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“It all started a very long time ago – in fact during the years that I was growing up.  I think I always had a dream that when I married and settled down to rear a family it would be in a big house with plenty of room for children and pets and any odd visitor that chanced along.  In reality it turned out to be somewhat different.”












	Love and the Blitz

	Starting a family

	Esther Road

	Rabbit farming

	Doodlebugs and Cuxton

	Growing up in peacetime

	Domestic struggles

	Older and bigger

	Bricks, sweets, and Jury Service

	New beginnings









          

      

      

    

  

    
      
          
            
  
Love and the Blitz

It all started a very long time ago – in fact during the years that I was growing up.  I think I always had a dream that when I married and settled down to rear a family it would be in a big house with plenty of room for children and pets and any odd visitor that chanced along.  In reality it turned out to be somewhat different.

I met the proverbial tall, dark and handsome stranger, he came from Ireland. Before long we were married and living in a small flat on the fringe of Epping Forest. We were wonderfully happy and marriage was fun, the great snag was that the war had begun and we had the awful threat of separation hanging over us.
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In the beginning - the start of it all
We were shopping in Stratford on that never to be forgotten Saturday afternoon when Hitler sent what seemed to us to be the whole of his bomber force to London. It was the eighth of September 1940, and the afternoon had really just begun when the wail of sirens started. Our hearts fell and we looked at each other and fear gripped our hearts; for although the wail of the siren was very familiar by this time, it had never before been accompanied by the sound of gunfire and bomber planes.

The Air Raid Wardens seemed to be about the streets at once and at the task of trying to get the bewildered public to go to the shelters.  We all knew the drill, but having just passed through a year when the war seemed to be something that was happening to them, it was difficult to realise that this was definitely happening to us.

We scurried, with lots of other people as worried as ourselves, into an Anderson shelter to which one of the Wardens had directed us. It was situated in someone’s back garden. The guns were booming out at the planes which seemed to be just over our heads and for the first time we knew the whistle of a bomb.

We heard many bombs drop that afternoon, with explosions near at hand and in the distance. A young woman who was in the shelter with us was in great distress, for she had set out to search for her schoolboy sons who had been out playing when the siren sounded, and she had not succeeded in finding them.  The gunfire and consequent falling of shrapnel had become more concentrated and the Wardens had told her that she must go to the shelter herself, for the boys would surely be taken in hand by some other Warden and sent to shelter and that she should not worry too much.  She simply could not sit on the floor of the shelter with the rest of us, but stood near the door of the shelter, wringing her hands and crying quietly.

We were all really afraid.  There was no covering of earth on the tin roof of the shelter, I suppose the man to whom it belonged had felt that he would never be required to spend any time inside it, and had never bothered to shovel the earth over it to the required depth to make it as safe as possible.  As a direct result of the tin roof being bare, we found the sound of the shrapnel falling on to the roof very unnerving to say the least.

I know that a good many people who had forgotten that they had been taught to pray in times of great hardship, found themselves murmuring a prayer for survival that afternoon. After about an hour and a half, the din began to grow less and the planes appeared to have gone and it was a thankful band of folk in that shelter who heard the all clear signal.

We left the shelter and hurried down one of the side streets where a friend of ours lived to make sure that all was well with them. It was difficult to find how much damage had been caused for the streets were smoky and we could see there were very large fires burning in the distance.  Fire engines were still making their way towards the dock area which had been the target of the afternoon’s attack. When we arrived at our friend’s house we found that she and all of her family were safe and well but she was very sad for a neighbour of hers had lost her life in this first devastating attack and the children were there in her kitchen and our friend was giving them tea although it did not seem that they fully understood that their mother was dead.

We had to leave them to go to our own home to see that all was well there. The bus service was all haywire and we walked home hardly speaking a word to each other for it seemed that a disaster had fallen about us.

Everything seemed to be normal in our district but when we reached our balcony on the second floor we could see the big fires still burning very brightly and we knew with certainty that the planes would return that night to follow up the afternoon raid.

We had a meal and got ourselves ready to go to the shelter; this was a small brick shelter which, with two others which were identical, was just big enough to hold all the residents in our block of flats.

As soon as it was dark, the siren sounded the dreaded warning, and we trooped down, withal the other residents to the tiny shelters and sat side by side, all recounting our experiences of the afternoon and all very apprehensive of the future.

We heard the planes roar over with the steady Brrr Brrr Brrr of their huge engines and then our own guns situated on the nearby forest started to fight back for us. We were glad to hear them but it started another worry, for we could not help wondering when a plane would land and how quickly it would explode if it was shot down.  This conjecture seemed to keep the men arguing for ages for they all had their own different ideas of how a damaged plane performed and what happened to its load.

The night wore on and for long periods there would be comparative quiet and then there would be a sound of more planes coming and more gunfire and at one time it seemed that the afternoon attack was being followed up by all ‘old Hitler’ had to offer.  Gradually in the early hours there seemed to be no more activity and we all began to get restless waiting for the ‘all clear’ to sound.  It did not seem to be forthcoming so we began to look around for some way to get some rest.  Most of the men who were still at home were on important war work of some kind, and mostly, Sunday was a normal working day. We tried leaning against each other and then tried sitting back to back but it was almost impossible for us to sleep, because, besides being tired we were worried about sleep during the nights to come, for the raids having once started with such startling success for the Germans, it seemed would continue.

The ‘all clear’ came with the dawn and we made our weary way upstairs and made some breakfast but we were both a bit irritable and very soon it was time for Joe to get shaved ready to go to work and after having a nap I put my mind to the problem of how to get some sleep if the bombers came again that night.

We had a short alert that day and some bombs were dropped not very far away but it proved to be a hit and run raid and the fighters were soon up after them sending them packing.

The night was cloudy but the bombers still came back again that night and we went to the shelter much better prepared, for we took a blanket and some cushions with us, but only one other couple came down to join us.  We did not like to take up more than our own little portion of the benches as we kept on thinking that the other tenants would surely come, but, after an hour of waiting we spread ourselves out, and, trying to shut out the noise of the raid outside we got some fitful sleep.  The raid did not last all night and although we did not fully trust the ﾔall clear’ we went upstairs when it sounded and slid into bed and hoped for the best.

There was great discussion in the morning when we met the other tenants and discovered where they had spent the night.  They had not been prepared to sit up again all night and having heard that the tunnel had been opened as a shelter had gone there when the siren sounded.

They all seemed to be of the opinion that they were safer in the tunnel than in the shelters at the back of the block of flats and I had an opportunity to try this for myself a few weeks later for Joe had to be away all one night and he felt that I should go to a shelter to sleep rather than make my way down by myself if a raid started in the middle of the night.

I decided to join my neighbours and with my tin helmet firmly perched on my head and my gas mask strapped on my back, my huge bundle of bedding, a flask of coffee and a book and most important of all my torch with my precious No. 8 battery for which I had queued best part of an hour I was ready to set off.  As soon as the expected warning sounded the guns started to fire and we could hear the bombers before we reached the hill and it certainly hurried our steps.

The shelter proved to be the underground railway tunnel which was being got ready for the proposed extension to the Central Line underground railway system but it had been abandoned temporarily because of the war effort and it had been decided by the authorities to use it as an air raid shelter. It was built like a huge tube made up of circular sections bolted together.  Each shelterer was allocated the next section not in use and as the latest recruit to tunnel sheltering I was given the section at the far end.  To my dismay I found that there was a puddle where my bedding was to go but I flatly refused to put my bundle down in the wet but moved up several sections until I found a dry one.  This meant that I was quite a little way along the tunnel from the people I had come with but I waved to them and called that I was quite all right and not to worry.  Then I started to settle myself down.  I was relieved in a way that we could not hear much of the raid going on outside but I felt that we would be in a bad way if anything happened to the railway bridge under which the tunnel ran as the steps by the bridge were the only way in or out of the shelter and I was the very last one in and would undoubtedly be the very last one out.  However since there was nothing I could do to improve the situation I turned my mind to learning a tip or two from the veteran shelterers in the line of arranging one’s bedding in order to sleep comfortably, using a sheet of curved steel with huge iron bolts in all the wrong places for a mattress.  Then I had to make my bed and very literally lie on it.  I covered my head with the blankets and willed myself to sleep.  It only seemed a short while later, but when I looked at my watch I knew it was about three hours later that we heard the unmistakeable whistle of bombs falling very near and the tunnel reverberated with several tremendous explosions.

At first I thought it must be a direct hit, and then realised that everyone was alright but some of the people were badly frightened.  The wardens were wonderful and came right through the tunnel quieting those who were upset and reassuring everyone that all was well at least with our own little community.  Of course everyone was wide awake and people were wondering how their homes nearby had fared and the friends who were in other shelters.  It was a couple of hours later when the wardens brought in the news that the railway station had received a direct hit.

We were told that the raid was still on and that there had been several incidents in the vicinity and we should all stay put.  Sleep was now out of the question so we just sat and talked and wondered how things were with the people outside.  I shared my coffee with a woman who was nursing her baby and she made up her mind that if she was spared after tonight she would put the arrangements in hand to get herself and the baby evacuated.  He was a dear little boy and I felt it was so dreadful for a baby to spend the nights of his first years in a miserable place like this instead of in his own little cot.

A great many of the children of London had been evacuated from the Metropolis when the first raids started and it was really only a few children that were around now, for even those who had been sent out of London at the beginning of the war and who had drifted back during the year of the phoney way had been sent away again now, very often to different places to those that had received them at first.

When the all clear sounded at about four thirty all I wanted to do was to get out of the tunnel and go home to my flat and climb into bed and sleep but even as I made some preparation to move I could see it was useless, for most of the shelterers made a habit of remaining in their places until their normal rising time and then to make the journey home to breakfast.  So I just had to conceal my impatience and wait until everyone else was ready to leave and then pick up my bundle and follow them.

I did not use the tunnel any more until I had occasion to go in one day much later on in the war and it was very different then for it had been fitted with bunks and there was a canteen arranged for the dozens of people who slept there regularly.  I was told that in the evenings there was a concert party, card games and also amusements for the children.  A decided improvement.

All bedding had to be removed from the tunnel by 8 a.m. and it was a sight that to me always brings home the pathos of war, whole families, grandmas, parents and children of all ages, all bleary eyed after the night spent in discomfort gathering together their belongings to go home to get ready for a whole day’s work.

When I wanted to visit my mother these days I had a most round about journey to do.  It involved a trip on three different buses and meant going right through the dock area which wasn’t a very healthy proposition these days.  All the area around the arsenal had received very heavy damage.  The road was up most of the time with great craters in it and the traffic was kept running by the superb efforts of the police and wardens who had to map out a fresh route along the bits of the road which were whole, and along driveways up to factories and across levelled off bomb sites when the road had given up the ghost for a while.  This was not too bad if I felt well, but I was now carrying my first baby and found it pretty difficult to keep down my breakfast when we whizzed around the bend in the pseudo road which sometimes gave one the feeling of being on one of the rides at a fair.  These journeys took a long time and I made the journey only when I felt it was time I paid a visit home or had had no letter for some time and needed to know how things were going on there.  The risk of being caught in a raid was very great as there were nearly always a few bombs dropped in that area in any day or night raid and it was of everlasting credit to the older men and women who had answered the call and started back to work again in the factories and the disabled people and young girls who took the place of the men who were now in the armed forces.

The funniest experience I had on one of these journeys was on a winter evening and as my mother had not been well I had decided to go down to see her and take her some tea and a tin of dried milk that I had come by, it was a great feat to have something to give away these days and many of the stories of swapped bargains one heard in the endless queues.

I found that the buses through the docks were not running at all this evening and I had to use the train from Stratford to North Woolwich.  It was already dark and of course there was nothing to light up the gloomy station and I was the only passenger in the carriage when we started off.  The next stop was the dockyard and the train filled up with coloured men, who I suppose were working in the area or had brought in one of the very necessary food ships for Britain.  It was quite uncanny to travel with them and only be able to see the whites of their eyes and the glow of their white teeth and hear them chatting to each other in the dark as the train went on its way to Woolwich.  They helped me out at Woolwich and I followed them down to the ferry boat.  I enjoyed crossing the river though for I could pick out the different buildings by their silhouettes.  I had to pass Woolwich arsenal on my way and the guards there were always on the alert, and identity cards had to be shown to them on request and one was sometimes questioned for the reason for travelling.  The guards at the arsenal were armed for part of the war at least and I think they were always on the lookout for fifth columnists.

There had been a great deal of destruction on this side of the river too and my mother’s house had no windows and a leaky roof by this time.  They only used the downstairs rooms and had a shelter in the garden where they slept whenever there was a raid.  We were all pleased to see one another and in exchange for the tea and milk that I had brought my mother had made some home-made jam with fresh fruit that her brother had given her and with sugar she had saved, goodness knows howﾉ It was wonderful to find them all well and safe and we were very thankful to have a quiet chat and the little gifts we had for each other meant so much in these days of chronic shortages.  Several of our big ships had been lost and it was very apparent how dependent we were on the ships of the Merchant Navy and the fleet to protect them.

My father had gone to work down near Richmond just coming home occasionally and it was very evident that their marriage was on the rocks and their separation became final in the courts at the end of the year.  This upset my mother a great deal and she began to look very ill and lost a great deal of weight.  We were all very worried about it all but there was very little anyone could do to help for the decision had been made by them after twenty nine years of marriage.

My young brother was still at home with her and helped her as much as it was possible until he was called up for his National Service.
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My mother
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Joe’s father
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Starting a family

By this time I was expecting my first baby, and I had to go to some hospital to arrange for it to be born.  It was quite an ordeal for me, for my own mother had had all her babies at home with the help of the district nurse and a neighbour, and she could not help me at all on how to choose a hospital.

I had a few neighbours with whom I discussed the problem and to my surprise they were unanimous that the Mother’s Hospital, belonging to and run by the Salvation Army, was the very best place to go. This completely amazed me for I did not know then that the Salvation Army cared for babies as well as bodies and souls.

I was rather shy and never having had a sister to talk such things over with, felt a little lonely on the morning I had arranged to do the booking.  Anyone to whom I had spoken on the subject felt that I had left the whole thing too late and that I would have difficulty in getting things arranged.  I thought this point of view ridiculous as I felt that it was my own secret shared only with my own kin until it revealed itself naturally.  It proved a tiresome job waiting in a small room on hard upright chairs for my turn to see the matron.  The first question she asked was “Was I married?” which made me brindle a bit, but as it was routine for her I answered her questions and was duly booked for early May.  She told me that they had had a good deal of bomb damage at the hospital and I would have to be evacuated when the time came, to their war-time hospital in Derbyshire.

It seemed a long time ahead and I felt that the war would be over by then and decided not to worry about that part of the business or at least to worry as little as I could.

Ante natal examinations and preparing for the new addition to the family took up a great deal of time and the months simply flew by until the last month or two.  I was very big and awkward by then and felt tired and weary and often wondered what the future held in store for us.  There was a great thankfulness in my heart that the raids were now much fewer and we usually slept in our own bed.

The evacuation of mothers to be was carried out by nearly all London hospitals during the war years, to country districts where they could have their babies in more peaceful surroundings.

About thirty young mothers-to-be gathered early one morning at the entrance to the Mother’s hospital Clapton and one by one we were called inside and given a quick examination to see if we were fit for the long coach ride ahead of us.  When we were all reassembled we said goodbye to the friends who had come to see us off and boarded the coach and we were off to our great adventure.

We had a couple of stops on the way for refreshment and were a tired and weary band that arrived eventually in one of the most lovely spots in the country.  We were driven straight to the hospital for a check up on the way we had stood up to the journey and one or two who were overtired were kept to spend the night in the hospital and the rest of us boarded the coach again to be taken to a dispersal centre.

The evacuation officer was waiting for us at the centre and he allocated us all to various lodgings with people who had very kindly offered to take in one or more expectant mothers and there were people with cars willing to take us to our new digs.

Another girl and myself were taken to an old lady’s house and when she opened the door to us my first impression was that she was a witch.  She showed us to a sitting room which was lit by a dim gas mantle and furnished with very early Victorian bric-a-brac.  The bedroom which contained a very large double bed was dark and the only illumination there was a candle in a tin candle stick.  I suppose the old lady was doing her best but we were both tired after the journey and dispirited and near to tears.

The old lady explained that she was too old to cater for us, but that she would help us to the best of her ability but we should have to cook for ourselves and do our own shopping.  There was a fire burning in the sitting room and she had provided a loaf and two eggs and had put a kettle over the fire to boil for our tea.

We told her that we had had only a picnic lunch and had been travelling all day in the coach so she took us to the front door to point out where the shops were.  They were just close by so I sallied out to find some food while the other girl lugged our suitcases upstairs and sorted things out.

I got some sausages, and the sympathetic shopkeeper let me have a small pack of margarine without coupons to help me out.  I could not get any fresh milk but I managed to get a tin of Nestle’s milk and felt that I had done very well.  When I got back we fried the sausages and the eggs and filled up with bread and margarine and tea.  While we ate our supper we made up our minds that we couldn’t stay here and would go back to London the very next day.

We washed up and told the old lady that we were very tired and would go up to bed.  She provided us with a candle and matches and we mounted the dark stairs to share a room and a bed with each other although we had only met for the first time a few short hours ago on the coach.  We did not even know each other’s name.

We both had a little weep for by this time we were very lonesome, tired and very, very sorry for ourselves.  After a little while we undressed and got into bed and lay talking.  We found that this was a first baby for both of us and that we had both been sent by the same hospital and lived fairly close to each other in London.

We decided to leave the candle alight for company and it proved to be a very wise thing to do for after an hour or two Betty was taken ill.  I had to put on my dressing gown and find out where the old lay slept in order to tell her that we needed some help.  I had some coppers and she came to the front door with me and showed me where the phone box was.  I went upstairs and put on a few clothes quickly and then went out to phone the hospital.  Before I left the house I bade the old lady to go up to Betty who was quite sure that her baby would be born before I got back.  I was frightened and wondered what on earth I should do in that dark, horrible room with only a flickering candle for light.

I only vaguely knew what the hospital was called having been there such a short time but I knew it was Willersley Castle and I sobbed out the whole story to the telephone operator.  He was really kind; and helped me to pull myself together by asking questions to fill in the few details of who I was and what I wanted.  I did not even know the address at which we were staying and could only describe to him where it was by what I could see from the phone box in the moonlight.  He must have been a local man for he seemed to know where I was and told me to go back and keep a watch out for the ambulance.

I had never been so worried in my life before, as I was then, and I was glad to get back to Betty who was groaning softly.  There didn’t seem to be any sign of the baby having arrived in my absence for which I was truly thankful but Betty seemed to be in a great deal of pain and in the state I was in I could think of no other pain in the world but labour pains which I read so much about lately.

I asked the old lady to stand at the front door until the ambulance came down the road as the driver had no address and would be expecting somebody to be on the lookout for him and show him where the patient was.

