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Answer: I was living in Sheffield and born in 1933, so I was 6 when the war broke out. I remember sitting on my parents bed, father had gone to work and mother was listening again to the news and what was conveyed to me most was her sense of fear. She had lived through the blitz in the First World War in Sheffield with zeppelins dropping bombs on civilians and she was very fearful for what was about to happen. 
Question: Were you at school then? 
A: Yes, I was at a school for everybody. We were evacuated out to a suburb, where we had a shelter that was a steel table. We also climbed into a cage. It wasn’t an Anderson shelter. My father built a 6 foot hole in the garden causing great delight to my elder sister and I. After a few days it filled up with water making a huge pond and all the clay that was dug out we made into bottles and put in the oven. Eventually he gave up this idea and rebuilt the Anderson shelter and put it in the cellar, sort of curved sheets of metal and my sister and I decorated the area with cartoons with Hitler and rude remarks. I had this fear that if the Germans won the war they would find this area and we would be shot on the spot or taken to concentration camps. The only casualty we experienced in the war was a wall in the kitchen, a kind of walkway between the hall and the kitchen. There was a trap door there down to the cellar. My father fell down it one day not realising the trap door was up. 
The only realisation of war was one day my bedroom window blew out. The nearest bombs that fell were about 150 yards away. It was a house that looked like an open child’s toy box. It had the front wall and side blown off. It was left sort of hanging with all their personal possessions hanging out like a toy box. One realised as a small child how looters would have an instinct of what to take. Soon some places 
had guards standing outside. Even normal people in circumstances like that behaved abnormally. It was in 1943 that the blitz really affected Sheffield. It was about 2 miles from us down in the valley, this continual noise of heavy bombing and the sky all light up, the heavier sounds of land mines and so on. There was terrible devastation down at the steel works. My father was a rescue worker and ambulance bearer, I mean a stretcher bearer. He wouldn’t talk about what he saw at all. After 1943/44 things changed. One of my strongest memories was standing in the kitchen and hearing a humming noise. Kind of like a drone. The whole horizon was filled with bombers. It was the US and UK bombers on a mission to Germany to create a vengeance. 
We grew up with sensible food. We didn’t have too many sweets and we had enough but we were always hungry. I remember in the 1950s when the ration ended my two pals and I on a cycling holiday, the day it ended, we bought ourselves lots of sugary things, so bad for us! 
Q: When peace was declared how much did life change? 
A: Not enough. During the war, Canadian and US magazines. Comics I think. Sent over by my father’s associations. Amazing toys that American’s had, cars that ran along by themselves. Amazing! Gas masks were a funny thing. What would you do with a child with a gas mask? Infants had a carry cot with a cover over and parents were issued with a pump and filter to put over the poor infant. When the child was old enough, it was made to wear a mask looking like Mickey Mouse, more fun I suppose. Must have been frightened to death, a bit like some people are of clowns. A huge palava having to carry your gas mask around with you and of course to school. We sometimes had drills when we had lots of smoke about and had to walk through it with the mask on. We had a set of barrage balloons hoping to stop the influx of Germans 
Q:Did they get through?
A:They certainly did. They only things the ballons did was make the 
planes fly higher making them less accurate. 
Q: They were night raids? 
A: Yes, mainly. In 1943 particularly. They wanted to destroy the steel works in Sheffield. We would go out in the morning after a raid and look for bits of shrapnel from the anti aircraft guns. They were bits of shrapnel about 5” long and about 1” across. They had very jagged edges and one had to make sure that they weren’t too hot to handle. We had competitions to see who could get the best bits. We also had a girls grammar school about half a mile from us which had wonderful grounds. It was of course out of bounds but that did not stop us. It was our principal playing place. It had a wonderful circle of trees and in the middle was a pond fed by a spring, deep at the spring end, shallow at the other end, full of Canadian Pond weed sending up life giving oxygen, frog spawn, newts, caddis fly, which we now think of a loss. It was a huge tragedy at the end of the war when they filled it in. 
One of the lovely things of the war was going out on a clear night and seeing all the search lights waving around in the sky looking for planes. It was an interesting sight along with the barrage balloons. After the war, I met a lady who had been part of a team of 8. They had a ballon flat in the back of a truck with a cannister of gas hydrogen. One day they sent it up on a winch at the right height, but it got away and she told me that they had great fun chasing across the countryside where this cable was taking off the tops of chimneys and telegraph poles. They eventually caught it which was no mean feat for a group of young girls to fasten it back on the winch and get it down. It was half filled with air and the other half was hydrogen so that it could adjust the air pressure going up. It had 2 or 3 elephant ears at the back, now they are being used commercially. 
