Dad
We are here to celebrate the long life of Geoff, our Dad. A dear husband to Val, a treasured father to Wendy, Tish, Gill and Jude, father in law to Paul, Norm, Richard and Jonathan, grandfather to Kate, Meg, Matthew, Andrew, Hannah, Rebecca, Ben, James and Jess and their partners Benny, Bob, Lizzie, Emma, Nick, Mitch and Sarah and Great Grandfather to Leo, Joseph, Nella, Jacob, Polly, Flora, Lenny, Wilfred, Ellis and Cooper. Dad’s family were always at the heart of everything that he did and his love for them was immense. Throughout his long life, he ensured that each and every one of us knew how much we were loved and as the family grew, so did his love. 
Dad was born in West Derby, a suburb of Liverpool on 19th November 1922. His Parents, Samuel and Florence, both born in Liverpool, had settled in West Derby following their marriage and Samuel’s discharge from the army following the First World war.  They moved a couple of times during his childhood staying close to the bank where Samuel worked and finally settling in Handforth in Cheshire. Dad went to the local primary school and then to Alsop High School and always enjoyed his school days. He had a hunger for knowledge from an early age and this was something that remained strong throughout his long life. In later years, he was fascinated by internet access and would regularly ask us to look up information for him. The immediacy of the research both baffled and thrilled him! His sister Joan, two years his senior and who lived to 101, also shared that love of reading and a thirst for knowledge. As a historian, one might be forgiven for assuming that Geoff was overly preoccupied by the past. Nothing could be further from the truth. He was, until the very end, keen to know about the here and now, to understand local and global issues and was extraordinarily eclectic in his choice of reading material. 
It was during a family holiday to Matlock Baths in Derbyshire in September 1939 that war was declared and life, as for many, changed for the 16 year-old Geoff. The family cut short their holiday, returned home and soon afterwards Geoff was evacuated to Holyhead, in Anglesey, where Alsop High occupied the local school for the mornings, leaving the young Geoffrey the afternoon free to cycle and explore the island – something he enjoyed dearly. At school, Dad took part in many extracurricular activities, showing great ability in cricket, drama and chess – all subjects that he would later support many pupils with when he was a teacher himself. In addition, his love of English and Music would remain precious to him throughout his long life. 
Dad had been placed a year ahead at school so was always the youngest in his year group and took his A levels at the age of 17. There was a short period of a few months after finishing school and waiting to sign up on his 18th birthday when Dad busied himself with a clerk’s job for Taylor Wimpey’s, the builders (earning 15 shillings a week) and joined the Home Guard. There were sixty in Dad’s unit and insufficient armaments for all of them, so they were encouraged to find their own weapons. Dad recorded this episode writing: ‘Anxious to save Britain I went off into the garage, found an old trowel handle and carefully wrapped some lead piping round it. Having secured it with some nails and sewn a bit of cloth around it, I returned triumphant to the house. Tremble not, my country! I still possess this splendid weapon and occasionally like to envisage that fearsome German paratrooper landing at my feet and kindly removing his helmet so that I might smite him over the head.’  
And so it was on 19th November, 1940 that Dad caught a bus into Manchester and at the recruiting office in Dover Street, joined the Royal Airforce and afterwards, being too excited to return home immediately, he saw a show at the Palace Theatre. He chose the air force as he had long had a fascination for the history of flight and had ruled out the navy because of being what he described as ‘an incompetent and unenthusiastic swimmer.’
In later life, he made sure that all four daughters became confident swimmers and we girls have fond memories of beach holidays in Llanbedrog, where Dad would stride out to the far end of the beach, laden with bags full of Mum’s famous picnics, create the family plot, (complete with windbreak,) and then head out straight away, swimming quite a way out to sea for the briefest of swims, in order to ‘get it over with and enjoy the rest of the day!’ 
Dad had wanted to serve as a Wireless Operator or Air Gunner, but he explained that because there was a shortage of pilots at the time and because he was the proud possessor of a Higher School Certificate, he was persuaded to take a pilot's course and sent to Canada and then Arizona for pilot training. He wrote in his memories of the war -  ‘It was a decision about which I had misgivings and one which, knowing my mechanical ineptitude many would share.’ He wrote with great passion about the beauty of all the places he visited but in his typical honest and self-deprecating manner recorded: ‘I am afraid, that I did not distinguish myself. Perhaps with more time I might have managed, but time was short, there was a war to be won and I made progress too slowly. The only vehicle I had handled up to that time was a pushbike and I found the co-ordination of hand, foot, mind and eye a difficult one.’
