrived back in Southampton docks on a cold day in February 1955. My dad had a small contract to finish in Nassau, Bahamas, so we went ahead and found a place to live in London and awaited my dad’s return a few months later. We moved in with my auntie Kate and Uncle Bill in Highgate, North London. I really don’t remember much about those days, well, nothing good anyway, but from what my mum has since told me, we were not very settled after the life we had been living in the tropical sunshine of Jamaica.

My dad had had a bad accident when he was a child and was nearly blinded. For the rest of his life, he wore thick “Coke Bottle” glasses and his face was scarred from the accident and the operations that followed. He tried to enlist in the army when the war broke out, but because of his eyesight, he was declared medically unfit. This affected him badly during the Second World War years, as he was often taunted and humiliated in the street or in pubs by soldiers home on leave, which usually ended up in fights, most of which he won unless there were two or three of them, then it quite often ended in a draw. What hurt him most, he once told me, was when people would put a white feather through his letterbox, which was a sign of cowardice. In Jamaica, he felt respected for who and what he was, and it hit him hard when he had to return to his everyday life in England. When my dad got back to London, he carried on working for Higgs and Hill for a couple of years, but I think that after the time he had lived in the islands, it was hard for him to adjust to life in London. In Jamaica, he felt that he was someone; we had maids and gardeners, he was picked up at the house every morning and driven to work, and everyone called him boss. In Jamaica, he was considered a person of importance, someone to look up to; back in London, he was just another passenger on public transport going to work in the rain. Two years after returning from working in the Caribbean, he argued with one of his managers and resigned (something he regretted for the rest of his life). It was decided that we would pack up and move to my dad’s home town in Middlesbrough, where his father and most of his brothers worked on the docks. In those days, nepotism reigned, so he could walk straight into a job on the wharf. 

When we arrived in Middlesbrough, we moved into two rooms in Mrs Gladwin’s house, a spinster who rented out some of the rooms in her house in Hartington Road in the middle of town. My mum and dad had one room, and my brother and I shared the other. We ate in the communal kitchen, and we lived there for about two years. In 1959, the town council offered us a dilapidated council house in Granville Street in the Cannon Street area of Middlesbrough. The house had a tiny lounge room, two bedrooms upstairs, no bathroom, an outside toilet, no hot water (we had a once-a-week bath in the slipper baths at Middlesbrough swimming pools), and a very small kitchen with just a stone sink. There was no heating except for a coal fireplace in the lounge. After living in Jamaica and London, adapting to life in the Cannon Street area was very hard. John and I had London accents, and because our accents were different to the local kids', they thought that we were posh and didn’t take too kindly to us, and we were always getting into fights. I had a pet rabbit that I kept in a hutch in the small backyard at home. One day, I came home from school and found my rabbit's head hanging from the gate, dripping with blood. Whoever did it probably took the rabbit’s body home and cooked it for their dinner. John had had an altercation with a boy the day before, and he suspected that it was him who had decapitated my pet rabbit. I was very upset as it was my first pet, and John, who was always protective of me, got very angry. He stormed off to the boy’s home to confront him, but there was no one home. He saw a few drops of dried blood near the back door, so he knew that he had come to the right house. In their backyard, there was a line full of washing hanging from the clothes line, so John pulled it all down and made a pile in the back alley behind their house. Outside their house was a can of kerosene, as many houses had oil-fired heaters to heat the other rooms. He doused the clothes in kerosene, lit a match, and watched them burn to ashes. That was the kind of place Cannon Street was; you had to retaliate and fight back, or the kids would think you were soft and you would forever be a target. Cannon Street was already an area of poverty with high unemployment, rife with crime, heavy drinking and despair and was an accident waiting to happen. In August 1961, the Cannon Street race riots shocked the nation. 

The Cannon Street area of Middlesbrough was a tough, working-class district, a neighbourhood where policemen were always required to work in pairs, an area where heavy drinking, crime, disagreements and fighting were considered normal, with overcrowded and run-down council housing. Racial tensions had been simmering in the area for quite some time due to the number of mainly Indian and Pakistani immigrants moving into the Cannon Street neighbourhood. Many of the immigrants had opened up businesses, and one restaurant in particular that had recently opened, The Taj Mahal, had infuriated many of the white residents in the area, after an altercation between the Asian owner of the restaurant and a well-known, well-liked local criminal. The pressure had been building for quite some time, as many of the white people of Cannon Street believed that their area was being taken over by Asian immigrants. Most people in the town believed that it was just a matter of time until the pressure blew and that there was going to be racial conflict. 

