John McNally, 86, lived in Block 123, since it opened.

I watched the flats going up every day on my way to work. I have to say I never thought I’d see them coming down. The land used to be cabbage fields – it was the old Barmulloch Farm. The Red Road was just a path before Springburn was extended. We shifted up here in 1953 when they started knocking the old tenements down. I seen the lads drilling and I came home and said to my wife: “They must be going to build there”. In the end it was the sixties before the flats actually went up.  It was easy enough to get one of the flats though they were meant to be quite something. Executive flats they called them. There was one Tory – I was always sorry that I never kept this cutting – that said these flats were too good for the working classes. 

When I was growing up housing conditions were really bad. There were ten of us and we had two rooms and the toilet was in the stairheid.  Springburn was known as a respectable working class area – there was no trouble here. There was plenty of industry then with the railways and the cable works and the steel works.  When we moved out here it was like the country. 

The real reason we shifted to Red Road was because it was near our work - the Scottish Gas Board or Provan Works as it was then. I started out as a labourer but ended up as the Purification Foreman. When I started I said: “I’ll no stay here long” and then I ended up there for 36 years.  My wife worked there as the canteen cook.  When we first moved in to Red Road the spirit of the old tenements was still here. People talked to each other, the women were out there on a Friday night to do the cleaning, they’d do the windies before we’d go down to the pub. But then everything changed and they got a bad name. What do they call them now? “The notorious Red Road flats”? Apparently at one time there were 600 flats that they couldn’t rent. 

But I love the flats. The first day I moved in I was amazed at looking down and seeing birds flying – 27 stories up. I really like the view. On a clear day you can see the hills of Arran.  You get great sunsets and sunrises.  

I’ve never had any bother in the flats. 

The one thing is I don’t know my neighbours now.  I’d say it started to change quite a few years back. I lost my wife in ’99 and even then she’d know most of them.  Now they’re mostly refugees and asylum seekers. We’ve got every nationality living here now. We were Irish and we were asylum seekers at one time too, some of them have had a terrible time. 

When I got the letter to say that they were knocking down the flats mine wasn’t mentioned and at first I thought I would be ok. It was only afterwards I found out my block was going to come down too. When they first came to ask me where I wanted to go I said: “Just knock me down with the building. Don’t bother shifting me.” But I suppose I’ve got no choice. It’s knocked the heart out of me though. It really has.  Now who knows what will happen to this place when the flats come down. 