Dad returned to the UK and joined 149 squadron, based firstly in Waterbeach and then Lakenheath in Suffolk. His crew were almost entirely from New Zealand and Dad forged a very close bond with them all. He was a mid-upper gunner in a Short Stirling bomber and saw many sorties over Europe until, in 1943, when returning from the Gironde, Dad was severely injured as their plane came under fire. His crew gave him excellent care on the return journey without doubt saving his life and his close friends – Lin Drummond and Bill Harvey received DFMs for their work that night. Just as they were setting off in the ambulance for the R.A.F. hospital at Ely, Dad suddenly remembered that the telegram would almost certainly be delivered when his mother was alone at home, so asked them to send it to his father at work. It is very typical of the man, that even when in such challenging circumstances, his instinct was always to think of others. This love and protection of his loved ones remained strong throughout his life. 
After a year in hospital, Dad finally returned to light duties working firstly in intelligence and then as an instructor before being invalided out of the air force. It was 1945 and from there, he went to Exeter College, Oxford, to read History. He loved his time at Oxford and what he saw as the indulgence of being able to study his favourite subject in such a beautiful historic city. He remained in touch with the college throughout his life and it was an annual event in the Hancock family calendar when we all gathered around the television in April to support Oxford in the boat race! From there he completed his Diploma of Education and applied to Tettenhall College for the post of History Master. 
The sub rector of Exeter College, in a reference for Dad for Tettenhall College, described him as – ‘an extremely conscientious and likeable chap, most devoted to whatever he undertakes. The respect and liking which he earned in the college was in fact something out of the ordinary. He is a man without pretension, of good manners and a sense of humour. I recommend Mr Hancock, without reservation for any teaching post.’
Thus started a thirty-eight year teaching career at the College – a place he loved dearly. He taught generations of Old Tettenhallians and that special relationship he had with his pupils is born out by the number of them that he has stayed in touch with, following their lives and careers with great interest. As a historian, his love of the subject was evident in not just the pupils he inspired but the legacy of his many publications.  He not only wrote histories of Tettenhall College and the surrounding area, as Chris McAllister, the Headteacher, has said - ‘he was very much part of this history.’ 
All his teaching years were at the college and he was Second Master for the majority of those. His enthusiasm for History was deeply infectious and he threw himself into the broader life of the school running chess and cricket teams, producing plays and running the debating society, running visits in the UK and abroad, regularly taking the Chapel service, editing the college magazine and conserving the school archives. 
‘As a communicator,’ one of Dad’s past pupils wrote, GVH (as he was known by many pupils or also The Green Genie – because he often turned up when you least expected him in his green corduroy jacket!) could captivate an audience, humour it, uplift it, or reduce it to peals of laughter with a gem of an anecdote!’ And at his recent 100th birthday celebration, Dad did just that! 
Great though his love of the college was, Dad would say that by far the best thing to come out of his years at the college was his dear wife Val whom he met when she came to work there. They met and married within the year such was the confidence that they had each met ‘the right one.’ It was a wonderfully happy marriage with them celebrating their 65th wedding anniversary shortly before losing Val in 2019. In many ways they were very different from each other but they complemented each other perfectly and would tell anyone that their proudest achievement was their four girls. Dad would often joke to others about being seriously outnumbered in the home but quietly, he loved it! The family home in Woodthorne Rd was their home for 67 years with wonderful neighbours whose much valued friendship and support remained strong throughout the years. Geoff and Val created a home full of love, ensuring that their girls had every opportunity and although it was a career that Dad most definitely didn’t encourage his girls to follow, he was extremely proud that all four of them went into teaching. That same encouragement and pride was also shown for all their grandchildren as Geoff and Val were actively involved in their schooling, careers and subsequent extended families. 
Dad loved sport and from a young age was a keen cricketer. His war wound prevented him in later life continuing with this, but didn’t stop him from coaching cricket teams, following the sport and his much loved Lancashire team closely, whilst also playing a number of games at the college with a runner to support him. He enjoyed football and rugby too. All his family supported the blues so as a child, Everton was his team but in the early 50s he started supporting Manchester United and of course Wolves once he came to live in the City. He encouraged his girls with sport and he and Val spent a great deal of time watching them and then their children in many different sporting fixtures. 