On a balmy summer's evening on Saturday, August 19th 1961, a gang of drunken white youths were roaming the streets, seemingly looking for somewhere or someone to vent their anger on. They came across a group of Asian men walking towards them down the same street. One of the white youths threw a bottle at the Asian group, and a fight broke out. One of the white youths was an 18-year-old named John Joseph Hunt, who then fought with a 25-year-old merchant seaman named Hussein Said. Said allegedly pulled out a knife and stabbed Hunt. Hunt collapsed in a pool of blood and died at the scene. Hussein Said was taken into custody and would later be charged with murder. The Taj Mahal restaurant was close to the scene of the murder, and the police advised the owners to close up shop for the night and not to reopen until tensions had died down. It was just as well, later that evening, around 10.30, when the pubs closed; a vigilante mob formed and headed towards the Taj Mahal, where they found a squad of policemen standing shoulder to shoulder, batons at the ready. For a short while, there was an uneasy standoff, with mainly verbal insults being shouted at the police and the Taj Mahal owners. Then one of the mob shouted to get those responsible for the murder and destroy the Taj Mahal. The crowd, already angry and with many of them being drunk, attacked the police lines and fought their way into the building, smashing and destroying everything that was in their path. They then attempted to burn the building to the ground, which luckily, they did not succeed in doing, as the panic-stricken owners with their families had retreated upstairs and barricaded themselves in a storage cupboard. The police, now vastly outnumbered, called for reinforcement, which, when they eventually arrived, dispersed the mob and arrested twelve of the rioters. Nine officers were badly hurt and taken to the hospital, including one who received a fractured skull and another a fractured spine. The following evening hostilities started again, when a mob of about five hundred people who had once again been fuelling their rage and tempers with alcohol, took to the streets after the pubs had closed, their targets once again being Asian owned houses or business premises. In the riot that ensued, many Asian people’s property was damaged, windows were smashed, and any Asians who were crazy enough to be out on the streets were set upon. Chief Constable Ralph Davidson, who was at the scene, ordered a baton charge and the crowd were eventually dispersed, but not before nineteen rioters were arrested. 

On the Monday morning, thirty-one men, one woman and four youths appeared before magistrate Alfred Peaker. He sentenced sixteen of the rioters to jail, and five youths to detention centres. This only managed to fan the flames and infuriated the people of Cannon Street even more, as that evening over one thousand rioters gathered in the area to try to dispense more carnage and destruction on their Asian neighbours. Once again, the police responded with a baton charge, and this time, eleven arrests were made. On Tuesday, after three nights of rioting, an uneasy truce was reached, and gradually the residents of Cannon Street retired to lick their wounds.

When Hussein Said was brought to trial, he was found not guilty on the direction of the judge, who said there was insufficient evidence to find him guilty, as no blood or fingerprints were found on the knife, and the pathologist also reported that the alleged murder weapon did not match the wound on John Joeseph Hunt’s body. 

The national newspapers, as well as newspapers from around the world, had a field day, with one newspaper calling the town “The worst town in Europe for racial problems”. Because of this, the local council in Middlesbrough decided that Cannon Street had no role to play in the future development of the town; they started relocating families to other council estates within the town and built a new housing estate in Hemlington to move families away from the area. Within the next few years, Cannon Street and the surrounding streets were demolished to erase the tarnished image of Middlesbrough, and an industrial estate was built on the site of the old housing estate.

Obviously, the Cannon Street Race Riots were bad news for John Joseph Hunt, Hussein Said and their families, as well as all of the police and people caught up and injured in the riots, but it was great news for the Hogg family. We were relocated to Pinewood Avenue in Grove Hill; back in those days, Grove Hill was a very nice place to live, but not so much today, with Grove Hill now unfortunately being the residential area of choice for many drug dealers.

