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10th Edition   August 2020 
 

This week’s edition of the Mackintosh Times is the last of our 
fortnightly editions but don’t worry, we are not disappearing 
completely! The Mackintosh Times will return on a quarterly basis 
with Edition 11 being on your doorsteps in November. 

Butterflies have been flying around Waterhouse 
Homes this week with the release of the Butterfly 
Nursery’s first residents. With all the lovely flowers 
out in the Waterhouse garden’s they will hopefully 
stay around, flitting and fluttering with their 
iridescent colours blending with the blooms!  
Applications opened this week for the vacancies at 
Waterhouse and Mackintosh Homes; Covid 
permitting, we hope to be welcoming our new 

Residents in our November edition. 
The Waterhouse and Mackintosh gardens remain 
open for Residents to enjoy the company of their 
friends and relatives, we just have to hope that the sun 
soon re-joins us all as well! 
 
 
 
   
 
Grandma Pickles was born Margaret Catterall, one of seven children, 
in Halifax. Her parents had worked in the cotton industry in 
Lancashire, but had to leave their village of Droylsden when the 
American Civil War led to the Cotton Famine or Cotton Panic of 1861-
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65. The Cotton Famine was caused by textile overproduction when 
world markets were contracting. 
It meant that mill closures, mass unemployment and poverty overtook 
Lancashire and her as a consequence, Grandma’s father moved to 
Halifax and become a worsted weaver.  He died very young at the age 
of 39, leaving his wife Ellen with the seven children to bring up. My 
grandma was three at the time but was 
apparently an able child with the 1891 
census recording that she was ‘an inmate’ 
of the Blue Coat School, opened with a 
legacy from Nathaniel Waterhouse in 1645 
and based on the site of the current 
Waterhouse Homes. It was called the Blue 
Coat School because the children who attended wore blue coats. 
As she grew up, grandma somehow met members of the Pickles 
family.  George Pickles had been born in 1848 being employed in the 
family tradition of stone masonry. He went to London and worked on 
the Law Courts, just off the Strand, which were opened by Queen 
Victoria in 1873. He met Louisa in London and brought her back to 
Halifax as his wife and they had three children, Isaac, Walter and Fred, 
all of whom became builders in the family business. They started with 
a wheelbarrow and a loan of £50, eventually becoming quite 
successful forming the company known as the Pickles Brothers. 

Fred married my grandma, Margaret in 1899 at St 
Pauls Church, King Cross. I like to think that my 
grandma’s early experience at the Blue Coat 
School gave her an appreciation of the value of 
education which she was to pass onto her sons. 
She and Fred had a family of three boys, Arthur, 
Wilfred, and my father Richard. Grandma 
encouraged all three boys to read, write and speak 