There did not seem to be anything I could do for Betty at the moment, so I re-packed the bag and her suitcase that she had unpacked a couple of hours before and then made her put on her dressing gown to be ready when the ambulance arrived. It was the work of a moment to get her and her luggage into the ambulance when it came and I watched it go off up the hill wishing with all my being that I would soon follow her.

Imagine my surprise the next morning, when I answered a knock at the door at about half past eleven, to find Betty, with her luggage standing on the doorstep. The ambulance had brought her back; it was the sausages that had upset her, not the poor baby.  The hospital had only enough beds for the expected cases and the odd emergency case and as she had quickly improved once she got to the hospital, and still had about three weeks to go before she was due to be confined, they had decided that she might just as well wait her time in the company of the other expectant mothers.

I was more than gad to see her but felt sorry for her because she was so disappointed that she still had to wait for her baby.  We had some tea and then decided that we would go down to visit the evacuation officer to ask if we could be boarded out somewhere where our food would be prepared for us or where there were proper facilities for us to cook our own.  We were much too big at this stage to be bending over a coal fire to cook.

He was most helpful, and told us that he would have us moved by the weekend.  He was as good as his word and on the following Saturday morning we joined two other members of the fat ladies club who were boarded out in a council house.

We were a bit crowded and strongly suspected that the tenant of the council house and her daughter who was about thirty years old slept down in the sitting room after we had gone to bed for they were probably glad to get the boarding fee that was paid to them by a benevolent Government for taking in evacuees.  The daughter had been widowed at the evacuation of Dunkirk and had a small son of seven, a very lively little boy.  The other two mothers-to-be were from London too and had been in residence for three weeks and were still waiting.  The meals were wonderfully cooked and we had the added joys of a modern bathroom and electric light which we had been denied at the old lady’s house.

We all four became quite friendly and went for longish walks together but of course the hills of Derbyshire are a bit steep for people like we were.  However we would walk a bit and then find one of the stone walls around that commanded a good view of one of the lovely valleys and sit there in the chilly spring sunshine and discuss the way we intended to bring up these babies when they did condescend to arrive.  We felt they were tardy despite the fact that according to the reckoned dates we each of us had about a fortnight to go.

We had antenatal clinic twice a week and there was a great room put at our disposal in the hospital and the ambulance would go round the villages round about and bring all the mothers in for examination.  The chatter was tremendous and the rumours that went around were many and varied.

The one that greatly upset us was that one of the mothers who had been a victim in one of the raids on London, and had the bad luck to be buried for several hours beneath piles of rubble, had been admitted to the hospital and had produced a black baby.  She was stated to be of the opinion that this was due entirely to the experience she had been subjected to, as she had a white true blooded cockney for a husband and there was no other explanation that could come to mind.  I suppose we were all a bit more gullible than usual for we all became afraid that our own babies would be a different colour to white and by the time I got into the examination room that day the nurse was ready for my question,”Will my baby be the right colour, nurse?”, for I had been in all the big raids on London and I told her about the rumour that was going around but she laughed and said that so long as I hadn’t spent the duration of the raids in the company of the coloured soldiers stationed in London I could be quite sure that my baby would be pink and beautiful.  I felt reassured and gradually all the other girls knew what was the true cause of the black baby.

The hospital was a beautiful place and a real castle.  It stood at the top of a hill and overlooked the river.  It had been turned into one of the many war time emergency hospitals scattered throughout Britain in the most lovely countryside in rural England.  The gardens were just at the peak of loveliness, rhododendrons and lilac and laburnum were there in all their glory, with lots of trees with their new green foliage, to rest under if the sun proved too hot.  In addition to all this there were absolutely no raids at all to worry us, in fact the people in the village had never heard the siren, except on the odd occasion when it was blown off to make sure that it still worked.  You can be sure that the mothers who stayed in the surrounding villages made the most of their personal bomb stories, which were more often than not grossly exaggerated and full of death and glory.

We knitted and sewed, walked and chatted the next ten days or so but during all this time I suffered a great deal of pain in my ribs.  I had told the doctor at the hospital but he wasn’t very concerned and told me that it was one of the discomforts of late pregnancy and would probably go as soon as my baby was born.  When we went to the clinic that week the sister in charge told me that she would like to see me in labour by the week end and gave me two two ounce bottles of castor oil with instructions to take one on Friday night and if there was no result to take the other on Sunday night.

The other girls watched me take the first bottle and laughed at my shuddering and told me that, “It was all in a good cause”, and if it had the desired effect they too would have a go.  I went to bed hopefully after taking it, only to have to rise quickly a couple of hours later to be violently sick.  I was very groggy for the whole of that night but when it was time to get up next morning, in spite of all the anxious inquiries about “when to call the ambulance?” and “Should they pack my bag for me?”, I had to confess that I hadn’t a pain in the world and even my rib ache had disappeared.  None of the other girls could produce any pains either, so we plodded on until the next clinic when the doctor decided to keep me in hospital along with another girl, until our babies arrived.

There wasn’t long to wait, for on the Thursday night I became ill and Paul arrived at lunch time on Friday.  His coming brought great rejoicing to both Joe and myself but it was the nurses that made the greatest fuss of him for he was the biggest baby that had been born in the hospital, tipping the scales at ten pounds and one ounce.  The very nice young midwife who had actually delivered me carried him round in triumph and told the story of his birth to anyone who would listen.

She carried him to show the other London mothers when they came to the antenatal clinic the following week and apparently there was a great deal of chaff and fun at the cause of my rib ache that they had all heard so much about in the previous weeks.

By the time he was a week old the other girls with whom I had shared digs had had their babies too and after three weeks spent in recuperating and learning to care for our babies we were ready to go back home.  We travelled home all together in the train to London and there was a bevy of new fathers to greet us at the station to take us to our own homes.

There had been two tremendous raids on London whilst we were away, two of the very worst London was to suffer and a great deal of damage had been caused, but luckily things had quietened down since and we settled down to get used to life with a young baby.

I was a little disappointed at first when I knew that a second baby was to arrive within eighteen months of Paul, but after two or three months I got the thing into proper perspective and began to look forward to it and the idea that a son and daughter would be an ideal family especially if they were close together as mine would be and I was sure that they would be the very best of friends.
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Esther Road

We were very happy in the flat but now there were difficulties; it was not easy to dry the baby’s washing although I managed pretty well really for I would pin them to my clothes horse and stand them out on the balcony. Another difficulty was the pram; and this was something that would get worse now that I was pregnant again.  I had no pram shed available to me as there were only four to serve the whole of the flats and they had already been allocated.  My pram had to be taken downstairs in the morning and left in the courtyard and covered up if the weather was rainy or damp, then carried up in the evening when all the outings were over for the day.

Joe did not like me helping with the carrying nowadays and he pulled it up himself every night, boomping it up the stairs which I am sure was very bad for both the springs and the wheels.

The upshot of all these small trials was that we thought that we would try to see if there were any small houses with a garden.  Our friends from Stratford, when they were bombed out of their house, were offered a house to rent in Chadwell Heath and they had now been in it for some time.  They paid 25/- a week rent for it but it was a brand new semi-detached house with a modern bathroom of which they were inordinately proud. There had been nothing like that in the small terrace house at Stratford.

We went down to see them and were very impressed with it but for us the rent was a little high, for we would have to pay fares for Joe to get to his job and then there was the threat of the call up always over our heads.  We knew that this would inevitably come to us and we were not quite sure how the army pay worked out, for some of the army wives seemed to manage very well and others seemed unable to make ends meet at all when their husbands first went into the forces and found themselves facing hard times and we did not want this to happen to us.

There were brand new houses just down the road from them which had been built for sale and were now up either for sale or for renting, but everyone was reluctant to buy as a bomb could fall at any moment and reduce it all to rubble.  We looked them over and to our future regret decided that a rented house was a better proposition until after the war was over.

I often talked to people round about now that I took my baby for walks in the afternoons and I got to know another woman with a little girl who lived in a side street near to our home that I passed on my way to the forest.  We would sit out on the forest in the shady glade at the end of the road and talk of the days when the war would be over and there would be lots of nice things to eat again.

One afternoon this woman invited me in for a cup of tea and as we talked she told me of a house to let in her road for 17/6 a week. My ears pricked up at this and I questioned her about it so she took me down and borrowed the key from the house next door to it and went in to explore.

It was a very old house and in a very dilapidated condition. I was thrilled with the long garden, and I cheerfully shrugged off the condition of the woodwork and the general hangdog look of the place.

I took Joe to see it that evening after he came home from work and to my dismay he wasn’t the least bit impressed with my find and found faults from start to finish of the tour of inspection.  He was right of course:  The old scullery had a chipped sink and tiny window.  All the other windows had been denuded of glass for it had been bombed and blackout paper now took the place of the glass.  He saw that the woodwork was poor and that there were just hundreds of jobs shrieking out to be done, and he was altogether very dubious.  But I wanted a garden and thought that here was a good way to get one so I talked persuasively and in the end he gave way and started negotiation for the tenancy.

There were many times in the years ahead that I wished he had been adamant in his first decision to have nothing to do with the house, but I was well and truly stuck with it by then.

Moving day was one I shall never forget, it was such a short distance that Joe decided that with a friend to help him he could manage the job with a builder’s hand cart which he borrowed from a nearby yard.  I spent all day going round with oddments on the pram and the men took all the big things.  We had a huge bed with a very ornamental headboard made of carved oak and in addition there was the very large interior sprung mattress and a base on which the spring rested.  The small things were no problem but we started a collection of the bigger things that were difficult to carry up to the bedrooms. We held a council of war as to how these big articles could be transferred to the upper floor when they were too big to go up the narrow winding staircase.

One of our neighbours from a few doors along came to offer his services and he volunteered to get it all inside in a few minutes if Joe would remove the large sash window in the front.  He fetched a long ladder and propped it up against the sill and carried the great bed up on his back one piece at a time.  This man, “Old Frank”, helped us in lots of ways, both on our moving day and in the years that followed.  I have a shrewd suspicion that without his help we would have spent the first night in our new home sleeping on the floor.

But having got the bed and other big things safely in, the girl who had been minding Paul for me all day came round and she helped me make up the bed and Paul’s cot ready for the night.  We had tea all together to celebrate the great move in and we were all very glad to get to bed that night.

We were up early next morning and started to arrange things as best we could; our new furniture had looked lovely in the surroundings of the modern flat but there seemed so little of it now that we had five rooms to spread it around in.  We had our lino laid in the front bedroom and the sitting room downstairs and the kitchen and bathroom lino just had to go in the scullery and for the rest, well, it was just plain boards.

We had given no thought to the question of stair carpet or lino or any kind of floor covering but now it dawned on us that we had married too soon; those who had married a year or so after us qualified for lino and curtain coupons and also for furniture permits.  We soon learned that there were no loopholes by which we could obtain these coveted articles and it looked as though we would have to put up with painted floors and the terrible noise.  The din we made going up and down stairs had to be heard to be believed; the two of us going up and down the stairs sounded like the stamping procedure carried on by the guards on duty at Buckingham Palace.

It was time now to see about booking for a bed in a hospital for the arrival of our second baby or, failing that, to book up with the local midwife.  When I went to the clinic they told me that as my first baby had been born without complications and in a straightforward fashion I would be expected to have this one at home and was given the address of the nearest midwife to my home.  She proved to live in the next road and after going to be examined by her two or three times she told me that she was leaving the district to take over a country round where she would be the only nurse.  It was a great chance for her for there was a small nurse’s bungalow and a car to go with the job so she was very thrilled about it all.  As she intended giving up her present home she had wondered if I would be interested in the tenancy as the house had a bathroom which we missed so much after the flat and also a hot water system in the form of a back boiler which warmed the breakfast room in addition to the water.

I met her out one morning and she invited me to go and have a look at it.  We parked the pram outside the gate and only then did she discover that she had forgotten her key and would have to make an entry through the window.  Nurse bent down and I stood on her back and forced the catch of the front window with her pocket knife and then clambered through.  When I opened the door to her we both roared with laughter at me in my delicate state climbing in through windows, but I felt so well that we were both sure there would be no miscarriage.

We wandered round; it was a lovely house with lofty rooms and a nicely tended garden.  The bathroom was old-fashioned with a brute of a geyser across the tap end but I never really discovered why it was there at all in view of the back boiler arrangement.

I was very interested, but it was difficult telling Joe so soon about yet another house with even more floor space which couldn’t be covered through lino shortage or because we had no coupons, but when I explained all the advantages to him he agreed to try for the tenancy.

It all proved to be worry and thought in vain though, for the landlord already had a prospective tenant in mind, a man in Local Government working in libraries who knew the nurse was leaving and had already applied for the house.

One day we heard that a shop in Walthamstow was to have stair carpet which was not rationed, for sale, so I decided to try my luck.  I rose early and set off with Paul in the pram, but my hopes of getting any stair carpet dropped to zero when I saw the great throng of people waiting for it, but nevertheless I felt that having got so far I may as well wait for a while to see how things went.

The shop opened at nine o’clock and the shopkeeper came out and told us that he had a thousand yards of carpet for sale; it was 9/6d a yard and he would allow every customer eight yards until it was gone.  Some of the men quickly worked out how many people could be served and the rest were told that it would be no use waiting.

There was no choice to be made for it was all the same, brown jute carpeting with orange stripes running down the sides and only eighteen inches wide.  I was lucky enough to be far enough up in the queue to be included and I had to wait for a long while while all the others were served.  Of course, by this time everyone in England was used to waiting in orderly queues for everything and although I tired quickly, I kept my place and in time was duly issued with my eight yards of carpet which was just a roll with no string or paper round it for it was forbidden by law to wrap anything nowadays.  I wheeled it home in great triumph and we laid it the following weekend.  To say we laid it is really the understatement of the year for it took hours of fighting with the carpet to get it to look right on our twisting stairs.





          

      

      

    

  

    
      
          
            
  
Rabbit farming

During this time we bought a ticket for a raffle which, as usual in these times of great shortage, had a live rabbit as a prize.  We had the good luck or bad luck to win him; I’ve never quite made up my mind which it was.  He was a sandy grey colour and on good authority we were told that he was of a breed called Flemish Giants.  Joe made a cage for him and he was duly installed in the garden and was a great novelty for a week or two.

Never in all my life have I met any animal who in comparison to his size could eat so much; he was always hungry, and although I went out to him several times a day with baked crusts, dandelions, hay or any other titbit that I could lay my hands on, about five minutes later he would be sitting against the wire netting of his cage with a baleful look in his eyes which seemed to accuse me of starving him and when he got really ravenous he would stamp his back legs on the wooden floor of the hutch with great venom and I would feel quite guilty.

At last I felt that it was altogether too much of a good thing that our meagre rations should have to go to feed this ever hungry rabbit and felt that things should be the other way about and that he should be a supplement to my rations.

Joe was to be butcher; he had to think out the best way to tackle the job.  We waited till one fine evening and went out together, although I must admit that I felt more than a little queasy, for it was my first killing.  Even the poor rabbit knew that his hour had come for he was leaping about the cage which was a thing he did not normally do.

I had to hold open the hutch door and when Joe the butcher had a firm hold of the rabbit’s ears, leave things to him and scram.  The method was simple and worked perfectly; Joe held the front half of the rabbit over the edge of the cage and the rabbit held onto the sill furiously with his hind legs while Joe brought down a heavy club on the back of its neck and the job was done.

All the good food he had eaten had not produced one scrap of fat on the carcass and he proved to be the original skinny rabbit. He made one dinner, but for what he cost in food and care I always felt that I had had the worst of the bargain.  When he had been eaten I declared that I would never keep another rabbit.  The cage was cleaned and put away I the shed and forgotten, until the day came when we started to keep rabbits in earnest, but that’s another story.

It was John who started the ball rolling again for he had an Old English doe given to him for his eighth birthday.  He was thrilled with his present and all the other children liked her too; she was a pretty rabbit with a wonderful white coat with black markings and this rabbit, unlike the one we had kept earlier, thrived on the attention of our own and other people’s children, continually feeding and grooming her and looking after her cage.  In fact, competition to clean the cage was so fierce that I was continually at the butchers, not to buy meat, but to beg yet another bag of sawdust from him.  It began to embarrass me to go so often and I had to look round for someone to supply me on a more liberal scale.  At first I could not think where one bought sawdust but after thinking over the problem a bit of my mind got round to wood yards and carpenters and after that we soon found a man who ran a saw and made him a weekly visit to obtain supplies and a large sackful was wheeled home on my uncomplaining pram.

We were always reading in papers and magazines that children should be taught the facts of life almost as soon as they could walk.  Joe and I were very tardy in this respect and had never bothered much about such things, but when “Old Frank” offered to mate the doe with his buck it seemed a good idea.  The children were thrilled when he explained that if they brought their rabbit along to see his father rabbit, she might produce some baby rabbits.  It was all duly arranged and Frank, who was a real old country man, entered into the spirit of the thing and provided us with a big hutch for breeding and lots of advice both good and bad.  He gave us tips on ante natal care and more tips about the confinement itself.

We all watched and waited and sure enough, just as he had predicted, the doe pulled her fur and in the nest of straw the children had provided she made a beautiful nest and the babies were duly born.

The children were breathless with wonder at this miracle of nature and followed the growth of those babies and paid loving attention to their mother.

We had taught the boys to clean the cage and how to dispose of the soiled litter, now we had to make provision for a larger compost heap and before we knew where we were, the babies were big enough to need their own quarters.  Patient Joe made four hutches in a stack and the boys were given two each.

Of course the children were quite young and not really able to care for more than one rabbit and it fell to the lot of Joe and myself to look after them all except the original doe.

It was when we had just got all of these rabbits settled and growing nicely that we were invited to a Fur and Feather show.  When we saw the rabbits on display there it made us feel that it might bring in a little extra income if we were to increase and multiply.  The type we admired most were the “Blue Bevans”, with their silky blue grey fur which, we were assured by their ardent owners, was easy to cure at home and make up into slippers and other useful articles.  To prove their point more eloquently, they advised us to go into the next room where articles made from the skins were on show.

The rabbit fanciers and their dextrous wives had certainly put on a wonderful exhibition, and we were enthralled by the luxury type goods on show.  There were slippers made of rich dark fur and lined with pure white fur, children’s fur mitts, ear muffs and fur rugs and foot warmers for use in a car, and even one, very ambitious, fur waistcoat.

We talked to the rabbit owners and they were all agreed that there was nothing but pleasure and profit to be made from the keeping of rabbits and it was certainly hard not to be convinced, for there were the skins to make into very nice presents and clothing and then there was the carcass to eat, so where could one lose out?

We talked of nothing but flesh and fur for the next few days, but I am afraid that we had been won over at the first sight of the Blue Bevans.  We decided that while we were up the garden attending to those we already kept, it would not be much extra work to keep a few more and what with the money from the eggs which was now coming in regularly, it seemed that a rosy future was assured for all.

It did not work out as well as we had hoped for although the rapid multiplication seems a very attractive feature when dreaming dreams of a rosy future, we soon found that one requires hutches and yet more hutches and food and yet more food, sawdust and yet more sawdust if one is to keep all their young to an age when they could be sold for eating purposes and then we found that it required a great deal of time to prepare a skin for wearing purposes.

