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Preface 
 
This little book introduces you to some writing about 
Seacroft and some images of our area. We are 
celebrating Seacroft (Killingbeck and Whinmoor) by 
sharing happy memories and thoughts about living 
here over the last eighty odd years or so. 

Our book is called Celebrating Seacroft because we 
have much to celebrate in Seacroft. We have a proud, 
interesting history, masses of green space, some 
excellent schools and housing, proximity to good 
hospitals and a good library. We want everybody to 
recognise all the good points about Seacroft and we 
really want to give a sense of pride to young people in 
our area.  

Our writers are from all age groups, so our book is 
divided into three sections: Seacroft Elders, Middle 
Ground and Youth. The cover and artwork for 
Celebrating Seacroft have been produced by Jenny 
Ridsdale and Holly Atkinson and Seacroft Art Club 
members. We meet every Tuesday afternoon at 
Kentmere Community Centre, Kentmere Avenue, to 
share ideas, writing and art. You can drop in if you are 
in the area – it is free and works on a casual ‘drop by 
when you feel like it’ basis. Join us to celebrate all the 
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good things in East Leeds and share your creative 
skills with the rest of our community. 

Jenny and I are hoping that you will pick up this 
book, read some extracts and decide that you could 
contribute to the next book by writing or by producing 
art work. If you would like to write or record your 
own memories or ideas for our 2012 Seacroft Gala 
book, you will find contact details for the Seacroft 
Literature Society and Art Club at the end of this 2011 
book. We also have a Reading Group, which meets in 
the Seacroft Village Hall, so look out for our posters in 
shops or at Seacroft Library.  Look out for the Poetry 
Café too – coming our way very soon. 

 
 

 
Geraldine Beattie 
Seacroft Community Literature (and Art) Society  
(Founded 2009)   
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Red Kite 
 

Above the church of St Richard 
Red Kite soars, aloof, proud 
’til chippy crow sees him off 
All dignity in shreds 

 
Martin Harrisonsmith 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A Timeline of Seacroft 
By SCLS (M) 

The name Seacroft, originally SAECROFT, is of 
Saxon origin, SAEC meaning pool or lake and 
CROFT meaning enclosure or farm. The other 
alternative is SAE meaning battle and CROFT, a field, 
relating to the bloody battle of AD 655 between Oswy, 
King of Northumberland and Penda, King of Mercia. 
Seacroft is reputed to have the oldest remaining 
village green in England. 
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AD 655 The earliest historical account of 
Seacroft, recorded by the Venerable Bede 
(born 673), occurs as a result of the battle 
of WINWAED (Whinmoor), between the 
Christian King Oswy and the pagan 
Mercians led by King Penda. In this very 
bloody battle, the King of Mercia is slain 
and many of his retreating army drowned 
trying to cross the River Cock or the 
swollen River Aire. 

1086 After the Norman Conquest, surveys 
are carried out for the Domesday Book, 
and Seacroft is recorded as having a 
share of agricultural prosperity. 

1250 The entire parish of Whitkirk, including 
Seacroft, is granted by William the 
Conqueror to Gilbert de Laci of 
Pontefract, the founder of the powerful 
Laci family, the Earls of Lincoln. 

14th century Pigeon Cote Farm is established.  

1602 Seacroft is granted by King James I to 
Charles, Earl of Devon.  

1605  The Earl of Devon conveys the Seacroft 
estate to George Shiletto of Houghton. 
The Shiletto family build Seacroft Hall.  
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1613 On George Shiletto’s death, the estate 
passes to his wife Elizabeth, who later 
marries Sir Ralph Hansby. 

1643  On March 29th, a battle is fought 
between Sir Thomas Fairfax, for the 
Roundheads, and the Royalists of 
Charles I at Seacroft, resulting in the 
Roundheads retreating across Bramham 
Moor. 

1656  Sir Ralph Hansby conveys Seacroft to 
James Nelthorpe of Windsor, in whose 
hands it remains for over 100 years. 

1845  St James’s Church, Seacroft, is opened 
on 28th November. 

l848 A chapelry district is assigned to St 
James’s by an Order-in-Council. 

1873 By an Order-in-Council, on 30th 
September, an exchange of land is made 
between the adjoining parishes of 
Seacroft and Manston. The portion of 
land to the north-east of the church, 
which includes Whinmoor, is 
transferred to the parish of Seacroft. 
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1934  Modern Seacroft comes into being with 
the compulsory purchase of 1,000 acres 
of land by Leeds City Council to 
provide a site for a modern housing 
scheme. This is to provide 
accommodation for the many hundreds 
of families affected by the extensive 
slum clearance programme, creating the 
largest single estate or ‘town’ in the 
city.  

1936  Seacroft Hall becomes derelict after the 
death of its owner, Darcy Bruce 
Wilson. 

1954 Pigeon Cote Farm is demolished and 
the land sold for more building. The 
area known as Seacroft now includes 
Whinmoor, Gipton, Swarcliffe and 
Stanks, and these areas are to use the 
Seacroft amenities such as the shopping 
centre and secondary schools.  

1958 Parklands High School opens on the old 
site of Seacroft Hall. 
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Seacroft history 
By Neil Walker 
 
Neil’s history was written for a day organised by 
Nicola Greenan of Leeds 14 Trust. Neil used internet 
and library sources to make a short version appealing 
to all. We know that our account is not definitive… 
but it is pretty good, Neil. 
 
Seacroft has a history dating back beyond the 
publication of the Domesday Book (1086). However 
there is evidence of habitation prior to that. During 
construction of the estate in the 1950s, a stone axe 
dating from the Neolithic age (3500–2100 BC) was 
found on Kentmere Avenue, while two silver Roman 
coins were found on Seacroft Green in the 1850s.  

The name (originally Saecroft) is of Saxon origin – 
sae meaning pool or lake and croft meaning enclosure 
or farm. Seacroft remained largely unchanged for 
centuries as a small Yorkshire village. However, in the 
1930s–50s the area was developed into Leeds’ largest 
council estate. In the 1960s and 1970s the building of 
Whinmoor and Swarcliffe integrated Seacroft with 
other suburbs. 
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 Every source will tell you that the Venerable Bede 
records the battle of Winwaed between King Oswy’s 
forces and the, unsuccessful, invading Mercians under 
King Penda. Bede gives this as taking place near 
Seacroft on the 15th November 655.   

In 1643 a minor battle between Royalists for 
Charles I and a small group of Roundheads under 
Thomas Fairfax, who were en-route from Tadcaster to 
Leeds, took place at Seacroft. Fairfax was obliged to 
retreat across Bramham Moor. 

Seacroft Village is the original part of Seacroft, 
around the Green and Cricketers Arms. Seacroft Hall 
was built in the 17th century by the Shiletto family, 
incorporating extensive landscaping and parkland. 
Despite being a listed building, the Hall was 
demolished in the 1950s. The original entrance lodge 
still stands on York Road. 

There is an old non-operating windmill that pre-
dates the estate, which has been incorporated into a 
hotel now known as the Ramada Leeds North. 

Seacroft village was surrounded by several farms, 
the largest being Pigeon Cote Farm which was 
demolished in 1954 to make way for the building of 
the estate. The village developed slowly over the 
centuries, and saw very little change until the post war 
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years. In 1934, Leeds City Council bought 1,000 acres 
(4.0 km2) for municipal housing, and after World War 
II the majority of houses and blocks of flats were built. 
The council had planned for Seacroft to be a ‘satellite 
town within the city boundary’. 

Work on the estate began in the 1950s. Many of the 
older houses on the estate are more traditional red-
brick semis built around the Beechwood area, to the 
North of the estate. In the 1960s many prefabricated 
housing and high rise flats were constructed on the 
estate. Two main roads were built through the estate, 
these being North Parkway and South Parkway. North 
Parkway was built as a dual carriageway, in a similar 
way as had been done to Oak Tree Drive, Coldcotes 
Drive and Gipton Approach in neighbouring Gipton. 

Other areas surrounding Seacroft were built using 
the same principle. In the 1960s work started on 
building the Swarcliffe and Stanks areas and in the 
1970s work began on building Whinmoor. None of 
these were as large or ambitious as Seacroft, the 
intention being that these areas would use many of the 
amenities built along with the Seacroft Estate such as 
the Civic Centre. Amenities were at first kept to a 
minimum in Swarcliffe and Whinmoor, with the 
estates only having small local shops, public houses 
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and primary schools. Since then, schools like John 
Smeaton have been built. Seacroft also has the main 
central bus interchange for North-East Leeds, although 
the nearest railway station is in Crossgates. 

Whether Seacroft ever achieved being a ‘satellite 
town within the city boundary’ is debatable. While the 
estate offered many amenities in the original civic 
centre and now offers modernised facilities in the 
Seacroft Green shopping centre, it lacked amenities 
such as a leisure centre. The area also offered very 
little in the way of employment, besides that provided 
by the shops and the few office blocks in the civic 
centre.  

The architecture of Seacroft varied throughout the 
construction of the estate. The earlier houses dating 
back to the 1950s are a mixture of concrete houses and 
red-brick traditional terraces and semis. In the late 
1960s and 1970s the prefabricated housing towards the 
south-west of the estate was constructed. The older 
council houses were generally built to a higher quality 
and are still in good condition. The northern parts of 
the estate were generally built first, leaving 
undeveloped land between Seacroft and Gipton and 
Killingbeck. 

Much of Seacroft was built twice. High demand for 
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houses lead to many temporary prefabs being built in 
Seacroft shortly after the war. These were generally 
known as the ‘war houses’. In the late 1960s and early 
1970s these were replaced by the Cedarwood 
Corporation Houses. These were a quick and cheap 
option of replacing the older prefabs. Like their 
predecessors they were also prefabricated houses, 
however were intended to last longer. Local people 
often refer to these as the ‘gas houses’ in comparison 
with the ‘war houses’ and in note of them having 
natural gas. The exact same style of building was used 
around the Coal Road in Whinmoor and Queenswood 
Drive in Beckett Park. 

During the 1960s and 1970s, a variety of styles of 
high rise flats were built. These were concentrated 
close to the civic centre, in the Boggart Hill and 
Ramshead areas of the estate and along the southern 
edge of the estate. Lower rise flats were also built 
around the civic centre in the 1960s.  

The 1960s also saw the construction of the Seacroft 
Civic Centre, which was at the time a novel way of 
building an outdoor purpose built town centre. The 
centre was opened by the Queen in 1965. The Civic 
Centre had a Grandways supermarket and a 
Woolworths as well as many other smaller shops, 
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banks, pubs, an open market (which was converted 
into a car park in the 1980s) and a library. 

In the 1990s it had become apparent that the 
condition of the Civic Centre had deteriorated 
significantly in the 30 years since its construction. 
Talks were held with Leeds City Council, and Tesco 
were found as the preferred bidder to rebuild the 
Seacroft Civic Centre. 

In 1999, work began clearing the site and in the 
2000s the new Seacroft Green Shopping Centre 
opened. Tesco was claimed at the time to be the 
largest supermarket in Europe. The car park was also 
enlarged and other shop units were built along the side 
of the supermarket, making the centre a crescent 
shape.  

The Seacroft Green Shopping Centre is also the 
main transport interchange in Seacroft, with the main 
bus station for Seacroft and the surrounding areas 
being centred there. From here buses run out through 
the estate as well as to the city centre, Wetherby and 
Harrogate 
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Seacroft elders 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Mr and Mrs Noble 
 
Mr Alan Noble has written a great deal about Seacroft 
but this entry records a conversation I was privileged 
to have with both Alan and his wife, Helen. I am 
enormously grateful to them both. They are kind and 
wonderful people. (Also, Alan is in a Darcy Wilson 
tradition of bringing Scottish ladies to Seacroft 
Village.) 
 
 
Mr Noble: I remember looking at the Smeaton’s water 
wheel, you know, the mill that drove the Foundry 
Mill, it was being dismantled and it hadn’t been 
working for ages and we used to have to go down and 
draw it. I’ve no drawings of it but there are drawings 
of it, of the old Foundry Mill. But I can remember all 
of it being down there and I can remember the row of 
little houses that the miners lived in, the Iron Miners, 
you know, in Foundry Mill. 

Yes, all along Foundry Mill there’d be about half a 
dozen or a dozen houses. I know there was half a dozen 
at least, small cottages and then the mill. The water 
wheel was at the side of it because all the iron was there 
as we played in the streams around Seacroft. When 
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you’d played for so long you’d get iron on your clothes. 
They’d take us for a nature walk through Foxwood and 
take you down to sketch the old water wheel. 
 
Which school was that from ? 
Seacroft National School. It was a C of E school that 
was attached to the Church. St James’s Church. My 
brother went there and my sister went there. They 
were a bit brainier than me. Of course when I followed 
along they said, ‘you’re nothing like your brother and 
sister’. I used to get that. 
  
What about all the books you have written? 
I’ve always been good at writing because I was a good 
listener to my mother and I’ve terrific memories now. 
I can remember like my mother at the peggy tubs and 
the row of houses that are still there now, facing, as 
you come out of South Parkway. You know that row 
of houses don’t you, well we lived in Taylor’s Yard 
near where the post office was. The hairdressers was 
next door to us, Ryan Gibbons. We lived next door. 
My dad had a little haulage business and he had two 
horses parked up at the top of Taylor’s Yard and there 
was a pump in the corner. In 1926 electricity came to 
Seacroft, so I’m told. 
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So your dad had the haulage firm? 
Well, I wouldn’t call it a haulage firm. All he had was a 
horse and a flat-backed cart and he also did work on 
farms if anyone wanted any straw or wheat taking from 
here down to Granary Wharf, barley to the maltsters, 
Tetley’s Brewery and then he had another horse which 
he stabled in Roundhay and that had a flat packed cart 
and the corporation used that. He had a man on it and 
the corporation would put tar, gravel on it and a man 
would go with my dad and have a stumper and stump 
all the holes and put cobbles back in the road. 

 
What’s a stumper? 
It’s like a long shaft with a big weight on the end. This 
is before road rollers and all that sort of business. You 
remember, don’t you, Helen? They were on the back 
of wagons and they used to just come out and fill holes 
up and use this stumper? 

 
So this is long before cars in Seacroft? 
Actually, to go across the road in Seacroft in about 
1926 or 1928, it was ever so busy. My mother used to 
say ‘watch that road’ because it was quite busy but 
there was such a lot of what you call charabancs, 
people coming on day trips to York or York Races. 
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You’ve got to remember it was the main York Road 
and also going to the coast and children’s days out. A 
charabanc is a coach; it used to be open at the top. 
 
We never had a tram in Seacroft? 
No never had a tram. No, Crossgates, number 18. 
They had the old one. I think that went from Tadcaster 
to Leeds and it always stopped, just taking people 
backwards and forwards from Tadcaster to Leeds.  
 
What was the school like? 
The National School it was divided into two, a bit like 
when Helen went to school, infants and higher classes.  
Helen: We used to have two rooms, the infants in  
one room and the older ones in another room and  
that was it.  

Yes, that’s how we did it and we had Miss 
Lancaster for the younger children like myself and 
then when you got a little bit older you went into the 
higher classes and Mr Chadwick who I think  was the 
headmaster and he taught the older boys and girls. 
And Mr Harding as well. 
How many children were in the class? 
I don’t know. There wouldn’t be a great deal. I would 
think there’d be about 20, maybe slightly more in the 
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infant classes and then you went, when you became I 
think it was 11, you had to go down to Crossgates 
School. A mixed school.  
Helen: But in Scotland I never moved from that 
school. I didn’t go to High School. I could have gone 
but you needed uniforms. My mam already had to buy 
uniforms for my older brothers. My dad died and there 
were six of us. My mam always wanted to be a teacher 
and she went to school until 17 in those days, and she 
loved it. I always used to say, ‘Mam, I don’t like 
school’, and she’d say, ‘Oh, I loved it. I could have 
stopped for ever’ because she was clever.  
Alan: Always easier when you’re clever, then you’re 
OK. My elder brother and my sister were very, very 
clever. I learnt more when I got to be about 14 and 
when I went into the army. I injured myself so I went 
and got taught. I was attached to Whitchurch in Hants 
and I became an army accountant you know and that’s 
how I came to do prisoners of war accounts and all 
that, you know looking after prisoners of war. I came 
back afterwards. 

That’s a picture there of my mother and father and 
her 16 sisters. That was 1914. That was actually on the 
Coal Road, Shadwell, just as you go over the Coal 
Road from Wetherby Road and you go on to Coal 
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Road as if you’re going to Harewood. The road does a 
little twist and there was a farm there and that was my 
grandad’s farm. 

This is a photograph from 1904, my Uncle Henry 
and he went to be a magistrate in Tasmania and that’s 
my mother and you’ll notice that for every one of the 
sisters the photos were all taken in the orchard. My 
grandad had a bob or two, and he was able to employ a 
good photographer. Schrimshaw’s photographers. 

 
The school  
We were talking about teachers. One teacher and all 
the children in the class. When it was for a big thing 
there was a divider, a door on wheels and you made 
tea for scouts didn’t you (an annexe) and you could 
open it up to be a big school. When did it close? I’d 
ask a chap called Ives, he’s younger than me, 15 or 20 
years younger then me, Eric Ives and he’s on the 
Village Green committee and he knows an awful lot 
about things that happened. You see, I went into the 
army in 1942, got married and then came back and we 
lived for a short time, about two or three months, on 
Kitson Street in Harehills Lane and eventually then we 
got a house in Stainmore Close and that’s the only 
time more or less we were away from Seacroft. 
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Hampshire and Scotland 
Everywhere I’ve gone I’ve thought it was wonderful. 
Every job that I’ve ever done I’ve been happy. The 
experience I’ve had I just used to think I wish my lads 
could have this same experience. I never drunk much, 
sometimes on a Friday night when you got paid from 
the army, you got paid 7 shillings a week. You could 
get a wee half for a shilling, if you got a wee half in 
Edinburgh, Murray’s wee half they call it and a little 
drink of whisky when you join a Scots regiment. I’d 
never had anything like that before and one drink and I 
was done. I soon got over that I’ve always had cars. I 
always encouraged my boys to have cars or 
motorbikes. You’re better putting money in petrol than 
pushing it down your neck. 

