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	CHAPTER 01:   INTRODUCTION

	 

	 

	This is not a scholarly work of history or sociology, nor is it truly a memoir or an autobiography. I am under no illusion that my life merits an autobiography in its own right. However, it is appropriate to use aspects and phases of my life to illustrate the key theme of this book, what it was like to grow up in working class communities, in my case the communities of Blackburn and Darwen, during the period of affluence, which lasted about 30 years from the end of World War Two until unemployment climbed above the 4.0% mark in mid 1975, and it took until 2019 for unemployment to dip below that mark again. To use a more eye-catching figure there has never been less than one million people in the UK unemployed since that fateful year.  In March 2020 just before the pandemic struck, 1.4 million people seeking work were unemployed. William Beveridge, author of the historic report that bears his name, defined full employment as an unemployment rate of no more than 3.0%, an annual figure not exceeded after 1945 until 1970. The unemployment rate is not the only measure of affluence, but I would argue that it is the most significant. Until the golden age of jobs after World War Two, apart obviously from wartime itself, there has always been a pool of unemployed people that has kept wages down and kept those in jobs insecure. My point is that job security for a generation changed the lives and expectations of working people, and gave them industrial and political power, as well as spending power that they had never enjoyed before, and sadly have not enjoyed since. For these reasons it was truly the age of affluence. 

	I accept entirely that more than forty years on we have a vast array of consumer goods which could not have been envisaged in 1975. Tablets, smart phones and smart televisions are the latest must have technology that families seem to have almost regardless of the state of their finances, something which symbolises a major change in social attitudes, which could fairly be described as a culture of entitlement. If affluence is defined solely by material possessions, then we live in the most affluent age ever. The problem is that the world of the I-Phone exists alongside zero hours contracts at work, expensive housing, and a reduction in social mobility. Affluence, properly defined, is not simply about consumption. True prosperity is also about security, particularly in old age, opportunity, and the prospect that reasonable aspirations for individuals, families and communities can be realised. In that sense the period in which I grew to manhood was unique. I was born in 1952, part of the first wave of what are referred to as “baby boomers.” Our parents who had grown up in the “hungry thirties” no longer had to worry where the next meal was coming from, because if even the father lost his job, he could walk into another one on Monday morning. Diseases that denoted an impoverished childhood, such as rickets, declined drastically. As regards opportunity and aspiration for one generation only, working class children could access free grammar schools and, with the advent of student grants in 1962, progress to university and out into the professions, as I did. The same is not true for our children. Good schools are at a premium and the only predictable outcome of a university education for all except those whose wealthy parents can pay, is thirty years of debt as a consequence of loans and tuition fees. Affluence is also about a feeling of freedom, the shrugging off of dependence. My working-class generation was able to break free from the shackles of our often ignorant and prejudiced parents, and from the worst hypocrisies of organised religion. We were also spared compulsory military service.

	As I have said, this book does not claim to be a sociological tract, although it does use a technique familiar to that discipline, the perspective of the participant observer. Of necessity my perspective is limited on the one hand by the breadth of this book and on the other by the paths I took or were ordained for me. As my mother was Roman Catholic, it followed that her children were also. We were therefore part of a minority, to some extent still looked down on as the faith was associated historically with disloyalty to the crown, and sociologically with Irish Catholic migrants who were perceived as bottom of the social heap until immigrants from Pakistan arrived in the town. I was also part of the minority, around 30%, that attended grammar school. As a consequence, my perspective is not that of contemporaries who left school at 15 or 16, were manual workers until their retirement, and who spent their entire lives in what is now the borough of Blackburn with Darwen. For a number of them affluence will have been cruelly curtailed by the de-industrialisation that took place in the North and Midlands in the 1980’s. Others will have seen their pension schemes closed down by employers pleading poverty. Their adult experiences will be very different to the ones I describe with respect to myself in the final chapter. However, although our childhoods will have been differentiated by religion and education, there is much that we have in common through the music we loved, the football team we watched and the working-class culture that we shared. I have tried to bring that to life in this book.

	The format of the book is partly chronological and partly thematic with the chapters interspersed. Chapters two and three set the scene. Blackburn (and I include Darwen alongside Blackburn, although the two towns were not formally united for local government purposes until 1974) is the subject of a potted history and sociology as it is the town where I grew up. I hope that local readers who are after all my main target audience, will forgive me the inevitable errors and lapses of memory. However, the reader will not need to have grown up in Blackburn to identify with it, as in many respects it could be any industrial town or city in the North and Midlands, or for that matter any industrial area in Wales or Scotland. Blackburn is typical of the towns and cities that expanded at a rate of knots during the industrial revolution, establishing Great Britain as the workshop of the world in the 19th century, before being hit by the great depression in the 1930’s. The need to fight a major war and the post war government consensus on the desirability of full employment brought prosperity back to the town, but in reality, decline and affluence were hitched together on an uneasy tandem during my youth. 

	Chapter three discusses my family life. We are not especially interesting as a family, but I have no doubt that readers from the baby boomer generation will readily identify with the parenting, the lifestyle I describe, and how we became part of the consumer society that grew with the age of affluence, and has never left us, even in reduced circumstances. It makes sense to place this chapter before the thematic chapters on youth culture.  Chapter four is about my personal experience of a Roman Catholic primary school in the late 50’s and early 60’s. I have no doubt that it will resonate with readers who endured similar experiences. St Edwards RC Primary School, Darwen, was a horrendous place in that era. It was joyless, brooding and intimidating. Every day was filled with grim foreboding. Unless they are of my generation, I doubt that any of its staff will have the first idea of the kind of environment it once was and its’ ranking just below prisons and workhouses as a place of mortal dread. No doubt the experiences of current pupils are much more positive.

	Chapter five is devoted to the music that we listened to, which came to symbolize the accelerating progress of social change in the face of the older generation's sometimes desperate and usually failing attempts to apply the brakes. The music listened to by My Generation also amply reflected the new affluence as the sales of vinyl records soared. Chapter six is about grammar school, in my case St Mary’s College, Blackburn. Unlike primary school, it appears to me that there is a great deal of writing out there about the grammar school experience. I doubt that my chapter will add anything to the sum of human knowledge, but it is at the core of the dominant theme of this book, that the increased social mobility that was part of the broader affluence I have described, gave people like me a life that was a great adventure, and took some of us far from our roots. New right thinkers and certain newspapers habitually criticise those who work in the public sector on the basis that as they are paid out of taxes, they are essentially parasitic. It is a bleak view that I do not share. I spent the bulk of my life in the public sector, first in education and then, for rather longer, in the prison service. Along with policing, nursing and the probation service these are professions that historically attracted the sons and daughters of workers who aspired for something better for their children. It is no crime to choose that which at the same time appears most secure whilst at the same time offering an opportunity to put something back into society. Sadly, as we have seen even police officers and nurses have been made compulsorily redundant, and the probation service has been virtually dismembered.  