Joe was forever cycling off for supplies and the worst feature of the business was that these supplies cost a good deal of money and, as people were reluctant to pay more than about four shillings for a full grown rabbit there seemed to be very little return and it did not take us long to realise that we were not only not going to make a fortune from the rabbits and furs but that if we didn’t take action quickly we would only be able to afford food for the rabbits and not for ourselves.  We made a decision to eat them ourselves one by one and to give up the idea, forget our losses and chalk it all up to experience.





          

      

      

    

  

    
      
          
            
  
Doodlebugs and Cuxton

When eventually the deferment period was at an end, for it was much more difficult now for firms to retain key workers, Joe had to join up.  He had to go at first to the Infantry but because of his feet which were very bad at this time he applied for transfer and was posted to an anti-aircraft unit on the south coast.  He was quite happy about this and found great relief from the marching which the Infantry did by the mile in order to keep the men fit for combat.  It hadn’t succeeded in doing anything for Joe but make his feet worse than they already were.  This job suited him, for he was to be taught to use the radar machines and to this end he took the army courses in mathematics and a simple course in electricity.  It certainly helped in that it got him used to learning again.  It was a desk job and suited his feet much better.
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Army pals
He wrote to me every day and I wrote back but I must confess his letters were more interesting than mine, for my whole life was air raids and trying to keep up with two mischievous little boys.  He was stationed in two or three nice places in England and by the time John could trot about easily he was stationed in Wales.

I shall never forget my visit to him there.  I was tired of London and the bombing and the hardship of queuing for so little and making do.  It seemed quite a chance to get away for a week.  The daylight raids were very heavy at this time and a plan had been evolved to save workers spending most of their valuable production hours in the air raid shelters.  This of course was the real object of the exercise as far as the Jerries were concerned.  The plan was that trained spotters were on duty on the roofs of factories during a raid and when danger was imminent gave warning by a shrill blast on their whistles which sent everyone scurrying to shelter.  This also applied to railway stations which had several spotters for the convenience of staff and passengers.

I set off from home early one morning feeling a little like a pack horse with three gas masks slung round my shoulders, wheeling my pushchair with the suitcases and John perched on top and Paul running along beside.  We had not even reached the local railway station before the siren sounded but, as there was no sign of imminent danger I decided to press on.  The train ran in and we were soon at Liverpool Street and I had to walk from there to the main line station so Paul went up on the suitcases along with John and I pushed as hard as I could.

We arrived at the main line station in plenty of time to get the train and we settled down to wait on the platform and were delighted that it drew in early.  I tossed in the pushchair and the suitcases and was just about to push the children in after them when the spotters’ whistles started to blow.

What a fix to be in: The porters slammed the train doors shut and the train was shunted out of the station as quickly as possible.  This practice was adhered to if possible in order to reduce casualties and damage should there be a direct hit.  But all my luggage? Oh dear. I was literally left holding the baby, two in fact.

The planes were screaming overhead; whistles were blowing, machine guns were rattling so I took to my heels and ran to the nearest doorway and stood there quaking with fear and worry.  At last the raid was over and things began to calm down; the train ran in again and a kindly porter helped me to find my belongings and I climbed aboard with them thoroughly exhausted.

Like all war time trains during the war, this one was packed to capacity and a few more for luck.  The corridors were full of people and luggage.  I had managed to bag two seats, one for me and one for the boys and I got glares from one or two ungenerous souls who probably wondered what I was doing with two babies in a train in London where raids were imminent.

I was thankful when we started off to the green hills of Wales.  We had only gone a short way, a few miles only, when a thought struck me and I burst out laughing, for I had been thinking of the raid on the station, and how I had run into the doorway. It only struck me now where I had run to.  It was into the refreshment buffet and I had stood for the whole of the danger period next to a plate glass window.

I looked round the crowded carriage and told them all what I was laughing at; they were charitable enough to see the funny side of it and all joined in the laugh, which broke the ice and for the rest of the journey everyone was very kind to both the boys and me.

It was a long and tiresome journey and there was not much room to stretch one’s legs and I was quite glad to change trains on the borders of Wales where Joe had arranged to meet us.  We were so happy to meet again and as we travelled to the town in which he was stationed we were able to tell each other all the latest news.

Joe was delighted with John who was now able to run about and found great pleasure in talking solemnly to Paul who could now string together quite long sentences.  We all got on famously; he had found me some very nice digs with a good woman who loved having the soldiers’ wives to stay, especially from London.  She felt that she was doing her bit towards the war effort by making little families such as ours happy for a week at a time.  It meant such a lot to be together for a week like this, and the weather was kind to us and we were able to get out into the country and all got to know one another again.

The only night I ever stayed up all night during the war was the night when the third Reich decided to launch an attack with their secret weapon which had been prepared for a great spearhead attack on our shores.  We had been warned about this secret weapon often on the radio and in the press but we had been inclined to regard it in the light of fiction rather than fact and always inclined to pooh-pooh the idea of anything really harmful.  It seemed too far-fetched altogether for reality.  A great shock was in store for us.

The siren had sounded about eight thirty that night and I had gone to the shelter with all our requirements for the sojourn of the night: candles, bedding, matches, my book and the very necessary tottypot.  Last of all I carried down two tousle-headed sleepy little boys, each snug and warm in his own feather sleeping bag.

They fell off to sleep again as soon as I had laid them on the bunks and I blew out the candle and opened up the door curtain to stand looking out at the silent gardens surrounding me.  There did not seem to be another soul in the world; the moon was bright and I stood for a while wondering how Joe was and thinking perhaps that he was lonely too, and like me looking out into this strangely quiet night.

It was then that I saw the flame going very quickly across the sky.  I watched carefully, not understanding what this flaming engine could be, although I knew it was some kind of aircraft.  Suddenly the engine cut out and now there was no flame and I was shocked and bewildered when there was a terrific explosion not far away and the sound of falling debris.  I could hear the wardens’ whistles blowing and now I could see another flame coming across the sky, a little while later that engine failed just as the first one had done; the flame went out and after a few moments another terrific explosion.

It was all very puzzling but I don’t think that I was very frightened at that stage.  I closed the shelter curtain behind me and stood right out in the garden trying to discover what was going on.  The thing that I could not understand was that there had been little or no gunfire.

After witnessing about five of the strange episodes, the gun barrage on the forest started and all the other gunnery sites for miles around took up the hint and belched forth everything in their power at this odd target that presented itself every quarter hour or so in the sky.

When the guns started I got down into the shelter and closed the curtains and lit the candle.  One of the boys stirred and I knelt beside him and sang softly until he fell off to sleep again.  I could not rest or read and I was far too restless to lay on my bunk until I had found out what was happening outside.  I knew these flaming engines were still coming across the sky for although I could not see them they had a peculiar throb to the engine that was different to any of the other German planes and I knew that great destruction was being brought about by the constant explosions.

I knew that this must be yet another example of the German threat to bring us British to our knees.  It went on until the early hours, and I sat on my bunk pondering the question, Should I evacuate with my babies or should I stay on here and try to keep a semblance of a home going?

Sometimes I would make up my mind to leave London and then I would run into somebody who had been evacuated, and because they got poor accommodation, or hard beds, crafty landlords, or even just because they couldn’t get fish and chips when they felt like a real supper that they could really enjoy, came home.  One neighbour had returned because, “there was nothing else there, ducks, except fresh air”.  Anyway, I now had two problems; what was going on outside tonight? and whether to go out of London or stay put.

The night wore on and eventually the all clear sounded and as the boys were still asleep, I went into the house to make myself a cup of tea.  It was so good to sit there quietly and so thankful that we had come through another night unscathed.  Soon there was a knock at the door.  It was two of the wardens who, knowing that I slept in the shelter with my babies, would always come round after a raid to make sure that I was alright.  I always left the back gate open for them and if they got no reply at the door they would come down the garden to the shelter and call me to see if all was well or if there was anything that I needed.

I boiled some more water and brewed up for them and for the two fire watchers who would be coming off duty at six o’clock after their two hours long watch.  When they came it was only to stay long enough to drink the tea and eat some of the dry rusks of which I always kept a good supply for there were no biscuits about now.  I made them with stale bread cut into fingers and dipped in egg thinned down with a drop of milk and then baked.

The four men were all tired but were going up the line to help with the casualties that had been reported.  Our area had been lucky compared with other places who had been unlucky enough to have several of these flaming planes, as we called them, land on houses and churches, even a hospital was reported to have been hit.

Knowing the two little boys would soon be wide awake, I made orange juice for them and with some rusks made my way up the garden again.  The morning was damp but showed promise of being a nice day.  It always amazed me when I heard the birds singing the morning after a raid and often wondered if they had noticed the raid and the gunfire, but they always seemed as lively as before so I suppose they never knew what all the noise was about.

My guess was right and both boys were sitting up calling to each other and laughing and were both very pleased to see the juice and rusks.  As they made short work of these, I began to fold up the bedding and open up the door curtain to get the shelter aired, for after a night spent down there it smelled very stuffy and there was the appalling smell of candle wax caused by our heating system.  This consisted of two candles stood on saucers with a flower pot (the red earthenware kind) upturned on to the saucer.  Surprisingly, this threw out sufficient light and a very good heat.

There was nothing on the early morning news about this strange type of plane that had kept our A.R.P. services alert all night.  It merely said that there had been some enemy activity over our shores and that there had been some casualties.

It was late afternoon before we heard that this was indeed Hitler’s secret weapon and we wondered with misgiving how many of them he had in store for us.  Pictures of an unexploded weapon which had fallen on Southern England during the first onslaught were in the press next morning along with the warning that the pilotless planes which was what they turned out to be, were safe all the while the engine was still running and the flames were still coming out of the tail, and that it was imperative to seek shelter immediately the engine cut out.

This all looked very simple when written in the paper, but it was impossible to get anything done at all in the next few weeks, for I found that I was listening for airplanes all the time, for often they were in our area without our local siren giving warning of their approach.

I carefully explained to Paul and John that they were to listen to the air planes and if they could see one but could not hear it making any noise they were to call me.  They did try their best to do this and when any one of us saw an engine in the sky or heard it cut out we would hurry to the shelter or if we were too late for that, we would gather in the outside toilet.  This had no window nowadays; it was covered with a piece of strong cardboard.

The toilet had three very strong walls and as it was the lean-to type, had little or no masonry to fall on us should there be a direct hit in the near vicinity.  I always kept a story book in there and the boys could think of nothing nicer than this unusual practice of me sitting on the toilet seat with one of them on either side of me, reading fairy stories to them in the middle of the day.

Sometimes I would hear the engine stop and call to them in my sternest voice to start running to the shelter and they would set off and I would chase after them and gather them up in my arms when I ran out and caught them up.  It always took me a few seconds to turn off the gas and try to make the fire as safe as possible.

I developed a technique in order to leave the fire safe, but yet still burning in order to have the house a bit warm to come into when the raid was over.  We would go into the shelter and sing nursery rhymes at the top of our voices and I found it helped to hide my dreadful fear from the boys.  We had some building blocks and a few other toys which were kept permanently in the shelter and we would stay down there until the all clear sounded.

It was no good; I could not fool myself any longer; Hitler had me worried.  These wretched doodle bugs came so quickly and brought so much destruction in their wake that I did not feel justified any longer in staying in London.

I made up my mind to leave London and while my mind was made up I wrote to my uncle who kept a small tillage farm near the banks of the river Medway.  I asked him whether he could put up with me and the two boys until the end of the war, which I felt must really be in its final stages by now.

He wrote back at once to say I could come whenever I liked.  He was an established bachelor and had lived in the old house alone since the death of my grandfather in 1942 and I think he was very pleased to have some company.  He always got on famously with children and my boys proved no exception.

We decided that his big front parlour was the best room for me to use as it was huge and completely unused for a long time before this, and being downstairs it was safer than taking the boys upstairs to bed.  We soon got a fire going and quickly turned the parlour into a bedsitter for three.

On the face of it, it wasn’t a very healthy place to choose to evacuate myself to for the doodle bugs were being sent in over the Kent coast and although the Ack Ack boys were stationed on the coast, and shooting a very large percentage of them into the sea before they ever reached our shores, the ones that got through usually came in our direction.

The great thing for me was that I had company there and my uncle to talk to in the evening.  There were lots of other relatives in and around the village and I was able to swap recipes with them, and learned how to make sponge cakes with dried egg and how to make whale meat taste like something else.  I don’t think we ever made it taste any better, but it was different.

My uncle supplied all our vegetables and they were really lovely.  He was also able to let me have plenty of eggs and in return I was able to keep him supplied with enough margarine for his needs for he always liked lots of bread with his meals and with the extra cheese which was allowed to farm workers we all managed very well.  We had the occasional chicken or rabbit which he shot in the fields.

The civil defence people were very active workers in the village and they very soon decided that I needed a shelter, for the one in the garden which my grandfather had used was really just a shored-up hole in the ground, and not really safe to take my babies into.  They all had a conference about it and it was arranged that a table type shelter would be erected in the parlour where we had set up home.  It was huge, and was in fact six and a half feet in length and four feet wide, made of solid steel; the table top was riveted onto the legs and base.  Underneath the table, about five inches from the ground, was a spring on which the bedding was arranged and the idea of this sturdy construction was that it would take the weight of a collapsed ceiling or building and thus enable one to crawl out safely.

We had an hilarious afternoon on the Saturday when the shelter was erected; the wardens and Uncle Wick were all working very hard and every now and again one of the boys would escape with a vital nut or bolt and have to be chased until it was retrieved.  However, once it was altogether we all stood around and admired their handiwork and it said a great deal for the size of the room that the shelter did not look too out of place when I had arranged my very largest tablecloth on it. We all had tea together to celebrate the erection of my table shelter and we all sat round and chatted for the rest of the evening and some of the A.R.P. anecdotes were really funny.
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Uncle Wick & Uncle Charlie
The shelter was prepared for a bad raid by putting an old feather mattress inside and I kept the candles and matches and first aid kit in there too, and it proved a safe hiding place for our tin of sweets.

The delivery vans from the towns used to bring groceries and meat and bread to the village but I found that it often suited me better to go into the town myself and although it was about three miles with three very steep hills to climb, I had lots of time and the boys were all the better for getting out of the village at times.  I would take the pram and they could ride when they were tired.  We spent our coupons and sometimes there were treats like oranges or bananas available on the children’s ration books.

One day when I got to the town I was told that one particular shop was selling ice cream and, in spite of it being early December, as the boys had never seen or even heard of ice cream, I decided to try to get some for them.  However, when I got to the shop, the queue was so long that I didn’t attempt to wait that day but soon after that time that shop often had a placard up advertising the ice cream for sale and I would buy some on most trips to town.

The raids did not worry me a great deal and being in Kent we sometimes had the opportunity to watch a dog fight in the sky.  We were rather stupid for we stood out in the open to watch these fights and often the guns of both the German and the British fighters were firing and the place would get spattered with machine gun bullets.

Invariably the Jerry would get shot down and the British pilot would put his plane into a Victory Roll.  That is, to turn right over in the sky and when he landed, he would have one more stroke to paint on the side of his plane where the score of Kills was kept.  One of the Doodlebugs landed just inside the village early one afternoon and I joined a host of other people from the nearby houses on a trek to see the wreckage.  The most surprising thing about it was the size of it; the body was almost complete and we were amazed at the smallness of it for it seemed in direct ratio to the damage and misery these things could cause; luckily this particular one had landed in a field and although it had knocked down one of the huge electricity pylons which meant there was no electricity in the village for a long time, no other damage was done.

My uncle was a farmer, but he did not keep any animals except pigs, and a few chickens in the yard were the only other livestock; it was mostly arable land so we had all the fields to wander in and we spent many happy hours with picnics watching the harvest being gathered in that summer.  We often struck lucky too in being given the odd rabbit or pheasant which made a delicious change to bully beef or vegetable stew with a couple of oxo cubes in it trying hard to take the place of stewing beef.

The boys caught butterflies and caterpillars and picked many a bunch of wild flowers that summer for I took them for long walks whenever the weather was fine and we would take our food with us and picnic.

Joe came home for a week’s leave at the end of the summer and it was just grand being together again.  We treasured these odd times when we could spend a few days as a family again for in truth we did not know whether we would ever see each another again.  He got on well with my uncle and my cousin Jimmy who ran the farm with Uncle Wick and we enjoyed the evenings chatting round the fire and tried to forget the war for a while.  He would save all his tobacco ration for my uncle, who found it very difficult to eke out his ration of shag for the required period.  All his sweet ration was religiously saved for the boys.

I missed him dreadfully when he returned to his unit but I led a fairly busy life these days and in the evening I was making my first rag rug, made by cutting up any old woollen clothing into short strips and threading them into a hearthrug sized sack.  I also did a good bit of sewing and knitting.  It was considered a crime to throw away the slightest bit of good material and hints on how to make new things out of worn out ones were a feature of every newspaper and magazine, and indeed it was so difficult for anyone to buy new things that even people like me, who before the war could hardly thread a needle, became skilled in the art of Make Do and Mend, which was one of the slogans chalked up everywhere to goad us on to win the war on the home front.  I learned to accept gifts of small balls of wool left over from knitting large garments and I knitted them into little jerseys for the boys and because there were so many scraps, the finished garments looked like Joseph’s coat of many colours, but they were warm and serviceable, and had the greatest advantage of costing no more than the labour of knitting them.

When Joe had been gone back a couple of months I realized there was to be a third child born to us, and I began to hope for a daughter.  It was strange that I did not feel that three children would be too much to cope with but was quite happy about it for I felt that the war could not possibly go on for much longer and that this baby would be born in a world without bombs and air raids.
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With Paul, John, and Anne
The second front had started in June that year and the news was very often of great progress made by the allied armies.  We listened religiously to the news programme each night and Uncle Wick and I would follow the progress of the troops with a series of little Union Jacks with pins for flagstaffs.  Lots of people kept abreast of the war with the aid of our map and great discussions would rage as to the wisdom or otherwise of the commanders.

The first crossing of the Rhine that summer caused great excitement and the two boys invented a game called Crossing the Rhine which consisted of crossing the living room by a series of little jumps and if they fell it was counted that they had fallen into the water.  It was a wonderful game and I feel sure that as long as they live they will always remember the river Rhine as the first river they had ever heard of.

There was one period when all news from the second front was being withheld for a party of very brave soldiers were trapped trying to capture a bridge at Arnhem and the silence about movement was to try and ensure that the enemy got no clue to their whereabouts from the radio.  It was talked over anxiously each night in the big warm kitchen at Cuxton.