‘proper’ so that they need not work in a mill when they grew up. 
Grandpa Fred was not such a good example; he enjoyed drinking with 
his mates and was reputed to have been excellent company and very 
amusing. I only vaguely remember Grandpa; I recall visiting him at 2 
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Highgate Gardens, Pellon and being taken to his builder’s yard to learn 
how to grind ash to make black lime mortar – a short session followed 
by a longer session at Pellon Parliament – his chums gathered in a 
wooden hut in front of a glowing brazier sorting out the problems of 
the world. Son Arthur was later to become the Mayor of Halifax, an 
Alderman and JP and in 1949 as Chair of Halifax Housing Committee, 
he opened the 1,000th post-war home. In later life Arthur became a 
successful investor and funded several Cheshire Homes in the North. 
My father Richard was an architect who designed the new 
Waterhouse Homes and the flats at Mackintosh Homes, (places we all 
love and cherish! Edit.). Wilfred was a builder with 
his father Fred for a while but hated it, preferring 
to read poetry and act at the local Thespians. 
Thanks to the encouragement from his then 
sweetheart Mabel, writing, acting and broadcasting 
took him a long way in life. He and Mabel married 
in 1930 at the Sacred Heart Church in Southport 
and she appeared in radio programmes alongside 
Wilfred throughout his career. Grandma’s instilling 
the benefits of a good education were well 
rewarded. 
Grandpa Fred was prone to typical Yorkshire 
humour, the kind still heard on building sites today, 
where humour keeps spirits up by percolating 
through the hard, physical work and uncertain 
climate. His humour shows through in a series of 
letters he wrote home during WW1. These letters 
were published in a local paper and can now be seen 
in the Imperial War Museum in London. Here is one 
from an army hospital in Egypt, possibly a little 
reminiscent of what we are going through at the 
moment: 
‘Well I managed to get in at last, an’ by gum it were a fine place. It 
were full of beds, an’t floor were nicely polished, an’ I noticed it 
smelled nice an’ warm. About half o’t beds were full (course they 
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nobbut hold one), some were asleep and some were wakken. Then I 
saw a woman wi’ a long white pinny on, an’ a long white table cover 
over her head. I don’t know what she put it theer for – happen so she’d 
know where to find it at tea time. When she saw me i’t doorway, she 
come up to me quiet as a mouse, an’ she asked me what I ailed, and 
she spoke that quiet I thought she were afraid of her husband coppin’ 
us! Well, believe me, as soon as I telled her, she shoved a long glass 
tube i’ my mouth an’ then got hold of my wrist. I’d nobbut one hand 
at liberty, so I put that I’ my pocket an’ stuck to my brass, for there 
were nobbut 8d between me an’ starvation. Well she pulled this thing 
out o’ mi mouth, an stared at it as though I’d bitten some off, and then 
looked at me an’ said  ‘you’re 101’ ‘Nay Missus I know I’ve aged since 
I come in, but I’m not half that yet’ She laughed and says ‘You funny 
man. I’ve taken your temperature’. I don’t know what she meant by 
that but she hadn’t got my eightpence for that were i’ my hand. Well, 
wi big shifts and little ‘uns I got into bed. First one come and then 
another an’ then t’doctor come an’ put rubber tubes in his ears like 
one of them old- fashioned talking machines they used to have at 
t’fair. When I’d gotten rid of him a woman come to see me (I think she 
was a visitor) an’ she offered me some paper and envelopes an’ said 
‘Would you like to write home?’ Why, Missus’ I says, don’t you think I 
stand much chance o’ seein’ ‘em again?’ I’ll be hanged if I weren’t 
getting a bit scared. ‘Well thinks I, they’re a long time bringing me 
summat to eat. The’ve given me nowt yet. Its all takin’ – they’ve 
tekken my perticklers, my religion, my temperature an’ my clothes; 
I’ve nobbut my life left and that seems very uncertain here, for they 
walk about that quiet, and talk that low, while you can never tell what 
they’re scheming.’ ‘Well I don’t know how I slept, I were that hungry, 
but when I wakened they were buzzin’ about wi’t breakfast to 
everybody but me. I got tired o’ watching ‘em go past, so I says ‘Have 
you forgotten me?’ She says, ‘No Corporal, we are going to give you X 
rays’ ‘Well bring it up sharp’. I says, ‘for I’m famished’    
 
 
 

Roger the Beekeeper is waiting this week for his bees to come  
out of their hives; they are hivernating together! 
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Since the Trustees and our local MP have been 
very brave (or foolish) recently in writing a 
“biopic” by way of introducing themselves, 
we've agreed to do the same.  The trouble is, 
if you don't know us by now then we've 
obviously got a problem, we feel like family 
after all, so you know all about us..... or do 
you?  We thought we'd do things differently 