	Chapter seven is another one about culture, in this case the television. My parents’ generation were brought up with the radio, or wireless, to give its usual name at the time, and the cinema, always assuming they could afford to go. We were the first television generation, all two channels of it in glorious black and white. No matter how primitive it seems, in retrospect the development of television ranks behind only the development of the contraceptive pill in terms of its impact on society in the thirty years after World War Two. Chapter eight is devoted to my beloved Blackburn Rovers. The names of the players may mean little to the modern reader, but the dire straits clubs have found themselves in as a consequence of useless boards of directors either hiring equally useless managers or alternatively preventing good managers from doing their job, will be familiar to almost all football supporters of whatever generation following clubs both big and small. It is fashionable to describe modern footballers as mercenary overpaid prima donnas, but we should be under no illusion that the very less well-paid players of the past were necessarily any more professional. In this chapter Blackburn Rovers are also a prism through which to view the past, and the same applies to chapter nine which looks at the early days of the modern terrace culture, which was created by young working-class people where unfortunately, alongside the singing, the humour and the comradeship grew acts of hooligan violence which culminated in the Heysel stadium disaster in 1985. The terrace culture as we knew it was spawned by affluence. 

	Chapters ten and eleven hang together. Chapter ten, The World of Work, is about my experience as a fully fledged member of the blue-collar working class before returning to education. My initial decision to opt out of higher education gave me around three years’ worth of authentic personal experience of the shop and factory floor, the regular domain of working-class people, long enough for me to understand it, write about it meaningfully, and to realise that my education had given me the opportunity to have a career rather than simply a job. Chapter eleven is about finding a career, and in the end, there were two, and the process of growing away from my roots that accompanied it. Chapter twelve is a postscript about my working life as a grown-up and the man I became as the Age of Affluence subsided, but also the impact of class on my career, ending in early retirement secured by a public sector final salary pension, which according to the Daily Mail is the ultimate symbol of affluence in 21st century Britain. 

	 


 

	CHAPTER 02:   MY LITTLE TOWN: BLACKBURN WITH DARWEN

	 

	 

	"I read the news today, oh boy, 4000 holes in Blackburn, Lancashire."

	As I'm sure even younger readers know that is a line from "A Day in the Life," a track from the classic Beatles' album, "Sgt. Pepper's Lonely Hearts Club Band," credited to Lennon and McCartney but in fact largely written by John Lennon. Unlike the USA where numerous towns and cities are immortalised in songs, there are very few English towns and cities that find their way into the British charts apart from London. Unlike Durham, Winchester, Finchley, Portsmouth and Liverpool, Blackburn did not get a name check in the title, but the song in which it features although never released as a single is considerably more feted than Durham Town by Roger Whittaker (1969 No12), Winchester Cathedral by the New Vaudeville Band (1966 No5, and USA No1), Finchley Central also by the New Vaudeville Band (1967 No11), and Portsmouth by Mike Oldfield (1976 No3), which as an instrumental should perhaps not be included. Furthermore, I would imagine the citizens of Liverpool still cringe at the tuneless despoiling of their city in Little Jimmy Osmond's gruesome Long-Haired Lover from Liverpool (1972 No 1). Half a million people really did buy that rubbish, but amazingly you can't find anyone who will admit that it was once part of their vinyl collection. Chart anoraks could doubtlessly find a few others by poring over close on 100 pages of lists of songs going back to the 1950's but I doubt they will discover anything that is genuinely iconic. Back in the summer of 1967 the teenage population of Blackburn was thrilled to have our town mentioned in a song by the Beatles, the greatest band in the world and still unsurpassable half a century later. Looking back, it was probably the closest Blackburn ever came to being part of the "swinging sixties." In the 1980's 4000 Holes was appropriated as the title of a Blackburn Rovers fanzine which served to demonstrate a generation on the lasting impact of that fleeting mention.  Our neighbours and rivals in Burnley would probably call it 4000 shitholes.

	So why the 4000 holes? Well apparently, earlier in 1967 Blackburn council had surveyed the number of potholes in the town's roads that were in need of repair. The council really did count them all and also concluded that it could not afford to repair them, hardly a source of local pride. The subsequent appearance of a random minor news item in a Beatles' song was probably a result of its appeal to Lennon's well-developed eye for the absurd. Had he lived Lennon would have no doubt found it equally absurd that his throwaway line would have inspired a Blackburn Rovers fanzine more than fifteen years after the song was written. In the 1980's the town was in dire straits and 4000 holes was probably an underestimate. Gallows humour was a pre-requisite of keeping your sanity if you were one of Blackburn's unemployed during the rapid rundown of industry that occurred in the first half of a decade that ranks only behind the 1930's for the despair and dereliction that it brought to Britain's traditional manufacturing centres. Gallows humour was also a pre-requisite of supporting Blackburn Rovers back in the 1980's as the club endured five agonising near misses in campaigns for promotion to the old first division from which it had been relegated as long ago as 1966. Back in 1966, the year before council employees counted the potholes, Blackburn was in the early stages of a wholesale redevelopment of the town centre which included the controversial demolition of some much-loved structures, the culverting of the River Blakewater, and the building of a new market and shopping complexes that would showcase architectural modernity. The 1960's was a decade of optimism and the demolition and building program would demonstrate both the town's ambition and its ability to respond to the needs of an affluent consumer society. A mere twenty years later the shopping centre was a highly visible, shabby and dated symbol of decline and decay which mercifully has at least been partially reversed though unemployment remains higher than the national average. The long overdue revamp of the shopping centre, now known as the Mall, was completed in 2010, with the new bus station finally opening in May 2016. I have to say that I found physically separating the bus station from its traditional boulevard home outside the railway station to be a very strange decision, but would readily concede that the redeveloped Cathedral Quarter which greets you as you emerge from the railway station, gives off a very positive image of the town.