Christmas at Cuxton was a great feast and my two uncles had permission to kill one of their pigs.  The amount of form filling that went on in a farm in these days was prodigious, and for the killing of a pig there were stacks of extra ones.  Both men had to give up a whole half year’s supply of bacon coupons in order to get the right to arrange the killing.  However, all the preliminary details were overcome and soon came the day when he was killed and brought in.  I had cleared the kitchen of all furniture except the big whitewood table and I was very surprised when he completely covered the top of the table.  The fire had been kept well stoked up since early morning as I had been warned that I must have plenty of boiling water ready at the vital moment.  This was required to get the bristles off the skin and there was a ritual of using the exact quantity of boiling water and an equally exact quantity of cold water which had to be added at the right moment to be just right for the job.  It took the men the best part of an hour to clean the carcass and then we cleaned up the kitchen ready for the next part of the operation, which was cutting the entire carcass in half, then each uncle had his own half pig to cut up to his own liking and into the joints he felt best suited his requirements.

We were up most of the night for as soon as the pans of hot water had been used the pan was put on the hot stove again ready for the making of the brawn.  All the choicest bits of the head were used for sausage making and all the bits and scraps were thrown into the pots as they were discarded from the bits put aside for the sausages.  Both the men knew exactly what seasoning was needed for the different mixtures, having performed this ceremony for years, and I just tried to obey orders implicitly, for although I had always heard the stories of the pig killing, I had never had the luck to be present before.

The thing that surprised me most was the terrific amount of meat afforded by one pig and the amount of offal was tremendous.  Every big dish and vessel was in use.  The huge liver and kidney had been meticulously divided and there was suet in great quantity.  The intestine cases were turned inside out and washed and rewashed, and were then ready for the blood and other puddings which could be stored for later use.

The great joints were huge and were a sight to do one’s heart good after the great meat and offal shortage of the previous years.  Everyone worked with a will and after many hours spent packing away the meat and making the sausages, we were ready to make the brawn.  It was a messy business but it all smelt so wonderful that we worked like Trojans and soon every dish and bowl in the house was full of some kind of pork.

After Christmas was over and we had settled down to ordinary rations again after the lovely feeds we had from the pig killing, and pork sausages were something to dream about until next Christmas, I began to have very bad legs.

They were terribly painful and throbbed and ached so much that I scarcely knew how to bear the agony.  The doctor came and to my surprise, diagnosed varicose veins as the cause of the trouble.  I had always imagined that veins giving as much pain as I was suffering would be both large and protruding.

He advised to get measured for elastic stocking and kneecaps.  They gave me great relief from the pain but were most uncomfortable to wear and I let out huge sighs of relief when I took them off.

The doctor was amazed when I told him that I had come to see him on the recommendation of my uncle, for he said he did not know my uncle as one of his patients but only as one of the darts players of the district, and he told me to question Uncle Wick about being one of his patients. Sure enough when I asked him he said that it was his doctor right enough but that he had never had cause to attend his surgery, but he was the doctor that he wanted sent for if ever he was ill and I promised to remember this.

I continued going to this doctor for my ante-natal examinations and it was through him that I got fixed up to go away for my baby to be born in Tunbridge Wells.  Kent certainly had the most wonderful facilities for helping people in my position and it gradually became arranged that the boys would be admitted to a residential nursery to enable me to go away for a week or two for a rest before the arrival of the new baby.

In February, the boys contracted whooping cough and they whooped away by day and by night.  The nights were dreadful for the room was not properly blacked out and I could only have the faintest glimmer in the oil lamp for illumination.  I spent night after night going from one to the other soothing them after these terrible bouts of coughing and I got very tired and my legs protested more and more with so little rest.

The whoops died away gradually and both boys began to pick up slowly when an epidemic of measles hit the village.  Paul being so low in resistance was one of the first to succumb. He was very ill and the doctor came often to see him, the rash had made his skin irritable and the only way I could help was to bathe his hot little body with vinegar and water which gave him some relief.  He was always thirsty and I don’t know what I would have done without the government issue of orange for he would drink this well sweetened with sugar when he was unable to eat.

Paul had been ill for about a week but John was still in the best of spirits although still very thin from the long spell of whooping cough.  He was very lively, in fact much too lively for me to cope with, and he kept me on the trot during all his waking hours.I undressed him that night and after he had been washed, I sat him in the armchair by the fire to drink his milk and the heat must have brought out the measles rash for by the time I got him to bed he was covered from the top of his head down to his very tiny small toe.  He was not in the least ill, and in the next few days my greatest precautions were not able to keep him in bed.  The little wretch spent every moment of the day trying to get out to see Uncle Wick. He escaped from the darkened room countless times and Uncle Wick would laugh both at John and at my concern, and give him titbits which only encouraged him; they were every bit as bad as each other.  It was all very well at the time but in a few months it was apparent that although he had not been bodily ill with measles, it had taken a terrible toll, for his sight suffered and has been poor ever since.

Paul gradually regained his strength and we were all looking forward now to the end of hostilities and for the day when the men would be home for good.





          

      

      

    

  

    
      
          
            
  
Growing up in peacetime

There were no more raids now, and I hoped that my third baby would be born in peacetime.  One morning in early April we thought the war was over, for the flags were flying from houses all up the village street and there were groups of chattering people everywhere. “Is it over?” I asked and was very soon told that the war had not ended yet but that one of the young men of the village who had spent over four years as a prisoner of war had been released from one of the German Prisoner of War camps by the advancing Allies and was nearing home now. His mother was weeping as she led the rest of his family with several of the parish council members round to the station to welcome home the first of the returning prisoners.  It was a wonderful homecoming for him but there was a pathos about it that brought a lump to the throat for although he had gone away a strong young eager soldier, he came back thin from years of near starvation and prematurely old.

Peace came to our land in early May and there were great celebrations in the village.  A bonfire was lit that evening and an effigy of Hitler was burned to the sound of great cheers.  A grand open air party was held for the children and our boys were invited and very proud to sit with the bigger boys at tea.

The day after the party was the day arranged for me to take the boys to Greenhithe, the residential nursery where they were to stay until after the baby was born. I went down to Tunbridge to a very nice village called Langton Green, to await my baby while resting in the wonderful May sunshine in the gardens. We, the other mothers and myself, stayed in a lovely house called  “Pavies”. The owner, who with his wife looked after us, had a lovely garden in which he grew fruit (lots of it) on espalier trees and he proudly showed them to us. When the time came for us to be confined we moved to another larger house, now a wartime maternity home called “Northfields”, where our first lovely daughter Anne was born. A couple of weeks later I collected the boys from Greenhithe and took them (all three) to Leytonstone to start life without bombs and gunfire, in our own home.

Joe was demobbed in 1946 in time for our second daughter Margaret to be born, and arranged to come to the Salvation Army Hospital in Clapton in East London to collect us - it was almost Christmas. Before he came on the morning I was due to leave I had a very moving experience. The Salvationist Nursing Sister almost danced into the ward with two of the Salvation Army nurses and announced that baby Margaret was going home today and we must have a little thanksgiving for her. She lifted Margaret, (already in a pretty gown) and on her open hands lifted her up and offered her to God. They all three sang a lovely prayer and then thanked God for this lovely baby and Margaretﾕs joyful young mother, now well again after her travail. Then they prayed for all of us as a family. It was just wonderful! Joe came and we phoned for a taxi but like all other luxuries they were hard to come by and we were not successful and we had to come home by bus. I was so thankful Joe was there to help me. It meant a change of buses at “Bakers Arms” and a fair walk after we got off the bus. A cold homecoming in a snowstorm for a tiny baby.

Joe started back to work at his old firm “John Wright” after Christmas and the firm was just entering a very busy period rebuilding the business after loss of wartime contracts. He was working overtime as often as possible in order to have enough money for living expenses and to make things easier for me. Washing machines were being advertised and had certainly come into our future plans.
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Something interesting over there?
After Margaret was born it seemed to take me quite a long time to get back to normal.  I was always very tired for there was always a great deal to do and not enough time for me to rest as I should.  The overtime meant that Joe was not home early enough to help me with the children’s bath time, and the task of getting them all to bed was no easy one. Once they were tucked up there was a great shambles in the kitchen to be cleared up: piles of small, dirty clothes and the bath water and then the general tidying up of the room.

When Joe came in from work we would always go up to see them in bed and often they were fast asleep.  Beautifully clean, with a soft flush on their faces and fast asleep, they looked angelic and made me feel a bit of a monster that I had scolded them during the day.  We would watch them for a few minutes and then go down for our evening meal and a little chat over the happenings of the day and it was very nice to have a little while alone without the children around.

Paul started to go to school after Christmas that year and looking back afterwards I realized that it was a rather foolish thing to do, to start him then instead of waiting until the Spring, but the thing that decided me was that he was so eager to learn and anxious to go to school.   It proved quite a task this going to school in the mornings, for I had to take all four children out with me. There was no one with whom I could leave them, and in order for him to arrive at nine o’clock, we had to leave the house at about twenty five to nine. It was never any trouble to get the children up, for they were always out of bed and running about long before I was ready for them and able to drag myself from the cosy comfort of my warm bed.

We would have our breakfast in the warm kitchen and I would wash them in there too and get them ready to face the bitter cold outside.  I would wrap the baby and Anne up warmly and tuck them in together under the hood of the pram and John would ride on the handle end. Paul, the big schoolboy of almost five years old, would run alongside with his small satchel, containing a snack or sandwich for break time, bouncing on his hip. He was an intelligent little boy but he was very shy and found it quite difficult to get friendly with the other children, but he got great satisfaction from taking some small treasure or novelty to school with him and would carry them backwards and forwards with him every day.

We would leave him at school and then do the shopping for the day; things were still rationed, and the buying of meals required a good deal of thought. We usually ended up with something that I could casserole, for it meant that I would put the oven on and bake the whole dinner in it and having the gas alight in the oven would warm the scullery. Then the children could run from one room to the other and play in both rooms, for the weather was usually too cold to let them go out into the garden - it was to be the worst winter in living memory and had started off with the odd snow storm in November.  They could have plenty of fun together with their toys and John and Anne got on very well together and enjoyed the toys that Joe had made for them.  There had been no toys in the shops for some years now, but Joe had made them a few pull-along toys and some building blocks, and I had made them several woolly balls with the oddments of wool.  These they delighted to throw at each other and would shriek happily if they scored a goal, which meant that they had managed to throw the ball straight enough to hit the other one with it. I played with the children indoors a good deal, for we did not stay out longer than we needed to for those few months, and they both learnt to scribble with a pencil and paper and spent many happy hours with a few crayons and an odd roll of lining paper.

Coal was terribly scarce at this time and it meant that I could only have a very small fire. The rest of the house seemed to be perishingly cold and I wore a coat nearly all the time in the house for I felt the cold badly.  There were mountains of dirty clothes to be laundered each day with two babies in napkins and John at the stage when the coal scuttle seemed to have a magnetic attraction for him. I did all this washing in a small galvanised bath tub, in which the children were also bathed. Joe had made a stand for me to bring the tub to the right height in order that I should not have to stoop too much.  During that winter I was often glad to get my hands into the tub full of suds in order to warm them up, for the cold was dreadful and there was always the haunting fear of being unable to eke out the coal for the required time. If one used up the ration too quickly there was no help for you, for there was no black market for coal that I had ever heard of, and no way of supplementing the ration except the odd bag of logs that were sometimes sold round the doors, but these burned far too quickly and never seemed good value for money.

I would collect the shopping after taking Paul to school and then we would go home and have a hot drink and the children would play whilst I prepared the dinner.  We had a hot meal each day and I would save some of the casserole for Joe and a small dinner for Paul when he came home from school. There were plenty of vegetables and, although it was severely rationed, I always had enough meat; for I had six rations of meat and none of us were, or for that matter even now are, not big meat eaters but we all like plenty of good gravy and nicely cooked vegetables.  Fruit was scarce that year and was expensive both in points and cash.  Tinned fruit was a luxury very hard to come by and seldom seen in the shops.

With a young family like ours, there were some very great advantages, and the best one of all was that we always had lots of milk, usually about five pints a day and I’m sure that some of my neighbours felt at times that the milkman and me were more than just good friends for they were very envious of my supplies.  It meant that we always had a very big milk pudding for dinner and enough left over for hot drinks all round at night and still leave all that the babies needed.
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A mischevious lot
Another great help was the free issue of orange juice and cod liver oil, lots of mothers did not even bother to collect these vitamins for their children but ours had always been given the full dose of oil each day and did not blink an eyelid as I poured it down their throats from the spoon.  They always had this given when they were in the tub at night and there was no danger then of it getting on their clothes for I knew from what I had heard from other women how hard it was to remove from clothing for the smell would linger for weeks.

The children all loved the orange juice and had the full allowance.  John was quite big by this time but he loved me to pour his juice into an empty orange juice bottle and put on the screw cap and then equip him with a straw and then he would go and sit on the stairs and settle himself comfortably, unscrew the cap and insert the straw and drink noisily till it was all gone.

Anne could manage hers quite easily from an orange juice bottle with a teat on the end which left me free to do my chores and to see to the baby.  We thought the snow would never go; we began to get worried about the coal situation and with our four young children we dare not let the fire out for one or other of us often had to rise in the wee small hours for a drink or a feed for one of the four and the only solution was to stick rigidly to the one small room and keep that really warm day and night and not bother about the rest of the house.

I suffered a great deal that winter for my legs seemed to ache permanently and it was even difficult for me to get to sleep in spite of my great weariness for the whole of my legs from feet to thighs seemed to throb.  We discovered several years later that this was due to the stone floor of the scullery which was only covered with a thin, cheap floor-covering which did not give enough protection to my lower limbs from the intense cold rising from the floor, and in consequence I was very crabby during that winter.  This in turn made me very upset for I had looked forward so much to Joe’s coming home to us again and now he was here with us I was a bag of misery at times.

Joe was having his troubles too; it was a time of great readjustment, and the real trouble lay in the fact that we were not prepared for it and were unable to cope.  We had not realised that things in peace time could be just as difficult even though they were not so dangerous. We had waited so long for the men to come home from the forces and had looked forward to it as a time when our troubles would be over; things were harder than we knew.

Joe had spent the last year of his army life with the army of occupation in Germany and we had both been overjoyed when we knew that he would probably be home for the birth of the new baby. The army was pretty generous in the demob outfit given to the men on their return to civilian life and they gave Joe a sports jacket and flannels and a hat and rain coat, and his old army uniform to finish out round the garden. On the whole, apart from our separation, he had enjoyed his time in the army and it had been quite interesting once the war was over, watching at first hand how that part of Europe reacted to the peace after six years of war.

There was a great deal of hardship to be suffered by the civilian population of all the countries that had participated in the war, but since most of the fighting had taken place in France and the surrounding countries, the people there had the task of rebuilding their towns and cities and of course, vanquished Germany had the greatest rebuilding task of all for many of her capitol cities had been razed to the ground by the perpetual heavy bombing which had been the means of establishing an allied victory.

All these countries had the formidable task of forming governments that would be able to deal adequately with the transition from war to peace and to start paying for the dreadful wastage of the last six years.  It involved so many things; there were the hundreds of war wounded ex-servicemen and civilians in every land to be brought back to some measure of health and usefulness again.  It had always been the intention of the authorities and everyone concerned that these people who had lost their health in service to the country would have a better deal than the returned heroes of World War I.  The years that followed proved that there was no special provision in society beyond the fact that each firm had to have as part of the established staff on the payroll something like 2% disabled people.  In this way a few of them were absorbed into industry, but the vast majority had their mean little pension and had to manage on it as best they could.

When the men came home in England the food shortage was felt more acutely, for there was no doubt that the men in the services were much better fed than the civilian population and the men brought their huge appetites with them home to a ration book that allowed him a few ounces of meat, one ounce of bacon and one egg a week.  Cheese and fat, too, were doled out in ounces and the men found it hard to believe that the small packet that came from the trip to the grocer each week had to last the household for the next seven days.  It was a wearisome business trying to eke out the rations, for a man doing much more work than he had done at any time in the last eighteen months felt he was entitled to a good meal when he got home at night.  What he actually got was a stew made entirely of vegetables and although most people will agree that vegetables are good and nourishing, they taste a whole lot better if they have a pound of good steak stewed along with them.

Bread was heavily rationed and the men seemed to find this a great hardship.  What we had was darker in colour than that which we bought pre-war but we were thankful to have it, light or dark.  There never seemed enough for sandwiches, for it was difficult, too, to find a suitable filling for them; there was very seldom anything tasty to spare and when they were made the filling was usually onions, chopped raw, or meat paste or sauce and they were very uninteresting, for they were always spread with margarine.

All the women found it difficult; it had been bad enough when there were only themselves and the children to feed, but now the men were home it was grim.

Men found their work hard and very exacting and life much more restricting than before; in the Army when their period of duty was finished they were free to go walking or to visit their friends and stroll along to the nearest N.A.A.FI, or perhaps go to one of the very good lectures arranged by the services to help the men to return to civvy street. Now at home, he had to do a full day’s work which had to be started punctually and then when the day was over and he was back at home, there were the children to be played with or perhaps punished for misdeeds committed during the day or perhaps even just to help them with their homework.
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Coronation party 1953
The houses were in a dreadful state and ours was no exception; there were no windows in most of the rooms and there were still bits of blackout paper adorning them and now repairs were the order of the day.  This would not have been too bad, but materials for repairs were expensive and in very short supply.

Most of the jobs had to be done temporarily and often with the wrong things, for instance there was no proper window glass and the kind one could get was partly opaque and one could not see out through the window even when the glass had been put in.  It did let God’s light into the house once more though, and once that was accomplished the place began to look more bright and cheerful.  It certainly improved the appearance of the houses once the windows were put in, for as soon as the glass was back all the women managed to beg, borrow or steal some curtains and the place began to look more homely.

Gangs of repair men were touring London doing first aid repair to the houses and gradually the ceilings were put up again in the bedrooms and they could once more be used for sleeping purposes and life began to be much more normal and orderly.

Mr and Mrs White came to live in the house next door when Mr Phillips left; for after the old lady died he was free to marry.  Although he was by then about fifty years of age, he married a widow of his own age and went to live in her home.

We were very happy to have the Whites as neighbours and their son Richard was about the same age as Anne and Margaret and went to the Sacristy School with them.  They played well together although sometimes one of the trio would upset the other two and the fur would fly for a while and we would hear passionate avowals that he or she would never play with the others again but the moment the next thing of interest came up they would be as thick as thieves again.

Anne made her First Holy Communion with Richard and about forty other children.  We had to take them to eight o’clock Mass and they all had to assemble a quarter of an hour before time in order that the nuns could do any last minute titivating that seemed necessary.

I think everyone looked forward to First Communion days.  The children had been getting prepared for months beforehand learning their catechism and we were all word perfect by the great day.  We had catechism questions for breakfast, dinner and tea in the week preceding the great event and I was busy making Anne her pretty white dress and she wore my wedding veil.  It was disappointing when we woke up to find that it was pouring with rain and we had a great chase round finding Wellington boots and macs for everyone.  We managed to get a bus down but we were all very wet.

On these First Communion days it was the practice that the Cannon was invited to breakfast in the Convent with all the children and all the parents and other children stood around and drank cups of tea while the children ate the wonderful breakfast provided.
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Holy Communion days
The heavy rain spoiled things for them a bit, for instead of being able to go out to play in the playground afterwards, they had to play in the hall and the photographs could not be taken.  We managed to get a few taken later on in the day after their return home, though, as a keepsake of the day.