and share some of the things about us that you maybe didn't know. 
John was born in Halifax and spent a very happy childhood in 
Southowram. Carol was born and brought up in Bungay, a picturesque 
market town in Suffolk. John went to Withinfields Junior school [loved 
it] then to Rastrick Grammar [hated it]. Carol loved Bungay High and 
left with a string of qualifications, John had left Rastrick Grammar five 
years earlier with a sigh of relief. 
John started a mechanic's apprenticeship at Dews garage and studied 
at Calderdale College.  Carol left school and went into the busy wages 
office of what was, at that time, the largest book publishers in Europe.  
John finished his apprenticeship in 1974 aged 20, then he and a friend 
converted an old van into a camper and went off around Europe.  We 
came back a few months later, skint, sold the van and then John set off 
again, alone, and hitch-hiked to Yugoslavia.  He was back again in late 
'74 when he completed a short stint at Halifax Motor company, 
although he was still feeling restless. 
In April '75, as Carol was in her final year at school, John headed to 
Suffolk to start training as a Chief Engineer on trawlers and oil rig 
standby ships aspiring to qualify on marine diesel engines and then 
head off onto the rigs. We were now in the same county at least!  John 
went away to sea as an “Engineer-learner” on trawlers, then went to 
Lowestoft College to take his Second-Engineers' certificate.  He spent 
most of the summer at sea, with time on shore visiting the rig offices 
in Yarmouth; Carol was enjoying her career at the publishers, and was 
also busy volunteering with the local St John’s Brigade and teaching in 

Meet Waterhouse and Mackintosh Charities’ 
Wardens (as you never knew them!) 
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a Sunday School.   
John spent a very stormy winter of '75 sailing as a 2nd engineer on a rig 
standby ship followed by a stint in February 1976, back at Lowestoft 
College for the final part of his Chief Engineer's certificate. Then came 
Saturday February 21st 1976....The night everything changed.   
John went with two friends from his course to a dance at Beccles Town 
Hall; Carol went with a friend to a dance at Beccles Town Hall.  The 
band was rubbish, the music deafening, and worst of all, the beer was 
warm! Both parties were ready to leave when John spotted Carol. John 
speaks to Carol.  Over the booming music he appears (to a Suffolk ear) 
to have a foreign accent but somehow, we arranged to meet up the 
next day, and the next day and virtually every day after that. We can 
now count on one hand the number of days since then that we have 
spent apart.   
John finished his Chief Engineers' certificate and promptly quit going 
to sea. He got a garage job and a bedsit in Norwich and forgot all about 
the stormy rigs.  Instead, every weekend of that beautiful, hot summer 
of '76 we explored Norfolk and Suffolk in John’s ancient VW Beetle; 
the car in which Carol also learned to drive.  John is happy in a BMW 
garage and goes back part-time to College again, this time in Norwich 
gaining more qualifications, finally becoming a MIMI, T Eng, CEI 
(Member of the Institute of the Motor Industry, Council of Engineering 
Institutes) and was awarded the Norfolk Trophy for highest exam 
results. All this hard work was a means to an end; armed with these 
qualifications John applied to Lotus cars and became a 
research and development technician working on Lotus 
development engines. Carol and John married in Bungay 
in 1978, buying a house in Hempnall, a tiny village in South 
Norfolk and lived happily ever after……………. 
 
Lotus was a fantastic adventure for John, he drove test cars out to Turin 
and Milan, drove a Turbo Esprit from Calais to the tip of Southern Italy 
in 22hrs, before clocking 153.7mph around the Nardo test track 
(promptly blowing the engine up and having to rebuild it through the 
night). We came up to Halifax on visits to John’s parents in several 
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prototype Lotus’. John witnessed John DeLorean presenting the first 
ever DeLorean [Back To The Future] car, in a top secret unveiling to 
their team so they could carry out performance development.   During 
the engineers' strike of 1978 John flew with his manager in the private 
company plane to a supplier, hiring a car at the airport and using a 
pretense to get through the picket line, they filled the boot with the 
parts they needed. Driving nervously back through the picket line, they 
loaded the parts onto the plane and flew back to Lotus with sufficient 
parts to keep the production line going for another month.  One 
winter's Saturday morning John got an urgent call from the MD, could 
he come in straightaway to repair a broken engine in a Lotus Elite being 
loaned to a VIP.  Cursing because it was supposed to be a day off, when 
he got there the director was stood next to an embarrassed looking 
Prince Michael of Kent who had taken the car around the test track 
before setting off to London in it, put the front end into a snow drift, 
broken the timing belt and damaged the engine. After stripping and 
rebuilding the engine John arrived home for his day off at 6pm, but at 
least Prince Michael was very thankful as he set off on his delayed 
return to the capital.    