––––––––
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We moved into a two-bedroom house with its own bathroom, a huge bath with hot and cold running water, a nice kitchen, and a large back garden with an apple tree, rhubarb, gooseberries, and blackberries growing wild.  A few short years later, the house was to be fitted with central heating and double glazing...pure luxury. I was enrolled at Beechwood Primary School for about six months before starting high school. Compared to my old school, Fleetham Street School, which was close to the Cannon Street area, it was clean and modern and had its own sports field. The school also employed patient, caring teachers who loved teaching. On completion of my 11+ test (which I failed miserably), I applied to the school that most of my friends were applying to, as I had already lost most of my childhood friends when I moved from Granville Street, and I didn’t want to have to start making new friends again in a new school. To my surprise, I was accepted into Brackenhoe Technical School, an all-boys school, situated about a 40-minute walk from my home.  Most of my school friends from Beechwood Primary were also accepted into the school, which made the transition easy. And so, the next four years went by uneventfully.  I attended school but did not excel in any subjects except for geography and sports (which pretty well sums up how I viewed much of my life for many years, travel and football). In fact, my best memories from those days had nothing to do with school but going to football training two nights a week and playing every Saturday morning in the football season for Marton FC as a goalkeeper. It was only football that seemed to make life bearable for many lads growing up in many northern towns in the 1950s/1960s. I had been going to Ayersome Park to watch the Boro play since just after we arrived in Middlesbrough, whenever I could scrape some money together, which wasn’t as often as I would have liked. I would usually go with my brother John, and we would ask for a squeeze (where the cashier let two of us pass through the turnstile for the price of one).  Unlike the Boro of today many of the players were internationals and seeing players like Bobby Braithwaite (Northern Ireland), Eddie Connachan (Scotland), Bill Gates (England), Brian Clough (England), Ian Gibson (Scotland), Bill Harris (Wales), Billy Horner (England), Arthur Horsfield (England), Gordon Jones (England), Dick Le Flem (England),  Dickie Rooks (England), Cyril Knowles (England), Mick McNeil (England), Mel Nurse (Wales), Bobby Braithwaite (Northern Ireland), Bryan Orritt (Wales), Alan Peacock (England), Stan Anderson (England), Frank Spraggon (England) and  Eddie Holliday (England) play at Ayersome Park made any school problems melt into insignificance, well at least until Monday morning came around again. Sad to say, I don’t follow football much anymore. I was spoiled watching real men play the game. Arthur Horsfield didn’t dive in the penalty area to try to trick the ref into giving a penalty; Mel Nurse didn’t roll over on the floor as if his leg had been broken in two places if someone tapped his ankle, and then get back up and spit at the person who tackled him. Alan Peacock, one of the best players to ever wear a number 9 shirt didn’t earn £250,000 a week and drive around the town in a Lamborghini (or in those days a Rolls Royce), in fact when he hung up his boots he opened a paper shop, as most players in those days earned just a little more than the normal wage like my dad was earning on the docks. I remember walking through Middlesbrough town centre one day and seeing Willy Whigam, the Boro goal keeper, in a donkey jacket and steel-toed boots going to the pub from his part-time labouring job on a building site. The next afternoon, he was between the goal posts playing against Manchester City. I loved football before big money and television changed the game completely. Even the 1970s, 1980s, and 1990s were still good days for football, but it’s not the same for me now. I still religiously look for the Boro result every Sunday morning, but my heart's not in it anymore. It's not the same today, watching twenty-two millionaires kicking a ball around a park.  

Anyway, I digress. In school, I was a good pupil, insofar as I did not cause any trouble, but because I had no interest in most of the subjects being taught, the teachers were happy to let me sit in the back of the class while they concentrated on teaching the pupils who wanted to learn. One of my teachers, Mr Bagley, who taught science, was an exception. He was a skinny man with wire-rimmed glasses, and, at a glance, he reminded me of photos I had seen of Dr Joseph Goebbels, the chancellor of the Nazi Party during the Third Reich of Germany. He loved to pick on one pupil in each of his classes and make their life a misery; unfortunately, in our class, I was the one he chose. I used to dread his lesson, and I was sometimes literally shaking when I entered his class, not knowing what he was going to come up with to make my life a misery during the lesson. In those days, punishment could be inflicted at any time, by any means that the teacher wanted to inflict on the pupil. You could be sitting at your desk, minding your own business and receive a whack around your ear from behind for some perceived transgression. I was once hit in the face by a coffee mug that a teacher with a bad aim threw at another pupil who was talking in class. I ended up with a cut on my mouth and a chipped tooth, but the teacher didn’t even apologise to me. Mr Bagley’s favourite means of punishment was to have you bend over a desk and give you a thrashing with a thin wooden cane. Years later, I realised that the man was a sadist and a bully and liked to intimidate and hurt young kids. 