There was always a procession in the afternoon and we all trooped back to church at four o’clock but the procession had to be held in the church and it marred a little the pretty picture the little girls in their dresses and veils usually made as they strewed rose petals in the path of the Blessed Sacrament but still they looked very sweet with their decorated baskets strewing their flowers in the aisles of the church.
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Holy Communion days
Margaret walked in the procession that afternoon for the first time with the other little girls behind the first communicants and the boys followed with all the other older boys as old hands.

The boys didn’t mind going to the procession if they were taking an active part but it was usually quite difficult to get them to leave their books to walk in a procession which only made them hot and tired.  The rewarding factor was the party tea we always had on these occasions and which I generally left nearly ready when we set out and I only had to brew up when I came in and we could sit down and enjoy it all.

Now Anne was old enough to join the Brownies and had been looking forward for a long time for the Brown Owl to let us know that there was a vacancy for her.  She went with another little girl from further up the road.  June was a little older than Anne and had been a Brownie for about a year and she had the job of initiating Anne into the small tasks set for a new Brownie.  After attending for a few weeks we were asked if we would buy her a uniform and we undertook to go to the guideshop in Buckingham Palace Road the very next Saturday and buy the required dress and tie and belt.  Margaret was absolutely thrilled with all this and fingered all the different parts of the uniform, and one could only see that in her small mind there was a growing desire to be a fellow Brownie and have just such a uniform for herself.  She was not in any way jealous of Anne but admired everything to do with this wonderful pack of little girls and when Anne came out after meeting she would go up to bed and Margaret would be waiting for her to get into bed and then Anne would tell her everything that happened at the meeting and of the things to be learned by the next meeting.

Each Brownie had to be able to catch a ball that was thrown to them six times in succession and they spent many happy hours after school trying to throw and to catch a ball.  Another task to be learned was how to hop in the shape of a figure eight and the two of them would hop about until they were breathless but it was quite a few weeks before Anne could manage it without putting her other foot down. I took Margaret with me to see Anne being given the badges which enrolled her as a member of a six and she watched the proceedings very carefully and Anne became a very proud member of the Imps.

It was just over a year before Margaret was able to join and even then she was younger than the required age but Brown Owl thought she had waited long enough and Anne was very proud to take her young sister along with her and to have her to chat to on the way there and back.
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A uniform quartet
Anne got ill with appendicitis when she was eight and we had a very anxious ten days whilst she was in hospital and for quite a long time afterwards for after making quite a quick recovery she had a relapse and had to spend a couple of weeks in bed.

The Doctor was calling to see her for a couple of days and when he thought that she was well on the way to recovery again told me to keep her in bed for another day or two and then get her up gradually but not to omit to call him if I was at all worried.  He had no sooner stopped calling than poor Anne began to get very listless and did not want to eat anything.  I waited for a week for an improvement but began to worry for I felt she had begun to lose ground rapidly.  I sent for the Doctor and he was very concerned at her for all she was doing by this time was lying quite still in the bed with no interest in anything at all.

He gave me some tablets for her and somehow or other I misunderstood the instructions for giving them to her and gave her twice as many as I should.  Joe and I spent a very worried night over her for I felt that if she lost any more strength she would be critically ill.  We went to bed late after looking in at her sleeping peacefully and were astonished to be wakened soon after dawn by Anne calling loudly for the scissors and the scraps that she was cutting ready for pasting into an album before she had become ill.  I hurried into my dressing gown and ran into her room and there she was, sitting up in bed, looking completely recovered and demanding something to eat as she was feeling very hungry.

I was more than happy to oblige but sure that Anne could not have regained her health and strength so quickly after being given an overdose of medicine, but when the doctor called, he advised careful nursing for the next few days and if the improvement continued to get her up gradually, but not to bother her with school for a week or two.

She was soon up and back on her feet again and back to school with the little band of smaller children she took to school with her.  They always walked all the way there as Anne did not feel able to get them all on and off the bus satisfactorily but as they chatted and skipped along in a little bunch, the journey never seemed too much for them although it is about two and a half miles to St. Mary’s School.  They were all given money for the bus fares but, as they walked there and back, on the way home there was always the added joy of going into the small tuck shop near the school to have a wonderful few minutes choosing the sweets they thought best value for their pennies to eat on the way home.

Anne was a great favourite with the staff at St. Mary’s for she was a good little girl and could be relied upon to look after the younger ones.  She was a very hard worker, determined and an avid reader.  When she was only about ten years old herself, she had a small class of children who were finding difficulty in learning to read, whom she helped in the lunch hour.

It seemed no time at all before it was Anne in the throes of scholarship preparation in the top class and doing homework every night.  The boys were derisive of her efforts and teased her unmercifully.  She and Margaret had a family of dolls which were looked after with great care and bathed and powdered, dressed and undressed and altogether greatly fussed over, they had a doll sized drop-side cot and the dolls were all put to bed at night and thoroughly tucked up and the cot left close beside their bed.  The trick the boys used to love playing the most on the girls was a very wicked one and caused many floods of tears.  They would creep out of bed early before the girls were awake and go into their bedroom to the cot and whip out a couple of the dolls and then bring them down to the kitchen, tie a string round their necks and hang them using the back of the kitchen chair as the gallows.

The girls’ wails, when they discovered the tragedy, coupled with the fiendish laughter of the boys, made a great row and took a great deal of quietening.

There were all sorts of intelligence tests in the scholarship examination homework and they were in the form of puzzles which had to be worked out on sight, and it was amazing how cute they were at solving them.  The boys, in spite of all the teasing, were a tremendous help to Anne, and she got as quick as the boys at solving this type of test by working hard in order to hold her own with them and all the time and talk that was spent on these puzzles was a tremendous help to Margaret when her turn came a year or so later.





          

      

      

    

  

    
      
          
            
  
Domestic struggles

It was during this time of great preparation that we all had a very bad shock.   Joe went out to the library one Saturday evening and John was attending a party at scouts, and Paul and myself were at home with the girls, who had just gone up to bed, when a policeman called at the door to tell us that Joe had met with an accident and had been taken to Whipps Cross Hospital.

He advised me to telephone the hospital and when I got through they told me no more than that he was to be admitted to the wards and to call as soon as possible.  I went home and told Paul and, putting him in charge of the girls, I set off for the hospital.

When I get there, Joe was lying in a reception room in casualty, he looked pale and one ear seemed to be bleeding profusely and there was blood on his nose which had evidently been bleeding and had now stopped.  He spoke to me and told me that he had fallen off a bus and complained of his shoulder being hurt.  I fully expected that they would do something to stop his ear bleeding and let him return home with me.

The sister called me into the office and began to speak in a very serious manner; she told me that he had received a very bad blow on the head and it was not at all certain that he would live through the night.  I was very badly shocked and felt the strength go out of my legs and was glad to sink down on to a nearby chair.  She said that they were going to take him down to a ward now and I should go out to him and smile and not on any account to let him know that I was worried.  She handed me some visiting cards which she told me would admit me or any member of the family by day or by night while he was so dangerously ill.  She might just as well have handed me a bomb to put in my pocket, I felt so reluctant to rise and go to him.  She came round and patted me on the shoulder and told me to have courage and to pray hard and I would find a way to cope with this terrible blow that had befallen us.  I went out and they had Joe on a trolley going down to the ward and I went with him holding a small vessel to his ear to catch the blood that was still running from his ear.

They put him into a bed and I went in to see him before going home.  He lay very still but still able to speak to me.  I phoned several times during the night and although Paul was quite young, he insisted on coming to the phone box with me every time that I went.  I went back to the hospital at daylight but I only looked in at him, he was lying very still and the nurse said that he had been given a sedative and would be like that for some time.

We went to the hospital for the normal visiting hours on the Sunday afternoon and Joe’s sister came with me to see the doctor who was in charge of Joe’s case, and the ward sister.  They told us that, as a result of the X-ray they had taken, they now knew that Joe had hurt himself very seriously and had a compound fracture of the skull and there was some damage in the region of the brain.

There was no treatment really beyond rest and quiet and all depended on how still and quiet he could lie and the surgeon said that he would only operate if it became urgently necessary.  Mary talked to him about surgeons she knew and asked to be informed immediately if an operation was to be performed and the doctor said he would let her know at once.

It was very strange that throughout all this time I had never felt that Joe would die but at the same time was terribly worried that my instinct would prove wrong; all the while the war was on and he was away, I had always felt that if he was injured or killed I would immediately know that something was wrong before I knew through the usual sources and I felt that I would somehow have known if the end was near, but I had felt from the second day that he would be spared to us.  Although the visiting cards we had were to admit anyone at any time, the doctor said that it was wisest that no one but ourselves came to see Joe and that even we were not to talk to him very much and he was not to be told of any home worries, he was to be told only what he asked about and we were to try not to make him have to think.  He told Joe himself this, too, and we are sure that it was because he followed these instructions carefully that he made such a good recovery.

We visited regularly and, although Joe was never given a pillow or allowed to sit up, we could see that there was a steady improvement and after five weeks he was allowed home.  He was pretty shaky for a few days but he pottered about at home and soon regained his strength and soon the only thing noticeably different about him was that he had gone quite grey during his spell in the hospital.

We were both very fed up with the house; and we decided to think of how we could improve the situation.  One course open to us was to see if we could purchase the house we were in at sitting tenant price and then make some improvements in it; the other course was to buy another house which already had a bathroom and larger rooms than those we had at present.

We were getting really desperate for room; the boys were so big and with every term that passed it seemed they collected more possessions.  There were model aircraft which hung from the ceiling of their room by nylon threads, cricket gear generally thrown on the floor for want of a better place, footballs and the odd football bladder awaiting repair.  Leather thongs for the footballs hung on the drawer handles, rugger boots and then for the better weather there were their frogmen’s flipper feet and goggles, which always seemed too awkward to keep in drawers, and books.  Books were there, too, in every shape and size: fat books and thin books, paper backs and poetry books all had their place on every shelf and in every corner, ready to be picked up for the odd half hour, for the boys were both avid readers.
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The daily tussle
The girls, too, were collecting at the most alarming rate; dolls in their case: Two dolls’ prams and a very large and dilapidated dolls’ house, which had to be refurbished every now and again, the odd teasets and cooker equipment for toy kitchens, building bricks and a whole conglomeration of oddments, such as bats and balls and a whole trunkful of clothes for the never tired of game of dressing up.

This was all very well, but it became gradually impossible to keep the house reasonably tidy.  When folks called, it was a job to find a chair that could be quickly cleared for the visitors to sit down.

Then came the day that decided us that we must take immediate action; it was the day Bill Smith called. Bill was an army pal of Joe’s and we had not heard from him apart from the odd Christmas card since war days, and he chose to call on a foggy Sunday evening about six o’clock. It had been a dreadful day and the children had been cooped up all day long.  We had played with them and read to them until we were both tired and it was nearing the children’s bedtime.  I got the bath ready and it took a very short time to have them all in and out of the tub and then, beautifully clean, into their night clothes and headed off up the stairs to bed.

At last they were all tucked up and I was coming down the stairs to join Joe in the great clearing-up operation when I heard the knock on the door and standing on the doorstep in the dour gloom of a foggy Sunday evening stood Bill with his very smart wife and ten year old son.

To say we were glad to see them would be an outright lie, for we had economised that day in coal by not lighting the fire in the sitting room and the only warm room was the very untidy kitchen.  However, we soon lit the other fire and sat down to chat and when things got going a little I left them to it and went quickly round having a tidy up and made a nice cup of tea.

It was a pity we were caught out like this because they were really very nice people and at almost any other time would have been more than welcome.  The boy went upstairs and found our two boys in their room and it was not long before there were sounds of a great battle going on upstairs with all five shrieking and laughing.  We turned a deaf ear to all this and decided that there was very little harm they could do for they were all sounding as though they had never enjoyed themselves so much before.

I brought in the tea and we four grown-ups sat and talked for a while and then they decided that it was time they moved on for they had a train to catch.  They called their boy to come down and get his coat on and we all got a terrible shock, when he appeared, for his beautiful Sunday suit was covered all over with feathers and fluff.

He tried to explain it away, “We had a pillow fight and one of the pillows burst all over me.” It certainly looked like it.  His mother was upset and not a little angry so we set to, brushing and shaking his clothes.  Of course, this not being our day at all, the hoover was out of action and there was no help from that source.  By the time we had brushed him down, we all had bits of fluff and feathers adhering to us.
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Playtime in the snow
Our troubles were not yet over; before leaving, they all needed to spend a penny.  Mrs. Smith went first, followed by the boy and then Bill went out.

We had a shilling in the slot meter for electricity at this time.  We had applied to change it over to quarterly payments, but there was a long waiting list for meters and our turn had not come yet.  Of course, this was the moment when the shilling ran out; our last shilling, too.  There was a frantic dash for a candle and a great panic to find my purse or one of Joe’s pockets which might hold a shilling.

No luck; every other kind of coin but a shilling.  Meanwhile, poor Bill was in the closet outside, and he had been pitched into sudden darkness.  He waited a moment to see if the light went on but of course it did no such thing and, thinking that it was a faulty bulb, he put up his hand to try the bulb and must have touched a live wire for we heard a sudden yell from him.

His wife had meanwhile found a shilling which we thankfully borrowed and Joe rushed it to the meter to restore the light and our sanity. Joe let a more than bewildered Bill out of the toilet and it did not take them very long to bid us goodbye.  I’m afraid we have never seen them since for we did not somehow think that they would think kindly of an invitation so we have never bothered to issue one.

The lack of a bathroom and indoor toilet was the thing that worried us most, for in the mornings, everyone needed to wash in the sink and there was a good deal of washing up that had to be done, too, in the one sink for, with six of us for breakfast, there were lots of dishes. We had half the scullery partitioned off to make a private place for bathing but that did not cut out the need for queuing at the sink for things like tooth cleaning and hair washing and other jobs requiring running water.

Besides this, all the water had to be carried into the bathroom in order to fill the gas copper kept in there for the purpose of heating the water for the tub. The tub had to be carried in; it was kept hanging on the wall outside the back door and it was the boys’ job to carry it in whenever anyone required a bath.  I don’t know if you have heard the sound of a big tin bath being carried in by two mischievous boys; it always sounded to me like, “The Brohans are having a bath, boom, boom, boom”, and I always imagined the neighbours as saying, “Oh, the Brohans had another bath today,” and it was very apparent to everyone how often or how little we bathed.

So we decided that we would see a couple of estate agents.   We carefully explained that we needed a fair sized house with a garden and we were given the keys of several houses to view.  My mother decided that if we could get one with one extra room to our requirements she would like to come and live with us, but in her own bedsitting room where she could cook and clean and keep house for herself.  With this in mind, we arranged to look at even larger houses than we first had in mind.

When we saw these big houses they really appalled us for, although we knew it would be wonderful to have such large rooms and so many of them, Joe and I began to have nightmares when we thought the rest of our lives would have to be spent standing on a step ladder with either a roll of wallpaper or a paintbrush in our hands, for the decor of all the houses we saw left much to be desired.  Every one needed not only decorating, but structural repairs of an urgent nature.

One particular house in Wallwood Road held our attention for several weeks.  We had the keys several times from the agent and we had all been to look at it together and separately.  The decision had to be made and to this end we made a corporate viewing to get everyone’s reaction.  We trooped around the big empty rooms and the children laid claim to the particular rooms they fancied would best suit them.

Joe and myself were apportioned the biggest bedroom I had ever seen in my whole life; it had no less than four windows and took up the whole front upper portion of the house.  The floor area was simply enormous and I think was the deciding factor which brought us to our senses.

Nevertheless, we went into each room systematically and took note of its proportions and thought what use it could be put in order to serve our best interests.  We measured windows and floors all over the house but when we came to measure the passages, they were so long that we laughingly said that as they were so long, the boys could use them as cricket pitches and left it at that.

After going all round for the forty-fifth time we went down to the cellar and as we had never been right to the extreme ends of this cold dungeon before, we were surprised to hear running water and after tracing the sound thought it looked surprisingly like a spring.  Joe immediately went outside to see if he could find anything to account for it and happened to see the man who lived next door working in his garden.  Joe asked him if he could throw any light on what appeared to be a natural spring in the cellar of the house we were seriously thinking of buying.

To Joe’s surprise the man said, “Yes, that’s right. It is a natural spring; we all have them in the cellars of these houses and they do tend to make the house a bit damp and cold.  The springs flow directly into the underground Fillebrook.”

We closed the house after this shock and went home, sent the children out to play and made our final decision in about two minutes flat; stay put for a while.

We looked at other houses afterwards, but we had really had our fill and we both knew in our hearts that it would be jumping from the frying pan into the fire to tie ourselves down to a big mortgage repayment when our daily requirements were growing daily more expensive.

We made enquiries of our landlord about the possibility of purchasing the house we were living in and after a few weeks he told us that the owner was willing to sell and the purchase price was £400.  Joe felt sure that he could make it into a suitable house for our quickly growing family and so we entered into negotiations and after a few months of anxiety and loss of sleep, because of a crafty solicitor that we had the ill luck to entrust with the conveyancing of the house, we became the proud owners of a semi-detached cottage with a very long garden.





          

      

      

    

  

    
      
          
            
  
Older and bigger

The boys started at the St. Ignatius College together in the September of 1954.  John had managed to get through his 11-plus exam and after an interview with the headmaster was accepted and given a place straight away.

Paul, on the other hand, had to go a very long way around to achieve the same result simply because he had the misfortune to have chicken pox on the date fixed for him to sit his 11-plus exam, coupled with the fact that Joe and myself knew very little at that time of the possible consequences of failing this exam and because of our ignorance had given him very little help with his school work and had not given him the encouragement that we would have done had we been wiser.

As soon as the results were made known people began to commiserate  with us and we went to his head teacher who told us that it was a great pity that he had failed this important exam as the consequences were that he would now be denied a Grammar school education and that in its turn meant that he would be unprepared to take the General Certificate of Education at sixteen years of age.

With this knowledge we started to enquire about the prospects of taking this exam again at the age of thirteen.  It was established gradually and after much diligent enquiry that if he did well in his work for the next two years, he would be eligible to try again.

He was attending a secondary modern school now and had settled down well and was beginning to show a marked aptitude for science. There was a master there who was dedicated to teaching science and Paul and himself got on wonderfully well together.  Funnily enough, now that this teacher was showing an interest in Paul, all his other subjects began to improve rapidly and in his second year at the school he came top of his class.

This master was quite willing to spend time explaining to Paul why such and such a thing would happen, or why things worked as they did or reacted in a certain way when different chemicals were brought together and he soon found out that Paul was capable of figuring things out for himself as well.  He showed Paul how to do many of the experiments which he did in the small laboratory that Joe and he had built in the garden.

