Anong My
Souvenirs

W fred Huski sson

To those who may wish to know a little of my ancestry
or nore than they know already of the tears and joys
of my childhood and yout hful pursuits.

It has been said that inside everyone

there is a book waiting to be witten.
For me it's true, so here it is.



| NTRODUCTI ON

Mich that | have witten concerns ny own life but inevitably
i ncludes facets in the lives of innunerable associates, friends
and rel atives.

Hi gh in inportance anong the latter has to be nmy nother and father
of whom mum was uni que, ranking high as a woman, tallish, good

| ooking, a perfect wife to my dad and nother to her children, wth
an al nost uncanny gentl eness. Although not well educated, she was

of high intelligence, a superb manager of her affairs through many
traumatic times.

One nan who needed such a wonan, especially at the very time he
net her was to be our dad.

For many years | have cone to realise that their begi nnings should
not be allowed to sink into the oblivion, and that is why | begin

this work with a biographical outline of their early lives with

t hose around them information known to Ivy (ny sister) and I, or

gl eaned fromother information supplied by relatives etc.

The first three chapters then, cover their story fromyears 1889
to 1923 (the year of nmy birth), thereby setting the scene for what
fol | ows.

I must thank Ivy here for her considerable help to nme as ny nenory
checker, and her supply of facts |I had not known but as a result
have been able to add to ny own recoll ections.

The odd swear word occurs here and there, where it is known to
have been spoken, it intends to indicate truthfully the col our of
t he | anguage of the people, period, place and situation depicted.

The exact chronol ogy of some incidents is unknown but included in
a manner that | hope nakes for reasonable continuity.

Al so there is much you may consider irrelevant, but | wanted to
record here every known item in order to inpart as true a picture
of the tines as possible so that you may gain a sort of 'flavour'
or at nosphere surrounding the events descri bed.

These less than significant features are interspersed within the
main stories in an attenpt to avoid tediumas the narrative noves
along. | do hope that in spite of ny inadequate witing style you
find the narrative reasonably enjoyabl e.



PART ONE



Chapter 1

MAY (Mum)
Peri od 1889-1918

May Dai sy Binks saw her first |ight of day on May 4th 1889 at 24m
Peabody Buil dings, Dufferin Street, Whitecross Street, Finsbury,
London. Sone (unknown) tine later the famly noved to 14

Wbodbri dge Street near there. It seens she was third or fourth to
survive infancy, anong a famly of children which eventually
nunbered el even out of a total of seventeen

The maturing el even were Esther (Ci ss) b.1884 d. 1956, Elizabeth
(Liz),b.?. d.1924, Christina Emly (Emmy),b.?.d.1955, My Daisy
(Mai sie) b.1889.d.1960, Cara,b.?.d. 1932, Joseph WIIiam Ernest
(Ernie) b.1894 d.1973, Charles (Charley) b.?.d.1937, Vivienne
Lillian (Lilly) d.1974, Albert Herbert (Bert) b.1899.d.1916, Edith
Alice (Edie) b.1901.d.1971 and Cyril Charles.b.1904.d.1973, we
believe in that order.

To produce seventeen children may show an appalling lack of birth
control know edge but huge families, though maybe not the rule,
were neverthel ess common.

Their nother Enily hove from Sonerset originally, we know not what
brought her to London, but recall her well, a lovely cuddly I ady,
a picture book granny to Ilvy and |

The father Joseph's origin is unknown but was a London policenan
eventual ly sacked for having a drink in a pub while on duty, he
was caught by a col |l eague who could have been shopped for
thieving many a tinme it was said.

We never knew him he died in 1919, he was held in high reverence
by the entire famly and refered to as "daddy", a term May used
when tal ki ng about himeven late in her life.

Even so, he was a very strict disciplinarian whose cane was
pl aced al ong the table at neal tinmes for use on those who dared to
speak unnecessarily or tried any other nisdeneanor. One reci pient
for exanmple was G ss who once on breaking wind said the nandatory
"Manners" quite politely but followed it with "before pigs" not
realising the gravity of her insult. On leaving the force Joseph
becane a warehouse man

W never saw their home in Peabody Buil di ngs (George Peabody had
been a successful American business man in Engl and who | eft part
of his fortune for hones to be built to house London's poor, in
1865 | think).

Apparently the roons were reached by great flights of stone steps
that served the nunmerous floors. A lavatory for several occupants
bei ng provided on the nearest |andings, young Cyril or Bert if on
the toilet would to every one's annoyance, keep themwaiting in
gueues on the stairs, while loudly singing some popul ar song of
the day until the very last note had been reached, it was the
girls of course who were the main recipients of this and ot her
harassnent s.



For exanpl e young Edie was | ucky to escape serious injury
when in devil nent young Ernie shot her with an air gun at point
bl ank range.

It seens they were a happy fanmly of course but like their

hei rcont enporari es they did not have two hal fpennies to rub
toget her, and often no shoes, or at best had card-board insol es
for shoes worn through.

These were the years enbracing lives of the nonarchs Victoria and
Edward VI |

The | ocal school was the Hugh Myddelton Conplex (Sir Hugh
Myddel t on was the gol dsmth who brought water by canal from
Hertfordshire to London). Surprisingly, for those days, they taught
French at the school, anpbng the nore usual subjects.

May thought the French mistress quite a case! her remarks included
"Vot ees it you av in zee nouf ? no natter eef it be a votch

vill chuck it out of zee vindow " but her teaching could not have
been at all bad, for many years later May could recite a French
poem she had | earned there and also sing to Ivy and | the French
song ~Sur |e pont d'Avignon'.

We suspect that she had |oved poetry, as quite late in life she
was able to quote nuch of a very long poemcalled "The buil ding of
St Sophia" by S. Baring Gould, this was rediscovered in recent
years by lvy in a large old book of poens which she kindly gave to
ne.

Her enbroi dery was sonewhat uni que being exactly replicated on
both sides of the cloth rather than the usual single sided nethod.

She al so |iked Bible studies and coul d quote whol e passages from

it, one we especially recall her reciting to us being John 14 "Let
not your heart be troubled, ye believe in God believe also in ne.

In ny father's house are many mansions, if it were not so | would
have told you ---- etc,etc".

On quot ations her cheeky sister Ciss (real nane Esther), when
asked to state the Bible's shortest verse, responded with "Jesus

wept----and well he might!" and another of her nore punishable
di stortions was "There will cone a time when the trunpet shal
call!, not one of those penny buggers but a bloody great big un!"

Once when Ciss was absent the teacher asked May "Were i s Esther
this morning?" May did not know to whom ' Esther' referred! she'd
never heard Ciss called that before and was chastised for not
responding to the question

Singing was May's great joy, and in the course of her nusic

| essons, she was able to learn the tonic sol fa system of

not ati on, becoming nore and nore proficient with it, this was to
serve her in good stead nusically later on

W i magi ne she adored school, but none of the girls could abide a
certain Mss Hartley a rather cruel character by all accounts. May
told us that she and G ss encountered the worman in the distance
one day, whereupon Ciss yelled out "Ad nmother Hartley, O d nother
Hartley"! and ran off only to acquire a painful punishnment by
falling over heavily.



Few chi l dren knew what a holiday was but sone of the Binks
children were included to go away to Kent for a week's work hop
pi cki ng which was such a change. My thoroughly enjoyed it all.

In the due course of growi ng up, the children of London becane
what we call today "Streetw se". There could have been no better
exanpl e of Darwin's theory of the survival of the fittest. Like

ki ds of today, scathing insults were hurled at one and other. "My
Bi nks stinks" was typical of such hurtful retorts for exanple.
Wtness too either Ciss or May's farewell remark to M ss Hartl ey
on leaving the school----"1f | die before you do,I'l|l cone back
and bl oody well haunt yer"---- Let us draw a veil over whatever

M ss Hartl ey would have thought to reply!

May, by now affectionally known as Maisy, (sonme called her

Yy~ Mai dy') continued school on certain evenings for her singing

| essons and joined a choir, a vast conglonerate of singers who
performed at the Crystal Palace "in |ong blue sashes", she was so
proud of being chosen for it!

Par adoxi cal |y, she had a soft, yet sonorous contralto voice of
| arge conpass and was strongly advised to be trained to go
prof essional, an inpossibly tall order w thout the necessary
wherewi thal in those days.

So she never did, but continued her singing (nostly of ball ads)
occasionally on the amateur concert platform

Li ke her contenporaries then, she had to take on the nbst nundane
jobs, Button gilding was one, Feather curling another, then
Artificial flower-making (at the nearby John G oons Hone we
think). Al these we suppose reflecting a certain artistic skil
that showed up fromtine to tinme. Anyway | recall her draw ngs
were adeptly done, she |iked drawing and painting flowers
especi al ly.

Eventual | y t hough she settled in the firmof Rendell's, (the
chemi sts and contraceptive pioneers) where nearly all her friends
were enpl oyed, much later nost of her sisters worked there too.
her sister Lilly becom ng the conpany secretary.

May becane so steeped in religion, including Sunday school
teaching we believe, that she admtted to us many years |ater that
it all became an obsession and rapidly becom ng a mania!

This m ght have been relieved a little by her joining the singing
and dancing around the barrel organs that plied the London streets
(that's before the days of radio and tel evision), or maybe her
trips to the cinema. The filmstars of her day she especially

i ked being Charlie Chaplin, Mary Pickford, Fatty Arbuckl e,
Dougl as Fairbanks, Lilian G sh, Bronco Billy, John Bunny etc. She
was fond of cowboy pictures with galloping horses but noticed that
whenever the hero got wet by swinming in a river, he was shown

i medi ately afterwards absolutely dry !

Anot her |eisure activity she turned to was ball-room danci ng,
describing it quite vividly. How young gentl enmen were gi ven cards,
on which they could wite in advance dances they hoped their

sel ected young | ady would sign her nane against, to confirm her
wi |l lingness to participate.



She was fond of the Vel eta, The Sir Roger de Coverley, The
Lancers, The Quadrilles, The Waltz Cotillion, The Mlitary Two
Step, etc. and what we now term 'The O d-fashioned Waltz' of
course.

She adored the theatre too, especially the singers, in particular
Gerty G tana who she said al ways appeared on the sane bill as
Leslie Stuart, though their acts were quite separate; she wondered
whet her they were nmarried or intended to be.

O her turns she liked were Talbot O Farrell, Florrie Ford, Eugene
Stratton, Little Titch, GHEIliot, Bransby WIlianms, Vesta
Tilley, Kate Carney, Ceorge Churgwi n, Charles Coburn and the
risque Marie Ll oyd.

It's nice to know she had lots of friends, sone becom ng very
close and long lasting. Late in life she was still nentioning Li
Benbri dge, Eliza Codrington, Lizzie Meager. A girl called Ada who
later married a Fred Robertson and Polly Thurlow, etc, being anbng
her friends. They nust have played a part in the fornmation of her

| ovely nature and therefore are nore than worthy of a nention

her e.

She al so had great respect for two of the Rendell bosses, both
bei ng nenbers of the Rendell fanily and nanmed WIfred and Dudl ey
after whom | was surprisingly named nuch later, (Charles, nmy third
nane being after her brother).

Her mum was al ways at her wits end trying to get enough noney to
feed the fam |y even though those old enough to work were hel ping
out .

Such angui sh was a common 'fester' among London's poor, and thus
provoked the rise of another evil, the Pawn shop. to which
frequent journeys were nade by her num

Now a young woman (and phot ographs show her to have been tall
slimand fair of face and figure, quite beautiful in fact). Maisy
used any residue of her noney for a decent array of clothes.

These she tried to store at the very bottom of her |owest drawer,
in the forlorn hope that her mum would not find and pawn t hem
sadly they were soon found and being at the bottom her num

t hought they would not be m ssed when she pawned them .

O course this couldn't go on, argunents ensued until wth great
reluctance (and much trepidation) May left home, with G ss we
think, but remained close to all the famly, including her mum
whose notives were not misunderstood, so there was no rea

ani nosity.

Ciss and Maisy still found life a struggle to nake ends neet, to
the extent of even tearing open tea packets to retrieve the very
| ast of the tea grains!

O course they were great chuns, and when wal king in the park one
day, probably man hunting, they were accosted by a couple of

fell ows who chided themfor their apparent rejection of their
verbal advances. One eventually refered to Ciss as a 'little cow
to which she replied "If | had been a cow, my horns woul d have
been up your arse long ago!"



One chap who eventually stole her heart was Ji m Davi es who chose
May to share his life

Wth the first world war under way, any idea of May getting
married worried one of her coll eagues where she taught Sunday
school and she exclaimed "What if you had a baby ?" to which My
confidently replied "I shan't have any children".

So they did narry and she soon changed her mind, for in due course
baby Christina came into their lives, but she died at only sone
one and a half years of age.

We know little of Jimsave that he was awarded a solid silver
pocket watch (now in my possession) for saving a drowning nman from
the river Thames. W know too that he was a keen cricketer, Misy
frequently watching himplay.

Soon it seems she becane pregnant again, Jimwas sent to France,
soon killed in action and so never saw the new baby, this tine a
Ittle boy, called Cyril after May's brother.

She was now nental ly shattered of course and having got to know
his famly, took baby Cyril to Liverpool and spent sone tinme with
themat their Wavertree hone. She returned to C erkenwell, and
here, infant nortality (often fromgastro-enteritis) being so rife
in those days, her second baby al so died!

Reeling fromall this, and possibly on sonme sort of rebound, she
met and ultimately nmarried another soldier two years younger than
May, he was Rifl eman George Eldridge No 18074 and he too was
promptly sent to France and killed (15/9/16) soon after he | anded
there! Hi s platoon had attacked the Germans at Delville Wod at
8.30a.m He was | ast seen wounded in a shell hole and unable to
carry on in battle.

Conmpounding it all came news of the death of her youngest sol dier
brother Bert (at only seventeen years old, he was shipped to the
Dar danel | es and wi th hundreds of other boys, killed at Gallipoli.)
Once she told us about that war, of the rationing, how boy scouts
sounded the air raid and all clear warnings by bugle blasts, how
t he Zeppelins cane over to bonb London. She saw one abl aze high
over head, the fire so intense that men were junping fromit to
their certain deaths. "Oh poor devils" she had cried, but another
worman near by yel |l ed back "Poor devils be buggered! the only good
German is a dead 'un", with no regard to the fact that "each was
some nother's son!" as Maisy put it. Wio knows though, perhaps the
woman' s own husband, brother or son had been killed by sone
German' s hand? Thisparticular Zeppelin ultinmately fell in flanes
somewhere in Essex, Cuffley | think

For now let us return to May's | atest catastrophies and her
appal li ng predicanent. Her priest, a long time close friend,
called to console her enbittered state of mind, and endeavoured to
qualify her string of tragic msfortunes with standard utterences
such as "It's God's will Maisy" and that she nmust "seek solace in
prayer" etc etc.

"Never again, Never!" she cried sending himaway. She henceforth
abandoned her church, priest and religion, but sonmehow, |ike nopst



of us, not entirely. Nevertheless, I'msure you'll agree that if
it was Hs will, He certainly 'worked in a nysterious way'.

These | atest tragedies were not, even then, to be the end of her
troubles as | will in due course reveal.

O her other brothers, Ernie was now an Australian soldier (he had
earlier emgrated to Australia). Charley was now in the arny.
Cyril though, had so far not been called up.

W& now nove her story to George Eldridge's hone where his sisters
Lillian and Beck lived with her husband Tom and her nother Alice,
they and May were able to conmmri serate with each other foll ow ng
Ceorge's death.

It is not clear whether the Eldridges were friends fromthe past
t hrough whom May had met George, or whether she net CGeorge first,
and t hrough himbecane friendly with themall, it matters not,
fromnow on, tine slowy passed and their wounds began to heal.

Ceorge Eldridge's brother Al bert (nostly called AIf) was seven
years younger and also a soldier (in The King's Royal Rifles

regi ment) he was wounded in the head and shell shocked and
admtted to Le Treport General Hospital on 21/5/17 and in June to
the hospital ship St David for Dover and entered Newbury Hospita
on 4/7/17. Then on 13/9/17 he was noved to the Sir Frederick
Recuperative Hospital Hanpstead and transfered to the Maudsl ey
Neur o-cl eari ng hospital on 30/9/18.

On inprovenment he was due to visit the other Eldridges with a
hospital patient friend; they had invited a young |lass called
Hettie with Maisy to nake up a foursone, this was to set the scene
for a new drama, about which |I shall tell you nore later, but |et
me tell you first about “Harry'.



Chapter 2

HARRY ( Dad)
Peri od 1890-1918

Henry, WIliam John, Huskisson, entered the world on the 29th of
August 1890 at 23 Penberton Terrace, Upper Holloway, North London
nmovi ng (unknown when) to No 20 Salisbury Road near there.

The family were fairly well set up conpared to many Londoners, his
not her, Annie, running a |aundry business on H ghgate HIl, she
had been on the stage in her youth as a bare-foot dancer. his
father (Francis, John) was principally a zinc worker with
substantial business, offering al so plunbing decorating and
roofing services, in his younger days he had been a drunmer in the
guards. We know little of his ancestry, but wondered if he was
connected with a relative of the 19th century Treasury mnister

W liam Huski sson who was killed due to being struck by the
“Rocket' engine during the Rainhill railway engine trials of 1830.

Wlliamwas married to Eliza Enmily MIbanke but childl ess.
However, he was the el dest of four brothers. They were hinself
(WIlliam), Richard, Saruel, and Charles, so the connection may be
with one of the three younger nmen. An interesting account of the
latter with considerable genealogy is given in the book "~Huskisson
and his Age' by C. R Fay. published by Longman and Co. The copy in
nmy possession was given to me by Ivy and makes fascinating
readi ng.

My grandfather Francis John is known to have died in 1918 at the
age of sixty four (his grave is in St. Pancras cenetery,
Finchley). He was born in 1854. Francis's father was a surgica
i nstrument maker nanmed Henry Huskifson, (a double “s' in those
times was often witten as "fs') his nother's nane was Jeni ma and
they had nmarried in 1843, her nmaiden name previously being
"Greener'. His nane being entered as Huskison (note the “s' being
singular). The ancestry has not so far been researched further
back. W do know Francis's origins were at Somerstown, London

Francis had been narried before as had his wife (she to a M
Rogers) and with baby Henry now on the scene, the fam |y consisted
of Henry's mother Annie, his father Francis (Frank), his half
brother (also a Frank), his half sister Grace and his true sisters
Lillian, Alma, "Dolly' (really Elsie) and Edie, then Henry (Harry)
hi msel f, the children born we think in that order!

W know not hing of Harry's schooling, nor nmuch of his chil dhood.
W know the children had expensive toys, They owned ani mal s as
pets, | think they even had a nonkey and a trap pulled by a goat
for exanple. There was a house-keeper | ady call ed Hannah we
bel i eve who virtually brought up the fanily.