We went to the cinema. Cinema was the tuppenny 
rush on a Saturday, the Regal in Crossgates. That opened 
in 1938. Then there was the bug hutch, where Marks & 
Spencers is now in Crossgates, and that was there a long, 
long time. I can remember music and Buster Keaton 
there. 

 
And you went to Crossgates school? 
When dad had to leave the farm, a farmer’s house is 
always tied and consequently we moved down to 
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Crossgates. We moved into Farm Road, Monkman’s 
houses; it was a private house number 22. It’s still 
there now. We were in there about 18 months, then to 
Poole Square.  

My dad originates from Scarcroft, Thorner, a place 
called Withersom in between Bramham and Thorner. 
My elder brother was born in 1917, sister 1920, I was 
born in 1924, 1928 another brother I’ve just lost. I was 
born at Layfield Farm in Aberford. So that was before 
we came into Seacroft, so that would have been 1924. 
I came to Seacroft in 1926, I was two years of age. 

My first memories of Seacroft are in Taylor’s Yard, 
there were two brothers who had a butchers in 
Taylor’s Yard, a little shop and they used to bring 
animals. You used to have to shut your door on a 
Monday morning because there might be a sheep 
going up or a nasty looking bull going up or 
something like that. I can remember them being killed 
and I can remember how they used to kill them. This 
is before the humane killer, they had a ring in their 
nose of course and a ring on the wall and they put a 
rope through it and two or three chaps pulled this rope 
till they got the bull’s head down and the butcher came 
along with a poleaxe. I didn’t see it, but I knew it was 
happening and my mother, being a farmer’s daughter 
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(she wouldn’t let you see it), was often called on a 
Monday. ‘Mrs Noble, would you come and give us a 
hand?’ She wasn’t frightened of anything, and she 
would go… Mr Taylor, Mr Fred Taylor who was a 
butcher, would say, ‘Come on, give us a hand with this 
bull.’ My mother would be there with the rope with 
the men pulling its head down. I can remember them 
ripping it all open. All the intestines, all they did was 
put them all in a great big pile in the back of what was 
called a midden in between what is now Church Row, 
just at the back of the Village Hall, and they just left 
them there and they stunk terrible.  

And then I went to work. My first job was 
delivering milk for Mr Gibbon, that’s the father of 
Brian who had the hairdressing shop and Anne, his 
wife….. and I earned 7/6 a week and I worked from 
7am to 6pm, six days a week. On Sunday, we finished 
about half past two. For 7/6 a week and I enjoyed 
every minute of it. He had a round in Chapel 
Allerton… It was zoned off, it was the early part of the 
war about 1939, there were zones then for milk people 
and everybody had to get their milk from one 
milkman. It was zoned. And our zone was Chapel 
Allerton and I used to go in a car over there with him, 
over to Chapel Allerton and he had a horse and a float 
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in Regent Street and Mrs Gibbon, his wife would be 
driving delivering the milk and Jim would have the 
float with me and we would be serving out the back. 
She carried on the business for a long time. She was a 
very good driver Mrs Gibbon. It was all out of a pail 
and me being a little lad, put two gallons in a can and 
you’d a half pint measure for a half pint and a pint 
measure at the other side. With me being a little lad I 
used to knock the bottoms off. He always had a special 
can for me. You filled the jug which was on the 
doorstep. It was crocheted with little beads on it so it 
didn’t blow off and you laid it over the top. But he 
used to catch me sometimes behind a bush having a 
drink. 

South Parkway they started building in I think 
about 1930. Darcy Wilson died I know before the war 
and he was in the crypt and I kept my gardening stuff 
in the crypt so I used to see Darcy every morning. He 
had the Hall and he rode about. when I was a little boy 
and my mother was a bit cheeky. We weren’t in one of 
his tied houses. We were in a farmer’s tied house, 
which was nothing to do with him. When I was a little 
boy I was off school and I was eating an apple actually 
out of his orchard. 

I was eating an apple and he comes along on his 
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white horse and red coat and he said, ‘That child 
should not be eating an apple at that time of day.’ And 
my mother said, ‘How do you know, you’ve never had 
any kids?’ In fact, all my dad’s bosses or farmers he 
worked for they used to say, ‘By Charlie tha’s got a 
right terrier there,’ because she’d say, ‘Eh, you’re 
working my husband too much, give him more 
money.’ Because he was right shy me dad. 

He was a lovely dad, most beautiful dad. So kind 
and so kind with his horses as well and I think he 
thought more of his horses than us. If the horse was 
off colour he’d lay beside them. He’d stay all night 
with ’em. He’d lay with his neck on Peggy, a big black 
shire horse with beautiful white plumes. There is a 
photograph of me with Peggy and I think it’s at Jack’s 
house. He’d sleep with it and the horse would wake 
him up. My dad thought the world of his horses. The 
one he had at Seacroft was Peggy and the one he had 
over at North Park Avenue, on Lidgett Lane was 
called Prince and that was a Suffolk Punch. It was a 
farm. You’d always ask a farmer if he had a spare 
stable…  

But I can remember my dad having the two of them 
together at Crossgates. This is before in 1935, he 
thought he had to do something about it and he went 
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and bought a Fortsan tip-up truck, one of the first ones 
that came out in Leeds and I can always remember the 
man that went with him to teach him to drive in 1935. 
They sent a man out for a week with him to teach him 
to drive and the man with him liked a drink at the end 
and my dad would be outside the pub in the wagon 
waiting for him. The man that was teaching him would 
come out of the pub an hour later and teach my dad. I 
think he only had six days to learn to drive and I 
remember when he first drove he garaged it in 
Crossgates Goods Yard and when he was driving 
sweat was dripping off his nose and my elder brother 
he was leaning over the back saying ‘Change gear dad 
now’. He got right good because he was delivering 
sand from Sandway, in between where St Kevin’s is 
and there is called Sandway and there’s a great big 
quarry and it was all Godson’s sand and they needed 
sand for the iron furnaces in Sheffield and 
Middlesborough. And my dad used to drive there. And 
when he pulled the break on he’d go whoa! He was 
brilliant my dad. 

 
What was it like inside your house? 
We had an iron-grated fire in Poole Square. Our house 
was built about 1933, they were built a bit cheap and 
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all the cement that was used and underneath it had 
been a pit. They used to dig them down and throw all 
the dirt out. The first houses on Crossgates estate, that 
shale was used in the making of the concrete. It’s the 
same on the Coal Road. They were built early on in 
1930 and their cement is black and that’s the dust from 
the coalmines. They called them bell pits because the 
hole went straight down, no ventilation or anything 
like that and it opened up as a bell and they used to 
pull the coal up. 

 
Chippy’s quarry 
Mr Chippendale, he was a bricklayer. I think it must 
have been sand out of there. There’s a road called 
Arthursdale in Scholes just against the Buffers and 
that’s Arthur Chippendale and Chippy’s quarry was 
very deep and it was well known later for boys 
going there and fishing and playing around. As was 
the one at Sandway in between Manston and St 
Kevin’s. I can remember getting gold-crested newts 
out of there. We fished for sticklebacks and we’d go 
down to Cock Beck. That’s where all our time was 
spent. Making a bogie, or even when it was the 
school holidays and you started collecting for your 
bonfire. I’ve seen me and my pals up at Austhorpe 
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dragging trees all the way from Austhorpe. 
Chumping. We always asked anybody who had a 
decent pram, like a Silver Cross, getting a bit tatty, 
‘what you going to do with the wheels?’ Well the 
wheels made beautiful bogies – take them up and 
come down towards the Dunhills. And in winter-
time it was sledging in the valley.  

I had a bike. My elder brother, he did a lot of racing 
and he always had bikes. You see, the other thing was, 
when I was 12 I was a paper-boy. You had to go down 
to Great George Street to the education offices, get a 
badge and at 6am at the tram stop at Crossgates I’d be 
waiting for the papers to come in and they were never 
late and they’d come off the tram in bundles, with the 
Newsagent’s name on the top. My job was then to take 
all the bundles. I got five shillings a week for morning 
delivery from 6 am to 8am and then we’d go to school 
and I had all Whitkirk to do. The papers then were 
really thick. And at night-time you’d go back after 
school to deliver the YEP. Consequently we were 
always able to save, we’d go to Mr Tatham’s next to 
that fish shop on York Road to the cycle shop and give 
them 6d a week for your own bike. No phone or 
television. I can remember us getting a wireless and 
thinking it was marvellous. It was an Echo, a round 
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Echo? and we were all gathered round it and we 
thought it was marvellous  

Helen had to go next door, didn’t you?  
Helen: We were interested in boxing and we’d go to 
our next-door neighbours because we didn’t have a 
wireless. This was a long time before Joe Lewis, when 
I was in my teens probably.  

My dad had horses in 1935 and the early part of ’35 
and I can remember him taking us on the back of one 
of his horse and carts and taking us to a farm at 
Oaktree something up at Gipton and I can remember 
all of us walking down to Roundhay Road and 
standing by the wall where Tesco’s is and the 
Roundhay pub and watching King George V and 
Queen Mary and all the Life Guards coming to open 
the Civic Hall in Leeds.  

My mother and father always instilled in us if there 
was any occasions it wouldn’t be the bus it would be 
go on the horse and cart and we’d go and see if it was 
a special train coming through Crossgates. Everybody 
would know because nearly all my relations worked 
on the railway – my uncle George was a signalman 
and he’d say, ‘Flying Scotsman’s coming through’ at 
such a time and we’d all go down and see. My uncle 
was signalman there. It was quite a busy junction. 
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Where you go over the narrow bridge to Barnbow 
there were two lines, the main lines to Selby and 
Scarborough and the branch line which went over to 
the back of the Penda’s to Thorner, past Smeaton’s 
School and it climbed up a bit of a hill and it went to 
Bardsey and it went on to Collingham and Wetherby 
and to Harrogate and so it was a junction and there 
were quite a few trains. Everything was moving by 
train in those days. Grain, potatoes, everything for the 
farms, coal went by train. The farmers sent the wheat 
back on the train. 

 
What did you wear? 
I won’t say my mother was the best tailoress but she 
used to make our trousers. I think I was 13 before I 
had a fly hole in them. She couldn’t make trousers 
with a fly. I can remember I got a right clip round 
the ear from my mother when we lived at 
Crossgates. There was a lad called Colin Sharpe. His 
father was a foreman at Fowlers. I was in the street 
and Colin Sharpe’s underpants came down below 
his trousers and I called him a sissy because he was 
wearing underpants and his mother came storming 
to our house; she put her foot in our door and my 
mother banged the door. My mother said, ‘Mrs 
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Sharpe before you know where you are those 
children will all be playing together and all be 
friends, so just forget it,’ but when the door was shut 
I got a right hammering.  

Another little thing, there’s a little white diamond 
linen square in your trousers and I think that was our 
underpants. Everything was hand-made. Nearly 
everybody wore a little collar – they weren’t shirts 
because shirts would want washing two or three times 
a week. You call them in Scotland ‘gamsis’. I was 
lucky because my sister was a tailoress and she would 
make things for us and we always classed ourselves – 
everybody would come to our house ‘Mrs Noble, 
coalman’s coming do you think you could lend us 
some money for a bag of coal’. She used to lend 
money to all the neighbours. If they didn’t pay it back, 
they got no more.   

Also, Mrs Madden, was Catholic, so on a Friday 
there’d be a knock on our door and her kids would 
come in and have pork pies and all sorts. ‘Father’s 
coming so my mother doesn’t want to see us eating 
pork pies.’ In those days, Catholics they were a little 
bit keen, the priests. 

Before the post office was in being. originally it 
was Mr Driff Taylor, the elder brother of the butchers. 
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He was the first person who was where the post office 
was for a long time and then there was Mrs Bond who 
had it for a Bed and Breakfast for quite a while and 
then it became the post office. And next door was Mrs 
Hewston and she lived in the house we vacated. Then 
there was Mrs Gibbon the hairdresser, the Blacksmith 
cum milkman. Mr Gibbon that I worked for was a 
blacksmith and he was always a bit short tempered and 
I’ve seen milk bottles flying about and all sorts.  

And his father. Audrey Ward can tell you about 
him. He had a circular saw and it went through his 
thumb. He picked it up out of the straw. We used to 
blow the bellows for him. When you talk about fun, 
we had great fun or helping Mr Smith who was the 
joiner who made the coffins. I remember me being a 
bit cheeky one day and he put me in a coffin and put 
the lid on.  

My teacher, Mr Burton, he had a houseboat at 
Acaster and he taught at Green Grove school in Leeds 
and he was on the bus and Helen was with me and he 
turns to Helen and said ‘He was a bit of a bugger but a 
lovable bugger.’ I got introduced to Horace nearly 
every single day, a Sam Brown, a leather stick that 
they had. I used to get used to it. No going up to the 
teacher and playing Hamlet then. 
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Village houses 
They were all Darcy’s houses. The ones at the bottom 
as you look across from South Parkway. The first one 
was Mr Roundings, the Head Gardener, the next the 
florist, Mrs Hardesty, the mother of Frank Myers who 
used to be in the village, his wife’s auntie who never 
got married who did the WVS during the war and that 
was the end house. Where the end house is and I think 
if you look there’s a pathway through to the back and 
that’s where my mother’s wash house was and she used 
to have to take her washing round there and my brother 
before he did the papers on a Monday and he had to 
light the fire and get the water boiling (a brick boiler in 
a corner), everything went in there plum puddings, 
mucky washing, ham. It all went in there – hens, 
boiling fowls. You couldn’t afford chicken, you’d have 
to have some old hen with about three hairs, feathers on 
its back, and you’d boil it for three or four hours to 
make it tender, but it was beautiful and we used to 
make broth and it was gorgeous. 

As you come down from the church where the 
dentist was later. There used to be stocks at Stocks Hill. 
It became Dr Bickler’s dentist in the village itself. They 
belonged to the Myers family and it was actually Mr 
Hardesty who was the Sadler in the village. I’ve written 
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an article about him. I put about the set pot and the 
peggy tub but there’s another little bit Old Tom Gibbon 
the undertaker. They had a hand-cart and he did all the 
funeral arrangements and Bobby Brown was where the 
dentist is, the little house in the village. This is the one 
down in the village against Netto. There’s all those 
houses up to the Methodist Chapel. 

They did originally belong to Darcy although one 
or two were privately owned. Mr Plows the coalman, 
Mr Hardesty had all where the dentist was. He had that 
shop as a Sadler and I think I underlined that as one of 
the smells of Seacroft. The local bobby lived in that 
other dentist’s house – the local police house and 
Bobby Brown was the policeman. He was a big fella 
and there were no trees in those days in Crossgates 
Lane, no Dr Sharpe’s and he’d give you a good hiding 
and say don’t do it again. He wasn’t a right good 
writer and he didn’t like writing reports.  

. 
Smells of Seacroft 
The smell of a horseshoe… Bull/cow heel was a 
delicacy and everything is eaten apart from the eyes. 
There was always some in Leeds market that were 
good butchers, you bought some stewing steak – you’d 
normally put it on for one and half hours but if you got 
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it from B’s you put it on for three hours because the 
meat wasn’t as good. 

Audrey Ward is 10 years younger than me. She was 
born in the village and still lives there. She can tell 
you more. 

You should visit the Methodists’ Chapel too – the 
woodwork is fantastic and linked to Kilburn in North 
Yorkshire. I am told, I think it was my mother who 
told me that John Wesley spoke there. The Methodists 
won’t accept lottery money. We accepted money for 
the roof at St James’s but the Methodists don’t accept 
money for repairs. 

  
Holidays 
Yes, the first holiday that ever I can remember was 
about 1936 and you never got paid for holidays when 
you were in farming. I used to go to my auntie’s over 
at Bradford, my younger brother would go to my 
auntie’s at Moortown and my other brother used to get 
on his bike with his pals and they had a tent. They 
shared the tent and he came one day and said, ‘I want 
that tent.’ My brother says, ‘You’re not getting it – it’s 
between us,’ so my brother eventually cut it in half 
and said, ‘That’s your half then.’ 

The first holiday we went to, my mother took a 
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travelling trunk and it went in advance and it went to a 
farm. They had bell tents and they would sleep eight 
and they had a communal kitchen where you could all 
go and my mother would take potatoes and peas and 
inside this trunk there was all the food for the week. 
She’d do a load of baking. It went there by luggage in 
advance and it got there in one day. We arrived there 
and it would be waiting for us in the camp and you 
picked it up and took it to your tent. I remember eight 
of us in this bell tent and I thought it was a beautiful 
holiday and my dad thought it was the most beautiful 
holiday. In Brid in those days it was on the south side 
and in those days all the Boys’ Brigades and the 
various boy scouts down from Scotland would come; 
youth groups bringing their pipe bands, a proper army 
regiment and every morning they used to march up 
and down the beach and my dad would sit there with 
his pipe and he thought he was in heaven. We all did. 
And all we did we’d go into Bridlington on the Friday 
before we left on the Saturday and we would have an 
ice cream. That was the treat. They were good times. 
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What’s up with Seacroft? 
Jack, Bill and Doreen, Amy, Sheila 
 
I have been privileged by the Kentmere Community 
Centre Good Neighbours where some of the lunch 
guests and volunteers took time to talk to me. They 
are great people I would like to spend more time with 
as individuals for next year’s book. I am more than 
grateful for their contributions. I only hope that all the 
names are right next to the dialogue because I got 
interested and forgot my notepad at some points.  
 