He spent many happy hours out there and every penny of his pocket money for several years was spent on different chemicals and chemistry equipment.  He used to go to a special shop for these ingredients and Joe had to sign an undertaking for the chemist, that we knew the possible danger of the chemicals with which he was being supplied and took responsibility for him having them.

He was very conscientious and we knew that he would not allow anyone he could not trust completely into his small lab.

He learned to make hydrogen and spent lots of summer Saturday afternoons filling polythene bags with it and after securing the neck of the bag would tie on a label directing the finder to kindly return the label stating where it was found.  I don’t think he ever had the luck to have one returned but the possibilities were great fun and perfectly harmless.

He built a centrifuge from an old gramophone motor and was able to carry some experiments a stage further.  He made chemical gardens in large glass jars which were quite fascinating and of course there were sundry explosions.  One day he made a mixture which exploded in his face and eyes and we were sure that he had blinded himself.  We went into action with boracic crystal solution while we decided on the best thing to do.

We felt the very best place to take him would be Moorfields Eye Hospital.  Joe kept up the bathing whilst I got my coat and hat on and we went off to the station armed with cotton wool and lotion and a kidney basin.  I bathed his eyes all the way there in the train and I’m sure the other people travelling wondered what on earth we were doing but I didn’t care.  We went into the casualty department and they took up where I left off and bathed his eyes continually for about an hour with boracic crystal solution, the same as we had used, and when the doctor examined his eyes before they were bandaged he said we had hit on the perfect thing to do in such an emergency.

He had one eye heavily bandaged for about a week and then he was quite OK but he was very cautious afterwards and always wore goggles for this type of experiment.

We had one very good laugh from his experiments; John was in a scout play and they wanted to open the show with a bang. So, knowing Paul’s love of explosions, gave him the task of somehow making a bang which could be set off at the appropriate moment for the three nights the show was to run. Paul knew the answer; he wrapped up a few grains of explosive in a small parcel of tinfoil which had to be hit with a hammer at the right moment.  We had several demonstrations at home and the explosion was a great success every time.

On the night of the show, we were in the audience and John had given instructions to a very small scout that when all was ready, all he had to do was to go out front and hit the small tin foil parcel hard with his hammer and the bang which resulted would start the show.

He completely omitted to tell the scout that it was an explosive and that Paul had made a slightly larger parcel than before to ensure a good result on this, the great night.  The little scout was very happy to be in the position of opening the show and in his excitement hit the parcel with much more force than was really necessary and the resultant terrific BANG shocked him so much that he had to be carried off stage.  Everyone but us thought it was part of the show and screamed with laughter.  Luckily the boy quickly recovered and he was able to take his part in the production.

John was in the scouts for some years, going up from the cub pack at eleven years and he spent lots of happy evenings with them.  He loved camping and they often held weekend camps at Debden which is only a few miles away.  There is a big camping site there for scouts and cubs and other youth groups. When he first started to go to these camps he saved up his pocket money, which he earned by working for a greengrocer on a Saturday, and bought himself a very big rucksack.

He was a thin little boy and when all the essentials for the weekend camp were put into this full size rucksack it was only half full, for he did not require very much for a one night stay.  He thought it was infra dig to go with a half empty rucksack and would roam round the house, looking for extra things to take until the bag was packed to bulging point.  It was comical to see him go off when he considered the pack full enough, for it was much too heavy for him but he would have been deeply offended at any offer of help.  He had to keep his head and shoulders strained forward for if he had stood up straight he would have been pulled over backwards with the weight.

When the boys got to the college in September, they were put into different classes and they quickly settled down.  Both got their full share of the Jesuit tollys and their hands were often sore from punishment.  They started to play rugger as soon as they joined the school and John was forever in the wars after the matches.  He seemed to hurt a different part of himself every week and would either be limping badly or have a stiff back or head, but he loved it.  Paul wasn’t so happy with sports but settled down to his studies fairly well.
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St Ignatius Rugger team
I shall never forget the first occasion on which I actually saw the college. I had gone to purchase some articles of uniform and I had always imagined the college to be a spacious building, surrounded by lawns and playing fields.  I had often been told that it was situated next to a large church, with twin towers, in the main road, but when I arrived at the towers, all I could see was a decrepit old building next to them and the approach to this old building being through a pair of iron gates leading to what appeared to be an alleyway.  Scarcely believing that this could indeed be the college in spite of the inscription I had seen on the gates, I made my way along until I met a tall boy who turned out to be one of the prefects, and he showed me the way to the “school shop”. It was closed when I arrived and I stood waiting for it to open for a few minutes when there began the greatest clatter above my head and the staircase by which I was standing began to shake in the most alarming manner, as dozens of boys came running, jumping and clattering down and I was pretty sure that the whole place would fall about my ears, but to my earnest belief the staircase is still standing and hundreds of boys are still clattering down.

There were no playing fields near the school; they were a fourpenny bus ride away, and the small yard was enclosed on three sides by the school and on the fourth by a block of tenement flats.  I was badly shocked.

The boys seemed to get on well with the masters but had all sorts of nicknames for them privately, and we scarcely knew their correct name and it was very disconcerting to say the least, when confronted with a teacher one had only recognised as “Slash” or “Killer” and found that it was simply the only name one had ever heard them called.   I am all for teachers wearing a small lapel badge with their correct names inscribed on open days, for children’s descriptions rarely fit the victim.

We all spent very many happy evenings at the college, for besides the open days when parents were invited to meet the masters there were the school play and the operetta which were produced each year in order to swell the school building fund.

The play chosen each year was usually a serious one and the speaking parts were often long and were a great credit to the boys for the diction was superb and for an amateur dramatic society were splendidly produced.  The boys played all the parts, even the women’s roles and the costumes were so grand it was difficult to believe they were boys until the odd very hairy leg would accidentally show beneath a very feminine costume and a great shout of applause would fill the hall.

The operetta, on the other hand, was always a comedy and the boys entered into the spirit of the thing and the songs were sung in a rousing manner, as if they really enjoyed them and I’m very sure that they did.  There was usually a chorus made up of the little boys from the first year; they were quite small and made very pretty little girls with long fair plaits and colourful skirts, their voices were still highly pitched at that age and the singing was as girlish as their looks and the audience was always thoroughly amused. These occasions were looked forward to by boys and parents alike and the seats were always sold out long before opening night.  It always swelled the building fund but never quite enough for the headmaster Jesuit to relax from collecting.

Another occasion each year when we had an opportunity to meet other parents was the annual prizegiving and this was usually held in the Municipal Hall at Tottenham.  It was beautifully decorated for the occasion by masses of flowers on stage where the dignitaries were invited to sit for the distribution of prizes.  There would be several boys from each year receiving prizes for one kind of work or another.
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St Ignatius Prizegiving
The headmaster always gave a speech and he never attempted to pull his punches, if he was in any way dissatisfied with the year’s work, but he was always full of praise for those who had done well in their exams and had gained entrances to universities or other honours.  The Mayor of Tottenham was asked to say a few words and it was left to the visiting Bishop to round off the speeches. I always enjoyed this particular occasion for the school orchestra, which was a very fine one, always played some wonderful music and the boys would all join together in singing the school song.  It was a wonderful experience to hear them.

All the first year boys had an opportunity to take part in the prizegiving although none of them were to receive a prize.  They were all lined up on the stage as the curtain rose and each little boy had the brilliantly coloured school scarf round his neck and hanging straight down in front; some of them were so small that the scarf hung well below their knees.  I think it gave all the first year boys’ parents a thrill to see their son on the stage, an obvious member of the wonderful St. Ig’s. singing their part songs with gusto.

The gala item of the year was The Garden Party, so called in spite of the fact that it is always held in the school playground every Whit-Monday.  It was a great way to spend a bank holiday.  There were side shows and raffles and always plenty to eat and drink and the masters would wander round and meet everyone in the most informal manner.

This college always had this odd informal atmosphere about it and not too much stress was put on tidiness.  It seemed to be a good way to run a school, for boys hate having to spend time on sprucing themselves up which could be spent in doing far better things in their opinion.  In spite of this, or perhaps because of it, the boys had a real respect for their teachers in all things that mattered.

The main theme of the school was the preparation for and the passing of the exams at O level and later at A level as the first step to an important position in industry or to gain a university place. Our boys worked their way steadily through year by year and it didn’t seem long until they were invited to the leavers’ dinner in their final years.
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As the children grew up, the boys began to talk of what they intended to do with their lives and whether or not it was worth staying on in the sixth form, or whether to pack up school and get a job at sixteen.   There would be great family discussions at mealtimes as to the possible chances of sandwich courses or university education when they had taken their O levels.  Joe was always on the side of further education, but I was a bit hesitant about it all for I wasn’t sure of the cost of a university place and I knew that we were already spending most of our income on clothes and food.  The boys had tremendous appetites and the food that disappeared in our house in the course of a week was really terrific.  The boys would have a very big dinner and sweet and then would be looking round for bread and jam to fill the cracks.  Paul especially would eat slice after slice and still not be really full and I could see that we were going to use more and more money for food.

Then there were clothes to be considered, keeping them reasonably tidy and well shod, shoes were a small nightmare, they were forever wearing out.  Joe took on the job of snobbing for the whole family, and at one time it looked as though it would have to be a full time occupation.  We had punishments for deliberate scuffing of shoes or misuse of clothes, but we could not be too severe for we knew that it was a part of childhood to play rough sometimes and to slide and kick a football when the opportunity arose.

The boys both earned themselves a bit of pocket money, for they went turn about to help Mary, Joe’s sister, on a Saturday.  They were quite young, but she thought they were wonderful and I must admit they responded well to her praise and she soon had them going messages all over London.  They would go to the bank and pay in her takings, carrying the hard earned money in a small satchel over their shoulder.

They looked forward to their turn mostly because of the magnificent wage of ten shillings and their fare, but more because of the fact that the Saturdays they did not go to her they had to help with the chores at home.  There were vegetables to carry home, silver to be cleaned, mats to be beaten and shoes to be cleaned for wearing on Sunday.

This arrangement suited me very well too, for when they were both at home together on a Saturday we did not seem to get as much done as when there was only one.  This was because there was always the odd fight, either the boys would think the girls were getting off light because they were girls, or the girls would think the boys’ chores were not being done properly, or that they were skipping it in some way.  It usually ended up in a bout of fisticuffs and they had to be put on the lawn to finish the fight; they had never been allowed to fight in the house and had been put outside the back door from very early childhood battles to the real rough and tumbles they had now.  The row had to be either made up or forgotten before they were allowed back in again and I must say that this plan worked exceedingly well on most occasions.

We went on like this with the boys going up to Mary’s for some time and then she had the chance of opening her own clinic in South Molton Street in Mayfair.  It was a terrific gamble for her to take but she had plenty of pluck and a wonderful skill in her hands; she felt that if she could get the venture properly started, there were people crying out for treatments she intended to provide in her beauty clinic.

I had a job one half day a week in a dress shop cleaning the counters, etc. and hoped that it would lead to a few more half days’ work.  I also helped someone in Wanstead with her chores two mornings a week; it meant a few more shillings in the kitty.

As soon as Mary found out that I now had a few spare hours, she came up with the suggestion that if I could give her two afternoons a week, she could earn a fat fee twice a week by assisting at operations in a Wimpole Street clinic and nursing home that specialised in beauty operations such as face lifting and alteration of unsightly noses and the removal of bags from underneath the eyes. This was a way of helping us both, for the plan was that I man the telephone at her own clinic and make appointments for any callers and explain treatments to anyone who came personally.  There were also a few cosmetics to sell and some ear rings to show.

It was the booking of appointments that was most important for her, though, for it meant that if she had enough bookings she would have enough money to consolidate the chance of opening the clinic at all in Mayfair and gradually her name would become known and the business would grow. She was very generous to me and I was very glad of this opportunity of getting to know something of up to date methods of office procedure and to learn to answer the telephone correctly.

The first day that I was left on my own I was very nervous, and when both telephones started ringing at once I just didn’t know what to do; I looked wildly from one instrument to the other, willing them with all my heart to stop ringing.  Needless to say, neither of them gave up and I lifted one receiver very gingerly and heard a faint voice at the other end but, what with the mad beating of my heart and the sweat pouring off my brow with anxiety, coupled with the persistent ringing of the other phone, I could not hear a word and the caller must have thought there was a gibbering idiot on my end, and she wasn’t far wrong at that.

When all was quiet again, I seriously considered running out and leaving a note to say that I was not able to cope.  However, when I had answered a few more calls, I began to listen to what the caller had to say and to form an intelligent reply, but it was surprising how many calls I had to answer before I could relax in any way whilst using the telephone.

After a few weeks I got the hang of things in the salon and was able to deal adequately with callers on the phone or in person.  The main thing about answering the telephone there was to try and inspire confidence and to get over to them the fact that the ear piercing was really painless and without bloodshed in order to get them to make a firm appointment.  There were several treatments given and most of them were electrical, the one for the removal of superfluous hair from the face being most in demand.

Her speciality was ear piercing, and she had perfected a method which was really painless, in fact the patient often took off her hat and coat and lay down on the treatment couch and the deed was done, often without them being aware of anything more than the prick of the hypodermic needle. Mary had great skill in removing warts and moles and afterwards put in the tiniest of stitches which were usually regarded by the patient as very interesting. Most of the women were delighted to be rid of these imperfections and were the first to acclaim her skill.

As the business increased she required more and more help, and as both girls were staying to school dinners, I felt that it was a good thing and began to go almost every day.  It was my job to get the sterilisers boiling, remove all the old needles from yesterday and put in the new ones ready for the day’s cases; get the couches ready with clean sheets and pillow cases and put out clean towels; everything had to be spotlessly clean.  She had a wonderful Irish woman who came in every day to do the floors and shelves and the other work was light and I really enjoyed it all. I learned to cope with the reception work and to get the patients ready on the couch for treatment.  I have always liked people and got on well with everyone who came in and even learned how to do the more simple treatments, but I always preferred the less skilled jobs.

I had been with Mary quite a while, and I know that she felt that I now fully earned my pay, but there was always something lacking according to her, and she felt that I would be just tops, if I would only take a course designed to give me confidence.  I felt that it was a stupid idea and said so, but Mary, being Mary, decided to dig her heels in a bit more and put over a very persuasive line of argument. She told me that she would look around for the right course for me and then all I would have to do would be to go.  She happened to hit on a modelling course of all things, for there is no one on the earth less like a model than me, and paid out no less than twenty five guineas for the fee.  I did not want to go one little bit but when faced with the fact that she had already paid the fee, I reluctantly agreed to go.

It was held in a very large house in Grosvenor Gardens in Westminster and I was to attend every morning from nine to twelve o’clock.  I bought some slacks for the gym period which was held the very first thing every morning and though I say it myself, I looked quite young in them but I certainly didn’t show up so well in the exercises we were required to do for it was a long time since I had done any knees bend and stretch and I proved to be an old stiffy.

After the gym, meant to supple us up, we had coffee, together with a running commentary on our table manners, the way we sat down, the way we put our legs beneath the table and the way we held our cups and rose from the table when it had been drunk; all this came in for very harsh criticism.  Everything had to be done model fashion.  Then we would go to a lecture; these were on all sorts of subjects and I must admit I found them absorbingly interesting.  They were on things like; how to run a bank account and to keep track of one’s money, how to buy shoes and what snags to look for in the workmanship, how to complain prettily when things did not give us satisfaction, how to buy furs and how to give the brush off to the other sex when they proved too demanding; indeed, a very wide variety of knowledge came my way and I got a great deal of quiet enjoyment out of the other students for of course, they were all there for one purpose only, to learn to be a model.

We learned how to open doors and close doors with graceful movements, how to greet our fellow students, how to shake hands and how to apologise when we arrived late for the gym lesson, for a date, for a social call, and for either lunch or dinner. We learned how to cope with all sorts of invitations; how to accept and how to refuse them, how to speak properly and how to cope with an orange at dessert.  We had our hair styled by Teasy Weasy, and our faces made up by Max Factor and our figures corseted by the leading corsetiere.

We were made very clothes conscious by having our wearing apparel criticised in the most outrageous manner, but we learned quickly and in a week we were a much better turned out bunch of hopefuls, our stocking seams were straight and the shoes we wore were very well polished.  I didn’t finish the course for I felt obliged to call off when I heard that we were to have a fashion parade with us as the mannequins, to which the beauty advisors and clothes editors of magazines like Vogue and The Queen were to be present to pick out future models for their articles.

Mary was very disappointed when I told her that I did not intend to finish the course for she had great plans in store for me, but I’m not really the type that likes to take beauty editors to lunch at Claridge’s even supposing I had the confidence.

We went on much as before at the salon but there was a coolness between us that was not of my making but because Mary still felt that I was not quite adequate without this wonderful course that I had thrown up.

It was about this time that Mary discovered that the thing to do to get money and fame was to find a way to help the countless women who suffer from varicose veins. She put out feelers towards getting a doctor to carry out the treatment in her own salon, and eventually found a doctor brother of a great friend of hers who was quite willing to go to Ireland to the Royal College in Dublin to learn a very effective method carried out there and that the surgeon was quite willing that other doctors should copy.

When he returned to London, it was arranged to hold a clinic once a week, for a whole day at a time in the salon and publicity was given to Mary and this latest exploit, by several of the leading women’s magazines and very soon we had enough customers to start a clinic.  Most of the patients had very bad legs and had to come to several clinics but the relief gained was enormous and the women who were treated were thrilled with the results.

The treatment consisted of an injection into a strategic point to block the blood from flowing into the distended vein and to make it find a new course.  When the block fluid was put into the vein it had to be held firmly in place with a piece of sponge rubber bound on with a long crepe bandage. It was my job to receive the patients, find their records and get them ready for the doctor, besides keeping a watchful eye on the sterilisers and syringes and make sure that the supply of sponge rubber and bandages did not run out, and of course it was my job too to ensure that everything stopped for tea at appropriate times.

The salon was always very busy on these days and the people never seemed to stop coming but I enjoyed every minute of it, but after a few months it began to seem that there was too much work for a part timer and I told Mary that she should look around for a person who could give her more time by coming earlier in the mornings than I could manage and who would be prepared to work later on the busy days.  She gradually began to realise that I was right and I left the salon when she employed a full time state registered nurse as her assistant.

During this year, Paul was preparing for his GCE exams and having skipped a year going up through the school began to work very hard in order to hold his own with all the other boys in his year.  The school was very crowded and the prospects of him getting the requisite five or more passes seemed very remote at Christmas time, but he swotted every week night but Friday and when the exams came along in the summer he did splendidly.

The results came out whilst he was on holiday in Ireland; he had asked us to open the letter when it came and to let him know the worst.  When the envelope was opened the only thing it contained was a tiny strip of paper with the results written in code, and the code was explained on the back of the strip.  Joe and I were dismayed and I had a huge lump in my throat for we both felt that, as this was all that had come, with no letter of congratulation that he had failed miserably.  When John came down he soon explained that there were no such thing as letters of congratulation and he soon had the thing decoded and we learned the fabulous result that he had passed in six subjects. We sent him off a telegram immediately and it made him very happy and by the time he returned from Ireland, he had made up his mind that he would return to school and enter the sixth form, to study for A levels and a place at university.

