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			This fish is called “Butchy”, which looks like there is a word “DAD” on its side.
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			This rose is named “My Lovely Dad.”
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			A Star that was named after my Dad, Butchy.

			



	

Introduction

			This book is based on the life of my father as I saw him. He was not only a father to me, but also my best friend, work buddy and above all, my idol and a hero second to none. I probably got to spend a lot of time with him, probably even more than my ma.

			As the years went on through my life, it became apparent of what an incredible man he truly was. If I could be part of what my father was, then I’d be happy. His boots will never be filled for sure.

			I never had the chance to show and express just how much of a great person in his living years, as his modesty hid much about him. He may have come across very mysterious and reserved, but many who knew him could tell you stories about him that would raise many a brow.

			From my memoirs, I hope you will see what an amazing man he was. Even though he was deprived of a life very early, he just got on with things. He never gave up and never complained about the rough hand he was dealt with in life.

			



	

The Early Years

			I suppose like many, reading back in the memory banks of early childhood memories was difficult for me. Silly things can jog the memory, sounds, smells and songs being the main instigators of this.
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			I can go back as far as maybe four years old. Some memories are like bubbles, you reach out to them and suddenly they disappear. I can remember silly little things like when we were on holiday and my dad taking me on a swing that was in the sea, you see, like that bubble, it just a vague memory that disappears like the burst bubble. At around the same time, I remember sitting with my sisters on the balcony in the hotel on one of our first holidays, that unforgettable taste of fizzy orange and spaghetti Bolognese. Orangeade always takes me back to that time.
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			I also remember flamenco dancers with castanets and pretty dresses, dancing in loud shoes and the song ‘Viva Espana; as though it was yesterday, but other memories are only retrieved with greater thoughts. I even remember my dad taking me to a stable where he towed me around an arena on a pony. He had a great passion for horses. For not only did his father have a horse, he enjoyed horse racing, greyhounds too for that matter, much to my mum’s displeasure. She would often nag him about going in the bookies.

			Even though he was quite small, he was confident around them. He would often take me over to the fields near where we had a caravan at Selsey Bill. He would call them over and then lift me up onto their backs and then slap their hind, so they would gallop off. I didn’t look very dignified that’s for sure. He teased me one year, I remember when we went to the new forest and we came across a few wild horses, one was a mare with a foal. He teased me and said “Shall we take it home”, you could not imagine just how excited I was! I was disappointed when I realized that he was just pulling my leg, but I know in my heart that it’d be best for the foal to stay with its mum.

			Besides even though it was only a small foal, it was never going to fit in the boot! He often told me that my grandad had a horse and cart, and he kept chickens and also reared canaries.

			Another memorable moment which involved horses was when we went to Wembley to get tickets for the F.A. Cup Final replay, it was 1990 I believe, between Manchester United and Crystal Palace. My Dad was a devoted Man United fan and I was born in South Norwood where Crystal Palace was the nearest team, so it was the perfect final for us, I used to go to Crystal Palace with my primary school mates. It was like an adventure to get a 157 bus to Selhurst.

			Back then, kids could sit at the front of the advertisement boards, we’d buy roasted peanuts and have a drink in the plastic carton and straw, normally a rank orange tasting drink that they also sold in the cinemas as I recall.

			So, we were queuing up for tickets, when suddenly it was announced over the public announcement that all the tickets were sold out for the replay, and that we had to go to Selhurst Park. There were many supporters from Manchester that had come down to get tickets and there were lots of murmurs of disappointment from the crowd. With that, a man with a pony tail pulled out a massive wad of tickets on the steps by the ticket office and he shouted “Right! Who wants a ticket?!?” With that a group of supporters rushed him to grab his tickets off of him, causing a frenzy just feet away from myself and my dad.

			They were holding him to the floor and a policeman came to his rescue, who was mounted on his horse, he was manoeuvring the horse to shield the man and were getting caught up in the bustle. My dad threw his arms up in the air which made the horse rear up!

			The funniest thing happened next, when a load of fans took the horse whilst the policeman aided the ticket tout! He then realized what had happened, but because of the multitude of people there, he couldn’t see which way his horse went. He was jumping up to see, shouting “My horse! My horse!”