	There had been a time when the people of Blackburn had no need of self-deprecating humour when Blackburn's (and much of Lancashire's) prosperity rested on the cotton trade. That prosperity funded the traditional Victorian symbols of success; mighty stone buildings, sweeping public parks, and an ornate railway station which told the visitor everything he needed to know about the status of this once unremarkable market town.  The cotton trade in Blackburn can be traced back to around 1650 when it was a domestic industry manufacturing fustian. In 1764 James Hargreaves invented the Spinning Jenny. In 1769 Richard Arkwright patented the Water Frame and ten years later Samuel Crompton, who spent part of his life in Darwen, invented the Spinning Mule, although he could not afford to patent the machine. These three inventions transformed cotton spinning. Arkwright himself is regarded as the father of the factory system. His water powered mill at Cromford in Derbyshire was the first to house the complete process from receiving the raw material to turning out the finished product and began operation in 1771. Arkwright's workers were employees not contractors and the working day was governed by the clock rather than the hours of daylight. Blackburn was not far behind and the factory system took off from about 1775.

	Cotton Weaving, however, remained at least partially a domestic industry for another half century until the invention of a reliable power loom. Edmund Cartwright had built the first power loom in 1784 and the gradual spread of powered looms had provoked sporadic outbursts of loom breaking by handloom weavers faced with either destitution or entering the factory, which peaked between 1811 and 1813. So serious were the outbreaks of violence in Lancashire, the West Riding of Yorkshire and Nottinghamshire that the army had to be called in to suppress the movement. Following show trials at York in January 1813, seventeen men were publicly hanged before the authorities decided that was sufficient to deter further outbreaks. Not until 1841 was there a fully automated and reliable power loom courtesy of William Kenworthy and James Bullough of Blackburn. With this the gradual extinction of hand loom weavers was swiftly concluded. From then on, the expansion of weaving was now extremely rapid and was given further impetus by the co-terminus development of the railway system. Blackburn became a weaving town. Between 1850 and 1870 sixty-eight weaving mills were built and also four combined weaving and spinning mills. Between 1870 and 1890 a further eighteen mills were built. By 1899 there were 129 cotton mills in Blackburn. 

	Unlike heavy industries such as mining and engineering the textile industry employed large numbers of women and children as well as men. The 1851 census showed that 49% of employees in textiles were female. In 1899 the school leaving age was raised to thirteen but twelve-year-old children were allowed under local by-laws to become "half timers" spending half of the day in the factory and half in school until 1922 when the school leaving age was raised to fourteen under the 1918 Education Act. My grandmothers who were both born in 1901, were half timers. They were lucky compared to earlier generations. Until the 1819 Factory Act forbade children under nine from working in cotton mills, even four-year-old children could be found working in factories. Six-day working was still the norm but a compulsory cessation of work at 2PM on a Saturday had been in force since the 1850 Factory Act. Once a 1PM finish became the norm, then workers effectively had a Saturday half day. Textile workers also had an annual week's holiday, known as "wakes week", which from 1914 was the third week in July for Blackburn workers, and in 1906 agreement was reached that gave textile workers twelve days annual holiday per year including bank holidays, raised to fifteen in 1915. However, these were unpaid and workers had to wait until the 1938 Holidays with Pay Act before employers were compelled to grant a week's paid holiday. The modern entitlement is four weeks plus eight statutory bank holidays, making a minimum of twenty-eight. When I joined the workforce in 1971 the minimum was two "wakes" weeks plus six statutory bank holidays. New Year's Day did not join the official roster until 1974 and the Mayday holiday, the most recent to be added, not until 1978. The Darwen fortnight commenced a week before Blackburn. As a railwayman my father rarely got his summer fortnight coinciding with wakes weeks and I can remember his holiday falling in May in 1960 when we went for a week's holiday in the Isle of Wight. Now he would be fined. With the dramatic decline of manufacturing in the 1980's and the growing expectations of worker flexibility in an employment market that favoured employers, the wakes closedown of industrial towns and cities swiftly became a relic of the past. 

	After World War One there was a short boom. The slump came in 1921 when Lancashire found itself hamstrung by import tariffs in India which had taken advantage of the war to develop its own market, one that it was now determined to protect. One third of looms lay idle and it was all downhill from there. Any improvements in trade were short lived. During the General Strike (1926) production at half of the town's mills was suspended because of a lack of fuel. There was another slump in 1928 and the following year 40,000 workers went on strike for a week in a bid to overturn 12% pay cuts proposed by the mill owners. Between 1923 and 1929 twenty-eight mills closed down permanently. With the great crash of 1929 things got even worse. 100 mills were idle in 1930 and 21,000 people were unemployed. Between 1930 and 1934 a further twenty-six mills closed permanently. At the peak of the Great Depression in 1932, 30,000 people were unemployed, 37.5% of the working population.  Blackburn was paying dearly for its lack of industrial diversification.  Neighbouring Darwen had a visit from future Indian leader Mohandas Ghandi in 1931, who came to see for himself the suffering inflicted on the town from India's boycott of British goods as it sought independence from the British Empire. Ghandi's view was that unemployed weavers were well off compared to India's poor. Whilst that is undoubtedly true the destitution and despair amongst the unemployed cannot be underestimated. It is vividly described in the autobiographical works of William Woodruff (1916-2008) "The Road to Nab End" and "Beyond Nab End." Nab End is simply the end of the line, the place where all hope is gone. The welfare state was rudimentary. The benefits available were below subsistence level and there was the hated means test whereby the wages from a boy's paper round would be deducted from his father's dole money. Working people were hit not just in their pocket but in their pride. Nothing would have delighted them more for work to be available, instead they were treated as scroungers. The principle of less eligibility reigned supreme. The workhouse had gone but pauperisation of those who could not support themselves was still official policy. The childhood memories of the 1930's were seared into the minds of my parents' generation and affected their attitudes to life for decades afterwards. My grandparents' generation (if not my maternal grandmother) and those of my parent's generation who had reached the age of twenty-one took their revenge on the Tories at the ballot box in 1945 and the post war settlement lasted until Mrs Thatcher came to power in 1979.

	The decline of the cotton trade continued after World War Two. At the start of the 1950's just 50 mills remained and 25% of the town's working population depended on textiles for employment compared to a peak of 60% thirty years previously. By 1960 just 30 of those mills were left although still sufficiently numerous for mill chimneys to be a feature of the town. I am just about old enough to remember a mill town as it was before the Clean Air Act of 1956 was fully implemented. I can remember the black smoke belching from the chimney of Ewood Mill. I can also remember a weather phenomenon that for us is just part of history, although sadly not if you live in an industrial city in China, smog. Smog is a portmanteau of two words, smoke and fog. It is visible air pollution and derived from coal and industrial emissions reacting with typical winter fog. Just about every house in the densely packed working-class districts burned coal. It remains prevalent in China because the Chinese burn coal on an industrial scale. The dirt stuck to everything and the gradual implementation of the Clean Air Act transformed the respiratory health of working people. The omnipresent grime gave rise to a rhyme published in the Darwen News on 9 March 1878:

	"Between two hillsides bleak and barren, lies lovely little dirty Darren."