We do know Harry was full of fun and m schief. One prank was to
buy pease pudding, sit on a high wall or tree with his pals, rol
the pudding into balls and drop themonto the helnet of the |oca
poli ceman as he passed to and fro on his beat!

Conventi onal school boy ganes included ' Tippy Cat' where a di amond
shaped pi ece of wood was pl aced edgeways on the ground and struck
hard on its point with a stick forcing the dianmond high into the
air. Then there was 'Diabal o' where a spool is set spinning back
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and forth upon a string tied between two sticks held one in each
hand t he object then being to hurl the spool skyward and catch it
again still spinning on the string. Al so shops would sell a

"l eat her sucker' being a disc of |eather threadled on a string,
the disc if wetted was then trod down hard upon the pavenent and
by tugging on the string a loud 'crack' like a rifle shot would
result. A spinning top whipped by a thong on a stick to keep it
goi ng was anot her gane.

One prank was to tie a string across the road securing it to
opposite letter boxes, so that knocking on one door induced the
ot her knocker to work as the first door was opened.

Anot her concerned ice creamof the Italian variety called ' Hokey
Pokey' (delightful stuff) that “~Jack' the vendor, if in a good
nood, would oblige the children with who called to him"G ve us a
taster Jack". Unfortunately, he tired sonewhat of young Harry and
his friends, who one day when he'd refused their request, snatched
up sone horse dung and | obbed it into the ice creamtub on the
cart!----- Not funny! and Harry soon realised, fortunately, that
their ideas were getting rather out of hand.

Hi s half brother Frank was apparently far nore adventurous though
we know not what he'd got up to, save that he was Birched and al so
spent tinme in a Borstal institution. In later Iife he was a
railway man and was very socialistic and becane a staunch Trade
Uni oni st hol di ng consi derable rank in his union

Growi ng up, young Harry quite liked to help his dad on certain
buil ding projects, we're told that once he was on the roof of the
Al exandra Pal ace, heating up a soldering iron for his father who
was positioned a couple of feet higher up. On calling for the
iron, Harry reached it upward and his dad took hold of it by it's
hot end ! It seens the scene ends with father Frank chasi ng young
Harry across the fields of Al exandra Park

One of the jobs he had on |eaving school was the naking of |uggage
grids that in those days were fixed on the back of notor cars, but
he could not retain any interest in the work, prefering to seek
sone out door occupation,-- i.e. to do his own thing.

After thinking it all out he decided he woul d take the plunge and
join the army! so he did just that by giving a false age (18
instead of 16) in 1906! His parents were enraged! and told him
they were going to buy himout of it again, a very expensive
procedure, but he explained seriously his reasons for enlisting
and threatened to re-join if they pursued with the idea.

Happily, in the end, they relented and he renained Private H
Huski sson, 2nd Battn: East Surrey Regi ment. Thereafter they (the
regiment that is), according to himwere “~second to none'

The barracks were at Kingston in Surrey though how he managed to
get down there renmains a puzzle, but he was soon earning
pronotions qualifying also as a nounted i nfantrynman, and was
t horoughly enjoying the life, and according to his sisters, they
and all the girls loved himin his uniform One was an 'lvy
| nkpen' who he dallied with for a while but the affair soon faded.

He was a fine figure of nanhood to be sure, standing over six
feet three tall then with a quite handsone countenance that |
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think remnds me of the thirties actor, the Austrian, Anton
Wal br ook, he certainly |ooked every inch a soldier

"The Arny makes a man of you" they say, what a pity that those who
join seemoblivious to the fact that its real purpose declared to
be for defending a country is nore likely for use as a
government's killing machine. This of course he was eventually to
realise first in a Chinese skirnish and potently in France and

Bel gi um nuch | ater on. For now though, young Harry had obviously
found his niche.

H s leisure pursuits especially when on | eave included playing
cards, he learned all the card tricks and ganes, plus the ganbling
ones! but he also | oved beautiful things, taking a great interest
in flowers which indicates sone neasure of his inner self, show ng
his truly soft hearted approach to things that so many years
later, Ivy and | would grow to | ove.

He adored the Music Hall whenever opportunities and the noney

coi nci ded. Apart fromthe great Houdini and the other illusionists
and nagi ci ans of the day, he was enthralled by ventriloquists

i ncluding of course the inimtable Arthur Prince, the

i npressionists Hettie King etc, but in particular the nenorable
conedi ans Dan Leno, George Robey, George Fornmby (senior),Harry
Chanpi on, Gus Elen, Billy Bennett, Randol ph Sutton, Dave and Joe
O Gorman, Billy Danvers, We Ceorgie Wod and Little Titch etc,
etc.

He | oved themall, but especally one he tried to enulate, his
favourite --- Sam Mayo! and would sing his com ¢ songs, including
the intervening patter, at nany amateur concerts both in, and on

| eave fromthe arnmy. The theatre nust have been in his bl ood.
Remenber, his mum had been on the stage, his dad a drumer, his
sister Dolly was a keen anateur conedi enne and singer, sister Al na
too dabbled in the craft, and as the future unfolds it becomes
evident that a domi nant gene in that respect runs in the fanily

Apropos the army, he was sent to India and grew very fond of that
country thereafter. He would tell us about sl eeping under nosquito
nets and how hot it was, relieved only by the Punkah Walla (Indian
boy manual |y operating a huge fan). | recall himdescribing the
origins of the Taj Mahal at Agra to us, and the beauty of it that
had so enthralled him

Anot her town, another country, Chittagong in Bangl adesh, though in
those days it was still India. He said that he felt so adept at
cards there, that he played agai nst Jasper Mskeline, (later the
great stage nmgician of London's Maskeline and Devant's enporium
of magic), the pioneers of the now famous Magic Circle. He |ost
the gane and much of his uniformtoo, he suffered denotion as a
result, and was confined to barracks for twelve weeks (or 84 days
as soldiers would put it!).

He spent sone tine in Burnma near the Irrawaddy river but we don't
know his involvenment in any particular activity there except

nmusi cally, at an arny barracks theatre he did his conic act
singing "My wife's cake" and "The blow al nost killed Father!" the
show was for the Rechabites society and was hel d at Schwebo. It
woul d have been in Burma or India that he contracted nmalaria, the
affliction that was to plague himinternmttantly for nost of his
life. He contracted it in the jungle and I renmenber himtelling us
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of the snakes there and how one could avoid them by whistling a
tune or thrashing a stick through the undergrowth as they tranped
al ong through the forest.

In 1911 they were fighting the Chinese (in one of those fracas
we're not told about). He said the standard procedure was to tie
t he Chinese together by their pig-tails, then knock themto the
ground where they found it very difficult to get up again or

i ndeed to free thenselves! Since then, he said, you never see a
Chinaman with a pig-tail any nore. perhaps that's true?

Dad could tell a fine old tale though, (well, so nmum would say),
perhaps he did stretch his stories a bit, but we never knew himto
tell an out and out lie.

Utimately, the war found himin France of course. His sister Li
told me once that he had been ordered to single handedly capture a
German machi ne gun enpl acement manned by several nen. He achi eved
the objective but it was his C. O she said who got the
conmendati on! However, one could never get himto adnit to have
ever killed any of the “eneny', in fact he was for ever rel uctant
to even discuss his actual warfare experiences.

W were told however of one of his buddies having a | eg bl own off
in a shelling, then screaned as he held the good | eg as though
that was the | eg causing his agony!

Harry suffered nmore than his fair share of woundi ngs though, four
wound stripes were on the sleeve of his uniform Strangely, one
bull et entered the back of his neck and they said it could not be
removed, but in time it noved | ower and | ower down his back from
where it was ultimately extracted! M aunt Lil was given (and
showed nme) the bullet.

He did tell us of an occasion when a friend 'Jock' was

nonchal ently sw nging his cane round and round and it was thought
that it had struck dad by accident. Not so! It was a "~ spent
German bullet that mght otherwi se have killed him | assume this
was the one in his neck.

In the midst of these events cane the news that an air raid had
been directed at Southend on Sea, killing his sister Edie, (by
then Ms Batty) and her husband Walter. Their children thereby
orphaned were two girls, and a boy. W think all three were
injured, (Connie, Elsie and John),they had had another son, Walter
who had di ed previously.

The 2nd Battn. East Surrey Regi ment are perhaps nostly renmenbered
for the fanmous football, used (like their usual tot of rum, to

gi ve them 'Dutch courage'inducing themto kick the ball to each
other as they went 'over the top' advancing across 'No man's | and'
to launch an attack upon the Gernans.

Though never a lover of foot-ball, Harry took part of course and
t he whol e action was highly successful and widely reported in the
press.

Most of the foregoing incidents would have occured after he was
sent to Bel gium where he suffered a German gas attack fought in
one or nore of the appalling battles for Ypres (or 'Wpers' as the
Tonm es pronounced it) where even today there is occasionally dug
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up odd parts of skeletons of the thousands of lads killed there in
the great 'war to end wars' as the governnent of the tinme had the
effrontery to call it!

I think the war ended for Harry though when the dug-out he was in
suffered a direct hit froma German shell, he was buried alive for
three days! (or as he put it in arnmy terns "seventy two hours")

Thus he suffered shell shock, that nysterious affliction, his hair
taking on an iron grey col our throughout and he becanme sonet hing
of a mental wreck.

They shi pped hi m hone to England, then up to Scotland where for
t herapy he was put to work, scraping noss (for use in field
hospitals as a substitute for cotton wool) from underneath the
Bridge of Allan. Then down to Brighton, to the Royal Sussex
Hospi t al

For recuperation he entered the Maudsl ey Neuro-clearing hospita
and in the next bed lay another soldier with whom he becane very
friendly as they were both slowy recovering. This new found
friend was called Al bert (Af) Eldridge! H s head kept rocking
fromside to side as though to indicate 'No' Thus when food and
drink cane around he didn't get any! He later said that were it
not for Harry he would have starved to death!

They were not officially allowed out and i ndeed were far from
well, but AIf induced Harry to join himon a visit to the

El dri dges residence at Priory Place Canden Town. So Harry was
about to neet AIf's nother Alice, a girl called Hettie who had
been introduced to the Eldridge fanily when working with AIf's
sister Lillian,(they were dressmakers). his sister Beck, her
hubby Tom and George Eldridge's wi dow May, presumably Lillian was
there too. So |eaving hospital in sone secrecy AlIf and Harry duly
arrived still wearing their Hospital Blues. Alice nmust have been
an extrenely popular lady for |ater correspondence shows she was
refered to as 'Mother' by both Harry and May's brother Charley

wi th whom she had al ways been cl ose.

Wth all the introductions nmade, the old granophone canme into
it's owmn with a record of Sidney Baines' “Destiny Wltz', a
spinning on it's turn table and with the nmusic begun, partners
were selected, AIf danced with the girl Hettie and Harry with the
other girl My, and thus unknow ngly, the four of them were
begi nning entirely new |ives.
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Chapter 3

MAY and HARRY, (Mum and Dad)
1918- 1923

War ended, and all the boys cane hone to live in what the
politicians disgracefully prom sed would be the “land fit for
heroes to live in'. Dad was virtually out of the army (though his
official thirteen years service discharge was recorded | ater as
29/ 8/ 19, his birthday). As an invalid, the arny diagnosed him as
suffering from'Neurasthenia'. His discharge certificate
indicated that at the time he was a corporal having four wound
stripes and three blue chevrons, he was to continue care by
sessions with a psychiatrist, |I think this entailed sone
unbear abl e el ectrical treatnent also.

On March the 29th 1919, May and Harry nmarried in St Peter's
Church Islington. the two witnesses at their weddi ng were her
brother Charley and his wife Alice, (Alice was a girl from Saffron
Wal don, so possibly Charley had been stationed there or at

Col chester, not too far away for their own romance to bl ossom

May and Harry rented an upstairs flat at 28 Gerard Street,

Col ebr ook Row there.

Wi le the place was enpty May jokingly told Harry "I've bought the

furniture!" Surprised he clinbed the stairs to see,--- and beheld
just alittle rectangular stool, sonme 18 inches by 10 by about 8
i nches high! It was second hand and very old, and still in use

today, though | had occasion to replace its two side panels
several years ago

When they were properly established, Charley called on themjust
when Harry was on a sofa shaking, crying and shouting

i ncoherently (as though still in the trenches), and wi th My
trying to pacify him Charley was appall ed at what she was havi ng
to put up with.

It was evident that his '"treatnment' had to be abandoned. Wth
May' s perseverance, |ove and care al one, they began to realise at
| ast that he was actually inproving, but presumably th had to
forego any pension fromthe arnmy that woul d ot herwi se have been
his entitlement. W do know he never received any. (know ng ny
nai ve parents its even possible that they never thought to apply
for it!

They must have planned to have a child, for May becanme pregnant
and they noved to an upper flat at 11 New Trinity Road, East

Fi nchl ey, London, N. 2. The flat had been vacated by Harry's sister
Al ma, her husband George and their boy Georgie (W think the
Islington flat was then to be occupied by Charley and Alice).

May and Harry's first child they named Alma, (after Harry's
sister) she was born on Christmas day 1919, at about six nonths
they had the baby's photo taken in a London studio. Then as tine
passed the baby increasingly suffered with congested |ungs. Toward
the end of the year they were expecting to visit May's uncle Jack
Leaves and his wife Edie for Boxing day.

Jack Leaves was May's uncle (her nother's brother). It had been

the customfor years, for the (Binks) fanmily to congregate there
every Boxing day, a great occasion for all concerned.
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As the day approached, the baby worsened and was having to have a
steam ng kettle in its roomall the time in order to aid its
breat hi ng, she eventually becanme so bad that on Christmas day---
her first birthday, the poor little soul died! It's staggering to
hear that in those tinmes one in every seven babies died! Three
such events for May though was surely worse than unfair.

Assessing the situation,there being no tel ephone (nor post on
Christmas day), May and Harry concluded that the best course of
action would be to go as arranged, (a prom se in those tines was
sacrosanct enough to overide their grief).

The journey, not too far, would have been by two L.C.C. trans,
the first, a Nunber 9 to The Kingsway, the second took them under
a sub-way and al ong t he enbanknent of the Thanes and over the
bridge to Greenwich, then a little walk to No 4 Ashburnham G ove
where her aunt Edie and uncle Jack |ived.

Here they duly arrived, other visitors nust have concl uded t hat
May and Harry had a baby sitter, so when they asked "how i s baby
Alma ?" My was able to reply "Just sleeping"----- they nerely
exchanged the usual conplinments of the season with every one, and
returned hone fairly shortly afterwards.

At this juncture | have been reading what I've witten so far, and
amforced to adnmit that May's love life seens too incredible (far
fetched even) to expect you to believe. Do please try though, it

i s however absolutely true and devoid of exaggeration in any way.
but to continue: -

How and why could this happen to them ? they were absolutely
devast ated and heart broken indeed. So what next? Well their |ove
for the little one induced themto return Alma's photo to the
phot ogr apher and have thensel ves pictured on either side of a
table so that he could thereafter insert the babies photo between
that of thenselves to create a threesone group.

Havi ng now | ost three babies, May tried to accept that it nust be
folly to even dream of having any nore children of her own, an
appal I i ng deci sion for any wonman who's obliged to nake it.

Harry wanted children though and deep down was absol utely
crestfallen to be deprived of the chance to father a son or
another little daughter. May, so dejected still saw children as an
essential feature of any narriage. Wll, a happy conproni se
prevailed, they both wanting a little child again, concluded it
best to adopt one.

They investigated all the possibilities. One option (favoured by
Granny Huski sson, Aunty Grace Green and Co. round in Church Lane)
woul d have been to adopt young Elsie Batty or her sister Connie
bot h orphaned in the Southend bombi ng outrage, but both had

al ready been resettled (in the care of Aunty Grace), furthernore
they were young girls and May and Harry naturally wanted an

i nfant.

This ultimately led themto the Wll-House institution, a work-
house at Barnet. May and her sisters Lilly and Edie went there
first to establish the adoption procedure, it being sinpler in
t hose days though it would entail considerable formfilling etc.
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There were several children avail able and when May and Harry went
together they spotted a little baby girl sitting alone in the
corner of a largeish room

They | earned that her nother was naned Fl orence Rose, and had been
deserted by the father of her seven children sone seven years
earlier, they having until then been living together as nan and

wi fe, but being unmarried, she and her children had to go into the
institution.

She was basically of very good character, until she was
unfortunately made pregnant and then abandoned. The nman invol ved
was lvy's father. Her birth certificate shows his surnane to be
Rose al so, perhaps only for the registrar's conveni ence, or naybe
he and Fl orence had actually marri ed before he absconded.

Her other children were very nice, well conducted and cared for
prior to comi ng under the care of their guardians.

After the formalities, May and Harry becane the | egal parents of
vy, the little child they'd chosen and she now had the new nane
of lvy, Rose, Huskisson.(a convenient nanme adjustnent). She had
been born on the 1O h of January 1919. and adopted at 2,30 p.m on
the 2nd of July 1921.

At last joy returned to May and Harry, this was to be a new
experience and indeed it proved a very happy one. the little |ass
could speak clearly already, indeed if mum dad or visitors ever
said a word at all out of place, Ivy's standard retort would be
"Ch, don't say that, its rude!, Ch, dear!"(surely indicating that
she had at |least had the start of a good up-bringing at the
institution?) but of course the tenptation to hear her say it
became too great, and m schieveously, she was frequently put to
the test.

Time marches on and we find Harry now quite well and working for
the Metropolitan Trammay Co at North Finchley, as a tram
conductor. During his training for the job, they taught himtram
driving too, but this didn't work out at all well.

He got stuck in a traffic jambehind a large lorry carrying plate
gl ass wi ndows for large shop fronts. As the traffic started to
nmove, Harry noved his tramjust a bit too fast forward, just
lightly striking the corner af one of the enornmus panes and---
zzzzz22222222Z---a huge crack appeared across it before it
conpletely disintegrated! So nmuch for driving tranms, conducting

t hem becane the norm

Once lvy caused he and May a dramatic few minutes, for the little
girl swallowed a hair slide! Luckily dad was on hand, she was
choking and rapidly turning blue when he swung her upsi de-down,
and whil e hanging by her feet, he committed one of his rare acts
of violence by thumping her back repeatedly until she was forced
to cough it up.

Then she frightened May who,in bed on one occasi on becane
petrified on seeing the bed room door handle very slowy turn and
begin to open, then came a pause and sweet little voice quietly
said "Mum [|'ve found a pin!"
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Then around Septenber 1922 what do you think ? May got herself
pregnant again! it was a definite mstake, but not by them (a
contraceptive sheath had split). Naturally the prospect of a new
baby at this tine took sone getting used to, for they feared
anot her di saster of course.

By the time of delivery though, they had becone quite keen on the
i dea and al t hough any sex of the child would have suited Harry,
May had got fixed on the idea of another little girl.