 
Your early memories of Seacroft? 
Jack: It was all countryside was Seacroft, all open 
fields. You come to the village where the Old Lion 
and Lamb pub was and there was the blacksmith. He 
always wore a beard and a top hat. He was a really 
nice chap, and before you turned into the Methodist 
Church was the duck pond which has been gone now 
many years and then behind the church was Laburnum 
farm where I lived as a child. We used to go to school 
at St James’s, the old building, it’s still up now. All 
the Village Green was holy ground, you daren’t walk 
on it. 
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Cricket matches were played Saturdays and 
Sundays. It was a wonderful atmosphere on the village 
green. People used to gather round and watch the 
cricket, go round with the collection box, have a pint of 
beer. It was wonderful, kids running around. You used 
to have galas on there. All that’s gone now. It was 
wonderful. 

 
What year was that? 
Before the war – 1933/1934. As I say, it was a really 
wonderful place to live in Seacroft. Where the 
windmill is now the scouts from Sheffield used to 
come camping once a year. But remember it wasn’t a 
roundabout. It was a crossroads, and when you turned 
to come into Seacroft you didn’t see it. It was a big hill 
which was taken away and, the lane that led down to 
Crossgates that was all open fields, the gypsies used to 
come in their old fashioned caravans, park up, light a 
fire, load up the heather and the pegs in their baskets, 
go down into the village knocking on doors and selling 
their heather and their pegs and back to their caravan, 
dogs running around. Then the next morning they’d 
pack up and off to another town. It was wonderful to 
see them going off, six pegs for a penny 
Bill: Not many people know where the toll bar is, 
Pogson’s Cottage –there used to be a sign there telling 
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you how many miles it is to York and Tadcaster and 
people used to wait there and see the pony and trap 
going down on a Sunday morning trimmed up with 
ribbon on their tails. Very rare you saw a car. I used to 
sit there when I was about eight or nine marking all 
the horse and carts that went by. Just sat there writing 
them down, how many horse and carts and how many 
cars. I think there were about two cars in an hour and 
the rest were all horse and carts. Galloping down. it 
was wonderful to see.  

When they came round emptying the bins in them 
days it was a horse and cart with a big stacked cart – it 
was a right physical job for the lads that did it.  
Bill: There was a Victorian post office down there and 
some people from America used to come down and 
take photos of the Victorian post office and the 
blacksmith there. The horses used to pull in, kids 
looking in, the blacksmith there messing about – it 
was wonderful to see. Pigeon Cote Farm was in North 
Parkway, Pigeon Cote Road, North Parkway the 
fantail pigeons belonged to the farmer. 
Sheila: I lived in the houses that were built on Pigeon 
Cote Farm. I’ve brought a few photographs belonging 
to my husband’s, grandmother and father. This is 
Seacroft Hall, Darcy Wilson’s. Top of South Parkway. 
That’s St James’s Church on the village looking down 
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towards Leeds. This is John Smeaton’s water wheel, 
down Foundry Lane and Moresdale Lane, and this 
cottage here was pulled down when I was a little girl of 
five and a half and when I was a little girl we used to 
play in the rubble. When we lived in North Parkway 
that was later on in life, the stream was still there, we 
called it a beck and we used to play duffs, jump over 
and sometimes fall in. 
Bill: Are you talking about Foundry Lane? All them 
little streams in the gardens, yes I remember them. 
And that’s the village as it was all those years ago. I’m 
going back a lot of years. I remember the blacksmith 
with a top hat. He just carried on working with it on.  
Jack: He was an engineer and he made a chair from 
horseshoes and that went to the top end of York Road. 
We helped him to put it on the horse and cart. 
Bill: We had short trousers, caps, we’d all hobnail 
boots (that was good for sliding on paths) and socks 
half way up with holes in.  
 
What was it like in the houses? 
Jack: An old gas stove. Coal range but my dad 
adjusted it to gas but my mother when she did 
Yorkshire puddings, she used to shove the coal under 
and forget the gas and the Yorkshire puddings were 
beautiful. 
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Bill: In those days in the 20s and 30s it was all horse 
and carts. The horse and carts used to come round with 
milk, fish, the coal was emptied down the grate, if you 
were a miner you got the coal free the coal was 
dropped into the cellar.  
Jack: Where the pub is at Crossgates near the 
roundabout used to be a mine. and if you go down 8 
feet you’ll come to a 2-foot seam of coal.  
Shelia: United Carpets  
Jack: And it was Wilson’s from Seacroft that run them 
mines. That’s where their money came from. To fill in 
a two-foot mine was easy with concrete. The old 
mines in Wakefield and Methley were five-foot and 
six-foot seams, they were filled up. I was a miner for 
23 years. I was union secretary for 13 years. I worked 
at Market Silston, Water Lane. I lived on York Road. 
When I came out of the army I bought a two up two 
down for £100. 
Jack and Sheila: St James’s school you went till you 
were about nine and then you’d to go to another one. It 
closed down in 1966. I got confirmed in 1966 and we 
went in there to get ready and we had to wear little 
white veils with hairclips and I was 33 then. That 
school wasn’t being used and it was dilapidated. It 
rotted away. They let it rot away. 
Doreen: I didn’t move to Seacroft until 1957 on 
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Barncroft Drive. I was never really part of it because I 
was so busy working. I’m learning more about 
Seacroft now. 
 
What it was like at school, at home, holidays? 
We always went to Scarborough. My dad liked 
Scarborough, I don’t know why. Climbing up and 
down them hills. We enjoyed it. Camping that was. 
Amy: I remember more the other side of Seacroft, 
Wetherby Road. We lived in Easterly Road and this 
was all the army camp during the war. Boggart Hill 
Drive.  1939, they came round and they drilled 
Foxwood Farm, it was too damp – the army stayed 
down here but they had their guns on Wellington Hill 
– Boggart Hill Drive, the army camp was there. We 
used to catch all the shrapnel in our garden. Of course 
all the bottom was all farms. 
Jack: Foxwood Farm – it was at the other side of the 
beck and it was an old building, I think there were four 
bedrooms to it, brick built and their main thing was 
milk, they had cows and they had a milk delivery.  
Bill: He used to get up at 5am. Very tall fella and she 
was small. We used to go down and see all the 
chickens running around. David Young’s there now. 
When they were building Fearnvilles – there was a fall 
out with the owner that were building them and the 
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gas board. So gas never got laid, it was all electric. It 
was 25 years later when they’d all died off that gas 
board came in. 
 
How did you feel when it started changing? 
Jack: If you go down to bottom of Asket Drive or 
Boggart Hill Road and there’s a field full of houses 
which was known as soldier’s field. The army used to 
come camping there and the last time they used it was 
when the last tattoo was on – it was a Scotch regiment 
that had that field and my children used to play there 
until the yanks took it over. They had it built for the 
yanks from France and what have you. They used to 
get in a big car, that did eight mile to gallon to drive to 
Dib Lane for groceries and then they’d drive back 200 
yards. They never walked. You never saw an 
American walking. 
Bill: They used to come round with a horse and trap 
and the milk churn was on an axle basis. The butcher 
used to come out with the jugs and the fishmonger 
used to come round with a pair of scales, a housewife 
would come out, have a slice of fish, he’d chop it and 
weigh it and then they’d go to the next street. Then the 
knocker up man used to come round and knock them 
up at 5 am, 6d a week, knock, knock get up Mr Smith, 
time to go to work, then he’d go to the next street  
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Amy: You’re talking about the 20s and 30s now before 
Seacroft, Bill. 
Sheila: We all lived quite near. I was born near St 
James’s Hospital. I was born near St James’s, Beckett 
Street and my grandad used to go round with a 
handcart and sell fish, flowers, rabbits and his name 
was Haddock. When I was born I was a Haddock. The 
school I went to was down Beckett Street, then I 
moved up here and then I was taken to Potternewton, 
because I had callipers on for two years, and when I 
came back there was no room in Crossgates school 
where my sisters were and we all got evacuated and 
when we all came back a year later there was no room 
in Crossgates School so my mam took us all down to 
Gipton Coldcotes but that’s not there any more either.  
Amy: I went to St Augustine’s and we had to walk there 
and back from Easterly Road.  
Jack: I went to St Anne’s and two classes below me 
there was a young fella called Jimmy Saville and I 
know JS quite well. 
Jack, Amy: What was it like in the classroom (32 in 
mine, 36 in ours)? It was Standards in those days 
Standard 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7 –  
Bill: If you got to 7 you were a brilliant person – if 
you didn’t go above 3 you went to a special school.  
Jack: There was that mentality that you were there to 
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learn and you always had the attention of the teacher 
and nowadays they’re all talking and throwing stuff 
about. There was… 
Amy:  Discipline.  
Jack: We were separated from the girls. Boys on one 
side and girls on the other.  
Bill: You couldn’t mix with the girls, a bar going 
across that you could reach through and shake hands. 
 
Did you get dinner at school? 
Jack: You took tuppence ha’penny a week and you got 
a quarter of milk and there were quite a few that 
couldn’t afford that.  
Bill: Sometimes they used to keep you in after 4pm 
and do a big sum and the mothers used to go down and 
say you’re keeping them too long.  
 
Was it a good education? 
Jack: It was 3Rs and the only country that took the 
3Rs off us was Germany and they are still doing the 
3Rs. In 1960 I was at Leeds University and the 
professor there was an old barrister of law and all day 
long he had a sup from this silver flask – it was 
whisky. I was doing Industrial Relations and 
Economics. The union sent me there. I enjoyed it 
because when I passed it wasn’t the Coal Board that 
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took me over it was ICI. I worked for ICI for a number 
of years there were happy times. 

While I was at University everybody was cheering 
because Lady Chatterley had been passed and Richard 
Hoggart was involved. The NUM was paying the 
University, Arthur Scargill was one of them who went 
through like me.  
 
After school 
Amy: Skipping, whip and top.  
Jack: At St James’s three nights a week it was a play 
centre. Teachers stayed on for one and a half hours a 
week doing all sorts, playing indoor football.  
Sheila: I went to Coldcotes on Gipton and same thing 
was happening. I used to stay for Art and Sewing. I do 
hand sewing, not machines I can’t do with machinery 
at all. We had to have permission from parents. But I 
used to walk home from school and go to the shop 
with me penny. 
Doreen: I feel like a foreigner because I went to 
school in Middleton, South Leeds. I went to St Mary’s 
in Middleton. I grew up there and we lived in a Miners 
cottage and I left at 14. 
Amy: I did – was 14 on 12th December – tailoring 
factory – St Augustine’s was closed for 12 months 
during the war for the refugees to come in from 
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London and we had to go to Coldcotes for 12 months.  
Jack: The Jewish children came to our school (a rabbi 
used to come and pray with them – St Anne’s). A lot 
of them went to the North Street area – a Jewish area, 
Roundhay Road and they finished up in Alwoodley. It 
was the same with the Polish down Hunslet, they 
finished up in Chapeltown.  

 
How did you feel about the estate coming? 
Bill: It was a matter of the time. It had to be done for 
the slum clearance. They came from the Marsh Lane 
area, Richmond Hill near Mount St Mary’s Church. 
I got married there.  
Bill: It was built by Irish immigrants – in fact I’ve got 
a photograph of 1927 of Mount St Mary’s, Old Leeds, 
the Bank. Does anyone know why they call it Cavalier 
Street? The Cavaliers camped there.  
Jack: The Red Roses came over and camped on the 
Coal Road where coal used to go from here right down 
to Harewood to Harrogate and that were all horse and 
cart. The pass wouldn’t take a cart. That’s where the 
Roses regiments set up.  
Amy: Austhorpe Road – that’s where they had the 
Yorkshire regiment and they moved over to Selby.  
Sheila: There was a pub called the Crooked Billet – 
they hold a mock scene there. Jack: She never had 
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pumps that landlady, she used to dip in barrel. She had 
that pub a long, long time.  
Doreen: My cousin used to live at Stutton.  
Sheila: They say the beck ran red with blood. It 
happened at the top of Penda’s Way. 
Bill: We learnt all that at school. I don’t know whether 
they teach that now. John Smeaton is not far from 
there. He’s the one who made the lighthouses and the 
water wheel.  
Sheila: Water wheel was at Moresdale Lane.  
Jack: Oakwood Lane was only a path and there used 
to be a beck that came down South Parkway from the 
top to the bottom and it’s still there – the beck’s still 
underneath.  
Doreen: The beck goes down to Dib Lane – 
Jack: – and under the roads right through to Roundhay 
Park. It goes into the River Aire. 

 
What kind of advice would you give youngsters 
today to have a good life? 
Jack: Emigrate. The thing is there’s no parental 
control like there used to be. It’s not what the children 
can get up to, it’s the parents that should be brought 
into it. I think if there were more after-school 
activities, Boy Scouts, Girl Guides. All that happened 
in our time. I was a Catholic but I was still in the 
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Boys’ Brigade at the Baptist Church on York Road. 
Boys’ Brigade, Girl Guides, going away to camp was 
fabulous.  
Bill: The discipline was there in those days. It’s 
lacking these days.  
Amy: Mothers didn’t work, the mother was home.  
Sheila: I’m sorry but my mother did. She started off as 
a cleaner in an office in Leeds. After that she went into 
tailoring. Well she was in tailoring as a girl. before she 
got married. Of course, then she had four children in 
four years, then my dad was away at war for four and a 
half years, and he came back and after 18 months he got 
killed, over here on York Road by a car. He died when I 
was 13 and we put in for a transfer and all I wanted to 
do was go back to Seacroft. I was 14 and I was in the 
first lot that was taken up to 15 leaving and I had no 
friends in that area. I eventually came back in 1961. 
Jack: My mother did. She used to paper a room for 10 
shillings. 

 
Did you ever go to the Princess Cinema? 
Amy: Cinemas: the Ritz, the Regal, the Clock, the 
Gaiety, Miners at Garforth.  
Jack: When you walked through Barnbow you came 
to the back of Garforth golf club and you walked up 
and you were in Garforth.  
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Amy: We weren’t allowed to play with a ball on a 
Sunday and you couldn’t put washing out on a 
Sunday. This was my father, he was very strict.  
Sheila: You did what your parents told us. My mother 
just looked at us. 
Jack: There’s a lack of activity areas for the children.  
Amy: But you didn’t have activity areas. You made 
your own entertainment.  
Jack: Every Sunday we used to take the dog for a 
walk.  
Sheila: The seasons, we had hopscotch, whip and top, 
kick out ball in the street. This was before Seacroft. 
We used to play kick out ball on Moresdale Lane.  
Jack: Everybody put their name in a hat – get the ball 
in the hat, they had to run and if you threw the ball and 
hit Lucy you got a point. Leapfrog. Played jump on 
back – you’d run and jump on their back.  
Amy, Doreen: Conkers – you’re not allowed all that 
now. 
Bill: You could buy a dartboard, hang it on the toilet 
wall and mark your score on the board. Every street 
used to do that. All our toilets were outside and the 
dustbin, four people shared the toilet. 
Jack: Children’s day was the main thing in Leeds. It 
should never have been stopped. It was beautiful. 
40,000 people used to come. The last crowd of 
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children went to Roundhay Park to say goodbye to 
Prince Charles. He got out of his car, ran and got in his 
helicopter. He never even waved to them. That was in 
the 50s. 
Sheila: Flower shows, we used to have vegetable 
competitions. In fact our hut got burned and Philip lent 
us one. St Richard’s Church had an active community 
– the guides and brownies have finished – there’s not 
enough call for it. It’s still going. I went to the 100 
year of guiding at Wetherby a year last September. 
Some of them walked but I ran and we all got a medal. 
Last October there were 500 kids on that race. Things 
can happen. 
Jack: It’s only a few weeks when I was at York to see 
a friend who’s an officer with the cadets. We don’t 
have any of that over here. 
Doreen: I used to go to East Leeds and there was a 
cadet thing there.  
Sheila: Grange School, that’s empty now, the stables 
were used. 
Doreen: Aren’t the David Young Academy doing 
anything with Scouts and Cubs? 
Sheila: We used to go out chumping, I’d go out with 
my kids. Girls that weren’t as boisterous as some. My 
eldest sister she was the nurse and she’d be in St 
John’s Ambulance and she had the plasters. 
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Doreen: My son went to Foxwood and he stayed on 
till he was 19, he then went to Sheffield Poly and 
failed his degree, too busy playing football, and then 
he went back into education and he’s a lecturer at 
university.  
Amy: Everything’s changed. All this security with 
children.  
Jack: Before the war, there was always work. You 
could leave Burtons and go to Sumries and get a job.  
Doreen: I remember leaving Mathias Robinsons and 
going to work at Schofields just like that.  
Sheila: I went to Coyne and Wilkes. I was really shy 
and the manager got a bit obstreperous and he says 
you’re an old woman cos my mam said I had to stand 
up because I got varicose veins when I was 15, 
you’re a big baby and stop crying. And I said make 
your mind up am I an old woman or a big baby. I’m 
going home. And I came out and thought my mother 
will go mad. I was more frightened of my mother. I 
thought about this chap. I came out and got on my 
bike over Barnbow fields. His father was a 
commissionaire at Alexandras on Temper Street and I 
went over there and he says I’ll have a word with the 
boss for you and he said when can you start? 
Tarnside Drive, that was the next street to me. They 
were the first houses to be built. 