The day I left school was the day the school broke up for the Easter Holidays, and the headmaster, for some obscure reason, decided that the few pupils who were not staying on to do their CSE or GCSE exam and were leaving school for good that day should leave before lunchtime. There were only six of us, and we were escorted from the school grounds by one of the teachers. When we were approaching the school gates, I heard a voice from behind shouting, “You lot will never amount to anything, you’ll all end up as drunks, unemployed or in prison” Yes, it was Mr Bagley coming to say goodbye and wish us all the best for the future. One day, about six years later, I was sitting in a beach bar in Bermuda, sipping a cocktail with my beautiful fiancée Colleen beside me, when I remembered his words: “You lot will never amount to anything”, and I had to laugh when I thought about what my life had become. Here I was, working as a Chef at a five-star resort in Bermuda, one of the most beautiful Islands in the world. I was paid a large tax-free salary, with a free apartment overlooking the crystal-clear waters of Church Bay and a return flight to the UK every year. I had cooked meals for people such as Sean Connery, Steve McQueen and Rachael Welch. While my old science teacher had his sad life back in the cold, wet weather in Middlesbrough....Karma, you've got to love it.

To this day, I am still amazed by some of the subjects they wanted to teach me at school. spent thousands of hours trying to learn math, but since leaving school, I use a calculator if I need to work out money or sums. In biology, they wanted to teach us about ecology and molecules on the off chance one of the pupils in the class ended up wanting to be a doctor or a scientist. In one memorable lesson, we dissected frogs. I suppose this might have come in handy down the track when I eventually became a chef, but the frog's legs were already removed from the rest of the frog when they arrived from the supplier, so there was never an occasion to test that skill. I was taught that the Battle of Hastings was in 1066 and marked the beginning of the Norman Conquest of England; about Guy Fawkes' Gunpowder Plot in 1605, and his attempt to blow up the Houses of Parliament as part of the Catholic Rebellion. (With the governments we have now, I sometimes wish he were still around to try again.) To this day, I have never used any of the knowledge learnt from those history classes for any practical purpose. Knowing those historical facts has not helped me when I needed to open a bank account, apply for a passport, buy a property, book a flight to Los Angeles or buy shares on the stock market. I loved geography only because we learnt about countries that one day I hoped to visit, but even the geography lessons went on and on about things I would never need to know. I spent four years going to geography lessons twice a week for an hour each lesson, but over the last fifty years, the world has changed, and if you look at a map of the world, many countries as we knew them then don’t exist anymore, such as the United Arab Republic, Sikkim, Yugoslavia, and East Germany. At the same time, many other countries, such as South Sudan, Ceylon, Burma, Kosovo, Montenegro, Serbia, Palau, Eritrea, the Czech Republic, and Slovakia, have reinvented themselves under different names and sometimes different borders. Even Middlesbrough, which was a town in Yorkshire when I left school in 1966, changed to being a town in the County Borough of Teesside in 1968, and then, in 1974, it was changed again to be in Cleveland. The pink countries on the map that once proudly showed the mighty British Empire and Commonwealth, where they were once prolific, are now just about non-existent. Anyway, knowing Mozambique's gross domestic product and population in 1965 isn't going to help me get a job.