Conme the 29th of June 1923, her new baby was delivered by the
local mid-wife Nurse Normington, but it was a BOY! (with a rather
bl uei sh dark appearance) surely not another sickly baby ? For a
mnute or two she was so disappointed and actually pushed the
child (ne, yes ME!) to the foot of the bed!. Apparently she soon
got used to the idea of having a son again though, especially as
nmy appear ance began to inprove. and we were now at |ast a conplete
famly (of four).

Before | continue, let's re-cap on who was who, and what had
happened to each that got a nention anmpong the foregoing pages: -

Brot her Ernie (Binks) had nmarried a lass called Emily and had
em grated to Australia. They had one son and three daughters. Ci ss
(she occasionally signed herself “Sis') had narried a | ad called
Harry Stephenson, thought to be a descendant of the famed
Victorian railway engineer, and they too emigrated to Australia in
1919 and had two sons . Sister Liz also married a Harry, (Servant)
and were living in Islington with their three daughters My, Li
and Edie (after their nums sisters).Their first child, Rene' had
di ed, They also had a son Harry, naned after his dad but becane
better known as “Sonny'. That poor little chap had been born wth
only one arm

Sister Emm e (Binks) married a boy called AIf Jones, and
lived at Plunstead,very convenient for his job at the Wolw ch
Arsenal armanents factory, (strange isn't it how people are willing
to design and nanufacture weapons of death, even so soon after an
appal i ng war? but perhaps unenpl oynent was rife?) they had a
coupl e of boys. Emly, our gran, had noved to No 4 Charlotte
Terrace Islington after her hubby Joseph had died (in 1919). Muy's
sister Clara married a builder, Al bert Rex they had a daughter
also called Clara and lived in a flat above grandna.

Possibly May's sister's Edie, Lil and brother Cyril, were
unmarried and still living with gran. (Even May herself had once
returned there followi ng her | oss of George during the war).

Charl ey and Alice had by now two ni ppers, Gordon Charles Henry
born in 1919, and Alice Peggy always known as Peg born in 1921
Hettie and AIf had married but their little one Bert was not born
until Cctober 1923, he was born with sone foot defornity after his
mum had been in hospital for eight weeks with her inside al

septic. It was thought that the foot trouble would prevent him
ever wal king, but Hettie's "hone nade" brand of Physio-therapy got
hi m goi ng alright though his foot renained distorted sonmewhat.

Mums friend Polly Thurlow married a boy called Sam and her
friend Lizzie Meager married a 'Len' they had had a daughter

May, (after our mum nmaybe?) Ada and Fred Robertson had a boy and a
girl (Edie | think) W know not the fortunes of Eliza Codrington
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Mss Hartley, Jinms famly, WIfred or Dudley of Rendell's, or
mum s other friend, her priest. Mms uncle Jack and aunt Edie
remai ned childless. Clara's Albert, Fred Robertson and Alice's
Charley had all been soldiers during the war, in fact Al bert had
been a buddy of May's brother Bert before the latter was killed.

O dad's circle, his father had died in 1918. H s rmum our gran,
lived nowwith his half sister Grace who had married a Harry
Green, they had daughters (Grace and Edie) at 58 Church Lane, East
Finchley, (quite close to us at that tine) both daughter's first
children died, Dad's sister Gace by the way, had been nmarried
before to a man called Larter and they had had two boys. Dad's
brother Frank married a nice | ady, May, and they had a couple of
sons and lived in Surrey. H's sister Lil narried an engi ne driver
Fred Butler, they had daughters Ivy, Mdlly, Joan, and a son Jack
they were living at Leytonstone. Dad's sister Dolly married Arthur
Greener and with their son Ronnie were housed at Brackenberry
Road, East Finchley.

El sie, Connie and John the orphaned children of dad's sister and
hubby, were being raised by their aunt Gace and Grandna Huski sson
but John had to enter a mental hospital fromwhich he |ater

di scharged hinmsel f and was not heard of again. Dad's sister Alna |
| earn, had been very beautiful as a young teen-ager, but sadly
contracted snall pox, and that, while courting George Leggett, he
kindly stuck by her, ignoring her disfigurement. As indicated
earlier Alma married him he was a master builder, and had earlier
wor ked for her dad, and they now lived at Whod Green with their
son Georgie, sadly, their second baby died.

Ceorgie, was to affect us all nuch later in life, for now though
we'll leave that part of the narrative in abeyance.
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PART TWO
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Chapter 4
Cenesi s.

So I'mborn. You will have observed that | have referred (and wll
al ways refer) to Ivy as ny sister, this is out of no special

ki ndness about her adoption, but because on ny arrival, she was
already well established in our fanmly, legally owned by mum and
dad as nuch as | was, having been already with them for about two
years! So | had her with me right fromnmy start inlife, and

"l eaned' on her for help in so many ways during ny whol e child-
hood. Even now she has hel ped me no end to make this work as
accurate and conplete as possible. Sister? sure she is! how could
| even dream of regarding her in any other way? y

Now where to start? My Christening is a good place | suppose? but
all we know of that was that | was Christened with baby Ken
Maynard who |ived across our road and it was either he or I who
peed in the vicar's face at a dramatic nonent during the cerenony!

The first incident worthy of nention, | do not personally
renenmber either! It involved aunt Liz (nums sister) and uncle
Harry's girl, cousin Edie. She stayed with us for a while, |
assune it was therefore during the school's sunmer holiday period
and being lvy's contenporary, was an ideal playnmate for her. Also
aunt Liz was very ill at the tinme and we believe Edie stayed for
many weeks.

Wth the table fully laden for tea and num nonmentarily out of the
room the girls, four to five years old, were anxious to play wth
t he baby, apparently they had to struggle a bit to get to the cot,
due to the proximity of the table. In so doing, the table cloth
was pulled far enough fromthe table to tip the mlk, sugar, bread
etc, into the cot and onto ne.

The next scene has num now returned to the room and little Ivy
getting quite a wallop. It seens that numthen reflected on the
situation for a while and decided that one should not be punished
wi t hout the other, so poor Edie got one as well!.

As time went on of course | began to talk, unfortunately nmy first
words, or phrase, was "Poop pot" and people would reap enjoynent
by asking ne "Say TEA pot" or "Say PAINT pot" or "Say JAM pot"
etc, etc, but the only response would be "Poop Pot"!

My first actual nenory is of a visit to granny Binks where | was
put on the lap of uncle Cyril there. Atall wiry man he was and he
tickled me and made me laugh. | suppose | would be then about

ei ghteen nonths to two years old. | regret never seeing that

I ovely man again, he emigrated to Australia at that tine and took
up sheep farmng there. He didn't take a wife along though but
married many years later there, a girl called Lucy,they never had
chi | dren.

Nei t her he, Ciss nor Ernie ever returned to Engl and(they chose
the environs of Adelaide in which to settle) but they never forgot
their roots, corresponding with us throughout their lives. The
nane of Binks continues there today by virtue of Ciss and Ernie's
children.
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Around this tine we visited Aunt Liz and Uncle Harry Servant.

She, mum's sister, was ill in bed and we and their famly were
congregated around it. Their children were eating fish and chips
and it was anusing and a surprise after they'd finished the neal
to see them pour the renmining vinegar fromtheir newspapers into
the fire with a resulting cloud of steam pervading the room |
recall no nore of that visit save that it was a dimy gas-lit

al nrost Victorian style room W |earned shortly after that the
poor | ady had died of cancer. I'mglad | just renenber her and to
have visited her on that (only) occasion just described.

The next early recollection is of a large pile of granophone
records on a Christrmas famly get-together in 1925 | think. Mim s
sister (our aunt Edie) had net and married Billy Vail. They were
fascinated, (nore |likely staggered),that by selecting any record
fromthe heap and revealing either the "A' or 'B side to ny gaze,
| could tell themwhat was on the record! | suppose they thought I
was actually reading the |labels when in fact it was just ny
famliarity with their col ouring, size, etc. Having played and
heard themall played frequently on num and dad's tabl e nodel
granophone, recognition was easy.

Indeed, | could do it today! for | still remenber them For
exanple a ten inch one with a cream |l abel | know now to have been
of 'Bandnmaster' (or Guardsman') brand with a man singing "I'm off

to Philadelphia in the norning"and "My sweetie went away'on its
reverse, another was a seven inch one, navy blue of 'Radio' nake
whereon was pl ayed and sung "U pi dee, U pi da', then there was a
bright red one printed in gold, (Parl ophone) containing two ball ads

of Victorian vintage,"l hear you calling ne" on one side, with
"Until" for the obverse. One that al nbst escapes ne was "Roll away
clouds!" but can't recall its |abel or reverse though | renmenber a

sad song called ' Absent' on one disc.

One | loved though was "Ting a ling" played on bells with "All the
best" on xyl ophone, both played magnificently by Billy Witlock
(Dad had told nme his nane so |I've always remenbered it) a fine
nmusi ci an he was indeed, ----- but back to aunt Edie and uncle
Billy;-

Edie and Billy had been dance enthusiasts in there teens and it's
probable that they nmet at a dance hall called the "Blue Hall' |
think. One that uncle Billy had been to began to devel op an
undesirabl e invol venent with the then notorious Dominic Sabini who
master mnded the 'Sabini' gang (proninent around |slington) which
it is thought maybe included the American, CGeorge Raft who years

| ater was acting simlar seedy roles in Hollywood films. Uncle
Billy's fascination with aunty Edi e thankfully changed that avenue
of their lives entirely.

| must mention here that the war took its toll too, he was in the
Essex Regi ment and fought in France in the appalling battle of the
Somme and suffered |ike our dad, from severe shell shock, but
unl i ke dad, instead of going suddenly grey headed, he |ost al nost
all his hair and furthernore was virtually deaf and dunb for
ei ghteen nont hs! He was an excellent craftsman becom ng an
artificial linmb maker, generally for the Roehanpton organi sation
and once showed ne a fine exanple of his work, a conplete hand and
wist with all finger and other joints noveable and the finger and
thunb nails beautifully carved in the solid.
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He and aunt Edie were a lovely couple to us children (and to every
one else) and were to influence our young lives considerably.

I"'m sure now that mum and dad were keen to show off their children
by taking us to see our relatives on one or other side of the
famly,including old friends of course. Once we called on 'aunt
Hettie and 'uncle' AIf in their Canden Town flat at 5 Coll ege

Pl ace, but the only incident there | can recall to mnd was
playing a ' peep-bo' game with their son Bert, we being on each
side of, and | ooking around their open parlour door. Bert Eldridge
has al ways been regarded as our cousin, just as his nmum and dad we
only ever thought of as our aunt and uncle throughout our lives.

Simlarly, | renmenber a visit to aunt Dolly and uncle Arthur and
playing on the floor with their son Ronnie, he had a cl ock-work
rail way engine and ny finger was cut by one of it's rotating
gears. Aunt Dolly kissed it better and bandaged ny finger for ne.

In like vein, we had a holiday in a boardi ng house at Southend on
sea where the land lady's little boy had a toy taxi cab with rea
lights and opening doors! fantastic! my! how | coveted the thing,
it didn't hurt ne, and he, nme and the car together had great fun
W |iked Sout hend, num and dad that tinme took us on a charabanc
ride to a pub called The Canbridge Hotel, Ivy and | sat at a table
out side and a bar-man gave us a huge round buttered biscuit with a
hunk of cheese to eat with our glass of |enpnade.

W were taken on another ride, to Battlesbridge where a sign on
the pub wall reads "If your optician orders you gl asses, please
don't take mne!", These Charabanc trips plied from Southend' s sea
front and were a ot of fun on a nice day, being open topped and
with the wind bl owi ng through your hair.

| had nore fun at an engagenment party. W think it would have been
that of our cousin, the orphaned Elsie, to a sailor |ad who
possibly lived in Trinity Road, East Finchley, and therefore close
to us. At the party | couldn't take my eyes off a Soprano
Saxophone hangi ng on the front parlour wall, but nobody played it,
presunably it served only as an ornanent. However | deci ded that
one day |I'd own one nyself and of course now | do. By way of
conpensation though, a huge drum set was erected in a corner |eft

of the fire place. | think it belonged to aunt Alma's son, (our
cousin Georgie) who | knew much |l ater had one at their Wod G een
hone. Anyway, with records playing, or piano, | dont know which,

was al l owed to bash away on the druns! and actually had the sauce
to think nyself conpetent. Only the guests knew just how t hey
suffered that evening! Incidentally Elsie later narried a
different chap called Vincent West, it was a very happy nmarri age
conmenci ng at Leopol d Road, East Finchley.

This rmust be about the place to tell you of aunty Lilly (nmums
sister}, who by now was well set up. Her husband was a Sheffield
master cutler, a jew sh gentl eman naned Eddi e( Edward Emanuel )
Sinclair (his cutlery products were always engraved "St Cdair").
Toget her, and separately | believe, they travelled wi dely abroad
and were always very happy, but sadly they had no children

Evi dently though, she adored little girls and two in the fanmly
circle cane in for her love. One was our cousin Cara, (Aunty

Cl ara's daughter), she ni ck-naned her ' Poppy',the other was young
vy, aunt Lil liked her to call her aunty 'N nnie', shortened
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sonetimes to just "Nin',and bought her a new piano (by Boyd of
London).a fine instrunent that Ivy was eventual ly taught to play
very well, it was in highly polished Wal nut wood with those
beautiful brass candle stick holders on its fascia.

Nurmber 11 Trinity Road was just one terrace house in a row of
about twel ve extendi ng down both sides of the road, with ' The Dick
Turpin' pub and a grocer's shop (Surridge's?) on opposite corners
at one end, (adjacent to Long Lane) and a 'Nevills' bread bakery
at the other.

"' mthinking now that this period nust have been equal to the best
that mum and dad were ever to experience. They had quality photos
of the famly taken in a proper studio down in Junction Road near
H ghgate, the man having a dunmy parrot rocking on the camera to
occupy ny attention. For a hone snapshot Mum spent nany hours
dressing ne up in clothing she had skilfully made to exactly
imtate the costume worn by the laddie in MI1lais' Bubbles

pai nti ng, who she was convinced | resenbled! To her annoyance

t hough, | would not keep still for the photograph! However,
everything ot herwi se was now going pretty well and thinking about
it at this time, | nowturn turn to that upstairs flat.

Being so small at the tine my nenory of the front parlour probably
made it seema lot bigger than it was in reality. Beautifully
decorated in wall-paper of a Victorian design on which dad (or
maybe uncl e George when living there), overlaid by pasted paper
franmes in Regency style, with flowers, (roses | think), cascading
down and out of the frames and onto the surroundi ng wal |l - paper

The fireplace was beautifully tiled within its cast iron

bl ackl eaded surround with a heavy narbl esque mantl e pi ece over.On
this stood at each end a | arge bl ack rearing black horse with a
Caval i er astride.

There was a lovely solid brass fender guarding the fire proper

wi th mat chi ng conpani on set (that is a hand-brush, poker, tongs
and shovel) Here if in season would be roasted chest-nuts, and on
Sundays dad invariably bought us sweets froma little shop at the
Church Lane end of Manor Park Road, especially “chewi ng nuts' for
us children (which weren't nuts at all, but little caranels coated
in chocolate). He'd get coconut brittle that numliked, but his
own personal preference was for plain chocolate of 'Peters' make.
At the opposite end of the roomwas a bed with its head board
toward the wi ndow. Between its foot and the door was just enough
room for a | arge wardrobe.

Along the landing fromthat front parlour was the roomin which we
had our nmeals, this was the first door on the left. Farther al ong
the Ianding were two stairs down where a second door led into a
sort of wash house cum kitchen, we had a galvanised tin bath in
there, and a snmaller one with a wood and netal wash-board with

whi ch mum di d the washi ng.

O course she spent nuch of her tine there but we had one ot her
room it led off fromthe top of the main stairway, | reckon now,
it must have been sone fourteen feet or so long, by about eight
foot wide.

Thi s back room served as a bed-room shared by both Ivy and I, a
projecting open fire-place centered the right hand wall with ny
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bed beyond it in the alcove. Entering the room Ilvy's bed was on
the imediate left with a | arge wardrobe opposite in the other

al cove. Qur lavatory nmust have been downstairs and out in the back
garden but | just can't call it to mnd. The back garden was
shared but there was little or no front garden

The Marshalls downstairs were a bit noisy, he was quite nice
general Iy but on occasion could get quite drunk and woul d ki ck
hard the doors and sl amthem shut around the house. For sone
reason no one quite took to his wfe.

They were kind enough to take Ivy to the British Enpire exhibition
at Wenbley (in 1924) and bought her a packet of paregoric flat
sweets with a soldier's picture printed on its white wapper. They
had a charnming grown up daughter, Eileen, she was in service, they
al so had a rather huge dog, an Airedale it was, that barked and
frightened ne a lot, such that |'ve disliked that breed ever
since, but let me tell you next of the other folk in our street.
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Chapter 5
The grow ng i nfant.

We had |i keabl e nei ghbours generally. Over the road toward the
eastern end were a sonewhat dignified famly, the Maynards, Their
baby boy and | as nentioned earlier were Christened at the sane
time. Near or next to themwas the Muggleton fanmly who many
years |later (and at Southend on sea) becane close friends of Ivy,
there was also a M O arke who mum once accidentally nistook for
an intending attacker when he was wal ki ng behi nd her and carrying
a gun! Toward the other end was a policeman's famly, Millins |
think, their daughter Violet being a tallish pretty thing with a
mass of ringlets. On that side too there was a green-grocer chap
called G nger Norton who sold directly fromhis house

On our (western) side were the Andrews' downstairs, they had a son
Al ec, upstairs were the Ansells changing later to the Armstrongs,
that whol e house a quiet living fraternity. So were those on the
east side,though nore outgoing, there was an ol di sh couple, M and
Ms Deary, upstairs (that had previously been occupied by friends
of mum and dad called M and Ms Hight) and the Reynolds fanily
lived downstairs there.

The latter had quickly becone numand dad's firmfriends, partly |
suppose because they had known aunt Al na and uncle George who had
been the earlier occupants of our upstairs flat. Ms Reynol ds
recalled how little Georgie' s trouser pockets were sewn up by Aunt
Al ma because of his "untidy" habit of keeping his hands in them
during the cold weather.

W | oved Ms Reynol ds,a rotund huggabl e | ady, we would go to play
in her house many a time, Like num she would sing songs as she
went about her housework | recall well her soft voice singing
"I'"ve got yhe key to set you free' (Love will find a way' from
Maid of the nountains) | liked to sit down on her hallway |inoleum
with her newly bought groceries and build things, especially
putting her 'George Payne' quarter pound tea packets end to end,
they were white with narrow red centre stripes and nmaking a
super'train' in the inmagination of nme, a snmall toddler

vy when small spent nuch time in the conmpany of Ms Reynol ds and
had a fit of screani ng when once she was collected to cone hone,
apparently she had been promised a lollipop that norning by Ms
Reynol ds who had |l ater forgotten the conmtnent! She and num i ked
to converse, mum |l eaning from her wash-house wi ndow, and she, in
her back yard directly bel ow giving numthe nick-name "Ucko" and
in return, mumcalling her "Fan"!

