A meeting point
Like most people who live in the vicinity of Dudley, I often find myself within the confines of the Merryhill shopping centre, wandering sheep like from one store to another, and, as often as not, ending up parting with my money for things I don’t necessarily need. (My worst acquisition to date is a 12 month subscription to the AA despite being in the RAC.).  
Having two females in the family, one an experienced shopper and one apprentice, you can image that a large percentage of my time is spent standing outside various changing rooms aging at a faster rate that Mother Nature intended. (Why is it that shop designers always put these facilities right next to the women’s underwear dept? A good designer would install comfy chairs with copies of the racing post close at hand).  On Saturdays however I’ll make my excuses and head off to browse the catalogue in Argos, ensuring of course that I have a clear view of the demonstration tv with Sky sports news on it.  Whenever this opportunity arises my better half and I will agree to meet up in the not too distant future and my parting comment will always be, “meet you at my feet!” normally shouted over my shoulder as I head at breakneck speed towards that famous catalogue shop.  To any passing ‘sheep’, this may sound a curious kind of farewell, but perhaps I could elucidate.
In the late 1990’s the artist Ken Howell, as part of his Master of Art studies at  Wolverhampton University was commissioned to produce a sculpture to commemorate the achievements of the people and industry of the Blackcountry.  His idea was to produce a piece of art using glass and iron work as these were his specialities, and to this end decided his work would be based on a boat being legged through Dudley tunnel. For a model of the Legger, he came down to the Tipton portal armed with a camera and took various photos at different angles of Mike Reynolds (then the Senior skipper) legging a boat in Lord Ward’s tunnel.  
A few months later he phoned up and asked if he could pop in to take a few more shots as he was unhappy with certain aspects of his design. On the morning he turned up Mike and I were preparing for the days work ahead and took him a few yards back into the tunnel so he could take his shots.  Unfortunately when in position he announced that he just needed to take some shots of the legger’s feet and the angles they were to the tunnel wall, and Mike’s footwear didn’t allow him to get the perspective he wanted.  At this I was asked to swap with Mike as I had some different boots on, and Ken then proceded to photograph my feet as they pushed against the brickwork. A few clicks of the shutter later he seemed pleased with the results, thanked us and off he went.  

I’ve got to be honest I then completely forgot about this incident but was reminded of it a few years later. Walking down one of the side aisles by Debenhams I came across a newly unveiled sculpture entitled ‘The Legger’, and there was this beautiful piece of artwork showing the tunnel brickwork, cast from glass, and an iron boat, full of chain, being propelled by a legger; a legger made up of the body of Mike Reynolds and finished off with my boot clad feet.  Believe me it’s a bit surreal looking at your feet stuck on someone else’s legs, but it does act as a good meeting point for lost relatives, and as a claim to fame?  It’s my only one, and I’m very proud of it.
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