Celebrating Seacroft 
 

 58 

Bill: Oldest building in Seacroft is in Seacroft Green. 
It used to be a school called the Grange. Boots for the 
bairns. I got a pair. My name is William, I didn’t 
actually live in Seacroft as a child. I came here in 1937 
and I liked it. In Moresdale Lane we were the first 
people in Marsh Lane to get out of that area. Those 
days were happy days. You don’t get it today. Money 
was money and quality was quality and happiness was 
happiness. 
Jack: The farm just behind the church, there were some 
cowsheds taken over by an engineering firm. We used 
to go down and watch them on the lathes. 
Bill: One thing that the children liked in 1933, 
Seacroft had a flying circus came to the Red Lion and 
you could queue up and go on the plane for half a 
crown. They weren’t for working class. I was one of 
the children standing there watching it. 1936 they 
started knocking houses down on the Bank.  
Jack: Me, Charlie Walford and Ronnie Lister had a 
bogie a piece and we chopped it up and went round 
selling it for 6p a bucket. After the two weeks I gave 
my mam £2 17/6d and all I got was a crack in the face 
because she wanted to know where I’d got it from. I 
fetched in more that week than my dad did. 
Amy: I was in Easterly Road and I moved up to 
Seacroft when I was married. It was like coming back 
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home. We liked having an inside toilet, a bathroom. We 
all used tin baths, roaring fire, who’s next, same water 
for four children. We were happy but we were even 
happier to come back here to this lovely green area and 
our house. 

 
Postscript: We were sitting in Phil and Lorraine’s 
office to have this chat and that was also one of my 
old classrooms. I was remembering our teacher Mr 
Fisher who lived in Seacroft and taught at Our Lady. 
When I was older and teaching English in Brixton, 
London, he told me about being stationed in Tulse Hill 
just up the road from Brixton during the war. It occurs 
to me that I must make some packs for schools from 
this material.  Kamillah, from our group, will help me 
to typeset them. 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Old Seacroft 
Audrey Ward 
 
Audrey Ward also touched my heart. She is warm and 
incredibly sincere in everything she says and smiles. I 
have felt privileged listening to all our Seacroft elders 
and Audrey is the person who made me feel that I 
would not want to lose touch with them. She is a 
lovely lady. I am looking forward to the Seacroft tour 
she suggested to me. 
 
I came to Seacroft when I was a small child. The 
house belonged to my grandparents and I lived with 
them because my mother died when I was very young 
so dad and I came and lived here with grandma and 
grandpa which worked out very well. Of course dad 
had to go out to work and I always wanted him to get 
married again, as I was dying for a stepmother, but he 
wasn’t interested in anybody else.  

I went to the village school, Seacroft little church 
village school, and I’ll show you the thing I’ve written 
about the school and what we did at the school but 
during the war it had to close because it was quite 
unfit to live in so we all used to go to Manston School 
and then it re-opened so we all came back again. But 
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by that time I went to Roundhay High School, which 
was a bit unheard of round here so it took a bit of 
getting used to. People used call me snobbish but I 
wasn’t really.  

To get to Roundhay High School, comparing how 
children get to school these days, we used to have to 
walk into Crossgates and then get the bus to Roundhay 
and I had friends that lived in Scholes and Barwick 
and they used to come to Seacroft and then we used to 
walk to Crossgates to get the bus. We never thought 
anything of it. I was quite happy there. I went there 
until I was 16 and did school certificate and all the 
things you had to do. I wasn’t particularly brilliant. I 
can remember once being Form Captain. In fact I’ve 
got the report now which I thought was a bit unkind of 
the teacher: ‘Audrey has been a good Form Captain in 
some respects but her habit of grimacing has 
sometimes taken away the dignity of expression 
expected by one set to be a leader and example to the 
rest of the form.’ 

I think that was a bit unkind because she never said 
anything to me to give me chance to stop grimacing. I 
wasn’t aware I was pulling faces. I still do it I suppose. 
I thought it was a bit hard. I thought what’s my father 
going to say? He just laughed. He was a gentleman. 
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Then grandma and grandpa died and I started going 
out with Gordon and dad said that we could live here 
if I house-kept for him sort of thing. I can’t really say 
that we bought the house. I sometimes think in 
retrospect it’s maybe a mistake to live in the same 
house for so long. I think perhaps you ought to move. 

I was here when it was the Coronation and we 
danced round the maypole on the green. There was 
one occasion, it must have been the Diamond Jubilee 
when Queen Mary and King George were going to 
Harewood House and they came through Seacroft and 
I’m sure it was an open carriage. We were going to 
dance round the maypole and of course me being the 
clumsy thing I am, I fell in the morning and mucked 
all my dress up so I had to have shorts on and be a 
boy. 

Obviously Darcy Wilson who was the Lord of the 
Manor, he had the one son who is buried in Seacroft at 
the crypt in the church. I became very involved in 
Seacroft Church. I worked at Schofields in 1945. In 
those days you had to have your School Certificate to 
get to work at Schofields. I absolutely loved it and I got 
on quite well actually. Then I left to get married and 
have children and then I went back part-time in my 40s 
and stayed there until my 60s when I retired, when it 
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became House of Fraser. I was there when Mr 
Schofield was there. He was typically Yorkshire. The 
customer was always right. I hadn’t been there very 
long and this lady came and she ordered a reel of cotton 
and said could she have it delivered. I think my bottom 
jaw was open and she reported me to Mr Schofield 
because she lived at Headingley which was the place in 
those days. He came and said, ‘Aye lass don’t worry 
about it. Just go along with what they say.’ He was a 
sweetie.  

It was an exceptional place Schofields. When you 
go into a shop now they don’t know the first thing 
about personal contact. It sounds a bit unkind but 
they’re that busy pressing the buttons that there’s no 
personal contact. I was on the haberdashery. I used to 
measure the things. It was lovely. I went to work on 
the bus and the fare was 2d old money. There were 
trams but they ran to Crossgates. You know where 
Chiltern Mills is, that was the Regal Cinema and I 
went there with my grandma the very first night it 
opened which was November 16th 1937 and it was a 
George Formby film. It was a marvellous picture 
house. That’s where the number 18 tram finished.  

I think I could name about six of us in Seacroft that 
I went to school with. Mr Noble’s a little bit older than 
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me and I can’t remember him when I was younger. He 
remembers things that I don’t. If you read that little 
thing that I’ve written. It’s more or less about my 
relationship with St James’s Church. Eventually at 
church I became a Eucharistic Minister. Well, that was 
the icing on the cake. Then I thought I’d do some 
voluntary work and I started as a chaplaincy visitor, I 
trained and I passed and got Seacroft and when they 
told me what ward I’d got I nearly died. I got the 
infectious diseases ward. It wasn’t as bad as it seemed. 
There was a lot of cystic fibrosis. All the patients were 
in separate rooms and you went in and explained who 
you were.  

It wasn’t just about religion. I learnt about how to 
do the garden. I remember the very first gentleman I 
went to see, ‘Now lass what you selling then?’ I got 
quite friendly with him. He wanted to take it a little bit 
further. He asked to take me out but I said I didn’t 
think it was a good idea and the chaplain didn’t think 
it was a good idea. But then it closed well actually it 
moved to St James’s but I thought it was time to do 
something different so I went to the Robert Ogden 
Centre at St James’s and it’s so peaceful and restful 
and then I went there as a voluntary worker until I got 
a little bit hard of hearing. I really loved working at 
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the Robert Ogden. Now this gentleman, Robert Ogden 
and his wife had cancer and he set up this centre. He 
was a millionaire and he set up this centre.  

My eldest boy was born in St James’s. It has 
changed a lot. When Grandma and Grandpa first came 
to live here it was 1933. They lived down East End 
Park, Kitson Street. He wasn’t anything. Grandpa just 
worked on the railway and took the challenge and got 
a mortgage. He was only a foreman on the railway. 

 I think the village hall was built a bit before 1939. 
I’m not quite sure of my facts there. Then there’s King 
George’s garden at the side of it. It’s locked up so 
that’s a shame. When I was young it was open. In fact 
the day my second baby was born in the afternoon I 
took David and he went round and round on his 
tricycle and I thought, ‘I think I’d better go home, I’m 
in labour.’ It was a lovely garden but it’s been wasted, 
but they have this last few years started doing it on 
Remembrance Sunday, you know a bit of service. St 
James’s is not as old as you think really but I left after 
all these years – a few years ago. I’m the oldest one 
there – I don’t mean in years I mean in attendance. So 
I thought ‘Right, I’ll give Methodist a try.’ The 
Methodist Church is older than St James’s and 
evidently John Wesley came to Seacroft. There’s not 
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many of them but they’re so caring and they’ve just 
accepted me. They’ve even started asking me to do 
readings on Sunday. Isn’t that fantastic? 

My little boys used to play out and we didn’t used 
to have to lock the doors. My boys never once crossed 
that road. It was much busier in those days on the road 
here because there was no ring road then and this was 
the main road to get to the coast. On a Sunday it was 
choc-a-bloc. We used to have a job getting the car in 
and Grandpa used to stand at the gate watching the 
traffic going up and down. 

When I went back to work at Schofield’s part-time 
I got friendly with this lady and we’re still friends. 
One of her sons was in the police and the first time I 
asked her to come to see me, the son said ‘Oh, Mother 
– you’re not associating with someone who lives at 
Seacroft are you?’ His interpretation was a certain part 
of Seacroft that had become very, very rough and he 
thought all Seacroft was like that.  

 
Seacroft  Hall 
I never saw the hall but I did see the old vicarage. I 
was very friendly with the Carters. I still associate 
with one of the daughters who lives in America. They 
were quite a big family. She came back to Seacroft 
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and she said, ‘What have they done to this church!’ 
Maybe I’ve moved a little more in the times. I can see 
why. They got rid of the pulpit and the eagle, though I 
don’t know what happened to it. Then, we had the 
back of the church extended because we wanted toilets 
and a kitchen. The school closed in 1950 but it was 
used by the youth organisations and the first girl 
guides were formed. I was with them. Mr Carter left in 
1952. But he prepared me for confirmation and then 
he married me. Then there’s Cyril Adams. He’s 
actually buried just outside the church door. He 
worked too hard, killed himself. And then we had 
Norman Thomas, bless him. He was Church Army, a 
confirmed bachelor until Susan changed all that. Their 
wedding was such a happy occasion at St James’s 
followed by a reception at St Paul’s given by the St 
Paul’s ladies.  

Norman became Rector and David our new vicar, 
there was more congregational participation and then 
in 1973 came our winter of discontent or discomfort, 
the restoration fund was launched. Then David Grice 
became Rector and his wife Cynthia and his two 
daughters. His dream was to install a kitchen, toilets 
and community room, so the community area was 
eventually opened in 1983 by Jane Young, and what 
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an asset it has proved to be especially the toilets. 1994, 
was Tony Bundock. We suffered the loss of some old 
stalwarts – Jean Myers, Frank Myers, my Gordon – 
but God sent Adam so we thank God for the 
fellowship of St James’s. The Church of England as a 
whole has changed. You sometimes wonder ‘Do we 
need all these rules and regulations?’  

They have a ladies’ group at the Methodist on a 
Tuesday. I really love that. I’ve really made some nice 
friends there who are all in the same boat (I’ve got a 
plastic knee and a plastic hip) and they don’t go on 
about their illnesses and there’s three of them in their 
90s. We always have a decent speaker. Yesterday, we 
had a lady talking to us about the Jewish faith and we 
were allowed to ask questions. We were a bit early so 
we were just chatting amongst ourselves and I just 
happened to say ‘When you’re cremated what happens 
to your artificial hips?’ And someone said, they use 
them again, they take them out and recycle them. I’d 
never thought about that, but it’s an obvious question 
isn’t it?  

The church is condemned. South Seacroft Good 
Neighbours work from there. The church itself is 
leased out at the weekend. Going back to the way the 
Methodist works. We have one part-time. There was 
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one David Laycock, I could talk to him and I miss 
that. I had the confidence of most of the clergy. It was 
very special. I was the first lady to give communion 
and it was a real honour. That piece of paper I gave 
you about the church tells you when it was built and 
it’s not as old as you think. At one time Seacroft was 
part of the parish of Whitkirk. The stone had been laid 
by John Wilson who was the Lord of the Manor in 
1844. John Wilson’s family gave a thousand. They’re 
a little bit before my time. The council took the house 
over and it was knocked down. The vicarage where 
Mr Carter lived was knocked down and that was 
lovely. John Gilligan does a lot of writing. Have you 
been and looked at the church properly? I’d love to do 
it with you some time. 

I’ve had a successful life in Seacroft. I go on little 
trips from the Good Neighbours. Linda’s in charge, 
Linda Goodhall. The fact that there is a Good 
Neighbours group is very important. They have 
lunches twice a week. They had a keep fit class, that’s 
where I first fell. But the gentleman who takes it just 
has you in stitches. We play this game at the end, you 
have something in your hand and he tells a story, he’s 
written these stories himself, the most gruesome 
stories and when he says left you got to pass it to the 
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right – well you can imagine the confusion. If I can 
pluck up courage I’ll go back again soon.  

There’s another Good Neighbours situated on 
Kentmere Avenue near St Richard’s Church. They go 
on holiday, they do shopping trips to Wetherby. A few 
weeks ago we had a trip to Ripon on market day. They 
have a special coach which opens up at the side. They 
have those little pusher things and they’re marvellous, 
much better than sticks. I walk marvellous with a 
shopping trolley. When I go to Tesco my friends lose 
me. If it wasn’t for your white hair we’d never find 
you. You sit on the bus and look at all these heads like 
cauliflower. 

I go to the hairdresser round the corner, Havs. 
Originally Havs was a doctor’s surgery. That was the 
only land that was available and years back it was a 
dentist. Yes, the dentist was there and Gibbons 
hairdressers. I went to her as well. They moved to 
Scarborough. 

That’s the old blacksmith’s, just near the post box. 
It consists of lots of yards and that was what they 
called Taylor’s Yard, where there was the butchers 
and one thing and another. And this man, Tom 
Gibbon, was quite a character. I think he was a 
relation of my husband’s. He was the village 
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undertaker and the village joiner and everything else. 
He cut his thumb off with a circular saw and he just 
stuck it back on again. We used to play in the coffins 
in the yard when we were kids. 

 
How did you feel when the estate came? 
Well the first houses that were built were built by the 
Tarrants. We always called the kids the Tarrant kids. 
We were a bit standoffish about it but you just accept 
it eventually. I think we felt worse when they started 
this other thing – the original plan was that every 
house in Seacroft was coming down including these 
private ones here but they found they didn’t have the 
money to do it. But they pulled down the yards and 
everything. The idea was to keep it to look like a 
village like there’s one at Chapel Allerton but it wasn’t 
right because they used the wrong type of brick. It’s 
horrible. When we knew they were going to build this 
one here we were gobsmacked. They compromised. 
We couldn’t have had nicer neighbours. We were 
cross that they were sticking a house in between the 
two. This house was built in 1933. The rest were all 
little cottages. There’s still some of the original ones 
on the Village Green.  

Jean Lindley, she never married, she’s an old 
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Seacrofter and she’s very, very intellectual and during 
the war she was in the intelligence service in Milton 
Keynes. She got a little medal and she showed it to 
me. We were seeing the same consultant and we got 
talking. I’ll put some feelers out. She feels like me 
when she had to go into hospital, when you’re over 80 
and you’re on your own they bring this social worker 
to look after you. It would be better if they had some 
sort of pastoral workers coming round that you could 
talk to. We’ve done it all before. 

My husband came from Crossgates. He lived down 
old Manston Lane. How I met him was we had a youth 
club at Seacroft and we were putting this pantomime 
on and it wasn’t going very well and somebody 
brought Gordon and he just took over. He did this 
monologue, Albert and the Lion, and as it happened I 
knew it because my uncle used to do it and I must 
have been mouthing it. Well, he thought I was a stuck 
up snob and I thought he was a country gorby. He just 
took over sort of thing. I’ll never forget once he said – 
there was a crowd of us and we decided we wanted to 
go to Butlins that summer and we said that even if we 
weren’t friendly we’d be friendly for that week. And 
then we got married after about two and half years. I 
remember he said, ‘I’ll make a bargain with you. I’ll 



Celebrating Seacroft 

 73 

teach you to play table tennis if you teach me how to 
speak properly.’ I said, ‘Well neither of us succeeded.’ 
We had a Women’s Guild in Seacroft that started up in 
Parklands High School. We were 38 and we decided 
to give it a whirl and I ended up as secretary and I had 
to do minutes. The only minutes I knew were on a 
clock and I came home and said to Gordon, ‘I’ve got 
to do minutes, what are minutes?’  

Life would have been different if I’d had my mum. 
My mum was from East Leeds. She was a Catholic but 
she didn’t bother about it, and her family gave dad a 
hard time especially when they didn’t bring me up as a 
Catholic. We were married in 1951 and it will be our 
Diamond wedding this year. I have another friend and 
they were married the fortnight before us and she’s a 
widow so we we’re going to go out for a meal, and to 
buy a new outfit. At Ripon Cathedral they used to do a 
celebration for Golden Wedding so I wrote and asked 
if it was alright for me and my friend to go and they 
said it was. I’ve always been pally with the vicars and 
I told Tony and he said, ‘I hope they don’t think 
you’re a couple…’ It was a lovely service. 

Gordon hated trousers. I go to the White Rose 
occasionally and I like to sit on the benches and watch 
the people go past and you can count how many are 
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wearing skirts. Martin my youngest son  has three 
children and they live at Churwell.  Both my boys 
were brought up here. They went to Swarcliffe School 
on Swarcliffe Drive and then they went to Abbey 
Grange, the first C of E high school. Miss Gawthorpe 
taught there. Betty Gawthorpe,  I was at Roundhay 
High School with her and she had a younger sister 
called Mavis who was in the same class as me and she 
was my age. My boy David, the journalist he’s 57 and 
the other one is 53. You had to be a church family and 
you had to get a referral from the local vicar. Both my 
boys were in the choir so there was no problem. They 
got the number 9 bus on the ring road. 
 