The school system in those days did not prepare us young school leavers to grow and thrive in the real world. We were never taught about money, how to earn it, how to save it or how to invest it. The school system never taught me how to rent somewhere to live, file a tax return or the fundamentals of applying for a mortgage and buying a property. Most of us learnt by our mistakes, which on the wages we earned in those days we could hardly afford to do. Nearly all of my friends stayed on at school to do their CSEs or GCSEs, but not one person I knew went on to university after leaving school. Most of the pupils who went on to attend university were from the more affluent areas of Middlesbrough and attended Middlesbrough High School or Stainsby School (as immortalised in the song "Stainsby Girl" by Chris Rea, one of the many great musicians to come from the town in the 1970s). The majority of school leavers from Brackenhoe were offered apprenticeships or jobs by two of the largest employers in the area at the time, ICI and British Steel. As I mentioned before, my parents were poor; they never had a bank account, owned a house, went on holidays, owned a car, or had a telephone. We didn’t even own a fridge, and they lived from one wage packet to the next. Most weeks, the money ran out before the end of the week. Both my parents worked full-time, but they just couldn’t manage money, and my dad’s gambling and drinking were a big factor in their lifestyle, so living in that environment, I wasn’t going to get any good advice from my parents on how to achieve my goals of travelling the world and getting rich. My dad had ambition before we moved to Middlesbrough, but that ambition was left behind when he left Jamaica and returned to his home town. I am not complaining about my life. I was no different to thousands of kids in Middlesbrough; in fact, I was better off than many of them. My parents loved me, and we never went hungry, as we always had food on the table and clothes to wear, even if the clothes were sometimes from charity organisations. I believe that if I had taken the easy way out and gone to work at ICI or British Steel, then I would have ended up like my father. Working in a job he disliked, for minimum wage and finding happiness in the pubs and the bookies. So, when I left school at fifteen, I was ill-prepared for what lay ahead. I had no life skills, very little education and no idea how to get ahead in life. All I knew was that if I was going to have any chance of making a success of my life, I needed to get out of Middlesbrough as soon as possible.
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CHAPTER 2:  THE SWINGING SIXTIES, 1965 -1969.
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When I left school in the Easter of 1966, it was probably the best time for any fifteen-year-old boy to start their adult life in the history of the world. Over the past year, The Beatles released their albums Help and Rubber Sole; Bob Dylan released Highway 61 Revisited; other albums included Out of Our Heads by The Rolling Stones, Animal Tracks by The Animals, and BB King Live at the Regal. Some of the memorable classic singles released that year were: Yesterday, We Can Work It Out, Ticket to Ride, Eight Days a Week, and Day Tripper by The Beatles...As Tears Go By, The Last Time by The Rolling Stones...A Lover's Concerto by The Toys... Bye Bye Baby (Baby Goodbye) by The Four Seasons (not that crap version by the Bay City Rollers)...California Girls, Help Me, Rhonda, by The Beach Boys...Catch The Wind by Donovan... Don't Let Me Be Misunderstood by The Animals...Early Morning Rain by Gordon Lightfoot...Eve of Destruction by Barry McGuire – Heart Full of Soul, For Your Love by The Yardbirds... Go Now by The Moody Blues...Hang on Sloopy by The McCoy’s... Here Comes the Night by Them...Highway 61 Revisited, Like a Rolling Stone by Bob Dylan... I Can’t Help Myself by The Four Tops...I Can't Turn You Loose by Otis Redding...I Fought the Law by the Bobby Fuller Four (The Clash did a great version years later)...I Got You, Babe by Sonny & Cher...Mr Tambourine Man by The Byrds...It's Not Unusual by Tom Jones...My Girl by The Temptations...Unchained Melody by The Righteous Brothers...Ferry Cross the Mersey by Gerry and The Pacemakers. And the new Mod groups, The Small Faces, sang Sha-La-La-La-Lee and Wotcha Gona Do About It, and The Who released My Generation and Anyway, Anyhow, Anywhere. The Mod subculture had spread throughout England over the last few years and was quickly becoming synonymous with fashion and music (soul, rock, rhythm and blues, and ska), but they were mainly recognised for riding flamboyant scooters, Lambrettas or Vespas, adorned with Union Jack flags, mirrors, and chrome accessories. The Mods’ sworn enemies were the Rockers, the motorbike-riding, leather-wearing greasers and fighting between the Mods and Rockers was constant and ongoing. The rockers were heavily influenced by the Marlon Brando movie The Wild One, about an outlaw motorcycle gang. Rockers hated the stylish mods for their flashy clothing and music choices. Equally, Mods hated the Rockers with their greasy hair and leather jackets and old-fashioned music. Rocker musical tastes were mainly for recording artists from the USA in the 1950s, with singers such as Gene Vincent, Elvis Presley, Bill Hayley and the Comets, Jerry Lee Lewis, and Eddie Cochran. Over previous summers, there had been running battles between the Mods and Rockers in southern coastal towns of England, including Brighton, Margate, Bournemouth and Clacton. A few months after I left school, England would win the football World Cup, the summer of love was just around the corner, and it was a great time to be growing up.

Since the end of World War II, the UK was quite a depressing place to live in the 1950s and early 1960s. That all changed around 1963, about the time the Beatles first came on the scene. The younger generation was sick of the doom-and-gloom attitude and the stiff upper lip of the previous generation, and they decided they wanted some fun in their lives. Suddenly, a party atmosphere took hold of the country among young people. By the mid-1960s, the UK was the place to be for music, fashion, and sport. Men wore their hair long and wore bright, colourful clothing. Miniskirts and hot pants were worn by beautiful girls, turning boys’ heads at every high street corner throughout the UK. Unemployment was a low 3.5%, and there was an air of freedom about the country. This was pretty exhilarating stuff for a newly released from school, fifteen-year-old heterosexual male. If I wanted to be part of the swinging sixties, I was going to need some good clothes, a Lambretta or a Vespa scooter, a good hairstyle from Foffer’s (the local Mod barber) and money to fund my new lifestyle.... Time to get a job