	 

	The phrase "Dirty Darren" was still in use during my childhood, and I often wondered where it came from. In practice Darwen was no dirtier than anywhere else where there was large scale industrial production. 

	During 1964 a further four mills closed although one of them, Pioneer Mill, became Netlon, a company manufacturing high tensile mesh. By the beginning of 1975 there were just 6,000 textile workers in the town. Albion Mill close to where I grew up closed that year. In 1976 there were just 2,100 looms operating compared to just under 80,000 in 1907. By 1984 there were just four mills left. By 2005 it was all over. The last mill closed and the industry that had made the town great was officially dead. 

	Industrial diversification had begun slowly in the town. Scapa Dryers opened in 1927 but the real boost came in the late 1930's as the spectre of another war loomed. The Royal Ordnance Factory (known locally as the Fuse factory because it made fuses for explosives) employing around 2,500 workers opened, as did a Gas Mask factory. Phillips opened a factory in the Little Harwood district which provided another 4000 plus jobs. Blackburn was back at work and during the war unemployment was zero. Post war industry easily re-absorbed its fighting men back into the workplace as twenty-five years of peacetime full employment began. The cotton trade was not missed as prosperity and economic security was available from jobs in both the public and private sector. Major employers included Northrop, Bancroft’s, Mullards which gone into partnership with Phillips, the aforementioned Scapa Dryers and R.O.F., Walkers' Steel and three breweries. In the 1950's, Northrop which made automated looms mainly for the overseas market employed 3,000 workers. At its peak Mullards, which made valves and televisions, employed 7,500 workers. Walkers, run by brothers Fred and Jack developed from a sheet metal business into the largest steel stockholders in the UK. The move to a 55-acre site at Guide in 1970 symbolised the firm's rise to pre-eminence as one Blackburn's most important businesses. When the company was sold to British Steel in 1989 for £330 million, it employed 3,400 workers over sixty sites. Jack Walker used his retirement to bankroll his beloved home town club, Blackburn Rovers, and was rewarded with the Premier League title in 1995. He died in 2000 but the Walker trust continued to put money into the club until 2008. In life and in death over twenty years Jack Walker is reckoned to have put around £100 million of his fortune into Blackburn Rovers. Brother Fred died in 2012. Jack Walker never even joined the club's board, but Bill Bancroft of the aforementioned Bancroft's did become Chairman in 1970, and can be credited with the stabilisation and slow revival of the club after the disastrous stewardship of the 1960's. Chapter eight deals with this period in the club's history in detail.

	Over the border in Darwen workers enjoyed similar employment opportunities. The town's largest employer was Crown Paints with over 1,000 employees, known to my parents' generation as Walpamur, before becoming part of the Reeds group in the 1960's. With a major wallpaper business in the town, it was no surprise to find a number of paper mills. I worked at Hollins' Paper Mill three summers in a row during my student days. Textiles retained a presence with the iconic India Mill. When the mill chimney was built in 1867 it was the tallest and most expensive chimney in the UK at 330 feet tall. The chimney is now a grade two listed building and is without a doubt the town's most important historic structure dominating the town's skyline. Darwen has another iconic landmark, the Jubilee Tower, built on the moors high above Sunnyhurst wood in 1897 to celebrate Queen Victoria's sixty years on the throne. Coal mining had once had a presence in Darwen but the last pit closed in 1963.

	Affluence and prosperity are relative concepts. Blackburn and Darwen workers were certainly better paid than they had been but incomes were low compared to the south east and to other industrial areas with powerful trade unions that could drive up wages above inflation year on year. London print workers in Fleet Street were the aristocracy of the working class until their power was broken in the 1980's. Car workers in places such as Coventry, Oxford, Luton and Liverpool were another group that did well. The feelgood factor began to dissipate slowly from about 1971 onwards. In that year local unemployment figures showed there to be 1,149 in the dole queue. Compared to the 1930's this was insignificant but it was a harbinger of what was to come. The era of full employment was over. Slowly but surely prosperity slipped away. In 1971 the General Post Office left Darwen street which was bad news for the businesses there as footfall was badly hit. In 1972 Johnny Forbes Gents' Outfitters closed. It was not a major employer but it was a well-known and well-established business within the town. In 1974 the third phase of the town's redevelopment was put on hold although it eventually went ahead three years later. Two mills closed in 1975 with the loss of over 2000 jobs. In 1976 local unemployment reached 6.5%, 1% above the national average. In 1978 there was a real body blow when Whitbread, which had taken over the former Dutton's brewery in 1964, closed it down. The building was demolished in 1986 and the following year a Morrison's supermarket opened on the site. This is a classic example of how seemingly secure, reasonably well paid jobs for working men were replaced (eventually) by low paid and often part time jobs for a mainly female workforce. The takeover of small brewers by what were then the "big six" and subsequent closure of local breweries despite promises not to do so was one of the least appealing features of the brewing trade in that period. The same would happen again in 1990 when Scottish and Newcastle brewery closed down Matthew Brown, three years after the takeover. 

	Looking back there is no doubt that the decision to make my future elsewhere was the right one. Of the four siblings, only my brother remained in the town. He left school aged sixteen in 1978 and was fortunate enough to get a job at Mercedes-Benz where he remained for twenty-three years. He was one of the lucky ones but those who remained in their jobs often found pay packets depressed as employers gained the upper hand. My father remained on the railway finishing his time at Preston in 1989. Nevertheless, he had dodged the bullet three times as Lower Darwen, Accrington and finally Blackburn sheds closed down. Lower Darwen had closed in the early 1960's, but the closures of Accrington and Blackburn were part of the slippery slope that became apparent in the 1970's. Fortunately for him there were those content to accept voluntary redundancy and take their chance elsewhere.  The outlook for unemployed men in their fifties was decidedly grim as a combination of the government's deflationary policies and a culture of complacency in Britain's boardrooms that had developed in the good times, took their toll on traditional industry. In the early 1980's the R.O.F. made 414 redundancies and there were 400 job losses at Mullards which eventually went into administration in 2009. It was even grimmer for school leavers. By 1981 four-fifths of school leavers had no job. By 1982 8,000 people were on the unemployment register. In 1985 one-third of unemployed workers had been out of work for more than twelve months. 12% of those unemployed had had no work for three years. It was no consolation to the town's unemployed that things were nowhere near as bad as in 1932. The unemployed still felt humiliated and worse still were demonised by ignorant ministers, one in particular who thought that it was funny to mock the unemployed by singing his own lyrics to Gilbert and Sullivan operettas at Tory party conference. In 1988 the town lost its branch of Woolworths.