What was the village school like? 
You didn’t have many classes like they do these days. 
The headmaster was a Mr Chadwick. He was very 
strict. There was one teacher called Mrs A and she was 
a darling. You used to stay with that teacher for 
everything. I think there were only about three teachers. 
I can remember Mr Chadwick throwing the chalk and 
things like that. They lived in the house attached to the 
school. Mrs Chadwick was the most placid person you 
could wish to meet but he was a bit bad-tempered Mr 
Chadwick. And that’s another thing, going back to the 
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Village Green. We daren’t have walked over the green; 
it was sacrilege, you wouldn’t dare walk on it like they 
do these days. From church we had Sunday school and 
once a year we had the outing to Bramham Park. I used 
to be in the egg and spoon race and we thought it was 
lovely.  
 
P.S. Visiting my friend Viv Benwell at St Luke’s, I 
noticed that the Lindleys endowed the church.
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The reflections of an ‘incomer’ 
By Bill Askin 
 
Bill has become a friend. I love his stories and I worry 
about him overdoing things because he never stops 
working. He is a cross between an efficient head 
teacher and a part‐time comic actor. 

 
I was born and bred south of the River Aire in Hunslet 
and lived all my early years in Hunslet and Beeston, 
except for a few years in the cleaner air of East End 
Park. 

I first noticed Seacroft on my not very frequent bus 
journeys to York and Scarborough before the 
construction of the bypass and thought how nice it 
must be to have a village green. Green is not a colour 
one could associate with Hunslet. 

In 1965 at the age of 27 I moved into Crossgates 
Avenue with my wife and daughter and we were soon 
blessed with another daughter. Crossgates Avenue is 
about as near as one can get to Seacroft without 
actually crossing the parish border. 

I had some trepidation about moving so close to 
Seacroft and its enormous council estate (I believe the 
biggest in Europe when it was built). My experiences 
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of large council housing estates were created when 
visiting family on the estates at Belle Isle and 
Middleton. Although the houses were generally semi-
detached and had gardens and bathrooms they soon 
became shoddy and run-down in some areas. 

Nevertheless the move was made and I have lived 
to tell this tale. I already had friends in the area, these 
being Audrey and Gordon Ward who lived on York 
Road, not ‘Old York Road’ as some people now 
describe it. Audrey has lived all her life in Seacroft 
and my sense of honour will not let me tell you her 
age (but it is more than mine), and she and her late 
husband Gordon were real pillars of the community. It 
was through the Wards that I became involved with 
Seacroft rather than Crossgates or Manston, in which 
parish we lived. 

Gordon and I would meet on a regular basis for a 
pint in the Seacroft and soon got to know many of the 
regulars. Audrey was a life-long member of the 
congregation at St James’s Church and she soon 
encouraged my wife Valerie to attend. Eventually I 
started to attend on Sundays and within weeks the very 
friendly people of St James’s Church elected me on to 
their development committee. This was the start of my 
real involvement with Seacroft. 
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Seacroft, at the very edge of Leeds, is a wonderful 
starting point to escape to the country, and the Dales 
are less than half an hour away. It has its own 
shopping centre and social facilities and good 
communications to the centre of Leeds and beyond. It 
still has its downside, and has a less than favourable 
reputation in parts for some poor housing and 
behavioural problems. When the current recession is 
over and the new housing development on South 
Parkway gets going again, I am confident that there 
will be a feeling of improvement in the area. 

For many years one of the major events in Seacroft 
was the Annual Whitsuntide (soon to become Spring 
Bank Holiday) Gala on the Green. This event was very 
popular and in the early days had a queen and 
crowning ceremonies. There were races, football, 
entertainment and stalls (many, many stalls). The 
Gala, in those days, was organized by a committee 
based in the Seacroft Village Hall. 

In 1975 the Gala was opened by ‘Lady’ Gordenia 
Tashless, who arrived in great style in an open-topped 
white vintage car. The ‘lady’ in question was actually 
my very good friend ‘Mr’ Gordon Ward. The stunt 
was beautifully and expertly carried out, completely 
taking in many of those who were in attendance. The 
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big give-away for me was her (his) feet. Size 13 
sandals for a lady? 

In 1976, along with the rest of my fellow members 
of the R.A.O.B. (Buffaloes), we took over a corner of 
the Green and introduced something different to the 
Gala. Each year for the next eight years we arrived in 
fancy dress and added some much needed colour to 
the then flagging Gala. Our first attempt was to have a 
Cowboy Corral with games and things to do. 
Subsequently we did Pirates, Fairies (?), Clowns, 
Gypsies, Cavemen and our finest moment a mediaeval 

Gordon Ward  
opening the  

Seacroft Gala  
in 1975 as  

‘Lady Gordenia  
Tashless’ 
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castle for the Queen’s Silver Jubilee (see picture). The 
Galas ended in 1982, until recently revived by Lily 
Woods and her Seacroft Green Residents’ Association. 

By this time I had become an active member of the 
Village Hall and the Social Club, joining the 
committee in 1975. The Village Hall was opened in 
1936 courtesy of the last Squire of Seacroft, Mr. Darcy 
Bruce Wilson JP, who died without issue (no children) 
and leaving money and land for the building of a 

Members of the Temple Newsam Lodge pig roasting 
at the Seacroft Gala, 1977 



Celebrating Seacroft 

 81 

Village Hall for the benefit of the parishioners of St 
James’s Seacroft. 

At first it was hugely successful and held various 
functions including a weekly dance, but as its use 
lessened the hall deteriorated, and in the early 70s it 
was threatened with closure and possible sale. 
However a number of local people led by Frank Myers 
(a local businessman) and Harry Ibbotson (a local 
shopkeeper) decided to form their own Social Club 
and the building was saved. The club was formed in 
1974 and still has some original members on its 
committee. I took over as secretary in 1996 due to the 
illness of Mrs Jean Myers, and still hold that office 
today. The club is run by volunteers and is a great 
example of what can be achieved when a group of 
people work together. Harry and Frank are sadly no 
longer with us but their vision lives on and is now 
even more successful than ever. 

To me the essence of Seacroft is the Old Village 
and the Green, as it is very unusual to find the 
country’s oldest village green (mentioned in the 
Domesday Book) in the midst of one of the largest 
conurbation areas in the UK. 

My involvement in other parts of Seacroft has been 
rather limited but I have been involved with the 
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National Census since 1971 and until recently the 
forms had to be delivered and collected by hand and 
checked on the doorstep. In doing this job I had to 
knock on many doors in the less attractive parts of 
Seacroft where I met an amazing cross-section of 
people. They varied from the nice to the downright 
nasty and offensive but, as I stated before, I have lived 
to tell this tale. 

In spite of its many problems I still think Seacroft 
has a lot to offer to those who want to get involved. 
With my involvement with the St James’s Church, the 
Village Hall and the community as a whole I have 
become almost a part of the very fabric of Seacroft but 
to some, even after 46 years, I am still an ‘incomer’. 
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Middle ground 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Seacroft – my childhood home 
Pat Brooke 
 
 
I was born at 2am on Saturday 25th March 1944 in the 
front downstairs room of 164 Tarnside Drive, Seacroft, 
then designated ‘Near Leeds’. My parents had moved 
there from the Harehills area and were the first occupants 
of a four-bedroomed semi-detached in the days when you 
had to have a reference to be allocated a house on the 
new Seacroft estate. Our house was in the top left-hand 
corner of a square, facing down onto Tarnside Drive, and 
we had a downstairs bathroom, what luxury! Also, if 
being a corner house, we had a huge garden which was 
more like a small-holding and always a bit too big to 
manage, although we kept chickens and grew our own 
vegetables. 

One of my earliest memories of Seacroft is Sunday 
mornings when my Dad used to walk me and our dog, 
Raf (named after the RAF, in which my eldest brother 
served) up to the village to watch the cricket on the 
Green outside the Cricketer’s Arms. I usually got a bottle 
of lemonade and a packet of crisps (Smith’s of course, 
with the little blue bag of salt inside). 
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The winter of 1947 was dreadful, with heavy snow 
from autumn right through until spring. After the war 
Britain was almost bankrupt and rationing and power cuts 
were a way of life, and I recall vividly my sister Brenda 
and I walking through the fields along the hedge line with 
snow piled as high as I was, to buy candles from a shop 
in Seacroft village. Right through that winter there was 
ice on the inside of our bedroom window when we woke 
up in the morning, my Mam used to warm oven plates in 
the gas cooker at night, wrap them in old sheeting and put 
them in our beds to warm them up before we got in. 
Every time I smell 
Iighted candles it takes 
me back to those dark 
winter post-war nights. 

My first school was 
the Grange in Seacroft 
Village. I started there 
when I was three years 
old and funnily enough 
I ended my working 
life there, at the Grange 
Medical Centre – I 
guess I came full 
circle. I loved that old 
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house and it grieves me to see it fall into ruin when it is 
such an integral part of old Seacroft. After school my 
sister used to pick me up and sometimes we went to the 
sweetshop on the other side of the road. It was down a 
little slope and was run by two sisters – Brenda and I 
used to buy yellow sherbet in cone-shaped bags. Further 
down the road there was a memorial garden. 

I recall my class being taken one summer day on a 
‘nature walk’ to find frogspawn. Our teacher took us into 
a little copse where there was a pond, it was in the 
grounds of a big old house with lots of windows, on the 
same side of York Road as the Grange, but set back 
behind the trees. She warned us that we must never go 
into that house to play as it was dangerous. I never knew 
what it was, but years later read in the Skyrack Express 
that it was Seacroft Hall and was demolished in the early 
1950s, and a school now stands on the site. 

Another early memory is of Seacroft Gala. This was 
an annual event, much anticipated by the population, in 
which floats with bands and people dressed in various 
styles would parade round each street in the Estate, 
finishing up on the village green. When I was three, my 
Mam and another neighbour, mother to my playmate 
George who was six months older than me, came up with 
the idea of entering the two of us in the Gala fancy dress 
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competition. We were subsequently rigged out in home-
made costumes as bride and groom, and our families 
were delighted when we won first prize. George got a 
banjo and I a doll, but as it was being handed to me a girl 
dashed out of the crowd, grabbed the doll and ran off! 
The thief was never caught, and as I’d not really wanted 
to be dressed up in all that finery anyway, and was in a 
bit of a mood to start with (see picture), I was put out to 
say the least. 

A lengthy spell in hospital with peritonitis at the age 
of four meant that I lost my place at the Grange school, 
but after a stint at Coldcotes School (which I didn’t 
enjoy) I was transferred to the newly opened Parklands 
Junior Mixed School, which I loved. Our headmaster was 
Mr. Michel, a kind man who gave interesting talks in 
Assembly. He always made sure we had nice pieces of 
music to enter and exit to, I particularly remember 
‘Morning Song’ by Grieg, I think of Mr. Michel 
whenever I hear it. He told us that we should never walk 
across the grass verges on the estate and make tracks 
through them, but always walk on the paths – my first 
introduction to environmental awareness and I still 
follow his instruction 60 years on. We had a variety of 
teachers, both male and female, and I particularly recall 
the large Miss Lancaster (not very child-friendly and 
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nicknamed the Lancaster Bomber) and Mr. Wanless who 
was from the North-East and spoke with the most 
interesting accent. But my favourite was Miss 
Cunningham – young, pretty, kind and smiling – we kids 
used to fight for position after’ school to walk her to the 
bus stop. (Yes, those were the days when teachers 
travelled by bus.) 

My Mam was a lover of the cinema, and our treat each 
week was to go to the Regal, a short tram-ride from the 
Melbourne up to Crossgates terminus. I adored these 
trips, and recall the anticipation as we went passed the 
liveried doorman, paid our money (I think it was 1/6d 
stalls, or 2/– upstairs) and walked up the steps on the red 
carpet that you sank into. Inside the seats were also red, 
(plush material, very luxurious) and the walls were 
decorated with Roman-style nymphs with amphorae on 
their shoulders. In this setting we two watched all the 
great epics of the 50s – The Robe, Demetrius and the 
Gladiators, Carousel, Seven Brides for Seven Brothers, 
Calamity Jane (my special favourite) and many more. At 
the end of the film the National Anthem was played, with 
the young Queen Elizabeth sidesaddle on horseback 
riding across the screen at the Trooping of the Colours. 
Some shameless people used to slink out whilst the rest 
of us stood, eyeing such perpetrators of disrespect with 
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disgust. then it was out to the tram and back to the 
Melbourne fish shop for a bag of salty chips to eat on the 
way home along Foundry Lane and Moresdale Lane. On 
the way we used to pass a big tree that had a huge white 
‘B’ painted on it – Mam told me it was because of the 
black-out during the war, but I thought it was my sister 
Brenda’s tree. 

Our local shops were either Mr Ploughman’s, down 
near the new Catholic church, or Mr. Black’s near the 
then bus terminus at the top of South Parkway. These 
were, of course, in the days before supermarkets, and I 
well remember standing and waiting in the queue to be 
served, and watching cooked meat being sliced on one of 
those big circular implements and waiting for someone to 
take a finger off. A very happy day was when sweets 
finally came off the ration, and my Mam said to me, 
‘Come on, Pat, let’s go down to Mr. Ploughman’s and 
buy a Mars bar!’ 

When I was married in 1965 I stayed in Seacroft. My 
new husband and I lived in a maisonette over the 
Yorkshire Bank in the newly-built Seacroft Centre, just 
opposite the old windmill. the Centre was officially 
opened on the Monday I went back to work after the 
honeymoon – I was so annoyed that I missed seeing the 
Queen, who passed right under our balcony to perform 
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the opening ceremony for the Centre. Eventually I lived 
for 31 years in Whinmoor, not far from the Coal Road, 
where my Dad used to take me blackberry-picking as a 
small girl. 

My memories of Seacroft are wide-ranging and varied, 
but overall I remember a happy childhood in an area that 
was filled with diversity. Our ‘new’ house was a good 
place to grow up in, our family was a stable one and our 
surroundings pleasant, with neighbours who cared for 
one another. the old village was charming and gave one a 
sense of history and constancy, and somehow the old 
world and the new met and gelled together. 
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Old friends 
Mary 
 
 
My name is Mary and I went to live in Casterton Gardens 
in Seacroft when I was seven years old. I lived there until 
I married in 1962 and I spent some of the happiest years 
of my life there. I also made friends that still remain to 
this day. 

My mother, father and four sisters lived in a four-
bedroom house. In the summer we would go with my 
parents on one of our nice evening walks, which was to 
go through the cow field and come out on York Road at 
the side of the old York Road near the old Lion and 
Lamb public house. They did not have a beer garden but 
they did have a small yard with a table and bench seat 
where we would sit for a lemonade before the walk home 
down South Parkway. 

Sadly, in August last year we lost one of our sisters, 
but on the day of her funeral it was so nice that a lot of 
the girls who had been our friends in Casterton Gardens 
were there with us, which was much appreciated. 
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I love Seacroft and I’d wear the  
T‐shirt 
Carol Parker 
 
 
I remember Seacroft being built. I came here in the war 
when I was just turned seven years of age. We got the 
wrong bus and had to get off at Dib Lane but we didn’t 
mind. We walked up the hill and when we got to the 
house it was marvellous. There was so much space. We’d 
been living at my grandma’s house. Downstairs there was 
a wringer with a wooden top and chairs and a dolly tub to 
do the washing. We didn’t have much else. In those days 
you paid for thins weekly from Wigfalls.  

We lived at the top end of Kentmere Avenue. At the 
Queen’s coronation in 1953 they were still building the 
houses. I used to play on the foundations of my present 
home. There was a lovely farm opposite where Grange 
Farm School is now. They were called Greysham. We 
got milk, butter and eggs there. They used to bring the 
cows up to the pastures where the ginnel to the club is 
now. It was lovely – there were dog roses and cowslips. 
We used to wander in the woods picking blackberries and 
wild flowers. We would wander down the Askets, which 
was what we called the bluebell wood then. They were 
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such happy times. I wouldn’t want to live anywhere but 
Seacroft. I couldn’t bear to start all over again. I’ve 
known the lady next door since I was a child. 

When the farm went they built a big block of three-
storey flats on the site. 

Basically this is still a good area. We have a good 
community constable so if we ever get any problems they 
are soon sorted out – anything like kids throwing stones. 
Nothing serious. 

There were on shops, pubs or churches when we 
moved up here. There was a Co-Op van, a big van. My 
mum used to make jugs of tea for them. People thought a 
lot of my mum. She was very kind. We weren’t rich but 
my dad had a good job in printing. She always helped 
people our. She didn’t work but she was a good manager. 
She made all her own bread and cakes and new cakes 
with egg and bacon on Fridays. She made her own pies: 
bilberry, blackberry, apples. My dad had a big garden just 
over the road from my present house. He made a really 
good job of growing his own veg, including potatoes and 
carrots. My little sister was born there, she was tiny. 
They were wonderful times. People don’t understand 
how wonderful all that was- no sharing land, toilets or 
anything like some people did. My mum and dad were 
wonderful. 
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My mum was also the church warden at St Richards, 
which is my church. I love being there because they are 
such a lovely group of friends and companions like a 
family. I really look forward to Sunday and going to see 
them. It’s like going home. Church is a big part of your 
life. I take it very seriously since my mum died. I have 
good friends at other churches in the area too. I sing in 
the choir at St James’s and my good friend Amy is from 
Our Lady of Good Counsel. Churches together is a lovely 
thing. Getting to know everyone is important for us all. 
At church we have a Summer Fayre and a Christmas 
Fayre. We do things like a free bouncy castle. We get 
toys together at Christmas and donate them to the more 
needy families, though there are no homeless people in 
Seacroft and nobody is really poor. 