Dance was another central activity in the Hancock household. Mum and Dad taxied all four of us around the city for weekly rehearsals and performances. This was another activity which displayed another of Mum’s great talents as she created countless impressive costumes! Dad came into his own helping us to learn the theory which was largely French vocabulary!
Dad loved a churchyard. Wherever the family visited, Dad would make sure that there was time to explore the local churchyard. ‘You can discover so much about history from a churchyard’ he would inform us. Even on Mum and Dad’s first date, he took her to Tong church allowing time for the churchyard – and it didn’t put her off!
Dad had a natural ear for language. He took French to A level and his Latin proved very useful throughout his studies and of course in those churchyards! He consistently looked up the derivation of unusual vocabulary and had a wonderful collection of phrases which were passed on to his family and pupils – and known as Dad’s or GVH’s sayings – An enquiry into how he was feeling could be met with a ‘fair to middling’ or on more challenging days – ‘fair to terrible’. He would let you know that he was granting you ‘a further extended trial period’ and would often reassure you by saying ‘Good chaps are thin on the ground these days’. He would reminisce about ‘when he as a small portion many years ago’, and ‘Uncle Tom Cobley and all,’ to mention just a few.  
Dad was genuinely interested in others and was very skilled at putting people at their ease. He could talk to anyone about anything. Meeting Geoff, there were no pleasantries for manners sake, he was genuinely interested in the responses and would always remember all that he gleaned from passing conversations. There was also never a judgment made - a rare and very precious quality. 
He and Mum welcomed and loved all new members to the family. He was a loving father to his four sons in law and as the family group grew, he embraced each and every one of them welcoming them into the family. 
Music was an enduring love of Dad’s. We girls have many happy memories of him working each night at the kitchen table listening to his favourite music and then in later years as we left home, and he had what he perceived to be the luxury of a bedroom turned into a study, he would work on his local history publications and lectures with a large selection of classical music CDs by his side. Over the years, he researched the history of the College, Tettenhall and Wolverhampton, delivering lectures to many groups. He was a wonderful speaker and years later, local people talk fondly of all that they learnt about our history and how engaging Dad was. Hours were spent in Staffordshire and Wolverhampton Archives researching and when the BBC were looking for a local resident to base their ‘Down Your Way’ radio programme on back in the 1980s, they approached Dad. Typically, he tried to point them in the direction of other experts, but the producers knew that in him, they had found a gem….
Hancock family get togethers are somewhat legendary! From the early days of our childhood birthday parties, where Mum provided the most fabulous food and Dad designed the most inventive games, gatherings were at the heart of the family. Mum loved a party and there were always many good excuses to get everyone together. Throughout our childhoods, Mum and Dad encouraged the four of us with music enabling us all to play the piano and other instruments. The commitment of time and patience as they ran us all to lessons and sat through hours of practice and numerous concerts was creating a shared lifelong love of music. Above all, they loved hearing the four of us play together. It was at Dad’s 100th birthday back in November and when friends and family gathered to celebrate that we last played for him. He loved it and earlier this morning, at Telford, when we said our last goodbyes to Dad, we played once more for him.  
On a number of occasions, the whole family – numbering over 30 (!) went away together, renting a large house in Llandinam. There have been a great many family gatherings, parties and weddings over the years, but seeing Geoff and Val, surrounded by their growing family in Wales, were without doubt some of the happiest times they ever spent. 

Dad lived in the family home for nearly 67 years. He was living there at the time of his hundredth birthday and then moved to the Old Rectory in Albrighton at the end of November. There, he experienced wonderful care and support.                    The staff wrapped their arms around us to ensure that the four of us were with Dad for his final days and that he passed away peacefully, surrounded by love. We shall forever be grateful to them. 
This service today is very much one of celebration. How can we not celebrate such a long life and one so very well lived. Each of us here today has precious and personal memories of the part we played in that long life journey of Geoff’s – of a life full of love, of wonder, of knowledge. He enriched all our lives in so many special ways and his legacy will be great and lasting. As daughters, we feel immensely lucky to have had him as our Dad and can only finish by saying ‘Thank you Dad with all our hearts.’ 