Her husband was a kindly man of slimbuild, a tramdriver, they
had two sons, the eldest called 'Gunner' the other was Ted, a
jolly friendly boy (to ne), who did clever tricks on his bicycle
up and down the road, | thought himwonderful at the time. he
would ride with feet upon the handle bars or sit backwards on the
saddl e and if at speed could stand upright upon it in perfect

bal ance. Later on he was enployed to ride a trades bike, a three
wheel ed affair with a huge box fitted between the two front wheels
for the goods . The whole thing he would tilt over sideways so
that he was riding it on two wheels only! He should have joined a
circus | reckon.
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They al so had a young teen-ager daughter Peggy, oh!--dear, sweet
Peggy! Wth mum down at her Rendell's job she would take nme about
in our push-chair,a rather posh affair of mahogany and dating from
about the turn of the century, it had rubber tyred iron wheels and
could be folded for easy storage and had a pi ece of patterned
carpet for its seat and back rest and an exquisitely turned push
bar handl e. Peggy would be pushing ne and singing popul ar songs
of the day as we trundl ed al ong, one song sticks in my mnd to
this day being 'That's ny weakness now' W would go al ong
| aughi ng and j oki ng and she woul d suddenly shriek out "Ch WIf,
you are a scream " giggling in her infectious way.

Dear Peggy Reynolds! A lovely girl and a very happy nenory indeed
that | feel honoured to be able to record here. Peggy took nme each
day, back and forth to the creche, (or nursery) in QGak Lane, very
nearby. Al | remenber there is a lady in a sort of nurses
uni form an enormous rocking horse that | was too scared to ride
upon, it being so high, a wee blonde | addie who was 'took short
poor kid, and the others sniggering as yell ow faeces slithered
down his little legs. Apparently | suffered simlarly by weeing
nysel f, mumwas a bit put out because they sent me honme dressed in
girls clothes!

Teddy Reynol ds(Peggy's brother), Al ec Andrews and Ivy once took a
wooden go-cart (a home made trolley) to the railway bridge in
Church Lane and with Ivy on the back, it charged down the hil
there, with lvy's armrubbing on the tyrel ess wheel, unknow ng
that her armwas cut and bl eeding, she had to hide it fromnum s
gaze.

Uncl e Charley and Aunt Alice had taken over num and dad's house in
Gerrard Street when it was vacated for their nmove to our New
Trinity Road flat, but some eight years later they were on the
nove again to the new Downham Estate in Brom ey, Kent. W
understand that the rooms walls at Gerrard Street had becone
alive with bugs making living there unbearabl e. Their new hone was
a council house, a lovely clean dwelling in a countrified district
and such a happy contrast for them naking nmum and dad quite

envi ous | suppose.

On Sundays it was the custom everywhere for all to don their best
clothes, in fact they were known as one's ' Sunday-best'. Dad

al ways di spl ayed an erect soldierly carriage |ooking truly el egant
in his best suit at such tinmes, with his gold 'Al bert' (watch
chain) on display across his breast, straddling his waistcoat from
one pocket across to the other. Hooked in the centre button hole
was a gold Il ocket carrying a photo of mum another gold one held a
photo of baby Alma and was carried in his right waistcoat pocket,
the silver watch having been the original possession of (nums)
Jim Davi es nentioned earlier was in the other pocket. H's neatly
conbed iron grey hair was all wavey and brilliantined. His
cigarettes he'd load into a rather posh cigarette case carved in
the solid fromwood, (bird s eye maple) of fawn col our and highly
polished. He'd acquired it from abroad during his arny days saying
it was Japanese, and made by hand.

Mum woul d per haps wear her |ong black satin dress, where bel ow her

wai st was suspended | ong festoons of sewn tiny beads anmid a
di screet array of sequins | think. A real twenties creation
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If we went out, she would wear a fur neck-piece that ternmnated in
a foxes head cleverly arranged so that its jaws coul d be opened
and spring shut, to serve as a clip to secure it.

Dad wore a fine black bow er hat and carried a wal king stick (he
had no physical need of it) it being just a gentlenan's accessory
and a customto carry one at that period. (A gentlenman cum Tram
conductor, certainly seems rather incongruous today!) His stick
was of high quality with a silver ferrule at its base and anot her
near the start of its curled handle. | liked to be carried on his
shoul der or sonetines astride his neck

If | wal ked however, | could have his wal king stick and woul d
sort of ride it hobby-horse style, or nore often just hold onto
its handle and let its lower end play a little scraping tune as it
trailed al ong the pavenent behind me, but this was not at all a
good idea since it wore away the bottomferrule badly at an angle
of some thirty degrees! He also allowed me to reverse it so that
its handl e scraped al ong the pavenent rapidly wearing the wood
away, this really nmade the stick unserviceable, its former classic
style eventually lost for ever!

One of our outings was to Hadl ey Hi gh-stone and the surroundi ng

Hadl ey woods, | renenber scrub-land nearby and we woul d pick bl ack
berries there with ne getting depressed due to the tinme it took to
fill up one's container! The area is near Barnet and here, dad

lost a lot nmore of his dignity than that described earlier
regarding his dress. It was a lovely hot day and we all decided to
sit down on (or in) the longish grass. Unfortunately dad sat right
into a wet and sticky cow pat!

He was soon up on his hands and knees with rmum wor ki ng vi gorously
wi th pages from a newspaper scrubbing his bottom So much for his
Sunday suit! He was even nore denoralised when a bus whizzed al ong
the road a hundred yards away, with fellows |eaning out of an
upstairs wi ndow and shouting at himwth glee "Q -yoi-yoi, ha-hee-
hee" etc..

A further small disaster was to follow, for on our honeward
journey we were upstairs on the bus and in fighting off a
troubl esone bee, it stung me in ny nouth! not at all a pleasant
experi ence.

Uncl e Al bert and aunt C ara bought a huge box of fireworks for
their daughter (cousin Cara) at Novenber tinme when all three
visited us. We had a large bonfire going in the evening and a nere
spark fromit landed in the box and set it ablaze inmedi ately, the
fireworks showering everyone with an expl odi ng and whi zzi ng

di splay to the acconpani nent of the deafening bangers! Quite a

di saster.

For lvy and | probably the best experience was Christmas, just

bef ore hand one year, Ms Marshall and nmum went Christnas shoppi ng
and took ne to the great Ganmges store at Hol born to see Fat her
Christmas. | don't recall himgiving me any present though. It was
dark as we waited for the tramhome, and | can see even now t he
hundreds of lights a-flashing on and off, over a large theatre and
its brightly it awning, both advertising "G acie Fields"!

| remenber in 1928 Ms Marshall and mum saw the first talking
picture together, called "The Jazz Singer" with A Jolson,at the
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Coliseumin East Finchley. Mumdidn't like it at all, minly
because the sound was out of sync with the film but conceded a
strong liking for its 'Sonny Boy' song, hence we acquired the
record, on a cheap, nmauve and white | abelled version of "Inperial
make and sung by Irving Kaufnman, with ~A rai nbow around ny
shoulder' on its "B side. (originally also a Jolson nunber). The
filmwas the first she had seen since her early days, having
conpletely ignored the Rudol ph Valentino era. Although not at al
close friends, Ms Marshall and mum woul d al so take an occasi ona
shopping trip together,--- but back to Christmas at hone: -

Mum had a dread of Christmases ever since baby Al ma died. Except
for mnor ailments though, nothing untoward actually happened. In
spite of their apprehension, she and dad always laid on a
spectacular tine for us. Paper chains, holly, nistletoe, balloons
and a stocking on the norning containing an orange, sone nuts,
brand new coins just issued, and a pack of those chocol ate ones
wr apped in golden foil. They bought us toys of course, not a great
deal but with the result paradoxically, that we were nore
appreciative than it seenms are today's children

So Father Christmas cones to mind again, and us children waiting
sleeplessly in bed for his arrival. As in nost of ny life since,
was terribly naive and didn't cotton on to his actual non-

exi stence, even when dad crept in with a lovely floral blue edged
toy china tea set and placed it under Ivy's bed! Among his
delivery I think was a nice sandy col oured teddy bear' | assune it
was for ne, (though | once got a gollywg) and we had the teddy
for years though he lived nost of the tine on top of a large
cupboard on the | anding.

Ivy one year had a rather beautiful manicure set in a peach

col oured velvet lined maroon box, a very well nade affair that she
still cherishes!. | had a little celluloid picaninny doll with

si de-gl ancing eyes and a painted-on little red jerkin, | adored
that little thing.

There was also a toy Al sation-dog's head, painted in a hideous

gl owi ng green and attached to a red rubber bulb so that it barked
when squeezed, also a nulti-coloured celluloid wheel that a sprung
pl unger woul d cause to speedily rotate, it being then illum nated
by a nyriad of sparks froma flint that wore away quickly, but
could not be replaced! and I had chocol ate cigars and cigarettes
made up as a snokers set. Oten |'d get those delightful nagic
drawi ng, painting or tracing books. These were lovely tines and we
never expected as nany presents as we got, but we adnit to a
certain envy when seeing outside, the near nei ghbours children
pushing dolls prams or riding along the pavenent on their new

bi kes, but there was no roomfor large toys in our flat anyway.

Once, aunty Lilly (Sinclair) brought or sent lvy a nost beautifu
doll from Spain, its skin tones in velvet and clothed in gorgeous
finery, it was maybe intended as a dressing table nmotif. (CQur
other aunt Lil [Butler, dad's sister] bought lvy at Christnmas a
beautiful doll having dressed it herself).

On one occasion aunty Lilly bought mum and dad a fine ash tray in
frosted glass with its centre clear, exposing a picture of a

Medi terrani an scene on its bottomface. There was a | ovely gl ass
tray too, showing through it two coloured pictures of Brussels, it
was about fifteen inches by eight surrounded wth polished
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mahogany and a small brass handle at each end. She sent the fanmly
presents at Easter tinme too, in particular is remenbered a | arge
Easter egg for Ivy in marzipan of nottled col ours and generously
pi ped with chocol ate. Yes aunty Lilly had real class, every thing
she did was in high fashion and good taste including the way she
spoke, A conplete epitonme of the twenties and a superb partner for
uncl e Eddi e.

Qur Christmas dinners were always el aborate with Turkey, Goose or
Pork and all the trimm ngs, Bon-Bons(now nmore known as crackers),
t he plum puddi ng, hiding several threepenny bits of course. A huge
jelly made of numerous col oured flavours to effect stripes, mnce
pi es, peaches, pineapple chunks, prunes, custard or even tinned
creaml -- the lot! all poised invitingly on a gleaning white table
cloth that envel oped our huge table,

It was a mahogany Edwardi an table, normally a yard square, but
supplied with one or two separate |eaves to insert for extra

| ength as desired. Much of the cutlery was of plain steel (none of
your E.P.N. S. stuff!) so probably young Ivy, (with ME in later
years) had to clean it all with enmery dust and 'Bluebell' netal
polish. I can snell it now

W nkl es, shrinps, jamtarts and Christmas cake for tea, w nes
beers, nuts, dates, figs and sweets displayed for any one's choice
t hroughout the day, then cone the evening, card ganes, tricks,
puzzl es and songs around the piano. One of dad's tricks was to

of fer someone a banana which on being peeled revealed the fruit

i nside was neatly sliced! It was no doubt taken froma bow he'd
earlier nmade by heat softening a granophone record and forming it
over a basin! Another trick was for soneone to |eave the room and
on return point to the correct card of three that had been

sel ected by anot her guest!

Latei sh on such a Christnas night, dad had occasion to go down to
use the outside toilet (it was never called a "Loo' in those days)
still loudly singing the current popular song "What'll | do, when
you, are far away?" when a distant reply canme through the night
air, (probably fromone of the drunks being turned out of the pub
al ong the road), shouting "Shit your bloody self!"

No doubt a nobst appropriate answer! though not exactly a good
exanpl e of |anguage for Christmas tinme do you think?. One of the
street's drunks was ni cknaned " Nugget' and another called "D do
Pl unb' who to everyone's anusenent woul d stagger honme fromthe pub
throwing his renmining coins out into the road! Yes Christnas for
us there was nenorabl e i ndeed.
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Chapter 6
Sonme thrills and ills.

| want to tell you nore about grandma Binks's little hone. Mum
desirous of seeing her nother would take us there nore often than
to other places. | recall only her living roomsonme fourteen feet
by ten, with two opposing doors at one end, one fromthe hallway,
the other to her kitchen cum scullery/wash house. A |arge
fireplace graced the other end of the room being centred on the
end wall and had a storage cupboard on each side of it. A

si zeabl e wi ndow over |l ooki ng her | ong back garden was on the right
hand side, the garden was at a higher |level than the room and
surrounded by a wall about seven feet high

In fact the garden was really level with the street, her entire
acconmodati on being bel ow. Many of London's houses were built
like that, and exi st even today where for access at the front one
has to descend about eight steps to an encl osed forecourt (then
known as the "area" but usually pronounced "airee"). Down there is
the door for entrance to the basenent fl oor

The outer wall of the "area" had | atched match-board doors to huge
cupboards for storage. One though was for coal, this when
required being tipped into it through a man-hol e cover on the
paverment above this was an ornately patterned iron disc
advertising the maker's name. Incidentally all this applied also
to our great-aunt Edie's place at Greenwich nmentioned in chapter
three. However, great-aunt's living roomwas in the basenent
front, but gran's was at the back.

Gran's living room al ways had an at nosphere of cosiness with the
fire brightly agl ow (perhaps we went mainly on cold days) and on
its hob would be "singing" a huge black enanell ed kettle, one side
of it thickly coated with soot fromthe fire. Below the w ndow
stood a large table with no cover, perhaps to show us how white
she had scrubbed its plain wooden surface.

There was a large (rocking I think) Wndsor chair at the side of
the fireplace and a matching small dining chair adjacent to the
hal | door where uncle Cyril had sat with ne (nmentioned earlier).
| can't recall the other seating but on the wi ndow wall | think
was a longish "forn' type stool between the other door and the
tabl e.

| can't understand why | |iked being there so nuch, after all

there was nothing there really to entertain a little boy. From
her outer pavenent was a separate street door up sonme steps that
led to aunty Clara and uncle Albert's flat for which one clinbed

several stairs. | don't recall it at all except for a stained
gl ass wi ndow to the back about half-way up and a little toilet
cubical on that landing. As a small lad | wote to Aunty Clara and

i nstead of addressing the post card to 4 Charlotte Terrace,
Copenhagan Street London N. 1. (which admttedly is only about five
mles fromFinchley), | wote 4 Sharlot, Copenhagan. and
unbelievably it got to her O K and of course it had no stanmp on
it either!

| liked the little sweetshop near gran's corner, just into
Copenhagen Street. Diagonally on the opposite corner was the pub
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to where she woul d occasionally take her jug to be filled with
beer (known then as Porter).

In the centre of this road junction was a gent's public

conveni ence, an oval structure sone sixteen feet |ong by about six
wi de, open topped about seven foot high, and painted in that green
shade favoured by everyone's local council. It was open at the
bottomall the way around, so one could not help but viewthe
men's |l ower |egs and feet, plus the flow ng urine dripping down. A
di sgusting design even for those days and not surprisingly it
stunk to hi gh heaven

Near at hand was (and in 1991, still is) Chapel Street narket, a

| ong straight double row of all the usual stalls which in the dusk
of evening were lit up by open flaned flares, thus creating a
warning glow all the way al ong. Munm woul d buy ne a hot bl ack-
currant drink there or a glass of Sarsaparilla----- | ovel y!

Just out of Chapel Street was Liverpool Road |eading into Upper
Street where we would catch our No.9 tram honme. A very short

di stance along is Islington Green, a convenient sort of grassed
piazza fronting the then fanmous Collins Miusic Hall (long since

cl osed) where one Christmas tine we were privileged to see the
pantonine "Dick Wiittington'. Mm of course, like all the

Bi nks's, knew every inch of that region of London, fromthere,
eastward to O d Street, westward to Kings Cross, Farringdon to the
south and Hi ghbury to the north.

Going to Islington fromour hone by traminvol ved passing through
H ghgate where at “~The Archway Tavern' term nated the overhead

Wi res system so they had to | ower the connecting arm and
introduce a“trolley',a snmall wheel ed device slid under the side of
the tramto locate and run in an additional track that was from
now on parallel and central to the usual two.

Now | must write about a couple of set-backs we suffered. You

wi || have heard of the general strike and how it affected
virtually the whole nation, well mum and dad woul d not have been
excluded fromthe shut down of factories and transport systens
they were respectively enployed in, yet we have no nenory nor

ot her knowl edge of their resulting predi canent. About that tine,
however, one disaster did befall them

Poor little lvy, unsupervised, had lifted a kettle of boiling

wat er fromthe hob of our (guarded) back roomfire, she never
realised that its handle was very hot indeed, with the result that
she had to drop it, spilling the boiling water over her foot!
Yelling with pain she ran and sat upon the two steps on our

I andi ng.

My, oh! ny! you never saw such a blister, as snmall as | was

could tell this was sonething really bad! it was enbracing the
entire top of her foot. Although mum nade a fine nurse, she had a
horror of doctors and clinics etc. Renedies for burns were quite
different then, to today, so she sneared the burns with butter

Dad carried |lvy down Gak Lane to the doctor who prescribed

oi nt nent ed pads that caused the poor kid excruciating pain when
they were applied. GCak Lane was full of doctors, clinics,
dentists, etc. | had to see the dentist once there but can recal
only his waiting room typical of council offices of the period,
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no lino on the floor, dark brown pai nted woodwork and in this
case, dental posters with Lucy Attwell cartoons for illustration

About the time of lvy's predicanent, we heard that uncle Al bert
(Rex) got his builders hand cart caught in tramlines. Trying to
di slodge it, it swung around and unbal anced hi m whereupon his foot
and ankle were seriously injured such that his | eg becanme much
shortened and his career in building term nated.

Bui l ders carts in those days were of ridicul ous design consisting
of a large but shallowtray fitted high above two | arge central
wheels, the tray feature was extended by a long 'T' shape handl e

to push or pull it by, there was a short iron rigid prop to
support it by at one end when standing idle, so its weighty
contents could easily tilt and spill at the other end, a very

silly arrangenent. Uncle Albert ultimately becanme a "Reader" at
the Waterlow Co's printing works.

In 1928, (sunmer | believe) there devel oped an intense pain in ny
lower right side and | had to lay on ny little bed in the back
room with nmy right leg bent at both the hip and knee. This went
on for sone days during which tinme aunt Edie arrived to show us
her new little baby (Jean), her first, yet | was in no state to
appreciate the visit.