We didn’t really go as far as the village when I was 
young, just in the fields around here. Then when Seacroft 
Centre was built it had such character. The market was 
great and it was a meeting place so you’d just meet your 
friends and there’s nothing like that now. The Centre 
hasn’t been replaced and bus fares prevent some people 
from going to town. Even the bus journey to Crossgates 
has recently been split over two buses so it is more 
expensive with a long wait between buses. Of course the 
young ones can walk. I went to Parklands School and we 



Celebrating Seacroft 

 95 

walked to school and back in rain and sunshine, even in 
the thick of snow. That was Parklands Primary, where we 
did maypole dancing. Then I went to Coldcotes High 
School. I loved it. Coldcotes was a Girls School. Both my 
daughters went to Grange Farm and Parklands High. My 
eldest daughter is an Art Director and the younger one is 
a Civil Servant. We have always had good schools in 
Seacroft. The girl next door went to Our Lady. She 
became a teacher. They were a lovely family. I still 
exchange Christmas cards with one girl. 

When I left school I worked for Alf Cooks printing. 
My dad worked for Waddingtons. He was well thought of 
there. I followed my aunt. I think the world of her. I 
thought they’d put me with her in the playing cards room 
printing playing cards at Crown Point in that lovely 
building, which is still there. But they put me in a 
separate department. It was so noisy I got headachy so I 
left and went to work in Fosters in Briggate. It was built 
over the arcade. I loved it there. I loved being in any 
beautiful old building. I love architecture. If I could be 
young now I’d go specialise in architecture. I am 
intrigued by church buildings and I have a passion for 
windmills. It is a shame that we cannot really see the 
Seacroft windmill now but I commissioned a painting by 
a local artist, May. That painting shows a full windmill in 
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rolling fields with flowers and everything I asked to be 
there. It is marvellous.  

I have lived most of my life in Seacroft and through 
all the building changes it is still a good place to live. 
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Memories of Old Seacroft Town 
(Civic) Centre 
Pauline and M. 
 
 
One dull, cold, foggy day in October 1965, I can still 
remember the Queen coming to open the new Seacroft 
Centre. I lived on Kentmere Avenue at the time and we 
knew that the Queen was to visit one of the houses in our 
road. The road was lined with people and their children, 
all dressed up in their best clothes, with their little Union 
Jacks, waiting to wave to the Queen. I had a baby at the 
time, so didn’t go out, but watched from the bedroom 
window. I was so impressed by the two policemen who 
were standing near my garden gate, with their best 
uniforms and white gloves on, they made a splendid 
sight!.  

The Queen went for a cup of tea at a house across the 
road from me, so we were all able to get a good look at 
her when she stepped out of the car. More than most 
people got, as I heard from others later, that they were a 
bit fed up that after a couple of hours standing in the cold 
and damp waiting the Royal car had swept past so fast 
that all they saw was the Royal gloved hand doing its 
famous wave. 
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Now, whenever I visit the new Seacroft Centre, which 
is so heavily Tesco dominated, I remember with regret, 
how wonderful the ‘old’ Seacroft Civic Centre was when 
it was first built. Up until then, we only had small shops 
and supermarkets and had to go into Leeds town centre or 
Crossgates if the local shops didn’t have what we needed. 
The new centre was like the current ‘out of town’ 
shopping centres that we have now and was advertised as 
having everything we needed. At the time, Swarcliffe, 
Stanks and Whinmoor were also being built and extended 
and the new Centre was to be their main shopping centre 
as well. 

The centre proved very popular in the beginning. 
There was no Sunday opening in those days, so on 
Fridays and Saturdays the place was heaving with 
shoppers, especially as the indoor market was open on 
those days. When the centre first opened, it was open to 
the elements but eventually roofed over, though this 
made it quite noisy. I remember the market being on the 
outside, above the bus station, but it proved to be too cold 
and windy up there, so it moved quite quickly downstairs 
into what I think was the loading bay for the delivery 
wagons. The vacated area became another car park but I 
seem to remember there were concrete blocks scattered 
around and people were always reversing into them. The 



Celebrating Seacroft 

 99 

centre had plenty of free parking but the underground car 
park, which we got to through the back of the bus station 
(I think), was rather damp and dismal and we were 
always glad to get out – we came out next to a garage, on 
Seacroft Crescent, opposite what is now Social Services. 

There were so many shops and other amenities. On the 
outside, on North Parkway, we had four or five banks, 
Yorkshire Bank, TSB, NatWest, can’t remember what the 
others were but they were always busy. No ‘holes in 
walls’ at that time and very few debit cards, so everyone 
paid by cheque or cash and if you hadn’t been paid cash 
by your employer, in a little brown envelope, you had to 
queue in the bank to cash your cheque. Now we have to 
go to Crossgates to visit the bank, apart from Yorkshire 
Bank which has reopened in the new Tesco Centre. Of 
course, we now have the convenience of paying by 
debit/credit card in the supermarket, so we don’t have to 
visit the bank quite so often. 

Some of the shops, to the right of the main entrance, 
on North Parkway had flats built above them, which you 
got to by stone steps at the end of the row, next to the 
bookies. It must have been great just to walk down the 
steps and you were at the shops.  

As far as I can remember, on the outside, there was the 
bookies, Alison James the optician, a dentist, a doctors, a 
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chemist, the Crown Post Office where you stood forever 
waiting to be served, an off-licence, Forbuoys 
newsagents and I think TSB was in that block. Also there 
was the Skyliner restaurant, which then became the 
Seafarer and eventually just a fish and chip shop. To the 
left of the entrance were all the banks, then round the 
corner to the housing office where we stood for hours , or 
so it seemed, trying to control little ones, waiting to see 
someone about repairs or the chance to move to different 
property. No bidding in those days, you just moved 
slowly up a waiting list.  

Next, the bus station, where you could catch a bus to 
almost anywhere, then round the back of the centre, 
where there were offices, including Social Services, a 
laundrette and Sandroys, the fancy dress shop. Separate, 
but near by, was the library, which is still open, a youth 
club, which my children attended, and which also 
provided a play scheme in the school holidays but closed 
due to vandalism, Gala Bingo and a bowling alley. The 
flats opposite the back of the centre, named Queen’s 
View after the Queen’s visit, had a bridge across into the 
Centre; the entrance to the YMAS ambulance station was 
underneath the bridge, in the base of the Centre, secure 
behind steel gates. Round into Seacroft Crescent and 
there was a garage, where the mechanics were so helpful, 
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the exit to the underground car park and the delivery bay 
for the shops. I also seem to remember a side entrance 
which was used by the people living in the flats above the 
shops.  

 And that was just the outside. On the inside were two 
levels. Every shop you could imagine was there. I 
suppose in Tesco you only queue once, whereas it was 
queuing in each individual shop.  

 On the top floor, I seem to remember a ladies’ 
hairdresser, was that Keith and Co?, a wallpaper shop, 
Jack Fulton’s freezer shop, McColl’s newsagents, 
Thurston’s bakers (now Greggs), definitely YEB where 
we went to pay our bills and could buy electrical goods, 
and Romart’s in the corner. Romart’s sold everything and 
very cheaply but the aisles were very close together, and 
you were always tripping over piles of boxes. They were 
always very suspicious of people stealing and there was 
always someone following you about. The kids loved it 
as they could buy cheap toys and ‘tat’ there. Farther 
round, opposite YEB, was a cafe with tables outside, then 
a shoe shop, was it Curtis’s or Freeman, Hardy and 
Willis? Then I think there was a butchers, but definitely a 
wet fish shop, also a travel agents and a pet shop where 
we could go in and look at the fish and small animals, 
Marlene Joyce who sold children’s clothes very cheaply 
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and Craggs the cobblers who always made an attempt at 
mending leather goods for you. These have both moved 
to Crossgates. I’m sure there were more but can’t think, 
was there a furniture shop? 

You then went down a huge ramp, overlooked by a 
large mosaic on the end wall, to the lower level. The 
lower level was dominated by the stage in the central 
area. Originally it was an indoor pond, which could be 
covered over to use as a stage, but there must have been 
problems with the pond, as the stage became a permanent 
fixture. I can remember concerts on the stage, majorettes, 
Crossgates Youth Band, brass bands, pop groups, Santa 
Claus, children’s concerts etc At the bottom of the ramp 
were the two major supermarkets opposite each other. 
One was Woolworth’s, which became the Coop and 
opposite that was Savemore, originally Lipton’s, where 
my daughter had her Saturday job. The Gas Board was 
there, tucked away in a corner, next to LB’s café which 
eventually became a Wimpy bar. There was a toyshop, 
which repaired bikes, I think it became Patel’s which was 
also a toy shop and sold bikes and models upstairs. Then 
there was a DIY shop and a soft furnishing shop, I think 
we all belonged to their curtain club at some point, I 
know I’ve still got some towels bought at the time – 
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made things to last then: also there was a cooked 
meats/pie shop – think it was Dewhirsts.  

Also downstairs was the wool shop, where they let 
you put wool away and buy it as needed. There was 
Miller’s carpets, a DIY shop where you could purchase 
bottled gas, a furniture store and Ali’s clothing shop and 
RV Smiths, the butcher, who always had special offers 
on; there was also the café in the corner. Halford’s was 
there, next to Woolworths, when the centre opened but 
closed and became firstly a gents’ outfitters called 
Tony’s, I think, and then finally the Coop chemist. The 
Sovereign Pub, named for the Queen, was at the end. 

There wasn’t much in the way of women’s clothing, 
apart from Ali’s, but on a Friday and Saturday the market 
was open and there was a whole corner given over to 
women’s clothing, with a wide variety of clothing and 
fashion and also a huge secondhand clothes stall There 
was also a butcher’s, rows of fruit and vegetables, a shoe 
stall, a fabulous loose sweet stall, the stall that sold 
broken biscuits and chocolate tea cakes and the record 
stall where all the local teenagers hung out on a Saturday.  

Yes, Seacroft had it all, and it does make you wonder 
as to why the council allowed the building to deteriorate 
so much that its only option was to be pulled down. Was 
it badly constructed, was it vandals and skateboarders? 
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What was a town centre, with a community feel, is now a 
Tesco supermarket with a few added shops. 

 
N.B. There is now a Facebook site – I Remember 
Seacroft Town Centre – started by the Digital Lounge at 
Ramshead. 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The Butcher 
 
 

Hello, my name is Phil Stead. From 1969 to 1998 I 
worked in Seacroft Centre for R.V. Smith Butchers Ltd, 
which was in the lower precinct next door to what was 
Malcolm’s the Bakers. Shops in the Lower Precinct 
included mark Andrews a boys and girls shop for 
schoolwear, LBs café where people would meet for a 
snack and a chat. There was a DIY store selling 
everything you could think of, and a card and record 
store. Also, on the lower floor were a carpet store, a 
greengrocer, a drycleaners, a gas showroom, Myers the 
jewellers, sportswear store and the Sovereign pub, two 
supermarkets and a pharmacy. 

In the later years the market came in from the cold, the 
Centre was run by Leeds City Council. The man in 
charge of the Seacroft Centre was a gentleman called 
Fred Linfoot. He would oversee day-to-day problems. 
Fred eventually retired. In the early days many people 
thought the Seacroft Centre would be a white elephant, 
but a lot of people used to love to come and shop and 
have a chat to one another. Those were the days for the 
people and traders of Seacroft. 
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Skyliner Fish and Chips 
Vinny 
 
 
I particularly remember the Skyliner Fish and Chip shop in 
Seacroft Town Centre. It was a big shop with a restaurant 
type area if I remember correctly. One day when I was a 
young lad, an apprentice I believe, I was short of money so 
I just ordered a bag of chips. Mrs Doreen Learoyd eyed 
me shrewdly. ‘Lost your appetite today love?’. 

I admitted that I could only afford the chips that day. 
She said something about taking her break soon and 
parcelled up two lots of chips, casually throwing a fish on 
just one of them. One parcel went on the fryer for her 
break and the other went over the counter to me. I was 
not totally surprised when I got round the corner to see 
my chips accompanied by the biggest fish you’ve ever 
seen. I couldn’t take it back, so I ate it of course. 

It is a lot of years ago but I still remember Doreen’s 
kindness that day. 
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Taxi  
Craig 
 
 
I was born is Seacroft and I work in Seacroft. My mum 
and all my family still live in Seacroft, so although I live 
further out now I am always around here. I am in the age 
group who grew up in the 1970s when people thought 
Foxwood had lost its standards and there were some 
problems with joyriding and crime on the estate but as a 
taxi driver travelling around in the last few years I have 
seen things coming back to the good times in Seacroft. 
The Academy is a good school on the old Foxwood site 
and people get everything they need at Seacroft Green 
Shopping Centre. You can definitely have a good life in 
Seacroft. 
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Seacroft  
Anon 
 
 
Seacroft became my permanent home in 1973. It was 
with some trepidation that I moved into my new 
accommodation, because over recent years I had heard so 
many derogatory things about modern Seacroft; violence, 
murder, robbery, gangs, muggings, you name it, it 
happened in Seacroft and the surrounding areas, but I 
couldn’t have had nicer neighbours, several of whom 
became long-term friends. They were always ready to 
help with child-care, baby-sitting, assistance with 
problems, someone to have a moan to when I felt that 
things were becoming too much. From the moment we 
moved to Seacroft, my family were absorbed into the 
community and found friends and support.  

The children settled in and did well at local schools, 
were able to attend Brownies and Cubs, attend a local 
youth group (unfortunately not there any more), were 
able to access play schemes throughout the school 
holidays at the adventure playground, play freely in the 
local fields and feel safe and secure in their new 
environment. We joined in the yearly Seacroft festival on 
Seacroft Green, winning the fancy dress competition on 
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one occasion. We had access to excellent doctors and a 
health clinic, encompassing a dentist and child welfare 

I found myself remembering a time past, when I 
worked for a short while within the Seacroft area, visiting 
vulnerable families. Initially, I had a baptism of fire, 
being allocated some problem families, seeing things that 
I only imagined happened in books. I was absolutely 
horrified by some of the living conditions; feet sticking to 
the floor because the house was so dirty, old boxes in 
place of basic furniture, lack of basic implements for 
meals, old jam-jars for a cup of tea, wallpaper falling off 
the walls but accepting the excuse that they were 
‘decorating’; a lack of decent bedding and the children 
often in a skimpy vest and very little else, even in cold 
weather. Always, of course, whatever else was missing, 
there was the modern giant TV, sat on an orange box, 
dominating the room, and the room was usually warm, 
maybe because the inside doors were removed to provide 
fuel for the fire!!  

Of course these families spent most of their lives in 
contact with authority, working the system, so they must 
have rejoiced when I turned up, innocent and full of the 
crusading spirit and really wanting to help them. Many 
was the hour I spent harassing the local authority to try 
and improve these ‘poor families’ lot, only to find in 
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future visits, that, any extra money had been spent on 
cigarettes and booze, the ‘new’ furniture had been sold, 
the decorating still hadn’t been done and they might have 
got an even bigger and better TV. However, these 
families were few and far between and the majority of 
families were decent, hard-working people, who looked 
after their families and homes well and easily made up 
for the minority who gave Seacroft a bad name.  

Since living in Seacroft I have not seen evidence of 
anything like this again. My children were able to get 
Saturday jobs in Seacroft Market (unfortunately not there 
any more) The girls eventually obtained places at 
Parklands High School, which had an excellent 
reputation and by now was the only ‘girls only’ school in 
Leeds. They received an excellent education, helped no 
doubt by there being no boys to cause a distraction, and 
went on to University where they successfully completed 
their degrees. 
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The orchard 
Gary Stephenson 
 
 
One autumn day in approximately1962/3, two friends and 
me were wandering around old Seacroft village. While 
walking past Taylors Yard, we noticed the garden around 
the old cottage was very overgrown and the apple trees 
were fully laden with fruit. We found the urge to sneak 
into the orchard and help ourselves too much to resist. 
While we were filling our jumpers, the front door to the 
cottage slowly opened. We crouched low and hid behind 
the trees trying not to make a sound. Two figures came 
out wearing top hats and tails from a bygone era, and 
carrying sticks. We were terrified, but as they drew 
closer, we realized that they were older lads we 
recognised as locals. They spotted us, came over and told 
us that the old man who lived there had died and no one 
was in the cottage. We cautiously entered it to 
investigate, and saw that it was full of antique furniture, 
books, ornaments and china. The fireplace was an old 
range with fire-blackened pots and pans; the furniture, as 
I now realise, was probably Victorian or Edwardian. At 
the time, we thought it was a load of old junk, but I look 
back now and think what a beautiful place it was. Sadly, 
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to the best of my knowledge, it was never again lived in, 
and was later demolished to make way for new housing. 
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How did the 16 bus become my 
personal Tardis? 
GbT 
 
Time hangs heavy on the top deck, as we trundle towards 
Seacroft 
But passing an empty pub sign at Compton Road, 
I am transported  
The Fairway 
There is Uncle Pat stooping in kindly Glasgow giving 
To his nephews and nieces 
Pocket-money silver slipping   
From war cartoon drawing hands to us 
 
At Coldcotes Circus 
I meet my ten years dead father 
As a conquering hero in green hoops 
Carrying a cup 
From that field by old St Nicholas’ Church 
Dark, handsome, smiling 
Proud to be him for my mum 
 
Time hovers, hurts, pleases, pains and delights 
Now every bus stop has become an advert 
For my genes reunited 
The 16 bus Tardis turns me inside out 
Screeching the air brake exhalation-- 
Yesss who do you think you are? 
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I am in South Parkway en route to Grandma’s  
New black patent shoes freezing my feet to a Christmas 
morning 
Stamp your feet mum urges 
Click your heels and they chant: 
You will soon be there 
 
And here I am half a century later 
16 bus – Top deck Tardis travelling: 
In Seacroft 
Every month of the year a special time: 
School times; playing out times 
Skipping with aunties times; Whip-and-top times 
Conker times; Hop-scotch times 
Beano on roller skate times 
Bogie and brother times 
Grandad driving us to Scarborough times 
Chumping and raiding times 
Bonfires with toffee apple and bright copper wire times 
The colours gently tattooing our happy face times 
Oops my stop – Getting off time… 
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Seacroft family 
Jenny Ridsdale (née Thompson) 
 
 
Dad was a farm labourer and we lived on site in one of 
the houses provided for employees. It was large, cold and 
draughty, having four walls exposed to the elements. 
There were open fireplaces in each room, including the 
bedrooms. My parents gathered logs from nearby woods 
to fuel the fires, coal was beyond their means. We had an 
outside toilet at the end of the garden path. It was housed 
in a brick shed full of cobwebs and spiders that I 
developed an irrational fear of. I can remember balancing 
perilously on the toilet seat, my feet off the floor, and 
screaming until someone arrived to rescue me from the 
biggest spider I had ever seen.  