	Revival was a slow process as unemployment fell slowly from its mid 80's peak. Some things would never return. The dog track had closed in 1984 and in the same year Blackburn was reduced to one cinema as increasing ownership of video recorders reduced cinema footfall even further. In the 1950's there had been fourteen. The Odeon Cinema, the town's largest, had played host to the Rolling Stones on 5th March 1964. Sadly, I was not there. There is still only one cinema but it is a state-of-the-art modern multiplex. 

	Although it created relatively few jobs it was the town's football club that gave Blackburn back its pride and swagger winning the Premier League title ahead of the of Manchester United, the country's biggest and most famous club, in a duel that went to the last day of the 1994-95 season. I have told the story of the club from 1960 to 1980 in chapter eight. The revival of the club is down to one man, the aforementioned Jack Walker and dates from 1987 when he personally subsidised the wages of high-profile new players, Steve Archibald and Ossie Ardiles. As well as continuing to put up funds for transfer fees and wages Mr Walker also donated the steel for the new roof for the refurbished Riverside End. In the summer of 1991, the football world sniggered as press stories circulated that the club were trying to sign no less a player than Gary Lineker. The player was similarly amused but the sniggers stopped abruptly when the legendary former Liverpool star, Kenny Dalglish signed on the dotted line as the new manager. All of a sudden, big name players were more than willing to come to Blackburn, and to put up with clearing dog turds from Pleasington playing fields before training could commence. In due course Jack Walker would provide a new state of the art training facility at Brockhall, and he would also provide the cash for the complete rebuilding of Ewood Park which also involved purchasing a factory and a large number of terraced homes at above market value to persuade the owners to sell.  Thankfully the council were more than happy to accommodate Jack Walker, a complete contrast to the blinkered local authorities that came close to destroying clubs such as Charlton and Wimbledon. Between 1992 and 1994 the other three sides of the ground were completely rebuilt, and a dated ground with less than 4,000 seats in a capacity of 21,000 was transformed into a modern all seated stadium holding over 31,000 spectators. Fittingly Manchester United were the first opponents after the rebuild was completed. Jack Walker got his reward in 1994-95 when little Blackburn Rovers won the Premier League. Only supporters of Burnley and Manchester United were seriously ungenerous about the achievement. 

	Just like the day President Kennedy was assassinated any Rovers fan old enough to remember can tell you where he or she was on Sunday 14 May 1995 when the title was clinched despite losing 1-2 at Anfield to Liverpool. The lucky ones, 3,000 or so, were actually at the match. As the game was televised live only on Sky Sports, a subscription channel, the rest of the town apart from the lucky few who had Sky Sports, had to either go to a pub that subscribed, or just like the Coronation in 1953, find a friend or relative to allow you to join them in their sitting room. In my case I travelled over from Huddersfield where I lived and watched the game at my brother's home in Darwen, along with our father and my brother's father-in-law, who generously donated copious quantities of his home brewed beer to the cause. Only the fact that I had to travel back across the Pennines for work the following day prevented me from getting absolutely plastered. I hasten to add that I was not driving, and travelled by train. Most other supporters celebrated long into the night and many only worried about work long enough to call in sick. Nevertheless, I would venture to suggest that once the hangovers had subsided the feelgood factor actually benefitted productivity. 

	Of course, it could not last. Kenny Dalglish promptly decided he did not want to be manager anymore, and a year later Alan Shearer decided he did not want to play for Blackburn any more. The Premier League brand grew rapidly in size and importance and clubs like Blackburn very soon found that to compete they had to offer wages out of line with the club's income, and did not always get the required commitment in return. Rovers were relegated in 1998-99 but were back within two seasons under Graeme Souness, and followed up by winning the League Cup in 2001-02. By then we all knew that cup success and a maximum sixth place was the summit of realistic ambition. The people of the town were happy just to be there. The fans would always have the memory and the club's name would forever be on the trophy, something clubs as big as Everton, Aston Villa, and Tottenham Hotspur have yet to achieve. Jack Walker died in 2000 and left money in trust to support what of necessity were more modest ambitions. By 2008 the money was running out and in 2010 the club was purchased by Venky's, an Indian firm specialising in the production of poultry. As we all know relegation followed in 2012, and there are few signs of a return. For older fans like me there is a sense of Deja-vu, a modern reworking of the club's demise half a century ago. As has been said chapter eight provides a detailed analysis of the club's travails in the 1960's and 1970's.

	Returning to the narrative, in 1994 The Blackburn to Clitheroe line reopened for passengers. It had closed in 1962, just prior to the infamous report by Doctor Beeching which led to the slashing of Britain's railway network. Unfortunately, the section from Clitheroe to Hellifield which joins the iconic Leeds to Carlisle line a few miles south of Settle, is still only used for passenger services when trains need to be diverted. In 1997 Blackburn finally got its motorway link and the following year the town got back its independence from Lancashire County Council. Modern Blackburn is still well short of full employment. Figures obtained for 2013 show that only 70.1% of the working age population were in employment compared to a national average of 77.4%. In 2015 the Wensley Fold district of Blackburn was rated the nineteenth most deprived in the country. Post war affluence is a folk memory for those struggling to get by on a mixture of benefits and insecure part time work when it is available.

	Since 1998 the modern borough has been known officially as Blackburn with Darwen. This is as it should be as the two towns are very much intertwined. The small town of Darwen lies to the south east of Blackburn and at the 2011 census boasted 28,046 souls compared to Blackburn's 105,085. "Darreners" as they are known were mightily miffed when in 1974 their proud little town was swallowed up by Blackburn as part of the major local government shake up that came into force that year. Darwen like Blackburn owed its 19th century growth and prosperity to the cotton trade, and can trace the ebb and flow of its fortunes culminating in the great depression of the 1930's to the same overdependence on the industry in the Victorian era. The absence of a decent academic history of Darwen makes it impossible for me to make it an equal partner in this chapter, but it will be or will have been referenced where appropriate as it will at intervals elsewhere in the narrative of this book. Its social and economic history of the cotton era may be largely unwritten, but it is pretty much a mirror image of its larger neighbour. 