After this | showed signs of worsening, becom ng feverish, etc
Mum began to panic, the doctor came and di agnosed appendicitis and
told dad to get ne to hospital right away! It was quite a serious
illness in those days I'mtold, so fromtheir past experience num
and dad were in a terrible state of apprehension

| remenber nmum w apping ne in a blanket and dad cuddling ne
closely, then running and wal king along intermttently as fast as
he could go down Cak Lane, his intention being to get the tramto
the cottage hospital a mle and a half away. Luckily for us both
anot her doctor in his car was just |eaving a house in Gak Lane and
asked dad the trouble, on hearing dad's story, told himto get ne
into the car quick, he then drove us to the hospital at the
junction of Bow Lane and Granville Road, Finchley.

Al | recall thereafter was laying on a table with a chl oroforned
mask being placed over ny nouth and nose, and awaking in a ward of
patients that was painted white everywhere. |'mnore than

t hankful to the surgeon, (thought also to be the man who drove us
there), a Doctor Ginstone.

Mumtold nme years later that it was a near thing for nme and about
to cause peritonitis. To pacify mum after calling at the
hospital, dad had told her that all was well and that | was doi ng
fine! when actually | was in a bad way! W know that neither dad
nor mumwere allowed to visit me at ny bedside, they cane though
and secretly | ooked at nme through a narrow, vertical side w ndow.
Alas! | saw them (and recall the incident), |I cried out to themto
take me hone, but they had to go alone. 1've no idea though how I
was ultinately pacified.

One who did get to visit ne was ny Sunday school teacher, she
cheered nme up and brought me some sponge finger cakes. Since then
i f thinking of sponge fingers or Sunday schools, ny thoughts turn
and | wonder after that very nice girl. She was quite an angel
(lvy previously took ne to her Sunday school each week, it was
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attached to the Presbyterian church near our hone). Mentioning an
angel reminds nme that as a child | was told that we all have a
guardi an angel to guide us throughout our lives. Well sonething
does, in ny case that's for sure.

Hospital food was dreadful. Boiled fish in parsley sauce, over

and over again. God! how | loathe the stuff, but when | think of
it, | certainly have cause to thank themall at that hospital
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Chapter 7
More of the twenti es.

Not long after this (in 1928), numtook nme along to start school
the Al der school near the end of Long Lane, on the way we happened
to neet ny Sunday school teacher again, her kind reassurance nust
have all ayed ny fears of going, |ooking back | think she rem nded
me of WlliamBrown's sister (illustrated in the Ri chmal Cronpton
"WIliant books).

Anyway, | needn't have worried, | liked it and fell in love for
the first time innmy lifel----with ny first teacher, Mss
Sturrock. Well do | recall her, very beautiful with flamng red
hai r and gorgeous legs that | had the very best view of, (are al
little boys sexually awakened as early as five years ol d?) after
all they had put ne on the floor at the front of the class to do
my raffia work! A disc of cardboard notched around its edge and
with a sizeable hole in the mddle, so that the raffia could be

t hreadl ed through and over the outside repeatedly, to nmake a table
mat of about coaster size. Yes that |ady was sone distraction
She taught us to recite quite educational poems. A few | recal
fasci nated num and dad. One was 'The old Lanp-lighter' another

' Sweep, Sweep' included the Sweep's call as he travelled the
streets of London. A third who's title escapes ne ended with '"Hs
old grey noddle, his old grey noddle, his old grey noddl e kept
shaki ng' .

| suppose | nust have gone to that school for about two and a half
years but forget all the pupils, the | essons and other teachers,
except a Mss Stuart the head-mistress. |Ivy went there too, of
course, and was fond of a Mss Wiss (com ng second in her class)
she was a jewish lady. Ivy was less fortunate in a class with

anot her teacher, comng forty-eighth!

She was a M ss Denman who for sonme reason chose to refer to lvy as
"Rose" instead of "Huskisson" (having some know edge of the
child' s origins apparently), she seened to have sonme obsession and
woul d keep Ivy in, often at going hone times. Mmwasn't having
any of that and went up there one day to sort her out, and by al
accounts successfully! | don't renmenber Mss Wiss or Mss Dennan
but | do recall the incidents. Ivy has a strong recollection of a
nmusi ¢ cl ass singing or learning ' The Londonderry Air' particularly
because at that tine one of the girls in her class suffered
Tubercul osis and sadly died fromit.

The playground had in its corner, a shelter open to the elenents
on two sides, a large structure with a wooden seat throughout the
length of its two remaining inner walls. The children congregated
there in bad weather of course, and | liked to get to the inner
corner where its closed sides net, it always seened to be warnest
t here.

My only other menory of that school is of sone dreadful child
telling me that there isn't any Father Christnas! what an awf ul

thing to say! | do believe it was the first time | had ever been
affronted. So | went home and told mum what he'd said, fancy
telling fibs like that!----- wel I of course, she very gently

corrected nme saying the |laddie was right, not quite realising that
she had just knocked the bottomright out of ny world.
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But not out of nmy Christnas. One of ny presents that year was a
Ludo garme with brightly col oured cardboard counters. That
Christmas aunt Edie and uncle Billy brought baby Jean along to
stay with us and we suddenly noticed the baby was dribbling, her
saliva being of bright blue, yellow, red and green rivulets
runni ng down her chin. Dad had the job of raking all the Ludo
counters out of her nouth with his litle finger

I"mespecially grateful to himand nmum for taking us about to al
the places within easy reach for them a part of our character
devel opnent and an opening up of the world to us. | suppose,
being on the trams enabled himto get cheaper fares? However,
"London Transport" did not exist as we know it today, the whole
Met ropol i s being served by what was called "pirate" conpanies.

For exanpl e, dad worked for the Metropolitan Trammay Co. This
conpeted with the London County Council's services. The bus
conpani es were very nunerous, the General Omibus Co being the

ol dest and nost prolific, but the Finchley area al so boasted those
of the "Overground"”, the "Birch" and the "Green Line" services

I must have been getting quite interested in transport generally
at this time, many buses then still having solid tyres, and
renenber a fire engine having a great brass chi nmey on the back
showing that it was steamdriven and | was thrilled to have a
replica of it as a clockwork tinplate toy, it was conplete with at
least ten tin firenen sitting aboard and having a fire escape

| adder. | was also fascinated by a real steamroller chuffing back
and forth along our road. These were huge trundling nonsters with
a full length curved awning for a roof, lots of gleam ng brass

fittings etc. and with bel ching but pleasant snelling snoke and
st eam hi ssi ng about and having a whizzing fly-wheel and two
cl anki ng chains to control the steering of the great front roller

Soneone used to cone along there too with a Renault car, a huge
thing with a great closed-in bul bous front bonnet, and | recal
the dust cart being brand new, with tiny solid tyred wheels and
silver doored conpartments for the rubbish al ong both sides.

I was telling you of our trips out with numand dad. Another of
the places they took us to was Waterlow Park, a quite pretty place
near Hi ghgate, where we'd have picnics with | enonade and

sandwi ches. Mum and dad |iked to take snapshots, they used one of
t hose Box-Browni e caneras so popular at that tinme using 120(2-
1/4"x3-1/4") size film Ivy liked to watch the noorhens and |

t he ducks and peacocks. Another one was CGolders Hill park which
is much larger, with deer, fauns, goats, etc. and squirrels. All
inall, a nice place for children, and down the hill a way is the

"Bull and Bush" pub, fanmpbus due to the song, (incidentally num and
dad's and other's snaps of these tines have been nobst useful as
rem nders to ne in conpiling many of the incidents described in
this work.

We woul d sonetinmes be taken to Al exandra park where the fanpus

pal ace, mentioned in chapter two, is situated. There they have a
| ake that a passenger boat plies around and the pal ace had
nunerous sl ot machines that happily ate any pennies dad could find
in his pocket for us kids.

On bank holidays we night go to the fanbus Barnet Fair. On the way
towar ds Barnet was a garage selling cars and petrol. There | was
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enthralled by their advertising stunt of having a very old car
fixed very high up onto a great wooden hoarding. W nore often
visited the fair on Hanpstead Heath though, and nearby was the
Jack Straws Castle pub and the "Leg of Miutton" pond to float toy
boats on----- mar vel | ous!

O we mght be taken to the London Zoo! To do that we had to get
the No.19 tramto Canden Town, via Junction Road at Hi ghgate.

At Canden Town we had to walk to the Zoo via a road call ed Parkway
whi ch fascinated us children for its kerbside was a continuous

di splay of stall-holders selling budgies, canaries, guinea pigs,
rabbits and the like, all calculated to soften the hearts and open
the purses of the passers by,--er--not mum or dad though! The zoo
as always was a delight, but | distinctly recall being really

of fended when they charged dad extra for us to go into the
aquari um

To sonme places, dad took us by Tube! what a thrill to ne that

was! "M nd the doors!" mmmmmmm n-n---n-n---n-n---n-n, then
“whoosh' into the tunnel, then the dark! and |I'd be kneeling on
the seat, just to watch all those dozen or so electric cables
rushi ng by and apparently wobbling up and down, (the effect caused
by the saggi ng between their fixed points).

Then, in no tine at all conmes that noise again as we enter the
next station n-n----n-n---n-n---n-nnn and we stop! then the doors
open with a pssss-zonk! and then a different sound while the train
waits, zzzzz-tse, tse, tse, tse, tse, tse, tse, until the nan says
"M nd the doors" again. (As you can tell, | loved it, and stil
do). The trains were bright red in those days.

Once they took us to Hi gh Beach, | think, and the Epping Forest

but | don't really renmenber it, another trip was to the Wl sh Harp
| ake at Hendon, there was a small beach there, and we sat and

wat ched the water sports with speed boats zipping about.

Ivy and | were not quite the goody goodies my witings nmay seemto
suggest, indeed we were not averse to just a little m schief. Once
when nmum was down the shops, | found a hamer and nails and with
scissors, cut out pictures from sone nmagazi ne, seriously thinking
they woul d | ook nice as a decoration, so | nailed themto the

i nsi de edge of our dining roomw ndow sill! | was nost put out
when dad pulled the nails out and tidied up, | was reprinmanded of
course but not punished, bless him

Then one day when mum went down to the shop, she asked us to pay
the insurance man if he should knock in her absence. She left a
hal f-crown in the insurance book on the table for that purpose.
Also on the table was a plate supporting a sizable |unp of cake. |
bel i eve both had been placed on a spread sheet of newspaper. W
both took a fancy to the cake, so lvy cut us a sliver each and
after wolfing it we had to di spose of the crunbs.

So, gingerly, Ivy and | tipped the newspaper toward the fire's
eager flanes, the crunbs rolled down, rapidly overtaken by the
hal f-crown! Straight into the fire it went! | felt this was the
end of the world! Well lvy had told nme that dad got nearly three
pounds a week wages but | had thought it was only the half-crown!
Luckily | hadn't reckoned with Ivy's prowess with a poker
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On raking it out, we were horrified at the sight of it! |Its
original silver hue was now a sort of sepia and bl ack ni xture!
When it had cooled sufficiently, lvy tried to clean it up a bit
but with linmted success. Suddenly! a rat-tat-tat cane at the
door and al nost petrified we descended the stairs and |vy
proffered the book and the pathetic hal f-crown (nowadays worth
twel ve and a half pence by the way) to the insurance nan.

Thankfully it was M. Ranstead a kindly jolly man who mum had
known for years when he used to call on the Rendell girls. He
seened to |like us children and once before, he asked me if | could
say "Fannackapan Nobby" so | said it and he gave nme a bright new
si xpence! This time at the door he | ooked quizzically at the

hal f-crown, first one side, then the other, would he take the
coin? wouldn't he? hearts a pounding----he wote the transacted
details in the book, pocketed the coin, snmiled at us and was
gone! so we got away with it unscathed.
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Chapter 8
Sone | ocal adventures

Growing up a bit, with my parent's and lvy's gui dance (for

consi derabl e adventures on nmy own), | was now learning to find ny
way about the district. To the barber's is an exanple, "G ve the
man this sixpence and tell him “short back and sides please, and
not too short in the front'" mumwould say, and off 1'd go, the
barber's shop was in Church Lane.

Ivy and | would have to get the fish and chips,--"A tuppenny and a
pennyworth twice" (O "three tines","four tines" or as

requi red), and have you any cracklings please?", the fish-nonger
had sone defornmation of one arm sort of withered, his shop

think was in Long Lane nearly opposite our school, so it was close
to Gan's place in Church Lane.

A sweet shop near the Great North Road there, had a machine
liked, that on receipt of a hal f-penny, delivered a nunbered disc
whi ch indicated to the man how many sweets he woul d give ne.
Opposite, we loved the snmell of a delicatessen shop called
Clutterbuck's which sold lovely foods and neats, -and suppers too
of pease puddi ng and faggots or saval oys----scrunptious!

Just a few shops away was a small one selling haberdashery mainly,
but also toys. The lady there sold us a box of tiny beads of al
colours, it had a glass panel as part of its lid so that you could
see the contents. Threadling beads for bracel ets and neckl aces was
a great pastine for us children. That shop also sold what |'ve
never seen since, for twopence cane an ei ght inch square bl ue
envel ope containing a picture printed in black on white paper

anot her one the same but in full colours and a packet of gunmed
paper shapes that natched outlined shapes provided on the white
sheet to which you had to stick them A “Butterfly' brand product
that | feel would sell well even today.

Fondly we renmenber our visits to the "Merry MIler" bakery, a
factory where we queued with other children on I think Friday
eveni ng each week. Coo! what a treat! "three pennyworth of stale
cakes please" and we'd cone hone |aden with creamor jamfilled
cakes and tarts! Squashed or broken, yes, but never really stale.
The nunber of chil dren queuei ng determ ned how nuch you got for
your threepence, so sone weeks were better than others.

Qur journey there was on foot for about a mile. Here's the way
we'd go:- At the eastern end of our road was an alley way

descendi ng a short hill down which was a dear little general shop
shop called "Aiver's' wherein Ms Oiver, a rather tubby little
| ady sold veg, fruit, groceries and “tuck'. In season | mght get

a rosy ponegranate there, if you bought sweets they were served in
roll ed up newspaper cones! and so was her |enpnade powder, always
an appetising sight on a dipped in wet finger! and when done with,
careful Iy unwrapping the cone reveal ed quite a residue | odged
between its coils---Yumee! but your well |icked finger renmmined a
ghastly yellow col our for a day or two.

The path by her shop soon opened out onto Red Lion Hill, where on
the right was a row of Dickensian style cottages, in one of which
lived a fanmily named Ansell, the children were renote schoo

chunms. Then cane a road junction cornered by the Red Lion Pub, and
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a pat hway besi de our church leading into King street, this
foll owed the back wall of our school. On the left hand side was a
sl aught er house and a wood yard cum sawnmill.

Next we woul d cross Church Lane and follow a path called "The
Walk'. Alittle way along on its right, mum had once taken us to
a weddi ng party for a girl named Bl anche, connected sonehow with
the Marshall's. Here |I first heard the songs 'This old nman, he

pl ayed one, he played nick nack on his thunb' etc. and " One nan
went to now plus sonme risque others. | didn't like it there.
Passi ng by another pub (The Wndsor), the pathway called " The
Wal k' leads into ~Market Place' and the "Merry MlIler' bakery on
its right. It was quite a charming, and varied vista all the way.

Near there though, in Finchley H gh Road, num woul d send us every
coupl e of weeks or so to pay subs to a Christmas Club, | hated the
time we took queueing. The thin wi zened ageing little man at the
tabl e always had an unlit but hand-rolled cigarette in his nmouth
like a pernmanent fixture, an occasional dribble had stained it a
browny yellow and at our every visit it was always there. He nust
have known | was always staring at it.

Qut al one once, | sauntered up the "Red Lion HiIl' just mentioned
and net a little girl in Elnfield Road to the right who seened
very poor indeed and we had a little chat, her dolls pram was
terribly battered about and its long | eaf-spring on one side was
broken so the pramtilted sideways at a precarious angle such that
her bedraggl ed but well |oved doll |ooked decidedly unsafe in it.
She was a frail little soul who we got to know nuch better |ater
on. Her name was Joan Centle, (Joany, to us).

Qur church nearby had a childrens club which | joined to play
Draughts or Ludo but no one seened to wel come ne, so | left,

t hough once they put on a concert where some nen sung to the
children the old song " Chick, Chick, Chick, Chick, Chicken, Lay
another egg for nme'.l liked that, remenbering now how the nen
swayed in time to the music.

Back in Elnfield Road |lived another little girl called Mdlly Mayne
of whom | was very fond and woul d wait outside her house for |ong
periods in the hope that she would cone out to play---but she
never did. Her house intersected the corner of Long Lane, and on

t he opposite corner a sweet shop sold sherbet dabs and fountains,
long strips of liquorice (black and coloured) and it was the only
shop around there that sold " Packer's' chocol ate bricks, just a
solid lunmp of mlk chocolate about 3/4 inch wide by 1 1/4 long and
3/8 thick, so quite small but super! and cost only a farthing. |
liked to buy ' Gob-stoppers' too these were |arge ball shaped
boi |l ed sweets changi ng col our frequently as they were sucked
smal l er and snaller. Mum stopped ne buying themfor fear they'd
get stuck in nmy throat.

Opposite there, in Long Lane was an el ectrical shop where sone
years later | was to get spares for my bike, but at the period
bei ng described | had to get dad some crystals and “cat's

whi skers' for our new acquisition, a Crystal Set! | believe as a
famly we were way behind as far as the phenonena of “wireless
was concer ned.

Uncl e Al bert had made a hobby of wood craft and this Crystal Set
was of his nake and a present to us, having two sets of al um nium

40



head- phones fed by twi sted bright green wires and a polished brass
pi vot bar and cup for the cat's whisker and crystal respectively.
It had two varni shed nahogany hand knobs for selecting the wave

I ength, but we had great difficulty “tuning' stations and hol di ng
them for any length of tinme, even after dad had fitted an
efficient 'earth' being an iron stake thrust into the ground, and
he'd erected a fine high aerial of wire running down the whole

| ength of the garden.

If one turned left at the Red Lion pub instead of right as just
described, a fairly broad pathway went through to the Great North
Road and the tram stop for journeys to North Finchley, Barnet etc.
Wiy | was there one day | know not now, (the Gak Lane stop was our
usual one, and nearer, but lvy and | were scared of sone wol f-
hounds nornal ly kept behind a high wall there, having frightened
her when let out once), but there | was at the other stop with the
tram just approaching.

The tramlines were well out into the road on that route, so there
was normally room for other vehicles to travel between the trams
and the kerb. This day though the road nade of wooden bl ocks was
up, creating a huge heap bl ocking the gap. A distant car was
approaching and | wondered if the driver would notice the bl ocks.
This must have been a prenonition for he didn't, and pl oughed
straight into them H's car clinbed up the pile shooting the
bricks all around. | did not stay to see the outcone, but the
driver survived unscat hed.