Our immediate neighbour was an elderly woman by 
the name of Mrs Bickerdike. She was aptly named, 
finding any excuse to complain about our behaviour to 
our parents. If our ball landed in her garden, our game 
was over, for she never returned it. We thought she was a 
witch. The only sound she did not complain about was 
Dad’s piano. He was a talented musician, and the sound 
of his music to the backdrop of the north Yorkshire 
moors was one of the most joyous memories of my 
childhood. 
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The surrounding countryside was breathtakingly 
beautiful. In summer, lush green meadows of wild 
flowers bordered shimmering gold cornfields. Trees 
blossomed and a lilac/blue haze arose from moorland 
heather in the distance. Winter sun gave brilliance to the 
snow when it came, fading to howling winds and 
snowstorms so heavy they completely obliterated the 
landscape. 

We rarely left the farm. This was all we knew. We 
were naïve and without television or other means of 
communication with life outside the farm, we thought 
that everyone lived this way. 

We had only lived at Hazlewood for a few months, 
when Mum contracted TB. As a result, our family were 
separated for over a year. Mum went into a sanatorium to 
begin treatment, Dad remained at his job and I went to 
live with my maternal grandparents in the village of 
Barwick-in Elmet, along with one of my sisters. Our 
youngest sister, only three months old, lived on the same 
street with an aunt. Although we missed our parents very 
much, we soon adapted to our new surroundings. There 
were shops on the Main Street, other children to play 
with and a school that I was enrolled at just before I 
reached my fifth birthday. The village offered new 
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experiences for us to savour, a welcome distraction from 
the sadness of emotional upheaval.  

Just as children from inner cities would anticipate a 
ride out to the countryside with sheer excitement, we 
sisters would be awake from early Saturday morning 
waiting for Dad to arrive. He had bought a motorbike and 
sidecar combination so that he could make the journey 
from Hazelwood to Barwick-in-Elmet every evening 
after his work was finished. Each Saturday we would 
spend the day with him. Our first port of call was the 
home of our paternal grandparents in Seacroft.  

The Seacroft housing estate was the largest of its kind 
in England; building began in 1950 and continued for 
over a decade. As we turned from York Road into 
Foundry Lane, then Ironwood Approach, I marvelled at 
how Dad found his way through a maze of streets and 
houses that appeared almost identical. The perimeter of 
the estate was only a short drive from Barwick-in-Elmet, 
yet through the perception of childhood it was another 
world, a vast urban jungle in the heart of the countryside. 

The house our Seacroft grandparents lived in was a 
rented corporation house, a replica of the house next 
door, and the one next to that, and so on. We found this 
most unusual, coming from farming communities where 
homes were a huddle of old stone cottages or isolated 
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brick farmhouses, four walls to the wind. The Seacroft 
house had an indoor toilet that flushed with a chain, and a 
neat box on the wall stocked with Izal toilet paper. It was 
such a novelty that we spent as much time as we possibly 
could in there. Eventually, Dad escorted us back and 
forth to prevent us from lingering and playing. We found 
that the Izal toilet paper had at least two other uses. One 
was to put the folded edge over the comb that was by the 
mirror and blow with varying degrees to produce a 
harmonica. It also made very good tracing paper. 

From the large garden at the rear of the house, we had 
an elevated view of the estate. I can clearly remember 
looking out over Seacroft and trying to count the streets 
and houses to give Mum an accurate account of the area 
when she came home from hospital. Children were not 
allowed to visit sanatoriums. The closest we got to her in 
over a year was when we stood in the grounds of the 
hospital (by special arrangement with the matron) and 
waved at her on her birthday.  

Seacroft Nana, as we affectionately named our 
Grandma, was always in the kitchen. I never saw her 
relax, or do anything remotely recreational. All weekend 
she shopped, cooked, baked, mended and cleaned. Even 
when she sat down in the evening after the day’s chores 
were done, she began threading needles in preparation for 
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her job at Montague Burtons tailoring factory in 
Burmantofts. She was employed as a ‘piece worker’ 
(paid for as much as she could produce) and saved 
valuable time by threading needles and waxing the 
threads at home so that she could earn her bonus 
payment.  

Granddad, on the other hand (in keeping with the 
patriarchal culture of the 1950’s) was free to do as he 
pleased at weekends. He played the accordion in a band, 
and every Saturday gave a rendition of the band’s 
signature tune ‘Lady of Spain’ whether we requested it or 
not. He looked quite comical with his smart trousers 
topped off with a pair of braces and a string vest.  

Music was not Granddad’s only talent. He could take 
apart defunct radios and build perfect working models 
from all the parts that he amassed from this practice. He 
had worked on submarines during the war and during 
quiet periods while lying on his bunk, he drew up ideas 
for gadgetry and inventions. When the war ended, people 
from all over the Seacroft estate would bring items to him 
for repair. His expertise in this field became legendary. 

However, his masterpiece was a homemade television 
set! The year I was born was also the year our Queen 
Elizabeth was crowned. Apparently, Granddad made a 
television from an old radar tube and screen that he had 
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salvaged from his wartime duties on submarines. It 
worked sufficiently to produce a hazy grey/green image 
of the ceremony. The family viewed the day’s events in 
utter amazement (in a bedroom to obtain the maximum 
signal) while the Yorkshire puddings burned to death 
downstairs.  

One of Granddads other talents, to our delight, was 
story telling. Each weekend he would relate one or more 
of his many escapades or adventures to his young 
audience. One such weekend, he told us the following 
story. 

He often took the Scarborough bus to the Fox and 
Grapes pub about three miles from Seacroft, along the 
old York Road. Surrounded by the fields and woodland 
that bordered outlying villages, it was one of his favourite 
haunts. On a gloriously sunny Saturday Granddad waited 
by the Melbourne Pub for the bus, with his border-collie 
dog, Rover. When the bus arrived it was almost full to 
capacity, and the conductor allowed only the first two 
people in the queue to board. This did not include 
Granddad and Rover. Unseen by Granddad, or anyone 
else it seems, Rover leaped onto the bus platform as it 
pulled away. 
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Granddad only realized when he turned to go home 
(for the buses were hourly) that his faithful friend had 
disappeared.  

He was frantic, and desperate to get to Scarborough to 
begin searching for Rover. I am not quite sure what mode 
of transport granddad used when he set off for 
Scarborough the second time, possibly motorbike and 
sidecar, but I know that he decided to called in at the Fox 
and Grapes pub en route. He wanted to let his pals know 
why he would not be joining them for the customary 
Saturday drinking session. When he arrived, and to his 
utter astonishment there was Rover sitting by the main 
bar. Looking extremely apologetic, he hung his head in 
shame and his gratuitous refreshments, a bowl of best 
bitter and a packet of ready salted crisps, remained 
untouched.  

One could only assume that Rover’s sixth sense had 
prompted him to leap off the bus by the Fox and Grapes 
pub. The story circulated locally and he gained a 
reputation as the cleverest dog in Seacroft. Granddad 
beamed with pride when we suggested that Rover had 
most likely inherited the genius of his master.  
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Celebrity Seacroft  
Agnes 
 
 
They make me laugh. This whole celebrity thing is potty 
and now it has reached East Leeds. There was another 
reality celebrity programme on television the other night. 
This time it was about people in Leeds and I briefly felt 
really interested when I saw Trinny whatever her name is 
looking after an old lady in Harehills. She was up here for 
about a week I think. She seemed a nice enough woman in 
some ways and she could do the housework but there was 
a close up of her talking about inspiring the old woman 
and she kept going on about how good looking the woman 
used to be. She seemed to be in the wrong programme to 
me. I mainly noticed that Trinny needed a good meal 
inside her and the old woman had chipped paintwork. 
Trinny seemed to think that she had solved all her 
problems by getting the old lady a mobility scooter to go 
round town. I would have also phoned the best young 
worker and tiler I have ever met – Richard Glendenning 
actually, and his uncle Dave Devonport the decorator – 
and got them to sort the house out while the old lady was 
shopping on her scooter.  
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The truth is that the programme was about Trinny up 
here for one week slumming it before she got back on her 
own version of a mobility scooter and went back to her 
own life in London. I suppose she will spend ages talking 
about how we live to people who just pass through on the 
train going to Harvey Nichols or the Edinburgh Festival 
or something. Even Gordon Brown said he wanted Leeds 
to be a modern city. What does he think it is now? He 
must have passed through on his way to Scotland. He 
must have noticed even the old mills have become 
residential communities for students. I suppose these 
people like Trinny need to think they can change 
women’s lives and if they lived here it would be different 
because they would change it all. The problem with that 
is them thinking we need to have our lives solved and 
changed. They also seem to think they understand our 
lives better than we do.  

I watched about half an hour of Keith Allen in 
Lincoln’s Green and then Mel B staying round the corner 
for a week. She comes from round here of course, well 
her mother did, anyway. Her mother lived in Seacroft and 
they were a lovely family. She is a lovely girl and she 
looked great when she came to Tesco to support her 
fitness video but when you are here permanently you do 
not have taxis paid for to go shopping or take over the 
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whole laundrette for a day. I’d like to see one of us taking 
over the laundrette for a day. She knows that I think. She 
was not completely patronising but she behaved like a 
visitor because that is what she is now. You need to be 
here all the time to understand all the good things about 
being here and even though Mel is a kind person she 
gave out the idea that we are all stupid and deficient. She 
also did a funny routine about travelling on the bus she 
used to catch to her grandma’s. You could say just laugh 
at them or, on the other hand, say that the programme 
only dealt with problem families but I still disliked it 
because it gave the bad impression that the problems they 
tackled were typical of us and our lives. 

Living in an area like Harehills or Seacroft does not 
mean that you cannot do the washing or catch a bus 
without TV cameras or persuade your kids to go to the 
Job Centre. It definitely does not mean you are brain 
dead or do not care. Most of us are quite normal people 
with as much gumption as people elsewhere – as much as 
the people who got lucky with money. I found myself 
thinking about that programme a lot as I did all my usual 
shopping, library, family duties today. Several young 
men were watching people go from the post office to the 
shops. I did not really notice them until an old man in a 
smart brown car coat like my dad used to wear told me to 
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watch my purse near that lot. They looked harmless 
enough to me but I smiled and nodded at him as I patted 
my pocket. He meant well by me.  

But not all the young men are after your purse and a 
lot of them have as much idea about life as the celebrity 
visitors have if they had the chance to show it. Times are 
hard for the youngsters again, with few jobs and cuts 
threatened everywhere. I am not trying to believe that we 
don’t have any problems around here but I do get fed up 
with the same old stereotypes and a kind of Big Society 
idea of celebrities dipping into people’s lives just round 
the corner from me. We don’t all have problems here. It 
is quite a normal life: work or school, food and drink, 
friends, holidays, weddings, birthdays and funerals. It is 
the same wherever you live isn’t it? There isn’t much 
more to life really even if you have tons of money. You 
need to feel loved and you need to pay your bills.  

Yesterday night I was kidding the little kid across the 
road that I had seen the moon having a race with us from 
up there in the sky. I have had times when I felt like 
jumping over it and running away with or without a 
spoon but I must be honest and say I think that would 
happen anywhere to any of us and there are far worse 
lives than you can have in East Leeds.   
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Also, you have to admit that Trinny whatnot, Mel B. 
and Keith Allen are not the role models you’d actually 
offer your kids.   
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The Piano 
Helen Collins 
 
 
The piano that sat majestically in my grandparent’s living 
room in Seacroft had been inherited into ours. It assumed 
the same elegance, but no longer had the pleasure of 
talented hands creating a melody on its ivories, just the 
odd plonk of old MacDonald or chopsticks. 

It was for this reason that Mum decided that a loan of 
this precious heirloom to someone who could play would 
be a good idea. As the piano would only have to move a 
few streets away, we decided that its sturdy wheels would 
be enough to carry it to its new home, and my three 
friends, my brother and I were to be its movers. 

After negotiating corners, doorframes and lino, we had 
almost levered the piano out of the front door when Mum 
decided it was time for refreshments. As we sipped the 
chilled cordial in the kitchen we realised we were 
missing one of our comrades, and noticed a faint cry 
from the hallway. We found him still squat in his 
levering position with his head trapped between the 
doorframe and piano!  

With great team effort and onlookers agog, we made it 
through the streets, hitting stones and occasional potholes 
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and pausing for passers by. We arrived at the final road to 
cross, the main bus route that had what seemed to be the 
steepest kerb we’d ever seen.  

It was a tense moment when we lifted one end of the 
piano down into the abyss, and eased the other end 
forward to be parallel to the road. Then, with a crunch, 
we had a casualty in one of the wheels. Time seemed to 
slow down as we saw the number 11 bus swing round the 
corner with us in its path.  

Instinctively my brother assumed the role of lollipop 
man to allow us to fix the wheel and continue on our 
treacherous journey. With a mad dash, we made it to the 
other side of the road with a massive sigh of relief, as the 
bemused driver and passengers on the bus continued on 
their journey, passing us in disbelief. 

The piano limped along the path on the final leg of its 
journey, wobbling up the slope as it went. We eased it 
over the threshold, and our family heirloom was in its 
new home where it assumed its former elegant stance 
despite a bent wheel. 
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Snooker Table 
Neil Walker 

 
 

As I sit in my elevated apartment, working on various 
projects on my newly acquired computer; overlooking 
the panoramic vista that is the Aire Valley, I can also 
contemplate the microcosm that is Seacroft, directly in 
front of me. 

From the daily comings and goings of everyday life, 
and the early morning dash to school, with children 
waiting for various buses to different destinations, to 
mums and dads walking their infants to school. The 
minutiae of life, the general hubbub of people going 
about their everyday business, that all makes up normal 
life. The early evening rush of office workers going 
home. Then, finally, the magnificent and glorious sunsets 
with which I am often blessed. 

But I have only lived in Seacroft for five years and as 
my experience is such, I do not have great tales of the 
area with which to regale you. So I will give you a story 
from some 15 years ago. It happened several weeks after 
breaking my neck, and having a halo screwed to my skull 
to keep the bones of my spine aligned.  
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One Saturday I sat on my bed feeling decidedly bored, 
there would be no visitors today, nothing on the 
television and the food choice had left nothing to look 
forward to. Reading was sending me to sleep and the 
crossword book held no fascination today. A lot of the 
other patients were on weekend leave or had visitors so I 
was effectively alone. 

After brooding on my misfortune for some time a 
brilliant thought drifted across my mind: snooker. 

In the television lounge was a full-size snooker table. I 
mounted my chariot (wheelchair) and set off on my 
quest. The snooker table doubled as a workbench by the 
addition of two plywood boards and a heavy duty sheet. 
Folding the sheet as I went along this was removed. The 
next task was more difficult, the boards had to be 
removed. Getting out of the wheelchair, I slid the board 
carefully to its tipping point. I lowered it to the floor and 
then manoeuvred it to lean against the wall. This process 
was repeated with the other board. 

The balls were located and positioned and a cue 
appropriated and the game was good to go. Chalking the 
cue I pondered my opening gambit. This decided, I bent 
to make the break… I tried to sight along the cue and 
found this impossible, not because my eyesight had 
suddenly become defective; no, one tends to forget that 
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the purpose of halo traction is to hold one’s head 
immobile: that is to stop the neck from bending. 

The cue was returned to the rack. The balls were 
collected and re-boxed, the boards replaced and the cloth 
re-spread. 

I returned despondently to the ward, my bed and my 
boredom. The only consolation was that I had passed an 
hour. I say only consolation because as I had completed a 
task usually carried out by two able-bodied people I’m 
not sure that anybody on the ward believed me! 
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Kentmere Community Centre 
Kevin 
 

 
I work at Kentmere Community Centre, Monday to 
Friday for approximately 50 to 55 hours. My main duties 
are making sure that the buildings are clean and conform 
to Health and Safety standards. For example, fire 
extinguishers need to be in place, no obstacles at exits, 
fire checks done. I am also greeting people and ensuring 
that they are bona fide visitors or users. I do minor 
repairs. I help customers if they need help. I escort 
visitors and contractors and I have key holding 
responsibilities.  

I live locally in the Gledhow are. I have gained 
experience through numerous jobs including H.M. 
Forces, Britvic and Town Centre securities. 

Good Neighbours is based at Kentmere Community 
Centre. It is a local charity organisation which provides 
services for the old age persons in the area: that is 
gardening and decorating. There are trips out and 
shopping expeditions and lunch clubs on Monday, 
Wednesday and Friday. There are youth services and day 
trips or holidays. There is Streetwise Soccer, which 
provides soccer and cricket coaching sessions to young 
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people aged seven to 16. There is also a Safe and Sound 
group for women in the area and a participation group for 
learning difficulties with art, music and dance. There is 
also the Writing and Art Club for everybody on Tuesday 
afternoons. They have made this book, T-shirts and 
postcards for the Gala. 

My hobbies are reading, fishing and sport when I am 
not at work, but I enjoy my job.  
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The Garages 
Christopher James Beattie 
 
 
For some reason when I think of my early childhood in 
Seacroft I think it was quite a new estate. I remember the 
Beatles playing in the background and then I recollect 
‘The Garages’ in Kentmere Avenue, where we played 
with all the other kids in our street. So, here are 
memories to share about ‘the garages’. 