	Although I grew up in the Ewood district of Blackburn about half a mile from the boundary between the two towns, I was, like my father, actually born in the now defunct Bull Hill maternity hospital, Darwen, so I can claim if I wish to be a "Darrener", as can my brother and one of my two sisters. I cannot be certain why I was born in Bull Hill rather than Blackburn's Queens's Park Hospital. It is possible that it was because Queen's Park was once the town's workhouse and therefore carried a residual stigma but the more likely explanation is that we were registered as a family with a medical practice in Darwen, presumably dating from when my parents set up the marital home there in 1947 prior to moving across the town boundary a year or so later.  I went to a Roman Catholic primary school in Darwen as did all of my siblings but Catholic "Darreners" who passed the 11 plus examination made the reverse journey into Blackburn for grammar school education as did many adult commuters for their employment. The work journey was not just one way. My mother, one of my sisters and a close friend all did stints with what was then Darwen's largest employer, Crown Paints. I also worked for a period at another major Darwen employer, India Mill. Originally known as the Darwen Spinning Company Ltd., it was the single most important textile enterprise in Darwen and its machinery ran from 1871 until the mill's closure in 1991. The grand five storey mill, a grade two listed building now survives as a conference centre. 

	Darwen residents who love their football support Blackburn Rovers, not Bolton Wanderers. Blackburn's most celebrated footballer, Bryan Douglas, lives in retirement in Darwen, and his close friend and former England captain, the late Ronnie Clayton, ran a newsagents’ in the town during his playing days.  Busloads of Darreners came into Blackburn on Saturday to crawl round the pubs, visit the Mecca dance hall, in my time renamed the Golden Palms, and also the Cavendish nightclub. As well as work, leisure and education, parliamentary politics also crossed town boundaries. Darwen was not large enough for a parliamentary constituency of its own so as well as the surrounding rural districts it also took in chunks of Blackburn including Ewood where I grew up, Mill Hill where my grandmother lived, and Lower Darwen which despite its name was actually in Blackburn.

	The first parish church in Blackburn can be traced back to 596, the early Anglo-Saxon era of our history. The present structure which stands behind the Blackburn boulevard dates back to 1826, on the site of the medieval church. In 1926 the church was given cathedral status and Blackburn got an Anglican Bishop. The current Bishop is the ninth incumbent. However along with Bury St Edmunds and Guildford, Blackburn shares the unwanted distinction of boasting a cathedral without holding city status. Bizarrely neighbouring Preston, a town of similar size to Blackburn which does not have a cathedral and comes under the diocese of Blackburn, was granted city status in 2002, becoming England's fiftieth city in the fiftieth year of the reign of Elizabeth the Second. However, I should add that the requirement of an Anglican cathedral in order to obtain city status was dropped as long ago as 1889 so we cannot blame the apparent snub on the perceived secularity of Tony Blair's government.

	Blackburn, then spelt in old English as "Blaechbourne" appears in the Domesday Book as a royal manor. It simply means black or clear water, bourne (burn) simply being another word for water. Blackburn therefore derives its name from the River Blakewater on which the town stands. The River Darwen which flows through my home district of Ewood and joins with the Blakewater in Witton country park, gives its name to the neighbouring small town of Darwen. The Darwen/Blakewater ultimately becomes a tributary of the rather better-known River Ribble. For another five centuries Blackburn remained largely anonymous. It was noted as a market town in the reign of Elizabeth the First and was given permission to establish a grammar school known to all locals as QEGS, full title Queen Elizabeth's Grammar School. Blackburn had also gained the right to hold annual fairs. Along with the grammar school, an annual Easter fair survives to this day. Interestingly Blackburn was also noted as a centre of Catholic recusancy. A recusant was a person who refused to attend Anglican services on a Sunday, an offence punishable by heavy fines during the reign of Elizabeth when "Popish" recusants as they were known, were regarded as potential plotters against the crown seeking to restore the hegemony of the Catholic church which had been brutally shattered by her father, Henry V111. Full legal disabilities against Catholics were not removed until 1829. Local Catholicism would get a major shot in the arm from Irish migration subsequent to the potato famine of the 1840's which forced large numbers of Irish families to abandon the country of their birth. It would get another smaller one from Polish ex-servicemen who stayed on in the UK after the end of World War Two.

	In 1780 the population of Blackburn was estimated at around 8,000. The first official census in 1801 recorded the population as 11,980. In the next thirty years thanks to the fast-growing cotton trade the population increased nearly two and a half times to 27,091. In 1901 Blackburn's population peaked at 127,626. The growth was extraordinary and it was a similar story in neighbouring towns. The daddy of them all was Manchester, known as "cottonopolis." From a population of around 10,000 (a substantial town) at the start of the 18th century, it had grown to 186,000 by 1851. The population of the city of Manchester (not to be confused with the conurbation we know as Greater Manchester) peaked at 766,311 in 1931. Manchester achieved city status in 1853, the first new city for 300 years. As has been said Blackburn has never been able to match that particular feat but along with Manchester it did achieve parliamentary representation in 1832, electing two MPs until 1955, and was granted borough status in 1851. Historically borough status was very important as local government developed under Plantagenet rule as the charters issued by the King gave towns privileges and independence from the local Lord as well as the right to send two burgesses to the House of Commons when parliament was summoned. Citizens of boroughs were free men, not serfs. 

	The 1888 Local Government Act confirmed Blackburn's independence as one of what were under the act designated as county boroughs. This independence from Lancashire County Council which included its own borough police force lasted until 1974 and its loss was keenly felt by local people as the town became essentially subordinate to county hall in Preston. Blackburn's borough councillors were re-designated as district councillors, a status not surprisingly perceived as significantly inferior to the status of borough councillor, given that district councillors once sat on what were called urban and rural district councils (UDC's and RDC's) which in reality were not much more than glorified parish councils. Bigger towns and cities than Blackburn lost their independence as a result of restructuring. Stoke-On-Trent, a city with two and half times Blackburn's population found itself subordinate to Staffordshire County Council. Neighbouring Darwen was designated a non-county borough in the 1880's as part of local government reorganisation and got a town council for the first time, but subordinate to Lancashire County Council. Under reorganisation it was subsumed into Blackburn in 1974, reappearing as part of the new unitary authority, independent of Lancashire County Council, of Blackburn with Darwen in 1998. 