			Some of the supporters started making neighing sounds and it added a bit of amusement to the situation to be fair. My dad just grinned and then chuckled. What could have been a naughty situation was down played by him making things not so bad. He explained to me that throwing his hands up in the air was a good way to stop a horse in its tracks!

			So, it was off to get tickets at Selhurst Park, that was my job for the day. Queuing up in an endless line (getting paid for it mind you!) My dad was very passionate about football and he’d always want to have a kickabout when there’s a football about. He was always trying to get me to play football, but I was not overly interested in it, to be fair, my love was fishing.

			However, I used to enjoy participating (If I was permitted) on the parents’ football match that was scheduled on a weekly basis at our holiday camp in Selsey. Dad wasn’t a bad footballer to be fair, but he had a dirty side to him, resembling ‘Chopper Harris’. My dad underwent football trials and he claimed he was okay up until he had a serious knee injury that finished his chances of playing on a professional level.

			I remember one particular game I was allowed to play in goal and my father was playing in defence. A great big man who must have been well over six foot, went to come into the box with the ball and my dad chopped him down. To say he wasn’t very happy was an understatement. “What are you talking about? I went for the ball!” he retorted, but he enjoyed it nonetheless.

			We even played as a team against other building contractors once. We dressed in Juventus kits and the others were dressed in Real Madrid kits. It was hilarious! We came marching out of the basement like pros. Shamefully, we lost that game! And guess what? My dad suffered an ankle injury for a fifty-fifty ball, well according to him it was! I’d say it was the last time that he actually played a serious game of football.

			Another thing I remember was my dad’s eagerness to make my sister and I famous, looking back now, I understand why. For he came from a big family, with lots of siblings and didn’t exactly have it easy. He was sent to boarding school and life never dealt him a fair hand. He worked hard as an electrician and with fate turning some comfortable outcomes for him and my mother (which I will explain further later) I fully understood he wanted the best for us.

			He was a self-employed electrician who went from pillar to post. One day he met Sylvia Young, who was a modelling agent, one of the best in fact. She asked if he had kids and any photos of us. This was the start of our careers in various T.V. commercials and photography work. I was a bit cheekier and more forthright than my sister, although she was and still is, very pretty which showed in her photo shoots. I was fortunate to get chosen for T.V. adverts, which I felt was due to my lack of shyness.

			I really don’t know how he managed it, but we started at a stage school where we learnt to dance, well, I did! My sister Lorraine could already dance and I think she could have gone on to Italia Conti dance academy as she was a fantastic dancer.

			My dad would also be our chaperone on most occasions. He’d be standing in the wings, grinning, like the Cheshire cat! He was so proud of us. I managed to do a few adverts but decided one day that I didn’t want to end up a spoilt brat, it was not for me. He was very disappointed. He would still try his luck when we would have mysterious application forms come in the post for things like ‘The Clothes Show’ auditions. You had to love his persistence.

			Like I say, I do understand why he did it. I’d still do a few turns on the stage, as I mentioned before, I liked acting the clown and used to do a few impressions and normally finished off with a song. The good thing about those, is that I could do it when I wanted to!

			My dad’s worst side in my eyes, was with the lack of care to the maintenance of his cars. He would break down in the most inconvenient places possible. He would often run out of fuel, or water and once he even seized his car for its lack of oil. But we would break down in the most unthinkable places. I think he had a low regard for most of his cars, except his Mini Cooper. All the others were just deemed as worthless. But even work horses needed maintaining, which he needed to be reminded of. I think both my sister and brother, and even my Ma, had experiences for the worst surrounding his cars, which was surprising as he taught my sister and I how to maintain our cars.

			I could think now as I write this, of at least three cars, he had, where the petrol gauge was not working on them. He used to drip feed them enough fuel in order to get from A to B, but was quite often miscalculated, sometimes admittedly it was where he just simply didn’t have much money.

			One time we broke down in Railton Road, in Brixton. This was known as ‘The Front Line’ and a ‘No-Go Area’. But oh no, we broke down, or should I say, ran out of petrol…..again!!! It happened
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