He belonged to the boys air cadet force and attended the meetings on Friday evening.  It was a very instructive evening for these lads for they had classes to learn all the science and mathematics connected with the flying of an air plane and each boy was given several opportunities in a year of a flight in a real aircraft and of piloting a dual controlled plane.  Paul thought this enormous fun and at one time seriously considered trying for the entrance exam for an air force officer, but after taking all the oral tests he failed because he was found to be colour blind.
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Inspection time
He still kept on with the cadets for some time after this but he only seemed interested in the model aircraft which they made; these were small models put together and made from Balsa wood and they were designed in a way which enabled a small motor to be inserted into the tail of the finished model plane.  When these little planes were painted in bright enamel they were attached to a nylon thread and the other end of the thread attached to an arm extending from a central pillar and when the motor was started the planes would fly round and round the pole in a most realistic manner.

There were competitions held to find the best models of the term and these were flown for the entertainment of the parents on the open evening held once every now and again.  These evenings were very interesting and I think many of the boys’ parents were impressed by all the knowledge and skill shown by the boys.

John’s great love was still the scouts, but he liked any form of outdoor exercise and he began to be interested in hill climbing and saved hard for his climbing boots and the other gear he required for this new pursuit.  He had been in the rugby team at St. Ignatius and was always ready to hitch out of London for a game when the chance offered.
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John at 17
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Beauty at 15






He was always quite clever and did not have to do as much preparation for his studies as Paul and could always do well in his exams.  He had the wonderful result of nine O levels and then settled down to get the three A levels required for university entrance.  He thought that university students always had lots of fun and he was determined to become an undergraduate.

The strange thing about John was that he never seemed to have any plan for his future such as being a scientist or anything special and it was a great surprise to us when the time came, that he chose to read Medicine.
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All grown up
He gained an entrance to the Middlesex Hospital Medical School and got his grant fixed up and travelled up daily for a whole year.  He had lots of odd jobs in the vacations whilst he was there and he joined the gallant band of dustmen for the Christmas period.  He really enjoyed finding out how these men spent their time and their leisure and loved talking to them to find out about their interests and families.  He went wholeheartedly into the job and went into the cafes with them for tea breaks and altogether quite enjoyed this new life.  He was glad to find, too, that the housewives became generous at Christmas and he made quite a lot of money in tips.

Another holiday he worked as a labourer on a building site and really enjoyed it, for by this time he had more or less made up his mind that he wanted to try out his vocation for the Priesthood and as there were several Irish labourers on the site he was able to find out what the ordinary man in the street thought about God.

He went away at Whitsun that year and when he returned he told us that he intended to see the Bishop of the Diocese to see if he could be given a place in a seminary. In no time at all it was arranged that he should become a student at The Venerable English College in Rome and that summer he hitch-hiked his way across France to get to Italy to start his new life in the first week in October.
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John setting out for Rome

	[image: _images/mumpage186_b_rescale_rotated.jpg]

August 1962










          

      

      

    

  

    
      
          
            
  
Bricks, sweets, and Jury Service

Joe started to think of improvements as soon as the house really became ours, and spent hours with a pad and pencil roughing out plans and schemes for a small extension to the house in order that we could have the bathroom that we all wanted so badly.  The place was so small and our family growing up so quickly that he planned to start the alteration and modernisation as soon as he could.

The first thing he had to find out was how the drains led away from the house to meet the main sewer and I volunteered to visit a friend a few doors down the road and ask him if he would look into the manhole in his garden and so give Joe the first clue.  We had known Mr and Mrs Peacock for a good many years and their two sons and our two girls had been the greatest of chums for several years and always played together.   They also had two younger girls and Anne and Margaret loved to have these two little girls in to play and would wheel them about in their dolls’ pram and generally fuss over them and they were included in all the games especially cricket where they could be put to good use as fielders.

I called there that evening and they laughed when I told them I had come to look down the manhole but when they realised that I was serious soon got down to it and the cover was prized off and a rod put down to point out to me how the pipes lay and were connected to the sewer.

Mr P. was having a very bad time just then for he had been off work for about a year after falling from a roof on which he was working and injured his thigh very badly.  He had been in hospital and had had a couple of operations and was not very agile on his feet and was walking with a crutch.  He was intrigued with our plans to build a bathroom and came indoors with me to discuss with Joe the merits and demerits of a manhole of our own.

He had always been a builder’s labourer and knew all about every building job and eventually he was the means of bringing our plans to fruition, but that night he chatted till the small hours.  Mr P. was full of ideas and suggestions and when he left he promised to return the next evening to finish the discussion, for there were all the qualities and quantities to be worked out.  Joe had another pal at work who was always ready to work the odd day in order to earn a couple of pounds and he had promised to come and help Joe whenever he was needed.

We found a demolition site where they were selling second hand bricks and bought three hundred which we had carefully estimated that we should need.  It shows how little we knew about building at that time for eventually we used about a thousand before the conversion was complete.

The plan was made that we should start in the boot and shoe cupboard, where there was a brick wall that was constantly crumbling from age. We would demolish that and, in order to support the first floor bedrooms above, two long lintels would be inserted into the walls.  Joe made two frames for these lintels, both just over eight feet long and then ordered the sand and cement and they did the job admirably.  After they were made they were left to harden for a week and then Joe announced that he was ready to start the very next Saturday.  Joe’s pal, Bob, promised to be with us at eight o’clock and Mr P. was supposed to hop along on his crutch to supervise operations, and to be the foreman whilst Joe and Bob, Paul and John made up the little band of labourers.

I rose early and cleared the decks and covered everything up as much as I could from the dust, and by about a quarter to eight Mr P. was sitting in the kitchen with us having a cuppa to start the day right.  He had brought a heavy little club hammer with him and we all laughed, for it was so obvious that he intended to down crutches somehow and have a bash.  True enough, he could not even wait until Bob had his overalls on before he was perched up on a ladder with his crutches laid up against the nearby wall and his bad leg resting on a very precariously placed wooden box and banging at the old wall with might and main.  That particular wall did not take much knocking down and it was a good one for him to make a start on and he was happier that morning than he had been for many many months for he was back in the building trade with a vengeance.

The boys and myself carried away all the rubble to the far end of the garden as the men loaded it into buckets with the big shovels and it wasn’t long before the whole of the boot cupboard was demolished and it was time for discussion as to how those precious lintels were to be fixed into the brickwork. We had ordered some beer, for knocking down is thirsty work, and I gave the men this with bread and cheese and the rest of us had coffee and lemonade.

The sand and cement for securing the lintels to the walls was mixed up, everyone eager to help, and then the lintels were carefully lifted into position, Mr P. pushing and shoving from his perch on the ladder and sweating profusely from the unaccustomed exertion and his great happiness at being in charge. The cement was brought in in buckets one at a time and we were amazed at how quickly it got used up and the boys were kept very busy mixing up new lots and rushing it in for the men to use.  About four o’clock the lintels were well and truly cemented in and all the surrounding walls were rendered ready for plastering at a later date. We were all tired and very glad to sweep up and call it a day but poor Mr P. was so exhausted that he went home and fell onto his bed and went fast asleep dirt and all.

Even this small start made a big improvement in the amount of room at our disposal in the kitchen and from then on it was much easier to work out the plans for the extension now that this first job was cleared up.

Now we were ready to draw up the real plans which had to be submitted to the local council for approval.  We borrowed a book on drawing plans from the library and found out from the planning department exactly what was required by them and they were exceedingly helpful and gave us a couple of booklets which told us all we needed to know about application for a grant from the Government to enable us to install a bathroom.

Joe poured over these books for several weeks and then drew his plans and I made copies of them by tracing them through greaseproof paper and we spent most of one night carefully labelling these copies and then they were carefully folded and sent off. We were rather anxious about them, for although they appeared to fulfil all the requirements laid down, they looked rather amateurish and we were prepared that if they did not pass we would have to get somebody qualified to draw them for us again but we hoped fervently that they would prove acceptable. While we were waiting to hear the result of our application work went on apace, for Joe had met somebody who had offered him an almost new sink unit with double drainers which was five feet long and he also had a large metal window about five feet four inches long and four feet tall.

This offer decided him to build a bay window in the scullery and to fit the unit into the bay in order to leave more space in the new kitchen and as this bay had been included in the plans for the conversion, we should really have waited before commencing work, but we decided to take a chance. We had had an old fashioned clothes copper in the scullery, the kind that is heated with sticks and coal, and also a small open fire place, These had been gradually dismantled through the years and it was in that part of the scullery that the new bay was to be built.

The boys did most of the knocking down of the wall and it was a task they loved, just bashing away with the heaviest hammers and picks they could find and then when the resultant rubble was cleared away the foundation was dug and laid by Joe.  When the foundations had hardened off, Mr P. came to build the wall.

There had never been any damp course in our house, for they were not in use in the days when our house was built, and we were determined that as each bit was rebuilt we would make sure that one was laid in the wall and it was with great pride that we watched the first bit of damp course felt laid on the foundations before the bricks were laid.  I think that we all felt that with this first bit of brick laying that we were half way there.

We were dumbfounded the next day when we went outside to admire the wall and saw our diminished pile of bricks; it had taken about 250 to build this one little wall and it was then that we began to have a recount of what we should really need, but we were all thrilled with the great improvement and soon the window frame was perched on the wall and the glass put in.  The difference inside was amazing for the whole place seemed roomy and light and we felt that it really began to look like a kitchen when the unit was stood in the bay while waiting for the attention of the plumber.

One morning, a large packet was pushed through the letter box by the postman and our joy was complete when the package proved to be our plans duly stamped APPROVED BY THE COUNCIL and here was written permission to proceed.

The next job was the manhole, and Mr P. and Joe measured and paced it out and at last it was decided where the pipes for the sink and bathroom and new toilet would be laid and where the actual manhole was to be dug.  The pipes were ordered, along with more sand and cement, and Bob was asked to come at eight o’clock on the following Saturday.

Mr P. was very funny to watch, this work tired him out every day, but nothing would make him stay away, for he was afraid our plans would go astray but for his constant instruction.  He would rest his crutch down and settle his leg somehow on an old box or handy piece of wood and dig with the rest of them. Saturday turned out to be a very rainy day but everyone was so eager that they just put old sacks on their shoulders and caps on their heads and dug those trenches ready to receive the pipes and the pit which was going to be the manhole. The whole garden looked terrible by now.  Mounds of earth and rubble were everywhere and now great muddy trenches just outside the back door.

Paul was busy doing his preparation for his last school exams during this time of great upheaval, but he was a wonder worker and did a great deal of heavy work outside and then he had to study at night and he was very often too tired to concentrate and we shall always hold it to his credit the way he helped us, when he could easily have excused himself with his school work and we were very proud and happy when he got through his exams with such great credit.

The next few weeks saw the pipes laid and the manhole cemented out and the trenches dug for the foundation of the new extension.  I never thought the day would come when I would gaze into a manhole with intense pride in my heart in being part owner.

It was time for the first inspection by the Council Officials and everybody - with the exception of Mr P., who  was proudly confident that all was well - waited with breathless trepidation while he walked round making his inspection and gladly invited him in for coffee when he found everything as it should be and when he had given us a further go ahead.

Gradually that winter, the walls for the extension went up and Mr P. came every day that he felt well enough to do some brickwork and Paul helped him most days.  Joe was kept very busy now, for he was now working in the role of supervisor, making sure that walls were kept straight and true and that the requirements of the Council were included at every stage and it was proving quite a hard task, for Paul and Mr P. were working at a very fast rate.

Once the walls were up it was decided to knock down the last scullery wall and rebuild it so that the whole kitchen was new and we were thus able to include another big window at the opposite side of the kitchen and then our extension was completed outside. It took about a year to get the windows in and the rendering and plastering done in the new part, for there was a great deal of electrical work to be done, and Joe was busy putting in a new ring main to supply us with all the extra electricity we should need, but it progressed all the time.

We had decided to have the kitchen heated by electricity and also to use it for the hot water system, which was being carried out by a plumber friend of Bob’s.  As soon as the plumber got the pipes fixed, the new electric wiring was tried out and we had a REAL BATH IN A REAL BATHROOM WITH PROFUSE HOT WATER. It was wonderful and we were all very excited at being able to jump into the bath every night to erase some of the dirt of the constant building work.  It helped our morale a bit, too, for we were all getting very tired by now with the house consistently in a muddle and forever shifting sand or cement or rubble here, there and everywhere. My hands were beginning to look really terrible, in spite of the fact that I always tried to wear gloves when I was working on the house, and I was ashamed of them when I was working up in the Salon.

It was a great improvement having an indoor toilet and we really felt that we were living very luxuriously when it was first built and the sliding doors which Joe had fitted throughout the new part worked beautifully. We all went off to Butlin’s holiday camp after this; for Joe and I felt that it could well be the last family holiday we should likely be spending all together.  It was a lovely rest for all of us and the boys and girls really enjoyed all the fun and games that went on there.

Gradually, during the next year or so, we went through every room in the house; new windows were fitted to replace the old ones and new floor boards.  Joe build wonderful floor to ceiling wardrobes in both the big bedrooms and they were greatly admired by all our visitors.  He spent hours making my kitchen look really comfortable with plenty of good modern cupboards and working tops.  It made a vast difference to all of us to have all this extra room and storage space. We were all getting very tired, though by now, and very often wished we could up and leave it all, but we gradually pressed on and it began to gradually ease up and we had more leisure and a happy feeling of having achieved something really worthwhile.

During this last year my Mother had been very unhappy where she was living in Catford, for the lady who owned the house where she had a bedsitting room had begun to make her life a misery.  I feel that perhaps she was very envious of Mum, for Mum had lots of friends who belonged to the same Darby and Joan club as herself.  In addition to having these friends, she spent a good deal of time in their company, often going out for day trips to the country or the seaside, and they seemed to get to see all the plays in town that interested them, for they would save up a few shillings a week and hire a coach to take them from the club door to the theatre and bring them back late at night and she really enjoyed all these occasions.

Another thing that began to irk the landlady was the fact that Mum was in the habit of taking two holidays a year, one week in May and the other in September, when the seaside hotels are prepared to book a whole coach-load of pensioners at reduced rates.  Mum saved religiously for these two weeks each year and, funnily enough, she almost without exception got good weather.  These pensioners had some jolly times for they would call into the nearest local on a couple of evenings during their stay to have a drink or two and of course, wherever these old people gather there is the inevitable singsong; all the old favourites are sung over and over and the regulars in the pubs enjoyed it as much as the old folk; she was a cheery soul by nature and enjoyed very good health and loved to come over here and spend the weekend with us.

However, the old landlady was in very different circumstances, for she had been chronically ill for years and had had a great many operations, and although she could get about, she could not leave her home for very long at a time and although she was a member of the same club as Mum, was unable to take such an active part.  She began to take it out on poor Mum terribly and would make her feel guilty for going off on a sunny day to the sea, when she wasn’t able to go and would tell Mum that she should stay home and keep her company and not leave her alone all day.

This attitude really began to make Mum very unhappy, for she really did sympathise with the old girl, but of course she had her own life to consider, but she would tell us about it when she came over and we could tell that it was beginning to affect her badly and she began to get afraid to tell the old lady that she had arranged to go out.

We talked it over and, although funds were a bit low, we decided to buy a chalet and erect it in the garden and then, if all came to all, Granny could live in there.  It was a very nice chalet but there was a good deal of hard work had to go into the erection of it and it had to be lined to make it warm enough to live in and finally decorated and it was only just ready for her when she was taken ill and died very suddenly, a few days after her seventy sixth birthday.

We missed her terribly for a long time, but we did not feel that we should grieve too much, for she had enjoyed most of her life, in spite of the many ups and downs she had experienced, and she had watched all her grandchildren growing up and had taken an active interest in them all from the time they were born.  Another thing was that she had always hoped that she would not be ill for any length of time before she died and she had been granted that wish, too, for she had her sister staying with her and they had been shopping together and then come home and had their tea and watched television before going to bed on the night before she died.  She became seriously ill next morning and the end came very quickly.

We were hard up, there was no doubt about that.  We had a bank loan, and the repayments seemed to swallow everything that came in.  With the small but regular wage that I had been getting in the Salon, all the bills seemed to be kept at bay, but I had now been without this for some weeks and the children’s needs were still as acute as ever - gym money, tennis fees, film society, bus fares and pocket money and all the other requirements of today’s school boys and girls.  Before all this day to day expenditure had more or less been doled out more or less as required with no hardship and not much thought spent on it by the children or ourselves.  Now things were different and we found ourselves refusing to pay this or that and bills for electricity and rates began to be dreaded for the first time since we were married for until I had gone to work in the Salon we had swum along merrily and economised automatically.

I asked about part time work and found that it was practically non-existent or else at hours which meant that I should be away in the early morning or in the evening when my family needed me, so this was unthinkable to either of us.  Most of the women round about seemed to do some sort of part time work so I began to enquire of them where this work was to be found.  It appeared that they all did a few hours daily at a small sweet factory near at hand and I was told that if I applied there was sure to be a job there for me.

With the greatest misgivings I went there to see the forewoman for whom I had been told to ask.  She proved to be a wiry little cockney who told me I could start on Monday and work for four or five hours a day, whichever I wished.  I arranged to work for four hours each afternoon, which I felt would give me an opportunity to look around for something more suitable and the cash would help me keep the daily expenses under control.

On Monday morning I called in to collect an overall and cap which had to be worn on the job.  I started at 1p.m. and when I was dressed up in the overall and had tied the strings of the cap I looked like an exact replica of all the other girls working there. I was given a place to work at a bench with a pair of scales on it and shown how to “front up” the sweet jars.  These jars are the kind that adorn the shelves in every sweet shop and although, like everyone else I had seen them, I had no idea that there had been any effort spent in arranging the sweets inside; in fact I had never thought about it.

I watched with some awe, and a little amazement, when one of the men wheeled up a trolley of sweets in gaily coloured wrappers beside me.  This trolley was about the size of a hospital bed trolley and the part where the patient usually lies was a receptacle 9 inches deep which was heaped up with the toffees along its entire length.  I had never seen so many sweets together before.

Five pounds of these exactly had to be weighed out and then arranged in the jar.  The forewoman weighed the five pounds out and then showed me how to pick out various colours needed to make the pattern in the front of the jar.  She then held this in place with one hand and tipped the rest of the five pounds in behind them, which kept the pattern in place.  This looked enormously simple when the forewoman was the star performer, but ooh dear. when I had a try?  First of all it took me quite a long time to weigh out exactly five pounds of sweets.  I dropped some on the bench and a few scattered on the floor and some chose to hide themselves under the scales.  However, I picked out the twenty eight sweets of various colours needed to produce the pattern in the front of the jar which I managed quite well.  I had it all arranged, and tried to pack the rest of the sweets in behind it with a flourish, but something went wrong, and things rapidly got out of control, the pattern slipped and the rest wanted to go everywhere but in the neck of the jar.  The forewoman had been watching my struggles from the other end of the room and knew that I’d made a mess of things.  She came down and said the only thing to do was to tip the whole jolly lot back onto the scales.  She tipped them all on and then picked up those that had scattered previously, and lo and behold, there were now five and a half pounds on the sales.  She looked at me as if to say that she had found a bright specimen in me, who couldn’t even weigh properly, leave alone pack jars.  But she did not say anything but tossed the offending extra back into the trolley and showed me all over again.