	Under this new structure Darwen eventually got back its own subordinate council in 2009. Darwen got its own parliamentary constituency in 1885, retaining it until 1983 when it joined with Rossendale to form the constituency of Rossendale with Darwen. On the face of it, this is nonsense, joined with Blackburn for local government purposes, but not for parliamentary representation. However, once the population of Blackburn had to declined to the point at which there was no overspill electorate to export to a neighbouring constituency, the fate of Darwen was sealed. By 1971 the population of Blackburn had fallen to 101,000, the lowest figure since 1881 when its 104,000 inhabitants saw the town rank at number 20 in the population charts for UK towns and cities. It was inevitable that the next boundary commission would take note. However, the 2007 parliamentary boundary commission re-detached the Blackburn South and Lower Darwen ward where my brother lives, once again linking it with Darwen in the slightly re-drawn Rossendale and Darwen constituency in time for the 2010 and subsequent General Elections.

	In my lifetime (I was born in December 1952) Blackburn elected exclusively Labour MP's until 2024. In 1945 Labour regained Blackburn, then a dual member constituency, from the Conservatives. Subsequent to a boundary commission report dual member constituencies were abolished and Blackburn was divided into separate East and West constituencies. Barbara Castle, first elected in 1945, won the East division for Labour and Ralph Assheton the West Constituency for the Conservatives at the 1950 election. At the next election in November 1951 both retained their seats and this marked the last occasion that a Blackburn parliamentary constituency elected a Conservative MP. Another boundary commission reduced Blackburn to one seat which Mrs Castle held by less than 400 votes against a popular local Conservative councillor, Tom Marsden, in 1955. Blackburn should have fallen to the Conservatives in 1959 on the national swing, but Mrs Castle actually increased her majority against a new Tory candidate. By the time Tom Marsden was reinstated as Conservative candidate in 1966 the chance was gone. Barbara Castle (1945-79) was never again seriously challenged and her successors Jack Straw (1979-2015) and Kate Hollern (2015-2024) had never looked remotely in danger of being unseated until the shock victory of an Independent Palestine Solidarity candidate at the 2024 General Election, when the town’s Muslim population abandoned its previously monolithic support for Labour. The decline of working-class conservatism, often described as the deference vote, coupled with a solidly Muslim population that has risen steadily since the first Asian migrants came in the 1950's to over 35% of Blackburn with Darwen’s population according to the 2021 census, had ensured that the Conservatives and all other mainstream parties were firmly locked out. It remains to be seen if this is a ‘one off’ related to Muslim dissatisfaction with the renewal of hostilities between Israel and their Palestinian co-religionists, or whether it marks a sea change. 

	Mrs Castle, given the soubriquet of The Red Queen by her official posthumous biographer was once tipped as Britain's first woman Prime Minister. That did not happen but until her eminence was eclipsed by Mrs Thatcher, Barbara Castle was far and away the best known, and most successful in career terms, female politician in the UK.

	However, Darwen, whatever else it had in common with Blackburn, did not share its larger neighbour's political preferences. In its 98-year history the Darwen constituency resolutely refused to elect a Labour MP, not even in the Labour landslide of 1945. The closest Labour came was in 1966 when the Conservative majority was reduced to 1,735 votes. Sadly, for Labour needing only a 1.9% swing to take the seat in 1970, there was a late almost undetected swing to the Conservatives which saw the Labour majority of 96 turned into a Tory majority of 36, propelling Edward Heath into Downing Street and taking Darwen well out of Labour's reach. The Liberal party did occasionally challenge Conservative hegemony winning Darwen for the last time in 1931 when Sir Herbert Samuel became the local MP. He lost in 1935 and the Conservatives retained the seat until abolition in 1983. However, despite not contesting the seat in 1955 and 1959 the Liberal Party maintained a significant following in Darwen. My old Biology teacher, Tony Cooper, contested Darwen in four successive elections between 1970 and 1979, on each occasion comfortably out-polling the party's national performance. His 15,060 votes in February 1974 represented 26.4% of the turnout, the Liberal party's best performance in the seat since 1935. The real difference between the Blackburn and Darwen constituencies was the latter's rural hinterland, predominately Conservative and amounting to around 40% of the electorate. The ability of the Conservatives to take up to one third of manual working-class votes ensured that the seat remained beyond Labour's grasp. 

	My maternal grandmother, Irish by descent and Roman Catholic by faith was one of those working- class Tories, which was decidedly atypical for that particular combination. She was not a fan of the Conservative MP since 1951, Charles (from 1981 Sir Charles) Fletcher-Cooke. Oddly enough Fletcher-Cooke had stood for Labour in 1945 but switched allegiances. There was a minor scandal involving him in 1963 when he was forced to resign as a junior Home Office minister subsequent to an approved school absconder dressed in a dinner jacket being caught driving Fletcher-Cooke's car apparently with permission, but without a valid driving licence or insurance. Fletcher-Cooke claimed that his actions were well intentioned but misguided and arose out of his desire to provide after care to young delinquents. My grandmother believed that Fletcher-Cooke's interest in young delinquents had rather more to do with what she saw as his sexual proclivities at a time when homosexuality was illegal. The dissolution of his eight-year marriage in 1967, coincidentally the year homosexuality between consenting adults was legalised, served only to harden her opinion but it did not mean the loss of her vote. All that can be said is that if there was a secret then Fletcher-Cooke took it with him to the grave. A barrister by profession he achieved some eminence when piloting the 1961 Suicide Act, which finally decriminalised suicide, on to the statute book. He died in 2001 at the age of 86.

	My own parents were Labour voters at General Elections although my mother did confess to voting Conservative in 1959, often dubbed the "You've never had it so good" election thanks to Prime Minister Harold Macmillan telling the public that they had indeed never had it so good. Job security, miniscule unemployment, a massive public housing programme, the development of the NHS, and the increasing availability of consumer goods all signalled a prosperity that actually reached down to ordinary working people for the first time. Whether the Conservatives deserved the credit they got for it at the ballot box was another matter, but then working-class Conservatism had long preceded the affluent society. After the passing of the 1867 Reform Act had enfranchised the skilled working class, the Tories moved swiftly and decisively to garner the vote. At national level Disraeli's government (1874-80) enacted significant social reform and promoted patriotism via the expanding Victorian empire. At local level networks of Conservative clubs sprang up which can be found to this day in the northern industrial towns and cities. The Liberals rather sourly took the view that the Conservatives, in hock with the breweries, were buying up working class votes with a more sophisticated version of "treating" that existed in the days before the secret ballot. None of this prevented Liberal clubs with liquor licences from being set up in opposition.  My memory, which could be wrong, tells me that Darwen still had three Conservative clubs when I was a young man, and also a Liberal club. 