Returning to Red Lion HIl, one would pass yet another sweet shop
its then on your right, known and loved by lvy and | as Hutton's,
selling all the usual children's favourites and a few toys too. |
renmenmber buying a huge hoop there, this a conmon toy for a child
t hen, being of thin wooden |am nated strip, they were only

t uppence and cane with a wooden stick to control it with, a super
i nvention indeed. O things to eat they sold Tiger nuts for
exanpl e, and | ocust beans, | can recall getting ~Sun-Pat' raisins
there in a small red carton, but best of all were nany col oured
jelly babies of the genuine, old fashioned soft variety, lightly
dusted all over with icing sugar and displayed in a |large tray of
| ong paper channels..... Marvel | ous! let's get sone!

Up Squires Lane, Finchley, they were building a new road of

counci|l houses. "Dickens Avenue' they called it, a cul de sac. Mum
and dad had | ong since applied to the council for |arger
acconmopdation. Now that | was getting bigger, |Ivy had been noved
fromthe back roomto the front, so num and dad had to swap the
beds over, with me still with my little bed in the corner of the
back room

They were to be |ucky! and a seni-detached, three bed-rooned house
for rent was reserved for them a new one, No.4. Dickens Avenue.

Ivy and | had been going there frequently to gather bits of wood
that the builders had discarded into buckets for our winter fires
etc. | renenber a bucket kept banging onto Ivy's leg as she
wal ked, causing a |large bl ood-blister. She always took on nore
than she should, and would always let nme get away with the
absol ute m ni mum of hard work. (I've been blessed with that good
fortune for nost of nmy life, but don't know why).
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Qur journey was via OGak Lane, passing the Sins Mdtor Units Ltd
factory on our left, thence down ~Middy Lane' (unmade but never
very muddy), then along by a huge and snelly conmpost heap and a
meadow on our right. On one trip a horse anbled over to us and |
felt so sorry for the poor old thing constantly swishing its tail
in a hopeless attenpt to dispose of innunerable blue-bottle type
flies that plagued him but he could not cope with those around
his face. Allotnents cane next and a foot-path to be negoti ated
that was crossed by the North Circular Road, at that tine
colloquially called "the Arterial', the path led into Cifford
Road whi ch soon neets Squires Lane, we'd turn left there and

Di ckens Avenue is then first on the left down the gentle hill.
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Chapter 9
Par adi se at Canvey (and Fi nchl ey).

Uncl e Al bert,though having left the building trade, had a buil der
friend and between them decided to build two holiday bungal ows
side by side on Canvey |sland, by working at every avail abl e week-
end opportunity.

The venture was very successful. Each bungal ow, although of nerely
wood and asbestos sheet, had a | arge | ounge having doors to each
of three bed-roonms and French doors accessing a veranda at the
back that ran the full length of the structure with a mni-
kitchen built on it at one end. The veranda overl ooked a | arge
garden area and the front of the bungal ow had its door opening
directly into the | ounge.

As Canvey had very little devel opment, there was no sanitation, so
uncl e had dug a cess-pit with toilet seat over, it was situated in
the garden area and kept | oaded with chenicals for hygi ene
purposes. Wth no water available, it had to be bought at a
hal f penny a bucket fromthe nearby Cenment's dairy.

I think we and all the Binks' fanilies stayed there for short
hol i days fromtime to tinme. If the tide was in, one had to get
onto the island by ferry-boat rowed across from Benfl eet having
journeyed there by train. The area was surrounded by house boats
that had | ong since stuck fast in the nud. Wth the tide out,
there were stepping stones across the nud to the island.
Alternatively and at shallow tide a bus slithered and bunped its
way across the mud, ploughing through the |ow water al ong a stoney
causeway that crossed the creek there.

W woul d alight at "~ The Haystack' public house and wal k the rest
of the way to ~Recherche' (the nane of the bungal ow neaning | think
"exquisite'). Uncle kept a lot of stores tools and junk underneath
t he bungal ow, accessible due to a gap provided at the bottom al
round. Ivy and I found two buckets and spades there pencilled
“Pat' and " John', presuneably |eft by other children earlier. W
woul d have to get the buckets of water and on the way played a
silly ganme, with ne calling Ilvy “Pat' and she calling ne John'.

It never ever rained there!l Butterflies flitted everywhere and
saw a skylark for the first tine, a surprisingly loud twittering
led us to search for the source of the sound and eventually saw a
tiny dot in the sky, way up and barely nmoving until it suddenly
swooped down into the I ong grass and was gone.

Then one day there, | thought we could see a bright red parrot in
the far distance, westerly, but it was an illusion,eventually
exposi ng to our gaze only a Red Hot Poker plant in sonebody's
garden. In the other direction was a distant farmand its huge

gol den haystack in which we tunbled about and slid fromits top to
the bottom and leaving it in a shocking ness. To the north could
be seen Hadl eigh Castle ruins, and | was able to enjoy a wonderfu
view of the air-ship (R 101. | think), above the castle one day,
it was possibly on its ill-fated flight to India in 1930. Sadly it
crashed in France.

Bet ween t he bungal ow and the castle was a sea wall and Lei gh
creek. When the tide was out, it was nice to stand on the wal
there to watch the tide slowly conme in towards us, you had to
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cross a dyke full of bulrushes and slippery nmud to get onto the
sea wall but a little duck-board bridge was provided. Panic

rei gned one day though when Fred and Ada Robertson's son fell into
the dyke head first! (he, and his sister were slightly sinple).
Luckily he was rescued in tinme and was O K.

The sea wall is man made and extends around the island, having
been built by the Dutch in ancient tinmes when they owned it. Uncle
Al bert took us all for a long walk along it to point out certain

| and narks. There's a peculiar pagoda type buil ding which then had
an air of mystery. It's called "Kynock's' and is a hotel cum dance
hall now | believe. Another there was called "Hotel Mnico' Stil
there also are the "Adnmiral Jellico' and " Lobster-smack' pubs,
another, then called the'Red Cow is these days the "King Canute'
because the great flood of 1953 stopped there.

I liked the shopping area around the "Haystack' pub, (also stil
there), but now only renmenber a shop called ~The Bazaar', Venabl es
the chemi st,(and Clenment's Dairies of course). Clenment's sold

| ovely bread as well as dairy produce. Opposite, Ivy or | dropped
a half crowm and it fell through a grating never to be recovered,
it was no doubt our own spendi ng noney or we would renmenber now
some disciplinary parental outcone! Well, a half crown was a coin
of considerable value at that tinme.

Near at hand was a beautiful huge bungal ow el aborately decorated
in blue and white, with features resenbling the Chinese wll ow
pattern. The owner, a M Thonpson even wore sonewhat matching
garnments when introduced to our fanmly and becane a close friend
of uncle Al bert there.

There was no | awmn-mower under our bungal ow but there was a | arge
scythe that had to be sharpened with the provided | ong round

car borundum stone, poor dad un-fanmliar with the tool severely cut
his thunb in the attenpt to use it and was bandaged for quite a
long tine thereafter

W all liked to wal k down May Avenue to Shell Beach, no doubt the
best spot on the island, there were no pavenents but wooden duck-
boards had been provided. (there were no proper roads you see, just
grassy tracks). | recall dad swiming off Shell Beach one year but
the water was too cold and he cane out of it blue and shivering
badl y.

They had a small fair ground there and a slot nmachine | enjoyed,
havi ng a pistol nmounted for you to attenpt to shoot down a half

dozen nmetal cats. | watched a nan at a shooting gallery too, he
was aimng at printed targets, and even at that age | found nyself
wondering why it is that many folk got a thrill if they could just

have sonething to shoot at. Like nost children | was pleased to
get pea shooters and catapults (for only tuppence) when at hone.
Per haps the desire to shoot is inborn?

On a neadow cl ose by the sea wall was a man selling aeropl ane
trips at five shillings atinme, it was an old bi-plane and | |oved
the roar of its engine and its distinctive snmell of aircraft
spirit.

There was a piano in the bungal ow and cousin Clara was there on

one occasion and pl ayed sone jazz, though uncle Al bert called it
“syncopation', she was a first class player and interested ne
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i mensely. Uncle Al bert had a granophone there too and liked to
play a record of Geta Keller singing ~Auf Wedesehen', (not the
| ater conposition that Vera Lynn sang), another had a tune called
“There's something in your eyes, | see' | don't know the singer
t hough. Ot her records | think were "Ch Donna Clara', 'Chloe' and
"Tell me tonight' of which uncle was especially fond and coul d
sing well hinself.

We had a shocki ng experience going hone from Benfl eet station once
when the station platformwas packed solid with trippers going
hone. The train cane in from Lei gh-on-sea and sone fool swung the
door open long before it had stopped. The door could be heard
knocki ng down people on the platformlike nine pins, one after the
other with a sickening thud, thud, thud, until the train cane to
rest anong the scream ng crowds! Luckily for us, we were nowhere
near the front of the platform

Movi ng to our new house was becom ng immnent and | recall before
the big day that we went to a party downstairs at the Marshall's,
they had a bl ack nonstrosity of a piano that Jack banged upon
appal lingly, their front parlour was glaringly painted in a royal
bl ue and white, hideous in the extrene! and a nost boring tine was
had by all, (in spite of us all doing our party pieces!).

| suppose we had too nuch on our mnds about noving and it seened
strange that we were actually going to live in the brand new road.
W finally noved there in March of 1931. Qur first delight was the
realisation that this was our first experience of electric |ight!
Like all nothers at noving tine, nmum sl ogged away getting
everything strai ght and shi p-shape for the general well being and
confort of the family. Ivy and | at |ast each had a room of our
own, both at the back of the house, mine was small and square but
adequate, mum and dad of course had the |argest bed-roomit being
at the front of the house. The street door and stairs were at the
left of the one large living room (about 16feet by 11).

It was heated by a Kitchener' stove. i.e:-a 9 inch square grate at
the right hand side of an iron doored oven, the entire unit |et
into a huge recess in the parting wall and had to be cl eaned
regularly with Bl ackl ead, (wonderful for ironwork) sold in a
yel | ow packet with the maker's name of 'ZEBO printed on it. The
hearth on which it stood had to be cleaned with Hearth-stone which
created a pure white very attractive appearance (al so used for the
front door step). Both these processes however were terribly hard
work, (mumwouldn't let ne sit on the step foretelling that |
woul d get 'piles' on growing up, so | never did but like ny dad I
got 'emjust the sanme!) There was a wooden over-nmantel for the
fireplace, but no tiled surround. Mum never used the oven part due
to snoke blowing into the roombut it served well as a plate
warner. The fire itself was excellent with the netal glow ng red
hot when the air was adnitted at the bottom It was a great treat
for us all when dad roasted chestnuts on its pull down flap

In the corner of the rooma larder was built in, under the stairs.
Qpposite the front wi ndow, (doubl e-casenent style in wod) was a
central door to an 8 feet L' shaped kitchen with its w ndow on
the back wall with sink under. There was a cupboard fromfloor to
ceiling in one corner which nmumused for general storage, our toys
being put there in the bottomon the floor
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A door in the "L' corner gave access to the (6 feet by 5) bath-
room A further door, on the left centred the wall to expose a
short passage having a coal cupboard on its |left opposing the
toilet on the right and strai ght ahead was our side door. The path
fromour front gate continued around the |left side of the house

| eading then to a concreted fore-court sone 6 feet w de extending
al ong the entire back of the house.

The front garden was about 25 feet deep and the back at |east 60,
but rai sed about 5feet by neans of a steep slope ascended by about
six steps centrally provided. Interwven wire fences separated
each residence and continued along the front to separate the
gardens fromthe outer pavenent.

Qur front and back gardens put dad in his elenment and he set about
putting a concrete path down the centre of the back garden and

di gging fl ower beds both front and back, but the soil was very
poor, bogged down with clay, mum hel ped hima |lot and Ivy and
were sent down to the local field with shovels and our barrow to
dig out nould for use as a top-soil.

Dozens of times we nust have nade that trip with poor |vy doing

t he heavy stuff of course, but we never ninded any of the jobs we
were asked to do, so | ask you not to inmagine that such duties
were in any way cruel or over prescribed. Indeed Ivy agrees with
me that we actually enjoyed hel ping our parents out in this way,
probably due to understanding the problens they seenmed to
frequently encounter.

Remenber too that our way of |ife was by no neans unique for the
time. I"'msure all able bodied children had i nnunerable jobs to do
for their parents, nmainly washing-up, odd bits of cleaning,
tidying up (especially of their own things) and shopping of

course, presunmably to give thema grounding in econonic

pur chasi ng.

So saving too, became an inportant aspect to any pocket nonies we
acquired, for exanple | was given a red letter-box shaped tin one
Christmas, it was slotted to take coins, so was ideal for the

pur pose. Both | ending and borrowing were also strictly taboo. "If
you acqui re any noney son" dad would say "try to save half and
spend hal f if you possibly can" Thus |'ve ever since been a bit
frugal (to keep the wolf fromthe door) so have never quite | ost
nmy parent's flair for economical living. Mum held the purse
strings though, dad presenting her with his unopened wage packet
that she would divide up in anpbunts for house-keeping, famly
clothes etc. giving dad back some for his fags etc. mmking sure
that some, however small must go to their Post O fice savings
account .

Now settled in our new hone, num positioned the old stool in front
of the fireplace, and sat on it saying "I could be happy here for
the rest of my days". She hadn't bargai ned though for the
forthcom ng events that were to test her powers of endurance yet
again, nainly due to the depression years now begi nning to take
toll of every one's lives of course.
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PART THREE
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Chapter 10
Into the bitter sweet years.
The nost vivid of my life's nenories are perhaps centred on the

peri od about to be described in this and the next few chapters. |
nmust rem nd you however that even with Ivy's generous help the

preci se chronol ogy cannot be recalled. |t cannot be far adrift
however and in nost respects hardly natters. Were a date cones
to mind though I'Il try to indicate it.

D ckens Avenue was a shortish road of maybe two dozen houses each
built in sem detached style and pebbl e-dashed in typical thirties
counci | -house fashion. The road itself was of concreted surface,
its blind end in "banjo' formto aid turning vehicles. Two thirds
down, a quite beautiful sycanore tree graced the paverment on the
right hand side of the road. Avenues are streets with trees, so
was told, but that was the only one down our road.

In No.1 were M and Ms Day. That poor |ady suffered from cancer
and in fact died quite soon after noving there. No.5 housed the
Ramage fami |y having three children, a daughter and two sons,
Jack, and Jim of nmy age soon to becone a class-mate but nmy nain
menory of himwas his fervent desire to grow up and becone a
farmer-he had a marmot h set of toy farmaninmals to prove it!

Wol worths sold themat only (an old) penny each at a scale to

mat ch the OO gauge nodel railways of the time. They were nade of

| ead and pai nted appropriatly, Cows, Sheep, Horses, Ducks, Ceese,
Chi ckens, Turkeys, Pigs, fences etc. | recall that the cows and
horses | egs broke off rather too easily and stood precariously
when match-sticks were thrust into the resultant holes to serve as
repl acenents.

At No.7 were | think the Sunmers fanily who were all fiery red-
heads and coul d be heard shouting (the man and the children that
is) fromanywhere in the street! Ms Sumers was stone deaf you
see, their son was also a class-mate, (we saw himnol ested by a
horrible old man who enticed a few of us children into a clunp of
bushes in Victoria park nearby, nost of us ran away). Another
contenmporary was the boy at No.11, That famly, the Sniths, were
qui et and rather unfriendly, in fact the man becanme al nbst vi ol ent
once follow ng dad's confiscation of the boy's ball that cane into
our garden too often! but they changed, becom ng kind to nme by
giving ne the lad's Meccano set to play with when once | was ill.

The Charington famly lived in No.13 (by the design of the road
this was directly opposite our house). They were a very kind
famly of five, the children being Dick, Mary (also in ny class)
and Jack, in that order. They too were blessed with flanming red
hair and were extrenely pale faced. 1In No.19 lived the Tomns
fam |y who by conpari son were al nbst olive-skinned but did not
cone fromthe nmddle east. Daniel the son being another schoo
chum his dad an enornous bul bous figure of a nan, a postnan

t hi nk.

On our (Western) side of the road were the Gentles in No.2, a
famly of five of whom “Joany' nentioned earlier, (being the
little girl with the wonky pram was the youngest. They were our
nei ghbours (we being in No.4). Qur neighbours in No.6 were the
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Catons, also a famly of five, the children being Roy, Cyril (to
become ny cl osest pal at school) and Phyllis. 1'll be witing
nore of the Caton and Gentle fanilies in later chapters.

In No.8 lived the Samways with two sons, Alec and Georgie, the

| atter being another of my contenporaries, a little bruiser always
fighting others but a good pal to me. At No 10 were the Coppings
whose only child Kitty was “fancied' by all us boys. Then cane the
Drackets at No.12 with two teen-aged sons, the younger of which
put a girl in trouble, narried her and adored his baby so nuch
that he could frequently be seen thoughtlessly cycling al ong our
road with the baby under one arml By the Sycanore tree at No. 14
lived the Parnenters whose boy Peter rightly punched nme on the
nose in the school play-ground when | pinched a stick of Iiquorice
fromthe top of his desk in one class-roomwhere we sat together
There were several other hones whose occupants |'ve conpletely
forgotton. | suppose it's not surprising that those nentioned
nearly all relate to those who were ny friends at school

To ny constant annoyance mum always tried to nake ne | ook posh and
cl ean for school and because of ny fair to ginger wavy hair she
delighted in arranging waves in it by crinping it with open
fingers tightly squeezed together and ne yelling "DON T MUM" as
she advanced upon ne every norning.

The school was the ~Manorside Schools' in Squires Lane. At first
(1931) Ivy was in the Seniors and ne the Juniors, my Head M stress
was a Mss Stuart with raven hair, she was an al nbost exact replica
of her (white-haired) namesake at our previous school, perhaps
they were sisters or mother and daughter. Quite a nice lady but in
ny early days by far the best was M ss Page, a sonewhat rotund
very kindly soul who remarked to nme her fond regard for Ivy who
she taught for nore senior English. For nme it was Arithnetic and
Literature. She read to us the Tom Sawer and Huckl eberry Finn
stories of Mark Twain which even to this day | turn to on occasion
for an entertaining read. Ms Reynolds (of an earlier chapter)
got to hear of ny |Iove of those stories and gave ne the nobney to
get a copy of each and this | did fromthe WH. Smith branch at
Church End Finchley. They were 1/6d each! a small fortune. M ss
Page also read us 'Treasure Island ---a super tale though it

contai ned an expression 'fifteen nen on a dead man's chest' that |
never under stood.