Q: What was it used for? 
A: The intention was if a foreign aircraft got caught in the wires it would bring it down, so these devices were made to fly higher so that there was a better chance of missing their targets. 
Q: They weren’t explosive devices?
A: No, but if any aircraft fired on them there was a big explosion. 
Q: Wasn’t it dangerous for the team operating them to be so close to hydrogen? 
A: Yes, but it was a war dear boy! When I left school after A levels, they wanted people for the army and Airforce. But I wanted the Navy, I applied and got in and was made a coder. I never got as far as coding. I did officer training and became a midshipman. It was 3 months of hell! 
Q: Was National Service compulsory? 
A: Yes it was. You couldn’t get out of it. We had graduates in our group as they had to finish their University term first. In 1956 it finished. After I had done the training the Admiralty sent me to HMS Defender, a destroyer. We went to a Royal Review in 1953. That was a wonderful experience. We arrived at Spithead where Captain Crabb was lost trying to examine the underwater gear. His body never turned up. The next morning we sailed from there all the way down a line of 7 ships. All lowering their ensigns, and piping in seniority. It was the most marvellous spectacle, all those ships. Compared with the Navy now it was huge, we have hardly any Navy now, it’s a great shame. Being in the Navy then was a huge sense of discipline. Most of the other officers were all WW2 chaps, I was by far the youngest. It was hard sometimes, but valuable discipline. 
Q: After the destroyer what happened? 
A: Japan. The port of Sasebo - there was big sign that read “The greatest godamn Navy in the world passes through this port”. Not us, the Americans of course. I was transferred to help the Ace Officer ashore, until the ship I had be assigned to arrived. She was the largest ship that came in from the war, a repair ship, a carrier. She could land on aircraft. We were filled with hatred for the Japanese, after what they had done in the war, but when I got there which was our staging point, I was overwhelmed by the beauty of it and the aesthetics of it. I was walking on the road one day to see a sight, trees with Spring Flowers. It was very hot, and I was dressed in civvies. Everyone could recognise a Naval Officer, our civvies were all the same. A Japanese man came past on his bicycle stopped and bowed and gestured for me to sit on the back of his bike so that he could pedal me to the village that I was heading to. I thought that was extremely courteous to do that for ones recent enemy. I went ashore for a couple of weeks waiting for the new ship, which came to port as she’d had a shindig with Chinese Nationalists who were Pirating ships heading for the Nationalist ports of China. We often had that and made a show of force but never actually fired anything at them, we were much bigger than they were. Then we were going back to England to have the ship scrapped. One the most important things about my experience and being on the other side of the world was going through the Indian Ocean at the height of the monsoon in the summer. We had the wind behind us and had horrendous weather. All our buttons and uniforms were covered in mildew. One young lad had to be hospitalised because he was sicking up blood. Its so tiring being on a ship in that kind of heavy weather. No one is let off anything, you are sent to work with a bucket and told to get on with it. Good discipline for later sailing. 
Q: When were you de-mobbed?
A: 2 years after I joined which was 54. Q: And you went to University? 
A: No, I went to the Ministry with no qualifications. After that I went to Cambridge. Therincipal said he would take me but I had to pass the previous Cambridge examination which had Latin. So I went to Gregory Brothers and learnt Latin in the evenings and passed. I then did 4 glorious years at Cambridge, went down to Salisbury and came to do experimental psychology. 
Q: You met your wife there? 
[bookmark: _GoBack]A: Not quite. She was a friend of a neighbour and they went to school together. We would mingle as a large group and then she came up to Cambridge in my last year, her first year. I went to the east end of Sheffield and then to Leeds University as the Assistant Chaplain and then to the town of Keighley when I was 49. I came down to Broadmayne for the last 11 years. I kept my boat in Portland Harbour, it was a very happy time. At Keighley, we were regarded as the enemy because we were falsely associated with those in charge of the money. Keighley was terribly poor and a working class area and everyone thought they were being done down and they didn’t have enough initiative to get out of the problem and just blamed the boss. Lots of interesting things happened there, very busy. For example, on one occasion the verger told me that someone has broken into the cupboard with the vestments, stolen two sliver goblets and the bottle of wine. The police found them at the bottom of the churchyard drunk. These two were in a very bad state. 