	Thus, the Conservatives were well established when the Labour party came along at the beginning of the 20th century to challenge the old order. Working class Tory MPs were almost as rare as rocking horse manure but that was far from the case as regards local councillors. In our own ward one of the Conservative councillors was a railway colleague of my father's, Stan Woods, who lived in a corner terrace in Finsbury Place close to our home. I do not know whether or not my parents voted for Stan Woods at local elections but I do know that on social matters there was little difference between Labour and Conservative working men. They supported the death penalty for murderers, were opposed to the legalisation of homosexuality, and took a dim view of women who gave birth out of wedlock. Fifty years on only religious fanatics would want to go back to a society where gays lived in fear of being exposed and illegitimacy was a sigma carried by innocent children. The working class has likewise moved on, and rather more than its detractors amongst the metropolitan elite would have us believe.

	Relatively few people now call for the return of the death penalty even when the most atrocious crimes are committed but back in 1948 there was widespread relief in the town when the murderer of a child being treated in Queen's Park Hospital was apprehended, convicted and hanged. The case made the national headlines as it was the first time ever that mass fingerprinting had taken place when the entire adult male population of Blackburn was asked to co-operate with the police so that the murderer, whom police were confident was a local man, could be brought to book. Peter Griffiths was eventually tracked down as police caught up with those who for whatever reason had not made themselves available. There was no petition for a reprieve and as far as the good people of Blackburn were concerned Griffiths' date with the hangman constituted justice for the murdered three-year-old June Devaney and her family. Respectable working-class people may no longer support the death penalty in numbers but tend to be much tougher in their attitude to crime simply because they are most likely to be affected by it. Try being one of the few people living on a sink estate with a steady job and see how often your home gets burgled. 

	The typical Blackburn Labour voter in my youth was every bit as patriotic as his Conservative counterpart. Working people had borne the brunt of the war against Hitler and imperial Japan. Without the commitment of the bulk of the population to the second world war, Churchill's leadership skills would have been unavailing. However, pride in our native land was not accompanied by aggressive nationalism and crude chauvinism. Working people had much to be proud of but once the war was over Germany was quickly forgiven. Witness the remarkable acceptance of Bert Trautmann, German paratrooper, veteran of the Russian front, and British prisoner of war when, having elected to stay on in England, he emerged as first choice goalkeeper for Manchester City, and became a soccer hero when in 1956 he defied a broken neck to help Manchester City win one of the most remarkable FA Cup finals ever staged. It is a reminder of the remarkable capacity of competitive sport to break down barriers and dissipate hatred and prejudice, although it would take rather longer for black footballers to be accepted despite being British born. British ex-servicemen of my father's generation were less forgiving of Japan and the main reason for this was that the experience of the typical prisoner of war of any nationality at the hands of the Japanese was to be treated as almost sub human whereas the Nazi's reserved that fate for Jews, Slavs and Gypsies. A British servicemen captured by the Germans was far more likely to survive incarceration than one captured by Japan. Despite the holocaust of which most Britons were ignorant until the end of the war, the German soldier was respected as a brave patriot simply doing his duty, rather than being perceived as a brainwashed barbarian. Of course, it would be ridiculous to deny the presence of a racist subtext as regards the Japanese imperial army, but it is difficult for any generation to feel anything other than negativity for those who so flagrantly disregarded the Geneva convention.

	My parents' generation were brought up with the empire. Their school text books which we frequently inherited, showed large chunks of Africa and Asia coloured red, which signified British rule. Some of these territories were autonomous dominions of the crown, independent in all but name, and it has to be said mainly white. Most of the remainder were still referred to as colonies, and only in 1966 did the cabinet post of Secretary of State for the Colonies disappear when it became part of the Commonwealth Office reflecting the rapid move to independence and therefore equal status alongside Britain for the former colonies. Britain began disengaging from the empire in fairly short order after World War Two. Building the New Jerusalem at home was not compatible with the expense of maintaining an empire nor was it compatible with the American view of the new world order. Labour was happy to shed the "white man's burden", the Conservatives rather less so and its backwoodsmen caused considerable problems for more liberally minded reforming Tory Colonial Secretaries of State such as Iain McLeod and Reginald Maudling, who took a more jaundiced view of the small ruling elites of white settlers in Eastern and Southern Africa. I can only tell it as I remember it and my memory of how the empire was viewed by our parents' generation had very little to do with celebrating martial vigour, conquest for the sake of it, and total subjection of the natives, but rather it was about pride in our civilisation, the values that we exported, and the improvement of the condition of the people in the colonies. The Victorians exuded moral purpose. Whether or not Britain was a largely benevolent imperial power is vigorously debated by historians, although I doubt it is debated by Indian widows spared being pushed on to their husband's funeral pyre by a colonial administration determined to stamp out the practice of "suttee", widow burning for those unfamiliar with the term. The citizens of Blackburn most certainly had no doubt. 

	All this was pretty academic until immigration from the colonies began after the war bringing the empire to Britain. It accelerated in the 1950's when the UK found itself with a Labour shortage, rather than the surplus much loved by employers who could then depress wages. The first migrants were from the West Indies; black, Christian and English speaking. Their experience was not a happy one as they discovered they were not welcome in what they considered to be the mother country. It must have come as terrible shock to people who saw themselves unequivocally as British. The bulk of migrants to Blackburn were from the Indian sub-continent, brown skinned Asians, mainly Muslim, and non-English speaking. The local townspeople referred to the incomers as "Pakis" although many were actually Muslim citizens of India rather than of Pakistan, their ancestral home of Kashmir being split principally between India and Pakistan. They did not necessarily share the rose-tinted vision of England brought by West Indian migrants, which was perhaps just as well. For some citizens of Blackburn, it was as though an alien spaceship had landed. Ridiculous stories suggesting that they ate dog food circulated around the town. It took the opening of the first curry houses in Blackburn to put that one to bed. According to trip advisor there are now 187 of them, not quite as numerous as the holes, but more numerous than the number of pubs selling cask ale, 86 (2015 figure) according to the East Lancashire branch of the Campaign for Real Ale (CAMRA).

	Nevertheless, the Asian community soon established itself as those men who stuck it out sent for their wives and children or started families in England. I cannot remember seeing many Asian women in the 1960's but those that were seen did not wear full face veils and certainly not the Burqa. Islam itself was also invisible as Mosques were contained in private houses until the new community had the wealth and confidence to build their own complete with distinctive minarets. Their most visible presence in the workplace was in the declining cotton industry and on the buses. Wages in the cotton industry were low and in an era of full employment the Blackburn worker could and did take his National Insurance
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