When I left school, I had no Idea what kind of job I wanted to take. In those days, unlike now, there was plenty of work in Middlesbrough, and most places were hiring, especially British Steel Works and both of the ICI plants, but I couldn’t see myself working in either of those places. To start with, those industries mostly used a three-roster system: one week 6.00 am until 2.00 pm, one week 2.00 pm until 10.00 pm, and one week night shifts 10.00 pm until 6.00 am, which would have played havoc with my soon-to-have social life. Nepotism still reigned, so my dad said he would be able to get me on the docks, but seeing the effect that that life had on my dad and family, I decided to take a pass on that one as well. My mum worked as a head cook at Hemlington Hospital. The hospital had seen her potential when she started work as a cook when we arrived in the town from London years previously. They even put her through college so that she could get the qualifications to be a head cook. I used to cook at home because I enjoyed it, and I knew that the places I wanted to live in, such as the Caribbean, were heavily influenced by tourism, so getting a job as a chef made sense. My mum said she could get me a start at Hemlington Hospital, but I didn’t think that cooking for the sick, old and infirm would get me anywhere towards my ambition of travelling the world, so I passed on that too. I decided that I wanted to be a real Chef, not a hospital cook. The main problem I had was that there were not many restaurants in the Middlesbrough area, and the ones that were in business catered for the pub crowd after closing time, and they were really just another place to buy a pint after the pubs closed at 10.30 pm. There were a couple of fairly decent hotels in the area; The Marton Country Club had recently opened, the Blue Bell was highly rated as was the York Hotel in Redcar and I applied for a chef’s apprenticeship with all three of them and a few other hotels that had restaurants, but none of them were hiring, especially an early school leaver without any CSEs or GCSEs. It was then that I realised I had probably made a big mistake by not staying on to finish my schooling and get a certificate. 

I still wanted to get out of Middlesbrough and travel, so I wrote to Cunard and P&O shipping companies to apply for an apprenticeship on their cruise ships. Both shipping companies replied with a nice letter stating that they don’t hire apprentices, but that if I ever secured an apprenticeship elsewhere, they would happily consider my application again once I had completed it and had the necessary qualifications. I was very naive in those days and believed that commercial aeroplanes had chefs onboard who cooked meals for the passengers and flight crew, so I applied to BOAC (now British Airways) to see if I could get an apprenticeship cooking on their flights. When they finished laughing, they also wrote me a nice letter, stating that once I completed a chef’s apprenticeship, I should reapply and they would consider offering me a position in their flight kitchens at Heathrow Airport. A friend of my mum’s worked in Forbes bakery, the biggest bakery in the area. They baked and supplied Mother's Pride bread, lots of cakes, and fruit pies to many shops and supermarkets in Middlesbrough and the surrounding areas. She told me that Forbes was always looking for staff, and although they did not take apprentices, they were happy to train the right person. I thought that hotels and cruise ships needed bakers as well as chefs, so the next day I took the bus down to the Forbes Bakery and, after a five-minute interview, was offered the job of trainee baker at £7.00 a week, and I was told to start at 6.00 am the next morning. I was to work a five-day week, Monday to Friday on the 6.00 am until 3.00 pm shift with an hour for lunch. There was an urban myth regarding Forbes Bakery that I had heard long before I started work there. The story went that in the late 1950s, a man broke into the bakery in the middle of the night, hoping to enter the pay office to steal the wage packets due to be paid later that day. He entered through a skylight and jumped down into what he thought was a hard surface. Unfortunately, he had jumped into the large electric mixing bowl of bread dough, which was switched off while the dough waited to rise. The dough mixes apparently engulfed him, and he suffocated. Later, when the dough mixer was restarted, he was mixed in with the dough. He was eventually discovered battered beyond recognition when the dough was tipped out for the bakers to divide the batch into loaf tins. When I worked there, I never found out if it was true; some of the workers swore blind that it happened, others said it was a fallacy.

The next morning, wanting to make a good impression, I was there at 5.15 am. I had to set off walking at 4.00 am as the buses didn’t start running until 6.00 am. The bakery ran a 24-hour operation, and it was in full swing when I arrived. I was told to go and get a cup of tea as the day shift boss, Mr Douglas, would not be there until 6.00 am. When he arrived, he issued me a white uniform with a baker’s hat, introduced me to the team that I would be working with and left me in their capable hands to start my new life as a baker. 

I really enjoyed the job, but I didn’t learn much about hands-on baking. Forbes was a large commercial bakery, and much of the production was done with large machines (the dough mixers were about eight feet high and about six feet wide, as the would-be robber found out).  Most of the bakery's
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