We used to play Football up the garages 
We used to play Cricket up the garages 
We used to play tennis up the garages 
We used to pick raspberries up the garages 
We used to play Cops and Robbers on our bikes up the 

garages 
We used to play marbles up the garages 
We used to kick balls over the garages 
We used to mess about with the tap in the garages, 

making water bombs. 
We used to wash people’s cars up the garages 
Kevin had a garage when he had a mini car 
So then we parked a car in the garages. 
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So... This is Seacroft 
Martin Harrisonsmith 
 

 
So... I’m walking my little boy to nursery. I see a man in 
his fifties, older than me. Well a bit older. He’s just 
finished trimming the hedge that surrounds two sides of 
his garden. He’s done a good job; he could have used a 
plumb bob to set that vertical, I think. I walk this way 
most days and I often see him and his wife out in the 
garden trimming, weeding, sweeping and al those other 
things that gardeners do that have proper names which I 
don’t know. Hoeing? 

‘Eh up. Y’alright?’ I ask. 
‘Will be when I’ve finished this.’ He looks ruefully at 

the line of hedge clippings on the pavement. It’s a big 
garden. It’ll take a while to sweep those clippings up. I 
decide to tease him a little: 

‘It’ll just grow again,’ I say. ‘That’s the joy of 
gardening.’ 

‘Yes. I reckon a fence would’ve been better,’ he 
smiles. And we both know that he wouldn’t change it for 
the world, this hedge, this beautifully swept and kept 
piece of ground. Low maintenance isn’t in his 
vocabulary...  
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On the way home me and my son take a little detour 
from our usual route. A small entry between two houses. 
I don’t know why he wants to go this way, it’s obviously 
a dead-end; we’ll just have to turn around and come 
back. Behind the houses we find a piece of ground 
neglected and forgotten. Tarmac is being pushed back 
inexorably by the weeds, the plants of the forest, the 
moorland, the wilderness. Moss, dandelion, saplings of 
trees I can’t quite identify, and, gloriously, brambles 
laden with dried blackberries which have been left on the 
plants, ignored by a world which will pay for them in the 
supermarket, but won’t pick them for free in season. I 
make a mental note to come back here in the autumn with 
a basket...  

Walking across the green I see an older fellah. He wears 
an old green jacket and hanks of wild white hair escape 
from under a flat cap, reminding me a little of my dad. 

‘Mornin’,’ I say, with a nod of the head.  
‘Mornin’ lad,’ he replies. A few more pleasantries 

exchanged as we pass, though neither slackens his pace. 
And I reflect that only in Yorkshire would anyone 
describe me, comfortably into my late forties, as a lad... 

Passing the churchyard I see a figure kneeling by a 
grave. Weeds are flying in all directions as he works. At 
first I think it is the gardener and I start across to him but 
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then realise it is no one I know, and so I walk quietly 
away, not wanting to intrude. Later I go back. The man 
has gone now. There grave is small, marked with a stone, 
the dates are quite recent and heartbreakingly close 
together. The grave is again immaculate, the ousted 
weeds tidied away and a little concrete angel has 
appeared, watching over the grave. There is probably a 
rule against unapproved angels, but I won’t tell the vicar 
and she might not notice. And I wonder what it can be 
like to be tied to a piece of ground like this, tending it so 
well because there’s nothing more to be done for flesh 
and blood. 
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Care for the elders and my own 
young one  
Carol Dockerty 
 

 
I am a care assistant. I really enjoy my work. I assist 
people, not only in Seacroft but across the city wherever I 
am sent. I meet all different sorts of people with different 
needs: old age, strokes, MS, anything really. I help 
people with what they need, including shopping and 
cleaning. 

They have said I am a very good carer. I like helping 
people. It is rewarding. I feel like I have done something. 
I start at 7am and I have a break in the afternoon for a 
couple of hours and then work until 8 pm. I am driving 
around alone unless I have to be in a double for someone 
who is more poorly and needing hoists. 

I visit people in their own homes. The advantage is 
that people have their own freedom. No drill. They can 
go to bed at their own time. People prefer to be in their 
own homes. It can get a bit lonely so I stay and have a 
chat. Older people are interesting. They talk about the old 
days, the war. A lot of them knew my granddad in this 
area and say, for example, ‘Oh yes, I used to go out with 
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your granddad.’ Some of them say how they fought in the 
war and about their missus waiting back here at home. 
They talk about food, old-fashioned cooking. Women 
talk about the war as well. They describe when the planes 
came over and about working at home. I think one of 
them worked in munitions. I am always cheerful. Life’s 
too short to be otherwise. 

My family, well my dad, came from Seacroft. I was 
brought up in Whinmoor and Seacroft. I like Seacroft. It 
is quiet, peaceful, green. I think it compares well with 
other areas of Leeds I visit. You’ve got everything you 
need here, Tesco and the bus station so you can get 
anywhere you want to go as far as Scarborough. The only 
thing is there needs to be more for children. There used to 
be more: majorettes, cadets, youth clubs. The 
environment is good but there should be more for them to 
do. When we were kids we were always doing 
something. I was a majorette.  

I have a daughter. She’s a professional footballer. 
She’s done very well. I’m very proud of her. She plays 
for England. When I see her on television it doesn’t sink 
in-she’s my daughter up there playing for England. 
Sometimes I get too nervous to watch her on television. 
Her PE teacher at John Smeaton spotted her talent. We 
haven’t forgotten Mrs Munroe because we knew she 
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liked football but didn’t know how to go about 
developing it.  

My dad John Dockerty passed away two years ago. He 
was very proud of her. He was always talking about her. 
He used to love snooker. He was a very good snooker 
player. John, known as baby John. He went to Foxwood. 
He became a painter and decorator but his last job was as 
a postman in Seacroft. I wish he could see his 
granddaughter now. She’s doing well. We’re all proud of 
her – you should hear her grandma talking about her. 

Seacroft has been alright for us. Yes. I do hope other 
young people get a lot out of Seacroft. 
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Youth 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Mylo 
 
I was born in Slovakia originally and came to the UK to 
broaden my experience and improve my English. I like 
reading and writing in Slovakian and I also like to 
complicate my life. I have brought a whole library of 
books written in Slovakian and Czech and only a few in 
English, while I have been still living in the UK. I have 
found learning to read English very exhausting, writing 
even more so. All those little whimsical reasons account 
for my lack of progress.  

I also began dating a Slovakian girl, which also 
contributed to my slow progress. It would have been a 
pretty silent partnership as we both spoke little English. 
Studying with her didn’t work well, so I decided to try a 
college called Deacon House where I first met ‘Father 
Christmas’, my teacher. Seriously, he could win a look-a-
like competition. He is a very good teacher, patient and 
well-educated, who is also able to explain this kind of 
question: 

Why do towers have names? 
What does it mean to live in an orderly manner? 
Why do men have nipples? 
Because of those questions he accused me of being too 

creative and pro-active. But I have improved as our 
relationship has progressed. Now I speak Slovakian at 
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home to myself in the mirror, but I also speak Standard 
English to Father Christmas and Seacroft to my 
neighbours. 
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Hoping to take Seacroft to represent 
England 
Jessica Clarke 
 

 
 
From the day I started walking I found a fascination with 
kicking a ball. Many times I was introduced to different 
toys, games that would usually interest a youngster, but 
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for me this didn’t apply. Entering primary school I still 
continued to play, ‘a bit of a tomboy’, people would say, 
and often I would be criticised for it. ‘A girl playing 
football.’ I would always play football with the lads at 
lunchtime and more than often after school. Leading in to 
high, my passion for football grew stronger and stronger. 
I knew this is what I wanted to do for a living, but I often 
thought to myself, is it possible? As you know women’s 
football isn’t as well recognised as the men’s game. 
Where do I begin?  

After playing for my girls’ high school team, 
unexpectedly my PE teacher Miss Monroe approached 
me asking if I would be willing to have a three-week trial 
at Leeds United football club, and somehow she managed 
to get me trials with three other girls at my school. I 
couldn’t believe my ears. It was a dream come true. I 
thought to myself anxiously, here’s my opportunity, I 
couldn’t let it pass me by. The trials soon arrived – three 
weeks of intense training under a microscope. My nerves 
were erratic but I didn’t let them get the best of me. In 
my second week on trial at Leeds, a group of us including 
myself was asked to stay behind. I prepared myself for 
the worst. I wasn’t being asked back to the third week of 
my trails – I was through, and they wanted me to come 
back later in the season to play for Leeds. I couldn’t 
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believe it, I was ecstatic and overwhelmed with 
excitement. Walking into Smeaton school the next day I 
felt like a different person.  

I continued to play for Leeds on many occasions. The 
icing on the cake for me would be to represent my 
country, and I was determined to do so. Often, late nights 
after school and evening session at Leeds, I would still 
persist in practising. Every year Leeds Ladies would 
enter a talent camp where England scouts would be 
watching, and I was determined to get selected. Year 
after year I was not to be selected. To my surprise I was 
scouted at a club game in a cup final against Bradford. 
Without warning I received a letter from the FA 
congratulating me on my selection. Once again I was 
over the moon. At the age of 15 I was representing Leeds 
and England.  

I made my debut for England at the age of 15 against 
Switzerland. During this time, at the age of 16, I was 
asked to attend a student/athlete scholarship at 
Loughborough University. My reason for being there was 
because I was on a scholarship programme with the 
Nationwide FA Development Centre, which was 
launched by the National Coach, Hope Powell, in 
September 2001. The aim of the centre was to improve 
young athletes like myself, who showed signs of success. 
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The scholarship programme is in conjunction with 
Loughborough University and the Institution of Sport.  

I was a full-time student athlete at college during the 
day and training every night after college, where I have 
received quality coaching from international coaches 
alongside gaining qualifications in Travel and Tourism. 
Furthermore I studied another two years, completing a 
Diploma in Sports Development. This gave me a better 
insight into the sporting environment and enhanced my 
knowledge of the different aspects within sport which I 
transferred into my training regime. I was on an FA 
Development scholarship for four years. To be able to 
sustain my scholarship for so long alongside my 
academic studies took a lot of dedication and 
determination, having to adapt to a new environment, 
moving away from my friends and family. But I knew it 
would improve me as a player. I always dreamed of 
playing at the highest level.  

I continued to progress through the age groups, finally 
making my debut for the full senior squad at the age of 
19. Stepping over that white line I knew I was living the 
dream, and am still ambitious to keep improving to be the 
best I can be. 

Currently the women’s game has improved massively 
and a new league has been launched, the WSL, in which 
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the league is semi-professional. Unfortunately Leeds 
Ladies were unable to enter the league. I needed to 
continue playing at the highest level, and I felt the best 
club for me was Lincoln Ladies. The women’s game is at 
its peak in this country and I’m proud to be a part of it 
playing at Lincoln. I’m now training more than ever at 
club level, which is no less than four times a week 
including a game. I continue to train myself the rest of 
the three days a week. I also ensure that I eat healthy to 
make sure I’m in the best condition I can be to perform.  
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Holly drums up the past 
Holly Atkinson 
 
 
In 2010, I was asked if I would liked to take part in a 
music project with a local radio station, East Leeds FM. 
It began with a meeting at the Methodist Chapel, near the 
Seacroft Green. We were asked to write some phrases, a 
poem or possibly a song, about the chapel, which had 
been left to rot. We grabbed our pens and paper and 
headed through the old wooden doors to the chapel, 
having no idea what it would be like.  

As soon as I stepped inside, the coldness and the 
emptiness of the room hit me. There was wallpaper 
hanging from the ceiling, abandoned pews lined up in 
small rows, it was completely derelict. The old 
atmosphere sent ice-cold chills down my spine, and 
through every bone in my body. I was drawn towards an 
interesting wooden board, nailed to the wall. ‘The Great 
War’. Those words, engraved deep into the wood made 
me wonder, ‘How could a war be great?’ I asked myself 
this question over and over again. 

From the corner of my eye, I noticed two doors. They 
were old and crumbling. As I touched the handle, the 
wood felt soft and damp, as if there had been leaking 
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water, dripping on to the wood. My nails scraped a little 
of the wood from the door, it flaked beneath them. I 
looked over to the rest of the group, who were walking 
away from me, and also looked to be in awe of what they 
could see. They were walking through a doorway. I 
followed them, it seemed safe to go. It took quite a lot of 
my strength to push the creaking doors open, since all the 
hinges were rusty, but after applying a good bit of elbow 
grease, I managed to get through. 

This place, was incredible. Every new door opened up 
to a new world. It felt like I had entered a haunted 
wonderland. I tilted my neck upwards to see the grand 
ceiling. I could tell that it used to be painted with 
beautiful colours, but after hundreds of years standing, 
those colours had all faded. The wallpaper had lost its 
colour too. Stained glass windows at each side of the fire 
exit door were the only intact thing in the building. Every 
wall I touched, I feared would crumble to the ground.  

The floor beneath my feet was cold; even socks could 
not protect my feet from the chill. I envisioned all the 
people who had stood, walked and prayed on these 
floors; there must have been thousands of people, way 
back from the 19th century, right up until the 21st 
century. The thought that this amazing place exists, so 
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local to where I have spent my life so far, I admit scared 
me slightly.  

I started to walk up the stairs, stepping on each step 
with caution. They were steep and creaky underneath my 
feet. The stairway lead up to a small doorway; I 
wondered how even a small child could get through. We 
had to squirm and squeeze through the small doorframe 
into the room beyond it. My mind was blown away by 
the view from the balcony. I could see the deep red velvet 
of the pews, and the pulpit. The floor was wooden, there 
was a small wooden stool covered in the same material as 
the pews. There were even more cobwebs up here than 
there were downstairs, which frightened me, since I am 
petrified of spiders.  

I looked to my right where there stood an amazing 
church organ. The metal pipes were huge, and must have 
amplified such an incredible sound. I walked closer and 
closer to this magnificent instrument. Although I do not 
play keyboard instruments, I appreciated how much 
talent it would take to play its upper and lower rows of 
black and ivory keys to perfection. Its beauty was as 
awesome as its size. 

I have lived a short walk from the old Methodist 
Chapel since I was born but had never wondered what 
was behind its doors. My experience taught me that 
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Seacroft hides such an amazing history, and that 
something old, crumbling and derelict can also have 
beauty. 
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The Surprise 
Chelsea 
 
 
It was Chelsea’s 13th birthday. She woke up and the first 
thing she saw was a handbag. The bag was hot pink with 
love hearts and Justin Bieber’s name in gold letters. She 
thought to herself, ‘Oh My God!’. She was his number 
one fan. 

Chelsea was getting late for school, so she quickly 
transferred all her school things to the new bag and ran 
for the 16 bus, which she just caught. Miranda was 
already in their favourite seats on the bus so Chelsea 
rushed over to show her the bag. Miranda was her best 
friend so she knew exactly how Chelsea felt about Justin 
Bieber. It was just a pity they could not get tickets for his 
concert but there was no way they could afford it. They 
talked about it as they crossed South Parkway and 
Miranda gave her a sly look, a funny face for her friend 
to pull. 

The first lesson was starting so. Chelsea had to sort 
our all the homework she had pushed to the bottom of her 
bag that day. Then she felt another envelope, maybe a 
card somebody had pushed in for her. She pulled it out 
right from the bottom of her new bag. She could not 
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believe it when she saw tickets for the one and only 
Justin Bieber. 

Then she realised her mum must have put them there.- 
three tickets to Justin Bieber. No wonder Miranda had 
given her a funny look. Chelsea looked across at her 
friend and she could not stop smiling and smiling. 
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Kyhle 
 
 

I went to the Mansion for a meal because it was my great 
granddad’s birthday.  

He was turning 73 in two days so we thought we 
would throw him a party in the Mansion at Roundhay.  
There were more than 200 coming to the event. I was 
wearing Voi jeans, a Henleys T-shirt and I spiked my 
hair up. I was wearing Nicholas Deakin on my feet. I felt 
really responsible like I was growing up. I was really 
looking forward to seeing my great granddad. (We have 
some random chats about why I should learn Chinese to 
be successful.)  

He was tall with grey hair receding with a hint of blue 
in his eyes and when he smiled after seeing everyone I 
knew my dad had done the best job for him. 

I will never forget that evening. It was something 
special just a mile away from home. We had the best 
dinner I have ever tasted. it was like a bunch of flavours 
were bouncing around in my mouth, flavours which I had 
never ever tasted before.  I asked my great granddad if it 
was anything to do with Chinese food.  He said no, but I 
will tell you a story about China and what I got told when 
I was young. The story is too long to tell here. 
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The music that was being played was from opera, 
which he liked. Everything was perfect. 

 
 
 
 



Celebrating Seacroft 

 157 

 
What do we play?  
Chloe (and Josh) in Seacroft 
 
When I play out I play on the trampoline with Ellie and 
Josh and Georgia.  
I play in the street with the same people.  
Sometimes we all have races 
In Seacroft. 
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Joining the Seacroft Literature Society 
 

 
 
Seacroft Community Literature (and Art) Society (SCLaS) 

Join today... Free membership 

Do you like reading? 
Would you like to know more about the books your 
children have to study for exams? 
Do you write poetry – or songs? 
Do you fancy acting? 

If you answered YES to any of these questions you could 
join the SCLS. Just contact us to receive news of events: 

Beattieg1@aol.com /07821 722280 (Writing and Book 
Club) 

jenevier@yahoo.co.uk (Art Club) 

Every Tuesday, 1–3pm Kentmere Community Centre  – 
free club for Art and Writing/Readin



 

 



 

 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   

 
 
Thanks to Red Nose Day Community Cash and 
the Leeds Community Foundation for help 
with printing costs 