 The highlight of all John’s Lotus adventures came 
in October 1980.  John and the PR director drove 
two identical Lotus Esprits overland to Corfu and 
spent the best part of a month on the island 
filming the James Bond film, “For Your Eyes Only”, 
meeting Roger Moore and working with the 
amazing stuntmen.  The only trouble was, Lotus 
was fun but demanding, sixty plus hours a week, it 

was no life for a happily married couple; if you're 
going to work those hours you may as well do it for 
yourself. On to our next adventure…….   
 

In April 1981, Carol, seven months pregnant with our daughter, has 
just left her job, so of course, now seems like an excellent time for John 
to leave his job as well and become self-employed! Our next adventure 
begins with twelve years of motor trading.  Two years after our 

 

John’s jacket 
when filming 
(& it still fits!) 
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daughter was born, John is earning a precarious living building the 
 business and Carol is seven months pregnant with our son.  Naturally, 
now seems like a good time to move to a bigger house with land on 
which to build a workshop! October '83, we are now in the new house, 
a baby boy arrives, John is working long hours, life is very busy for us 
both.  Carol is trying to look after both children, answer the ‘phone, 
keep up with the books, constantly chase John for oily receipts (usually 
left screwed up in his newly-built workshop or somewhere on the floor 
of his car transporter) and we spend many an evening with two sleepy 
infants in baby seats collecting or delivering cars. 
In our time trading we owned (and sentimentally have kept the 
paperwork for) over six hundred cars 
including two 7litre Jensen Interceptors, one 
of which Carol used for the weekly 
supermarket shopping trip in (6mpg!),  
numerous Jaguar coupes, including one very 
rare model, kit cars, MGs, all of which we wish 
we still owned now.   John made friends with 
some real characters, once driving an antique Bentley Mk4 into central 
London for a businessman friend.  They delivered it to someone at the 
Dorchester before going onto the American embassy where his friend 
was negotiating an import deal with his American contact whilst they 
had lunch.  Life was interesting and life was good.... until 1988.   
John was diagnosed with cancer; he was very lucky with it being found 
early. The tumour was removed and was followed by a course of 
radiotherapy. John carried on working helped by some very good 
friends who sold his cars for him. But we felt that it was time for a 
change of lifestyle.  We wanted more time with the family, less time 
on work and, for the first time in John’s life, time to start some 
exercise.  He and the children joined the local karate club.   
1993, John's Mother and Father, having been Wardens at Waterhouse 
and Mackintosh for eighteen years were due to retire.  They knew John 
& Carol were looking for a change and a fresh challenge and suggested 
the possibility of them taking over in their place. At the time it seemed 
a ridiculous suggestion after a lifetime with engines, self-employment, 
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children and no relevant experience.  Fortunately, the interviewing 
Trustees had learned from experience. Prior to John’s Mum and Dad's 
eighteen years they had employed three Wardens in a short space of 
time and had realised that the Wardens’ jobs were not all about 
qualifications but about attitude.  This job would never suit anybody, 
however well qualified, if they were just looking for a straightforward 
nine to five job.  Somehow, John & Carol were offered the job and in 
August 1993 we sold up our home and business in Norfolk, loaded our 
two children aged twelve and nine plus our beloved beagle and all our 
belongings into a big hire van and we headed North up the A1 (imagine 
The Beverly Hillbillies!). 

Having settled in, John along with the children 
resumed their karate and all became black belts; 
John had trained for seventeen years in total.  Karate 
eventually gave way to running and as a result, John 
has run the London Marathon twice, Great North 
run five times and the Amsterdam Half Marathon.   
John became a local Magistrate and remained on the 
bench for sixteen years until the local court closed; 

he became Chairman of Magistrates in the 
Community Group, Chair of the Youth Panel and 
sat on the West Yorkshire Independent Police 
Scrutiny Panel.  Carol creates beautiful flower 
arrangements at the Minster and sings in the 
Winter Choir having devoted much of her life to 
raising our two wonderful children. 
 
See, you may not have known us after all; we are now ready for our 
next adventure………..! 
 
 

Stay Safe and Stay Well from all the Trustees and 

staff of Waterhouse and Mackintosh Charities 

 

 

 


