Long, Long Ago
“O.K. Michael” my mom said, “Go into the taproom and say goodnight to everyone”. 
We were living in an old stone pub in the Lancashire moors and our taproom was the social hub of the surrounding area. Originally in olden day pubs the ‘tap room’ was right next to the room or cellar where the beer barrels were kept, and beer was served to the ‘common folk’. The gentry would be served in the ‘saloon or best room’. Our best room was always empty, but the taproom with its two-foot square flagstones, coal burning fireplace and long bare wooden tables and benches was always populated.
“Goodnight auntie Mary,” I would say. 
Of course, she wasn’t my real auntie and everyone else in the room was not my real uncle or aunt. 
“Here dearie, have a sip of this it will help you sleep.” 
I dutifully had a little sip and moved on to the next pseudo uncle or aunt with the same routine. By the time I started to climb the stairs I would have no difficulty sleeping. (That may explain a lot about my penchant for a shot or two today).

On one night there had been a big rainstorm and on the small landing three quarters up the stairs the window ledge was wet through with almost an inch of water. 
“Oh dear,” said my dad, “Look at that.” 
“Yes,” I said, “It’s pissed through.” 
“What did you say,” my dad said in an ominous threatening tone of voice. 
“It’s soaked,” I said, obviously realizing that ‘Pissed’ was not a term to be used at home. In fact, I never heard a swear word or ‘blue’ word used in our house.  
David was my best friend and, on many days, he would come down to the pub for us to play together. The long wooden benches would be put upside down on the tables while the flagstone floor was mopped to reduce, if not get rid of, the stale beer smell that always lingered. We would sit inside the upturned benches wearing our cap pistols in their holsters at our hips. We were explorers paddling canoes down some fast-flowing remote river in the wild yonder. Always constantly on the lookout for Red Indians lurking on the banks waiting to attack.
One day my mom came upon us in my small bedroom ready to jump out of the window with a sheet clutched between us as a parachute. The window was probably about15 feet above ground which happened to be the large concrete half round step at the front door entrance. She needn’t have worried; it is doubtful we would have damaged the step!! 

David and I had many happy days together, exploring, hiking for many miles over open country, tobogganing during the winter and riding our three wheelers. Eventually he and his family moved across the Pennine Hills to Yorkshire, and I only saw him once more when we were both teenagers.

The pub was actually built over a small stream that flowed directly below the cellar. It helped keep the cellar and the barrels of beer cool even in the summer. Beer was in oak barrels and there was no air conditioning or even fans. So, we, to some extent, avoided the reputation of ‘serving lukewarm beer’ that visitors to England did not appreciate. The stream could be entered as it went under the cellar and followed via a low tunnel until it exited some several yards away across the nearby road. 
One day a huge rainstorm washed a garbage can lid against the entrance and the little stream became a river several feet deep as it backed up against the lid and overflowed into the pub via the back door. The whole ground floor was flooded especially in the kitchen area. Once the garbage can lid was removed the flood receded helped by my mom with a big broom. However, a large rat had taken refuge from the flood and was now scurrying around the small living room. My mom, bless her big game, hunting heart, whacked the rat with the broom breaking its back and killing it immediately. She put it on a shovel atop the outer wall to show off to my dad when he came home.
At ten years old we graduated from primary school and went to secondary (High) school at eleven. It was always a traumatic time moving up to the ’big’ school and wearing long pants for the first time. In those days boys only wore short pants until they were eleven. I think that may still be the case in many older fashioned areas of the U.K. 
When I found out the school I would be going to, I cried for several days. It was actually an orphanage several miles away high up in the moors and had a terrible reputation. Bullying and fighting were supposedly everyday occurrences especially for newbies or what today were called nerds or geeks.
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However, I did go to that school and discovered that the rumours were somewhat exaggerated but not completely untrue. It was a couple of weeks later that during recess I came across two senior boys teasing and bullying a smaller boy. He was the kind of boy who would always be picked on. A little overweight, totally nonathletic and with glasses that had round coke bottle lenses. He was cowering in a corner while the two bullies relentlessly yelled and shoved him around. Totally out of character for me, I got very angry, approached the two bullies and told them to lay off the boy and get lost. 
“Or else”? Was the typical reply, to which, in my most hopefully threatening tone I said, “Just stay and find out”. 
They sheepishly left and I, giving thanks to God, started to breathe again. From that day on the boy, who was a resident at the school, gave me half his candy ration every Friday
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Best Friends
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He gave me half his candy ration because I once stopped him from being bullied.