M Bail ey taught us Science, perfornming fascinating experinents

that thrilled ne i Mmensely, like heating a brass ball until it
woul d no | onger pass through the hole in its acconmpanyi ng washer
He denonstrated inplosion too, to illustrate ordi nary atnospheric

pressure by boiling a little quantity of water in a | arge corkable
can which thereby filled with steam he then thrust hone the cork
and trickled cold water onto the can causing the steamto condense
so that neither steam nor air occupi ed the can which thus
conpletely collapsed i nward by the outside air pressure. You can
bet | quite liked science and wish now |I'd pursued the subject a
great deal further.

For Music and Hi story we had M ss Making a nost unpopul ar teacher
elderly, mserable and appallingly strict. For History we had to
learn so many dates and even early | essons soon showed ne how
propaganda is worked into the history books to convince children
that the British conquests of India, Australia, New Zeal and and
all the other countries that made up our "d orious Enpire' nade us
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appear to be the best nation in the world. |Indeed our countryside
is beautiful but why can't we adnmit that nost other countries

m ght at |east be our equal and be our friends instead of the
eternal suspicion prevailing.

| suppose we are no worse than other nations of course, as for
exanpl es Dutch or Spanish histories reveal, but in our case al
such hype being suppl enented by the “Land of Hope and dory' type
songs we had to learn for her nusic class. W did get to learn a
lively song of the period called "The Fleet's In" (well it WAS
about war ships!) How the "“Establishnment' are always full of
peace-talk while relishing their war-1ike past |'ve never quite
under st ood. There were other songs of course though nmany | found
rather dreary e.g:- ~Men of Harlech', "I dreant that | dwelt in
marble halls', "Drink to me only with thine eyes', “Jerusaleni,
"To be a Pilgrim etc. To be fair there were a few lively ones
i ke "Bobby Shafto' and “Cherry Ripe' and | nust have liked the
“Modul ator', a chart M ss Mking hung over the black-board that
showed us what Tonic-Sol -Fa was all about.

M Hacket was a cheery man, plunp, balding and wearing gl asses. He
took us for Mathematics in later years | think and Literature, we
acted extracts from Shakespeare then. | read the part of Sir
Lancel ot, a foolish character, and he told nme ny voice badly

| acked clarity. He read us ~The Broad H ghway', ~Don Qui xote'
(that | could not understand) and "John Halifax, Gentleman', but
early on he had us in fits laughing at the "Jeeves and Woster'
stories of P.G Wdehouse, (why do literary bods call him
Wbodhouse?). M Hacket said that if they ever nade a filmwth
Arthur Treacher playing the part of Jeeves it would be a huge
success, (they did, it was and David N ven played Bertie Woster).
M Hacket's ploy was to teach us the difference between the
hunourous styles of various witers, actors, etc. and so we al so
had “Three Men in a Boat' by Jerone. K Jerone and he indicated how,
say, the antics of Laurel and Hardy although ridiculous were in
fact bordering on the just possible conpared say with the Walt

Di sney inpossible creations where for exanple Donald Duck falling
froman aeroplane stays in nmid-air until he ventures to | ook down,
i.e;- it's only then that he actually shows alarmand starts to
fall

W were outside the wi ndow of that class roomtal king, not
di srespectfully about M Hacket when he heard us. He later
j oki ngly expl oded saying "If you're going to talk about me in

future, call me "~ Chopper' |ike everyone el se does, "M Hacket
i ndeed!™ As you can tell, he was a jolly nice man. | enjoyed
" Conposition'. In fact | loved witing and was once able to wite

the Lord's prayer on the back of a postage stanp.

| recall in nmy last year there that for conposition we had to
write about our nbst nenorable visit to the cinema. In ny case it
had been to see 'Living Dangerously' with Leonora Corbett opposite
Oto Kruger. The filmhad noved ne greatly, a thriller where
crooks were intent on stealing a record cylinder fromLeonora's
flat without success, the ploy being to actually have the thing on
show but holding a spray of flowers as though it was the vase for
t hem

Car ownership was slowy increasing in the thirties so in ny later
years there everybody narvelled at his acquisition in about 1936
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of a brand new Morris Ei ght Sal oon, sparkling it was and the only
car at the school

| turn nowto M Wolley, a tall slimdark haired fell ow of
handsone countenance in his early twenties. He took us for Sports,
Physi cal Trai ning and Geography. | utterly |oathed sport as

i ndeed | have ever since and on the football field his voice could
be heard distantly shouting "Mark your nman, Huskisson. mark your
man!!" but | never did know what he neant! At P.T. we had to | eap
onto a "Vaulting horse' then sonmersault over and onto a huge
coconut mat or clanber about on the parallel bars. He was not a
disciplinarian, in fact he was quite a softie and all the nore

i keabl e, actually conmmandi ng his well deserved respect.

Gross misbehavi our at that school demanded that the of fender
had to collect the stick and book from M Wird the head naster, a
dear kind gentleman whose face was disfigured by a nultiplicity of
scars from wounds presumably sustained during the war. On receipt
of the book the teacher rendered the caning and recorded the
reci pient and the nisdeneanour in it. Such was to happen to ne
once in an early year and | got as far as raising nmy hand to
recei ve the downward swi sh of the cane when he confessed "I can't
hit you Huskisson, | can't do it because of your size" True,
didn't Iike gymastics or sport but I'll revere M Wolley's kind
nature always. (M ss Page never caned anyone either but she was
not averse to giving us up to five hundred lines such as 'l nust
pay nmore attention' &c.)

Al t hough Sport was not nmy forte |I renenber |iking playground
ganes, for exanple “Rel easo' where players were hemmed into a
corner by menbers of the opposing side who then had to be overcone
by col |l eagues of those that were trapped. This was a rather

boi sterous gane as was one that | actually did well at, where
opposi ng boys each carried on his back a coll eague whose job it
was to upset his adversary, (I wonder if CGeorgi e Samways renenbers
today, as | do, how successful a teamwe were with nme riding upon
his back?). Qur playground like the girls' was very large and
square but we did have a great number of pupils, it had a hard,

al nrost granite like surface, a high wall of yellow sh brickwork on
three sides, one interrupted by the toilets block, the fourth
(school) wall had an often wel cone drinking fountain.

A popul ar marbles game | al so enjoyed there entailed sitting
against the wall with | egs splayed each side of a large ~d arney
whil e the players endeavoured to roll their (smaller) marbles in
the hope of striking it toclaimit as their owm. The owner of
t he gl arney nmeanwhil e keeping all the marbles that get past it.
Like ne Ivy was not really one for sports but it should be told
that she was a dab-hand at playing net-ball. | saw her play once
when us boys had been taken to the girls play-ground to watch sone
i mportant natch.

| liked playing at 'Conkers', that is throwing sticks into the
trees to bring down the horse-chestnuts! W then peel ed them
pierced the nut with munis nmeat skewer, then cheated a little by
getting her to bake themin the oven to nake them quite hard. You
see the object of the gane (when they were singly hung on a
string) was to in turns strike the opponent's ~Conker' attenpting
to shatter it! Yours thus beconming a 'Oncer', 'Two-er', 'Sixer'

or whatever.
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M Breally | nust nention. Unlike M Wolley, he didn't think
twi ce about using the cane (though not unkindly), and in winter a
spot where the cane once fell still hurts on ny left hand to this
day. He taught us Arts and Crafts and | renenber Book-Binding in
particular. Card board was cut for the covers and spine of the
book, fine |leatherette was stuck to these to become a continuous
assenbly. We then had to sew a series of booklets together at
their folds. The book's end papers were then ' Marbled'
(psychedelically coloured by squirting paints in blobs onto a tray
of glutenous liquid), gently floating the papers on it and slowy
wi thdrawing themto create the right effect. The sewn booklets
were then glued down the spine to secure a strip of linen (Scrinj.
The end papers were now glued to the Scrimand the covers.

Finally we added the title in real gold leaf inpressed into the

| eatherette spine by lettered punches previously heated in a flane
and hamered into the surface. |If you know nme you can bet | |iked
all the craft work as taught by M Breally.
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Chapter 11
Qur shops, nmore visits, music, etc.

Mum gave ne a hal fpenny al nost every day to get sweets before
going into school. The school is close to the junction of Squires
Lane and Long Lane. These are cross roads with a shop on each
corner. Kilners on the south-west corner sold all the usua
childrens' sweets, Sherbet dabs, Jelly Babies, Love Hearts, Sweet
Tobacco (strings of coconut coated in cocoa) etc. (lovely), but

al so they had sawdust in a barrel and called it "Lucky D p" or
you could get a surprise packet containing toffees, a |ocust bean
and a (usel ess) toy.

On the south-east corner was Thurl by's shop for nore ~up-narket
sweets, newspapers and toys. There you could get a good kite for
tuppence, your fireworks for Novenber the fifth, your Oxford or
Canbri dge blue favours for boat-race day (they were beautifully
made, often in blown glass, or snmall celluloid dolls enbellished
with the appropriate colour blue feathers), and outside the shop
hung a little machine that would deliver a thin slab of mlk
chocolate in a bright red wapper called a “Penny Nestle's' but
whol e pennies were hard to cone by! Qur papers cane from

Thurl by's shop. W had no daily paper but on Sundays we had
“Reynol ds News' published by the Co-op Society (a Labour Party
synpat hiser) for dad and " The News of the World" for num  She
liked to do the crossword but cursed her |uck when the answers
were different to hers! "I don't like all the alternatives" she
woul d excl ai m al nbost every Sunday. They had a fashion conpetition
al so where about ten pictures of well dressed wonen had to be put
in order of preference---but she never got it right! \Were she
scored though was by cutting out the free copy of a popular song
of the day that was printed inside the back page, | think. She
al so took “The Red Letter', and later ~The Wman's Wrld'. For a
time they switched from Reynold's News to ' The Enpire News' and

later ' The People' | had 'Jingles' at only a penny and printed in
two colours, mumliked the serial init called "In search of their
father" (children's adventures up the Amazon jungle). | also had

"FilmFun' in black and white being principally comc strip
stories featuring filmconedians and al so a detective story series
called ' Col wn Dane' | think. Later on | had ' The Modern Wonder'
a boy's science paper. lvy had "Picturegoer' (she was a film buff
before I got the bug). | don't recall dad reading anything in
particul ar except an occasional “~Evening News' or ~Star'

newspaper.

Opposite Thurl by's was a haberdashery shop that we had no occasion
to use but on the remmining (north-west) corner the brewers,
Charrington, had a snall Of-Licence shop that sold us our
Christmas w nes, Australian sherry, Port and White wi ne cone to

m nd as does Peppernint and Stone's G nger wine. Stones issued a
jolly good free book one year show ng i nnunerabl e party ganes and
conjuring tricks. This fascinated dad and ne, but the drink? Ivy
and | were never allowed near the stuff though of course we were
free to enjoy Cream Soda and the like. The Of-licence also sold
chocol ate bars and sent Ivy hone to me with sone such sweets as a
gift when once | was ill. He knew us well for we used to go there
to get dad some Light Ale or mumi s Guinness fromtine to tine. It
was here | first saw M| ky Way introduced
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On one such errand Ivy and | had the misfortune to | ose nums
ten shilling note! W were frantic journeying back and forth
searching this way and that. Qur normal route was through an
al l ey-way which ran up the side of the Gentle's garden before
entering Queens Road for Squires Lane and it was by retracing our
steps in that vicinity that our |uck changed when lIvy found it
anong long grass at the side of the alley-way, it was quite sone
time before we got over the trauma of that experience.

About that time we had little Jean (Vail) cone to stay for a while
because Aunt Edi e was expecting her second baby. Mm and Dad
promptly took her and us around to several |ocal places for the
kiddie to enjoy. | especially recall her riding on ny back (wth
me as a horse) in Golders Hill Park. Soon mum began to worry
about the child though because, as she put it "She fretted so"

It was therefore a bit of a blessing when it was eventually
convenient to let her go hone.

| think it was early in our Dickens Avenue days (lvy thinks it was
actually before, but no matter) that dad took us up to the Barnet
tramterm nus and back on his tram driven by his close work-nate,
M. CGeorge Tavener. A red-faced jolly rotund character with a big
twirly nmoustache (and resenmbling 'Ad Bill' the first world war
character of cartoonist Bruce Bairnsfather) and wearing huge
gauntl et gloves. These were a trademark for tramdrivers whose
cab was in those days open to the elenments and in cold weat her
they woul d be seen slapping their arnms across their waist to ease
their numbing fingers as the tramtrundled on its way---but not on
our trip which was in fine weather.

Perhaps it was a Sunday for the tramwas enpty both ways. W sat
inside, up the front going, there | could watch M Tavener, how he
turned the handles for acceleration and sl owi ng of the vehicle.
One of brass had a vertical rod termnating at the fl oor where
attached to it was a paw engaging a ratchet which he seened to
kick prior to the tramgroaning to a stop. | explained all this
in detail to Ivy as we next sped on our way, whereupon he kicked
it again and nothi ng happened! Hi s |aughing face turned to beam
at me to show that | was heard and beconming a knowall no doubt.
Com ng hone we sat upstairs where we saw dad flip all the seat
backs over for the reversed journey as tranms don't turn round.

The seat at each end of the tramwas quite | ong and extended
around the curved end so it was a delight to sit on the straight
part of the highly polished seat and slide all the way round the
curve when CGeorge braked the tramfor it to stop. It was a
smashing ride for us indeed.

Mum and dad's fairly frequent visits next took us on one to Yonge
Park (at Finsbury Park) where now lived Uncle Billy and Aunty
Edie, (I think they had their flat on an upper floor). The purpose
was to see their second child, Yvonne Charlotte, soon to be nick-
named “Babe'. Ivy and | were pleased to be able to take her in
her pramwith young Jean to the Finsbury Park proper, nearby.
renmenber Jean enjoying the swings as we gave her the necessary
pushes to and fro. Uncle Billy was keen to play his newl y bought
gramophone record of Rose Marie with the Indian Love Call on its
other side, a 12 inch dark blue Colunbia record sung by Edith Day
I think (and naybe Heddl e Nash) who at the tinme were performing it
in the West End | believe. They had a marbl e-top wash-stand that
fascinated ne, it having an array of brass rods neant for hanging
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towel s upon but which | preferred to keep sw ngi ng back and forth!
(to hear themclang, | suspect!)

W liked a trip to Leytonstone too, where we woul d be taken to see
dad's sister Lil and her hubby Uncle Fred (Butler). To get there
we'd take the No.9 tramto Upper Holloway Station and board the
steamtrain stopping at Crouch Hill, Harringay, South Tottenham
Bl ack Horse Road, Walthanstow, Leyton and then we woul d get ready
for the next stop where we knew the porter would screamout with
pride "LeytonSTO--ONE!'!!'!" the only place in London | knew where
you could get a ride on a tramfor only a hal fpenny! Strange,
isn'"t it, how quite insignificant events stick in the m nd? For
anot her exanple, Ivy recalls seeing a dog fall from high above
Leytonstone's fire-station but knows not whether it died as a
result.

The Butlers lived in Napier Road and al ways seemed to be a happy
crowd includi ng daughters, Ivy, Grace, Mlly and Joan. They had a
son, Jack, too. We took to Joan and Jack rather as we did to
Peggy and Gordon and were simlar contenporaries age-w se. They
had a gl ass | ean-to kitchen extension which to ne seened to be

al ways full of steam and condensation probably because Aunty Li
was engrossed in cooking, no doubt for us visitors! she certainly
knew how to cook. Uncle Fred was a jolly noustachi oed red-faced
man not unlike the afore nentioned George Tavener but | ooking just
like the engine driver he in fact was! He snoked a pi pe which
seened to be a permanent feature of his countenance, protruding it
seened nore fromhis cheek than his nmouth. He was a nice uncle to
us anyway.

About this time (1931?) the Tramway Co. put on a show in the hal

of their North Finchley depot and here both mum and dad got a
chance to show off their talents. It was nice for them because
neither had perforned publicly for many years. Mm sang her
favourites, "My little grey hone in the west", "Wen you cone
hone", "Where nmy caravan has rested", "Beneath thy w ndow' and
"Alice where art thou", and she acconpani ed on the piano for dad's
com ¢ songs which may sink into oblivion if | don't wite snatches
of them here: -

THE W GGER WAGGER

Not | ong ago on a wi nter's night

| knocked the candl e and the house caught |ight.
The firemen cane and the stairs gave way.

| was in the attic when the hose began to play.
Wat er oughter put the fire out,

But it didn't put it out just as it ought,

So | yelled for help and a fireman brought a |adder, but the
| adder was a | ot too short.

So with ne little w gger-wagger in ny hand

| hopped out of the w ndow,

O upon ny soul! up a tel egraph pole,

Olor lumee with my face as bl ack as coal

| was quivering, | was shivering
Li ke a tight-rope wal ker understand?
Wth ny shirt on fire, | was dangling on the wire

Wth my little w gger-wagger in ny hand!

Here's his other favourite:-
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THE DAYS OF THE WEEK
(A string of patter on boarding house | and-lords, etc) then:-

On Monday | had bread and dri ppi ng,

On Tuesday it was dripping on bread.

On Wednesday and Thursday it was dripping on toast,
Well that's only dripping on bread.

On Friday | conplained to the |andlord.

"Ch, hain't hit a pity he said.

So on Saturday norning, by way of a change, (pause)
| got dripping without any bread!

(A string of patter about a new car) then:

On Monday | pushed out ny notor.

On Tuesday | gave it a clean

On Wednesday and Thursday the nei ghbours cane round,
Saying "o what a | ovely nachi ne?"

On Friday | filled it with petrol

And polished it up very hard.

But on Saturday norning it started to rain (pause)
So | pushed the thing back in the yard!

The above were al so regular favourites anbng the rel ati ves when we
had our fanmily parties, not forgetting Uncle Billy's rendering of
"My Blue Heaven' and "M ghty Like a Rose' which were always a
“nmust', and for nost of the songs Ivy was now fully adept at the
pi ano. She al so played for even ne to sing in ny squeaky soprano
tones of that tine the sentinmental "Little Mother', “In the Valley
of Roses with You', "Rose Dreans', etc.

Dad nade ne a conedian's outfit consisting of a conic bow er hat
lined with a wig that hung down over ny ears while mum nmade ne a
saucy wai stcoat, the ensenble to aid my singing of com c songs
such as Harry Chanpion's “Any old iron' at our famly do's.