“It really is simple,” she said, and I’d be sure to get the hang of it next time.  She obviously didn’t know my capabilities.

She finished off the jar by putting a circular piece of paper in the top, sitting nicely on top of the sweets, then glued a circle, the same as for capping a jar of home-made jam, and lastly put on a screw top lid, then it went on the trolley behind my bench.  I noticed that each of the girls had one of these double deck trolleys for finished work.  The forewoman then invited me to try once more.

The pattern, instead of being easier this time, seemed a feat beyond me, the blue sweets would get into the place where the red ones should be and instead of a gold one in the centre, it slowly slid down to one side.  I tussled and fought to get those toffees to stay in place and at last the pattern looked NEARLY right; I tipped the rest of those on the scale behind the pattern and IT ACTUALLY HELD, and I really felt a great sense of achievement.  I put in the circle of paper, glued on my top cover and screwed the tin lid with a flourish: one completed.  The pattern didn’t look as right as it had at first now it was standing next to the jar the forewoman had done. But there; I felt they could not expect miracles.  I started weighing up again and the process seemed to go fairly well except that my bench and the floor around me seemed to attract the sweets, for I just did not know how they got scattered as they did.  Every few minutes I would have a furtive look around and if the forewoman wasn’t looking a quick pick up.

A girl came round with cups of tea which we drank at our benches, and by then there were four jars neatly stacked on the trolley.  I felt inordinately proud of them and it made me anxious to get back to work to fill some more, but the next two bottles took longer to fill.  Somehow the pattern wouldn’t hold and the different coloured sweets got in all the wrong places and I began to get a bit fed up with gaily wrapped toffees.

A few minutes before it was time to go home, I was shown how to cover the sweets which were left in the trolley; in my case, most of them; wash the scales and generally leave things tidy for another girl to start work in the morning.  I felt that I had not done too badly, but the forewoman stopped me on the way out to say that I’d have to try and put a move on tomorrow as she didn’t like such a lot of sweets unbottled at the end of the day.

Next day when I returned, all the toffees were gone and in their place were a veritable mountain of raspberry drops, which the forewoman told me I should find much easier as there was no arranging to do; just weigh them, tip them in the jar, put in the top paper, glue on the cover, and put on the cap. What could be easier? What indeed?

They were small, dark red, unwrapped boiled sweets and they BOUNCED simply everywhere.  I picked these up whenever I could but I wasn’t at all sure what to do with them then, for after being on the floor they surely couldn’t be eaten?  Should they be thrown away?  I didn’t relish asking the forewoman that question, so I carefully arranged a corner of the trolley full of sweets and lined it with a piece of paper and loaded them into that and felt sure that somebody else would know much better than myself how to cope with dropped sweets.

As the afternoon wore on, I got very hot with the exertion and my hands were too hot to deal with this sort of sweet.  Gradually, everything began to get sticky, including the jars, papers and scales, in fact, everything I had occasion to touch.  I had about twelve jars on the trolley today but was too sticky to have any pride in it.  When the forewoman saw my work she said that I must swab every trace of stickiness off everything before I went home and I spent the rest of the time doing just that.

I was glad to get home.  I was so exhausted each day after my four hours’ work that I could not even read the papers, let alone look through the situations vacant columns for jobs. But the trial of strength and skill was still to come, and it was the day when I had been allocated a trolley full of bon-bons, these are small marbles of soft toffee, coated with icing sugar.  I loved them when I was at school, but had never noticed them since.  I suppose they were in the shops all the time but my taste had probably altered.  I tasted a few and found that I still liked them a lot.

The bon-bons have to be weighed and tossed into the jars.  One of the girls came over to speak to me and said she was very envious of me as it was possible to increase one’s earnings with a bonus and I asked what one had to do to earn it.  She said it was a fifty job and she could do about seventy-five.  I did not understand what she was saying and she explained that everyone was expected to fill fifty jars an hour and any filled above this number qualified for a bonus.  I simply could not believe that it was possible for any human being to fill jars at this rate but she assured me that it was a job she liked because of the extra wages she could earn.  I thought it was a pity they had given them to me, who had no chance of doing half the required number, leave alone any extras.  I started in with a will to work, but after the first couple of jars I felt sticky, and in my ignorance I got a damp swab, thinking to deal with the stickiness at the outset.  But alas, fair warning to anyone thinking of taking up the job of packing sweets, things are never as simple as they look.  My first wipe with the swab proved to be my downfall instead of my salvation, for it melted the icing sugar and everything became progressively worse and the sweets got sticky and, as I tried to shake them off my hands, they rolled on the bench and from there on to the floor, some of them even got under the bench next to me and the girl there was treading on them as well as me, and the whole area soon became a sticky morass and for a stuck-up sweet packer it would be hard to find better.

I just had to put all the jars to one side and clean up the bench and then I went to the forewoman and asked her what I should do as I could not cope with this sort of sweet.  She was most annoyed and said she would see Mr Chambers, who was supposed to be the big boss.  However, she sent me up to help another girl who was getting cardboard sections ready to go in between bars of nut toffee and I proved to be quite good at this.  But the worry of the unaccustomed work was telling on me and I felt that I must really get down to the job of finding some more congenial work.

After I had made my decision to leave the sweet factory, I was told that the agencies round about often had vacancies for part timers and, as there were two or three of these agencies in Leytonstone, I decided to apply. At the first one I went to I was invited to fill in a card listing all the jobs I had ever held and particulars of any special skills.  It was a bit difficult, for I found that I could not claim having worked as a receptionist, for Mary had never paid any insurance stamps for me and I had never paid tax on my wage. Consequently I had now to pretend that I was just a raw recruit starting out for the first time.

I looked closely at the card I was presented with and passed over the questions which did not seem to apply to me, untrained as I was.  When I got to the last question on the card and checked it over once more, I found that the only information on it was my name and address.  I sat for a while and presently the clerk called me forward and I handed her the card.  She looked at it and then looked at me, running her eyes over me from top to toe with obvious disdain. “Why haven’t you filled up the card?” she asked. “Because I can’t do any of the things it has asked me if I am qualified to do” I replied. “Can you type?” “No” was my answer. “Can you do filing?” “No,” was my answer again. “Can you do record keeping?” She was ready for my reply of, “No,” again. “Well,” she asked, “What can you do?” I said that I had not held a proper job for years as I had been busy rearing a family and just needed a post in order to get started in the business world again, and I felt that I was quite capable of doing any job which I was shown how to do and would do my best to make a success of it.  She would have nothing to do with me and told me that no firm could use an untrained person like myself and that it was no use calling again.

I was quite well received in the next agency I went to and the clerk there offered me employment in the Bow area at a wage of eight pounds a week full time.  She explained that part time work was difficult to obtain if one was not a qualified typist or book-keeper, or knew ordinary office procedure.  I had to turn down the job in Bow because it was difficult to get to in the rush hour. There was nothing else she could offer me then, but she had taken my name and would help me if a job turned up.

I went off to the third agency and they sent me after a job as a clerk receptionist in a cleaning factory.  I arranged to go for an interview the following morning but when the time came for me to set off it was pouring cats and dogs.  However, I donned my mac and took my brolly and went to the bus stop.  It was one of those days when things go wrong right from the start and I had to wait about twenty minutes for a bus to come along.  By the time I got to the factory gates, my feet were soaked and my coat was dripping all round the hem, my hair was all blown about, too, and I felt so much like a drowned rat and knew I had no chance of landing the job in that state.  I went into the nearest phone box and cancelled the appointment and so lost my chance there.

Eventually I went to an agency in Stratford.  I went soon after nine o’clock and when I got into the office, I felt there was only a forlorn hope of getting a job from there.  An elderly woman answered my bell summons; she was wearing a housecoat and bedroom slippers and obviously had not expected a customer so early in the day.  It was a great surprise to me that after a very stiff start we got on famously and I found myself telling her the whole story of Mary and the lack of insurance stamps and consequently having no one I could apply to for a reference.  She seemed to think that I would be able to hold down a job easily and even offered me one in her own agency if I didn’t get the one she picked out for me from her list of vacancies.  The job was a position in the Housing Department of the West Ham Council and she phoned to fix an interview for me.

I felt in top form after my chat with her and felt that this would be a lucky day for me.  I got on quite well at the interview and a medical examination was arranged for me although the men that had spoken to me could give no indication whether I should get the job or not as they had another couple of people to see after me.  I passed the medical with flying colours but then I had to wait for weeks before my appointment was confirmed.

I was greatly worried when I started, for I knew nothing about insurance cards or tax forms and I was afraid that they would find out that I had never paid either, and I was on thorns for the whole of the first few weeks and this spoiled the start for me a bit.

I was put in to the interviewing section with two other women and one of them was detailed to teach me the job.  The job is immensely interesting and I got on well with the people who came to discuss their housing problem.  Most of them are true East Enders with a Cockney approach to life. I had always thought that I had plenty of experience of life before this, but after listening to their stories, I knew that I had only just begun to learn how the other half live.

London’s dock area seems to produce a certain kind of people; tough, cheerful and generous, who know exactly what they want and are prepared to do their utmost to get it for themselves or their families even if it means a long wait and much verbal argument. Some of these people can look you in the eye and tell the most barefaced lies and then when one tells them quite frankly that it is impossible to believe them as there is proof to the contrary, they will cheerfully change the story accordingly.  One requires great patience and a real understanding of what they are asking really means to them before the true story will come out, and once told, it is sometimes so pathetic or fantastic, for the tangled lives some of them lead from a very early age is very often stranger than fiction.

I found some of these stories so interesting when I first became an interviewer that I would forget to take notes as it unfolded and at the end I would have to recap. The life here was full of interest and, although it involves a lot of running about, I have been very happy in the job.

Soon after starting at the Housing Department, I had a letter from the High Sheriff of Essex; it was certainly the most impressive letter I have ever received.  It was to call me to serve on a jury at the Old Bailey Criminal Court during the next session.  It worried me quite a bit when I opened it, for I was under the impression that all cases hard in the Old Bailey were murder cases and this I soon found was wrong and that every kind of case is heard there.

I arrived there at ten o’clock on the appointed day and found to my surprise that about two hundred other men and women had received a like summons to attend.  We stood about in a great hall and were then divided into sections and each section taken to one of the empty courts.  As our names were called, we were required to file into the jury box until there were twelve of us.  It took about twenty names to produce a jury of twelve, for several of those called were asking to be excused through illness or other grave causes.  It seemed that most of them were excused readily enough.  Each complete jury was sworn in and then told when they would be required to serve.  Our particular twelve; another woman and myself and ten men, were told to return that afternoon at two o’clock to hear our first case.

In the first cases heard in the court in which we sat, the prisoner pleaded guilty, which meant that the services of the jury were not required, for, after hearing the prisoner make his plea, only formal evidence is offered and the judge passes sentence, and no witnesses are called.

Later on, a burly Irishman pleaded not guilty to molesting a man with intent to rob him. He pleaded, and then the jury were called on to hear their first case and the prosecution and the defence witnesses were heard and we trooped out after the judge’s summing up to consider our verdict.  We found him guilty on both counts and he was sentenced to eighteen months.

Our big case began the next day and lasted for three and a half days. The prisoner was accused of harbouring boys who had absconded from an approved school and of receiving stolen goods.  This included some gelignite, which was brought to the jury for closer inspection.  There were a good many witnesses and, after the summing up by the judge, we retired to make our decision.  We found him guilty after a long hour’s discussion, and he was sent to prison for seven years. I did not feel at all happy as we stood to hear the judge give sentence and watch the prisoner being taken away. It was an interesting experience but I don’t know that I would like to be called again, for one feels greatly responsible.

Paul had now left school and whilst he was waiting to hear if he had got his place at University in Queen Mary’s College in the Mile End Road to study Physics, he had got himself a job in a chemical factory, working in the laboratory on the understanding that if he got his place at college he would leave the job to take it up, but that he would stay if he was unlucky. Margaret and Anne were both at the Convent school at Ilford by now, having both passed the scholarship in their turn; they were doing quite well.
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Anne’s class at the convent
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Margaret’s class at the convent
With me in a full time job, Joe was adamant that, as it was necessary for me to work in order to earn the extra money we needed, the housework should be divided up and each have his or her own share of the chores, and to this end he made a list of all the jobs that were really necessary and made out a rota.  It worked reasonably well and meant that while John cooked the breakfast, Paul would clear the ashes, chop sticks and lay the fire in the living room ready for the evening, the girls would wash up and clear away and I would spend my time generally clearing up and getting things ready for us all to get out in time.

It was pretty hard going and the washing and ironing were the biggest chores to be coped with during the week, with the boys wearing a clean white shirt and the girls a clean white blouse each day, and had to be done regularly, but the Servis washing machine I had had for a good many years helped me a great deal.

Saturday was the day on which most of the chores had to be done.  Anne worked in the Salon with Mary as her receptionist every Saturday morning and liked the job very much and it helped Anne a great deal too, for it made her a little independent for pocket money, for trips and dances, stockings and the odd bits of make-up that she now loved to experiment with.  The job also brought her into contact with all sorts of people and, by having to talk to them to find out what they required, she gained in confidence and this has stood her in good stead ever since.
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Four Teenagers




          

      

      

    

  

    
      
          
            
  
New beginnings

Paul’s entrance came through and he left the chemical factory and, after spending a week in Ireland on holiday, he started his college life, taking an honours course in Physics.
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Paul’s B.Sc. degree
A whole new life opened up for him then, and indeed for all of us, for often the whole gang that he mixed with at college would hold a coffee party in our house and there were often as many as twenty five sitting down on the floor in our small front room.  They sat on the floor because they liked to remove all the furniture and spread cushions all round.  These parties did not cost very much, for all they drank was coffee and the eats were bought with the results of a quick whip round.

The girls of the party would arrive early with all the eats and milk and coffee powder and I would let them take over the kitchen completely and they would make all the preparations.  They would buy a few loaves of French bread and cut them into thickish slices to make Swedish open sandwiches which, when laid out on my largest trays, would look most attractive for the fillings were colourful; sardines, tomatoes, shrimps, cheese and cucumber, being used with an odd bit of lettuce for background colour.  Sometimes they would fill the oven with potatoes and when the gang arrived hungry, they would serve baked potatoes in their jackets, each wrapped in a paper serviette and a plastic teaspoon was presented to each student to eat with.  These parties were great fun and everyone seemed to enjoy them.
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Down in the forest
Our girls enjoyed lots of good times through Paul being at college, for as they learned to dance, they were included automatically in the parties got together to attend dances held by the different student associations in the College. The girls were always in a minority at these functions, with the result that they would have to dance practically every dance without a break and have a wonderful time.

Gradually, as the terms began to roll on and many of these boys and girls began to pair off, Paul started to bring Wendy home regularly. We all liked her and were thankful that she fitted in so well with the family. The girls have had lots of dates and evenings out in connection with Queen Mary’s College and still enjoy going to the dances even though Paul and Wendy are now married and have been away from it for quite a time.

The Wedding was a highlight in our life. Wendy made her dress here in the evenings during the months preceding the great day and it turned out beautifully. It made her look very grand on Boxing Day in a lovely little church in Herne Bay.  The two girls attended her, along with her own two sisters, two being dressed in turquoise and two in flame colour satin.  Paul’s friend Ray was the Best Man and carried out all his duties splendidly and was a staunch support for Paul.  Paul and Wendy managed to get a council flat at Harlow because Wendy is teaching there and they have made it very comfortable with all the gifts they received as wedding presents.
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The wedding day: 26th December 1964
John has been away three years now and we have enjoyed welcoming him home for a three month holiday this year.  He wrote to us each week and his letters were always full of interest and all the family like to read his news as soon as the post brings it here.  He has done very well out there in Rome, for he has passed his exams and is now a Bachelor of Arts and is hoping for a degree this year.
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John’s B.A. degree
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Pope Paul at the English College
Anne is working in Local Government as a trainee Youth Employment Officer and likes her job, which involves quite a lot of work that has to be done outside the office, visiting factories and workshops and other premises where young school leavers are placed in employment.  These visits are made periodically to ensure that conditions are right for the young workers and that the pay they receive will be up to standard.  She is an ardent member of the Young Socialists and this also helps her with her exams, for the people who make up her friends there mostly work in Local Government jobs and are studying the processes of the Government of the Country and finding faults with the system and then trying to find out what brought these systems into being and arguing whether or not they suit the circumstances that prevail today.

Margaret is now in her last few months at school and has gained an entrance to two colleges, both a long way from home and she is fervently hoping that she will be successful in the coming exams to enable her to take up one of the places in October of this year. She has been a cub master’s assistant for the last eighteen months and thoroughly enjoys her evenings with the pack of little boys, training them up and taking them on various outings and I know that Akela finds her a great help in running the pack.
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St. Hanatiug’ Colleqe, P.15.

ACADEMY & PRIZE DISTRIBUTION
Municipal Hall, Tottenham

f\Monday & Tuesday, 26th & 27th October, 1959

ACADEMY PROGRAMME

(1) ORCHESTRA:

Trepak - : - - - - : - - - - - - - Morand
Music for the Royal Festival - - - - - - - - . Handel
«11) CHOIR:
The Little Drummer Boy - . . - . - - - - - Onarati
Yarmouth Fair - - - - - - - - - . . - Warlock
On Wings of Song - - - - - - - - - - Mendelssohn
(iii) “ St. IGNATIUS COLLEGE MARCH OF TIME” - - - - Episode 14: 1958-1959
(iv) “FRAGMENT OF A GREEK TRAGEDY " - - - - - - - - - Housman
= (Greek Classes)
., BRASS QUARTETTE
“ Forester, Sound the Cheerful Horn” - - - - - - - - Bishop
(vi) -~ AciLiry” (PE. Classes)
(vii) ““ SCAPIN’S REVENGE ”’ s R e e e e e S Moliere
(vill) ORCHESTRA :
March: Occasional - - - - . . - - - . E Handel

(ix) HEAD MASTER’S REPORT
(x) DISTRIBUTION OF PRIZES AND CERTIFICATES

(x1) “IN MEMORIAM ~
The Last Post by Trumpets and Drums of C.C.F. Contingent.

V. Eternal rest give unto them, O Lord.
K. And let perpetual light shine upon them.
Let us pray :

O God, to whose bounty and love man owes his salvation, we beg of thy mercy and
through the intercession of Blessed Mary, ever virgin, and of all thy saints that the souls
of former students of this College who have departed this life may be admitted into the
fellowship of thy everlasting bliss, through our Lord Jesus Christ. Amen.

Qe RS
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