Ivy had been originally taught the piano by Mss Thorpe in Manor
Park Road, but had now advanced to cone under the wing of Mss

Dougl as, a | ady conposer living in East Finchley. |vy was now
ably playing all the usual piano students' classic, "Fire! Fire!"
"Bl unenleid", "Melody D Anour", "ldyll", "Robin's Return", etc.

but her party piece was Sinding's "Rustle of Spring". Popular
songs of the day were now high on her |ist however. "Any broken
hearts to nend" and "Says ny heart" conme to nind

Mum got ne interested in the piano also and | was now | earning
with Mss Thorpe but she would be in her kitchen shouting
instructions to me and on occasion rushing in to whack my knuckl es

with aruler if I nade a mistake! |If | got something right num
noticed that | just played it with no attenpt to | ook at the
music! Al in all the nusic | essons proved to be a dead | oss

though | did manage to play "Wnderland", and "Puss in Boots" etc
fromthe 'Ezra Read' tutor book. Mmherself played by ear with
her forefinger and third finger crossed peculiarly to enphasize a
nel ody note and only knew three chords and those only in the "C
key but could acconpany dad or herself if the tonic sol fa
appeared on the song copy. She showed ne her three chords and
thus | started playing in my own queer way and so ny |ifelong
interest in nusic began
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A very old blind man woul d cone occasionally to tune the piano and
once when he'd finished work on it mumventured to ask him"Coul d
you play " The Maiden's Prayer' for us?" This he did, and
listening | was quite enthralled by his skill and nenory and
rather fascinated by the clacking of his long un-cut finger-nails
upon the piano keys!

It's strange that dad, once when alone in that roomwas actually
heard to play a quite beautiful arpeggio up and down the piano
keys but was never heard playing at all before or after that one
occasi on, showi ng no special interest in the piano or other
instruments at all. Quite puzzling really. One can only assune
he had some traini ng when he was young but never took up the
subject. Anyway, gardening was now his true love (apart from num
or course).

This was the period when Aunty Clara would cone and adnmire all the
bl oonms in dad's garden in which num too, had a keen interest,
sowi ng packets of seeds, reading all the gardeni ng catal ogues,

etc. | would be sent with a shovel and a bucket to travel the

| ocal streets collecting up all the horse manure. |Ivy and | would
wal k to Cherry Tree Wods in East Finchley to gather up |eaf mould
because the soil at hone was of a heavy clay tpe and as nmum woul d
say "Full of twitch!"

I liked those woods, to see the squirrels scanpering about up and
down the trees. Just along the entrance path too there was an
electricity sub-station and if you peered through its |etter-box
ultra-violet and other coloured |ights could be seen, sone
flashing fromtine to tine---all a bit eerie and science fiction
like! but our job entailing several visits was to get dad' s |eaf
moul d. Wthout it there'd be no flowers for Aunty Clara and if
dad forgot to give her a bouquet to go hone with she was not
backward in remnding himw th the query "Were's ny bl oody
flowers, Harry". She was a |l ovely, cheery, cockney type |ady who
dad was for ever pleased to oblige.
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Chapter 12

Settling down.

Down at the wood yard on Red Lion H Il they were selling packing
cases originally intended for very |large glass panels, so they
were a bargain at only one shilling and sixpence each. Dad got

nore than excited about them and we went down there with our
little barrow he had | ong since nmade and bought quite a few,
necessi tating several journeys.

H's idea paid off well for he built probably the best shed we've
ever seen, like a small bungal ow i n appearance and positioned in
our back garden so that it encroached partly within the raised

sl oping region and with wi ndows extending fully along its back to
give a full view over the garden. A full Iength bench he placed
directly beneath them and provided a conpl ete wooden fl oor and
shelves for his tools. Mnms huge iron mangle was put in there
too. The shed's door was on the side in the portion that projected
onto our forecourt (I suppose now called a patio). At the
forecourt's end was a wooden fence that locally divided our
territory fromthe Gentle's and here dad stacked all his |adders
and surplus wood etc.

Di ckens Avenue was now wel | established with all kinds of street
vendors trying to make a living. W had the Muffin Man, a man
selling winkles and shrinps, another with his rag and bone cart
who, like the Muffin Man, could be heard froma great distance
clanging his bell. There was the "Wallsy' nan i.e. he sold Wall's
ice creans fromhis navy-blue tricycle enblazoned with black on
white printing stating "Stop ne and buy one", “Snowfruits' (and

| at er * Snow creans') were one inch triangular in section by about
five inches long, they were a penny each but if you had as nuch as
t uppence you could buy what they called a "Brick' some 4 x 2 X
3/ 4, smashing and what a joy when you chewed the wrapping paper to
savour the remai ning oozing drops! But a conpetitor had a simlar
tricycle, but painted in Ad-English script the words "Daily Ice
Creanf in bright green on creampaint. He sold his very nice ice
creamin tubs (with a fraudul ent deep recessed botton) or as an
alternative, in tub size but ornanental small plastic bows in
vari ous pastel shades. Another vendor was the "El dorado' ice
cream man, not a patch on the others but having the sane kind of
tri ke though painted very pale blue lettering on a white ground.

There was also a man who thrilled the children with what was known
as the "Joey in the bottle', alittle pink glass figure of a man
suspended in a bottle of water and he would rise or fall at will,
nmerely by pressure on the cork. | was |ucky one day when a nan
canme down the street selling goldfish and numlet nme go and buy
one. Then we had a charming little nan cone around, we knew him
as the "Friday Man' as that was the day he called with all nmanner
of merchandi se, haberdashery, groceries, oils and polishes al
bedecked t hroughout his little Austin Seven sal oon car. Mm
bought many of her wants fromhim and quite a lot fromthe
"Betterwear' (or was it Kl eeneeze' ?) brush man, another frequent
hawker .

Since all these vendors arrived but occasionally and never

toget her, our road was not at all the busy thoroughfare ny notes
above may suggest. Thus it was nore a playground for all the
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children. On the ice of winter we nade a super slide in the road
under and al ong by the sycanore tree. |In sunmer we played the
mar bl es game of "See ya roll' in the gutter where each rolled
their nmarble in turn endeavouring to strike the opponent's ball to
keep it if successful

W pl ayed " Hop-Scotch' by chal king the squared nunbers on the
pavenent where " Five-Stones' was al so popular, the girls would be
ski ppi ng "~ higher and higher' maybe, or skipping fast to the
rhythnmc “One a penny, two a penny' rhyne down by the sycanore
tree. Once, alone on a very hot day | sat down by the | anp-post
out si de our house and whil e day-dreamni ng deeply in thought I
hadn't noticed that | had dug away the accurul ated dirt normally
nestling between the surroundi ng paving stones. However a quick
scuffling of the feet put the dirt back in order

Dad made us a pair of stilts too fromhis surplus wood supply,
they were great fun and soon ot her nei ghbours children could be
seen wal ki ng about on them or wanting to borrow ours.

Ni ght-fall was a warning that bed-time was i mm nent and when

pl ayi ng down the bottom end of the road a distant sound could be
heard froma | ady standing at her gate shouting "W--LF!'" in rmumns
penetrating unm stakable contralto voice. We betide us if we
didn't respond at once! Playing in the road on Sundays was of
course taboo. W could go to the park but "Don't get those Sunday
clothes dirty!"

Children never like bed-tines do they? | remenber resisting the
i dea of bed once, storming up the stairs when ny plausible
argunents had definitely failed. Wen reaching the top of the

“wooden hill' (as dad called the stairs) Dad shouted "WI fred!
cone back down here!" When dad called ne "WIlfred it neant
trouble, he otherwi se always called ne "Bill" or "Captain". On

returning to the sitting roomhe kindly said "Al ways kiss your

not her good- ni ght when you go to bed, it doesn't matter about ne,
but she's the nost inportant person in your life and you can never
be certain that you will see each other again". So | didn't get a
wal l op and | kissed her---AND him and renmenbered to do so for the
rest of my chil dhood and beyond.

vy was the sanme and feels that ny foregoi ng anecdote al so
related to her. Although we are at variance on this it doesn't
matter. What does is that our num and dad were full of affection
for each other, and to us, so its natural that their [ove we
reci procated.

They continued to take us on trips here and there, to London for

t he changi ng of the guard at Bucki ngham Pal ace and to Wiitehall to
see the Household Caval ry and somewhere near the Mansion House to
see the Lord Mayor's Show. | had been under the inpression that
we were to see a show of the theatrical kind but we waited and
waited on the pavenent edge until along cane the Lord Mayor's
Coach and a load of flunkies in a sort of carnival procession

For once | was really bored.

Sout hend- on-sea! now that was the place for nel W were day
trippers there on several occasions, a magical place for children
and once we arrived during their carnival festivities. Qite a
di fferent and nuch nore lively procession down the Hi gh Street
there, and we followed themdown to the sea front and dad got us

59



our dinner at a restaurant called "Blacks' (but decorated in green
on white) where we had to forma long queue outside to get a
tabl e. Nearby was an anuserment arcade with a new fangl ed

phot ograph booth that supplied your photograph and showed thereon
your wei ght and the date it was taken. Opposite were the

i ndi vidual notor boat rides in a rectangul ar pool on the eastern
side of the pier. Cose at hand were two | arge pl easure boats,
single funnelled steam boats (like ocean liners to ne), one was
"Brittania', the other "The Prince of Wales'. They took passengers

out to sea for a shilling trip of an hour or so, playing records
all the way. One | renenber being the "Blaze Away' narch and
another “The Stein Song'. There was a narrow open flight of steep
stairs down which | was able to enjoy the thrill of watching the

engine parts, in steel and brass all noving vibrantly as we
pl oughed t hrough the waves, a marvellous ride indeed.

On some visits we would enter the Kursaal and ride on the Ghost
Train or watch the people on the Water Chute get splashed as they
screaned when their plunging boat hit the water at the ride's end.
| liked to see the "Wall of Death' where the notor cycles careered
around a tubular vertical tunnel, (one with a Lion in the side-
car!). The custoners stood at the top and the bikes hurtled past
at only inches away.

Ivy's favourite was much nore peaceful, a boat ride through
nunerous florally decorated and softly Iit canals with mni
waterfalls and nmodel s of gnomes and fairies on the way, they nore
latterly called it ~The Tunnel of Love', ideal for courting
coupl es of course but a pleasant enough ride for anybody,
certainly for us.

Wendi ng homeward mum and dad woul d buy us on the approach road to
Southend L.M S. Station a packet containing "Tit-Bits' and
"Answers' or "~ Pearson's' weeklies which also had a bag of sweets
and a toy inside all packaged for the famly's journey hone, a
nice idea and a treat we | ooked forward to and all for sixpence!
(two and a half “p'!).

Dad had a tram conductor pal naned We and one of our trips was to
Southgate to neet himand his lady wife. They were both tall and
of slimbuild, quietly spoken and very kind. M We took us
children into his garden where he showed us how to play " ock
ol f' having the clock nunbers of nmetal firmy fixed into his [ awn
as a permanent feature. This was a very enjoyable visit.

| can't say the sane for our trip to numand dad's old friends, M
and Ms Hight, they now lived nearby in Summers Lane where cricket
was the garden game. As part of nmy innings | swng the bat and it
sli pped fromny hand and crashed through their | ounge wi ndow a

huge pane of glass too, |I'Il never forget the sight of the gl ass
splinters all over their radi o-gram and sideboard.--- Nor of
course the | ooks on numand dad's faces! It was an acci dent

t hough, so I didn't get a thrashing.

Ivy liked to visit that family fromtine to tine, and it was her
practise to always don a hat on trips out, but she underwent a
spell of regularly wearing a beret (or “Tammy' as we called it).
This began to irritate M Hight who jokingly told her, "If you
cone around here wearing that again, we wont let you in!"
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Have you heard of the Cal edonian Market? 1t's now an anti ques
fair down in Bernondsey but originated at Cal edoni an Road and sol d
junk of little value that was laid out not on market stalls but
directly on the cobble stones. Rather |ike present day car-boot
sales it covered a vast area which explains how | got lost there

once and panicked until mum found ne again! | was really
frightened. She and dad took us there a few times, a nost
fascinating place, | enjoyed it imensely---especially the apple

fritters and fruit drinks they bought there for ne!

Conme Christmas we all went on Boxing day to Great Aunt Edie's
"Bink's famly' get-together. Her home was al nost Di ckensian, the
sitting/living roomhaving a | arge bl ack-1eaded cast-iron grate
within a huge fire surround, its mantl epi ece having a suspended
canopy with little knotted balls around. A great black and green
mar bl e cl ock graced the centre of the mantl epi ece. There were a
coupl e of sofas and a side-board, several pictures (nmostly

phot ographs) on the walls, a very long rectangul ar mahogany tabl e
seem ngly held down by its maroon cloth of very heavy chenillLe. A
simlar drape of nmaterial covered the door,trailing alittle to
serve as a draught excluder. Simlar heavy curtains festooned the
wi ndow and the centre of the ceiling bore the weight of the nopst
ornate gas-lit device | ever saw, having a couple of mantles

al nost enclosed in frosted gl ass gl obul ar shades, the netal work
was in gleanm ng brass with a pull lever for brightness control at
each end. Ofer it a lighted match and " pf-bom the whole room
woul d be bathed in the yell owgreen soft glow of its bright but
somewhat eerie light. | could not take ny eyes off it for sone
time after it was lit, and when |I did, two black spots remai ned
before ny gaze where the mantles transfixed ny stare.

The | avatory was al ong the passage way on the right and through a
door made of tongued and grooved natch-boarding, the toilet pan
was round within a box arrangenent that extended for the whole
width, wall to wall, a full |ength mahogany highly polished seat
graced its top and a long chain with ornate ceram ¢ handl e
operated the cistern fixed high on the wall above. The walls were
of white distenper, add to this the strong scent of San |zal and
I'msure you have the picture.

There was a back bed-room having two beds that all the visiting
children had to share. | think some were placed end to end
unconfortably, but the smell of the newy washed and starched
cotton sheets remains a strong nenory today for we were anpng

t hose who stayed overnight. | can't recollect the others in those
beds- - probabl y Gordon, Peggy, Jean and Yvonne at least. | can't
recall nuch el se about that room except that the mantle piece had
for ornament a first world war aerial bonb cannister at each end.
Strange isn't it how people (even today) |ike weaponry for itens
of decoration? There were roons upstairs too. A teen-age girl
called "Biddy' lived there under Great aunt's wing it seened, but
we don't know the ins and outs of that association. Could she
have been Uncle Jack and Aunt Edie's off-spring? One could not
deny a certain |ikeness but the idea has never been npoted

el sewhere to nmy know edge. Ahenl except here of course! but she
was sel dom seen about the place and therefore didn't 'fit' in as a
daught er woul d.

The stairway by conparison with the rest of the place was in a

sorry state of decoration with its beige distenpered walls
disintegrating, its flakes barely holding on and the plaster
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devel opi ng nunerous cracks. There was a flickering gas jet but no
mantle for it. | hasten to add there was no dirt either, the whole
house was absolutely spotless in every way.

In the evening, was it Boxing-day or naybe the day after? we were
taken for a ride in pouring rain by one of aunt and uncle's guests
called "Chick'. He had a little Austin Seven car and | was
delighted with the ride (which took us along the Thames
Enbankment) and especially with the snell of the |leather. Wy we
went or where we finished up I've no idea unless due to the rain
he was saving us part of a wet journey hone.

Bef ore | eaving the subject | should tell you a bit about G eat
Aunt Ede, her el egance, her charm her absolute grace. A really

stately lady. In all ny life |I've never encountered a nore |ovely
person, always inpeccably dressed. |'mthinking of her just now,
renmenmbering her in a long black satin dress with black | ace for

t he upper bodice. She suffered froma goitre (an enl arged

thyroid gland), not that it was really noticeable but it induced
her to wear around her throat a black vel vet band sone 3/4 inches
wi de and on occasion fronted with a canmeo brooch, she would al so
wear a shaw of the sane black |ace on her dress.

Her speech was eloquent with sone words ever so slightly clipped
if ending with a consonant, thus she would tend to call ne
"Wilfret' and certainly never abbreviate it to "WIf'. Her every
manner was as if she sought to be perfect and she very nearly was.
A magni ficent conversationalist at any |level, an excellent cook
(the dinners were narvel |l ous), she was uncannily houseproud and a
devoted wife to dear uncle Jack. Her early |life had been spent as
a house-nmaid to one of the Queen Victoria's "Ladies in waiting' as
they are called. |'msure she nust have been very well educated.

Uncl e Jack was a huge man with a curly nopustache, a pernanent
jolly smle and had a Sonerset accent to his nusically boon ng
voice. He and dad could talk shop for Uncle Jack was a tram
driver for the L.C.C. Personality is somewhat indefinable but he
certainly had it and was |loved by all and fondly respected as
soon as he entered the room Their hone was indeed a joy to be
in. It and they providing sweet nenories for ne to this day.
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Chapter 13
On friends, fishing, etc.

I was making close friends by now, apart fromthe boys in ny class
who hailed fromour road, Jimy Ranage, Daniel Tons, Cyril Caton
Ji my Samways and the Smith boy living opposite. There was a
tubby lad called John Morris, a bit of a tearaway named Bal dwin, a
slimlad Sidney Tofield and another called Bob Priestley, al
friends but another's nenory has stayed with ne nore securely, he
was Charlie Francis a quiet kindly boy with glasses |iving just
of f Long Lane in Manor Cottages by the North Circul ar Road.

| spent nuch time at his honme, there he had a gane called
“Escal ado' a horse race gane where, by each furiously turning
i ndi vidual handl es, the horses were caused to nove al ong the
simul ated track until one got to the w nning post.

O much nore interest to ne was his Magic Lantern, a |large
Victorian netal nonster illunmnated by a paraffin oil |anp
projecting its beamthrough a conplex |lens systemto throw
beautiful col oured i mages onto a pinned up white sheet, he had
dozens of slides, nmostly hand painted of a wealth of subjects
i nformative and comi cal

My interest in magic |anterns increased when a slide show was
advertised to be given by a religious group at a hall in Church
End, a district of N WFinchley. There was a charge of only a
penny for the admi ssion of children but mumwouldn't let ne go
because she worried for me being out late at night. However at
the | ast nonent, after nmuch cajoling, she relented and tinme was so
short | had to run all the way, a 1 1/2 nile journey. | met
Charlie there and the slides were beautiful but we coul dn't
under stand what they were all about, the | ecture acconpanying them
bei ng too conplicat ed.

He cane to our house once bringing a jig-saw puzzle a good 4 1/2
feet long x 1 1/2 feet wide taking us several hours to conplete,
it was a fine picture of an ocean |iner.

In the Huckl eberry Finn story Huck and Tom sail down the

M ssissippi river on a raft. Charlie and | were quite hooked on
the story and Charlie or | suggested that we build one of our own.
This we attenpted on a snmall field close by his hone, we found oi
drums and odd pl anks of wood all to be |lashed together but it was
never finished, probably because no water existed locally to float
it on!

There was sonme water in the formof a large rectangul ar pond about
three mles away, it was known by Charlie as the Sheep-Dip in
Totteridge Lane, Whetstone. Each arnmed with a jamjar, net and
bent pin for a hook on a string, we went there to catch tiddlers
or Sticklebacks, they were easy to catch and we took them homne
proudly and | stood ny jar on the kitchen window sill. W had the
gold-fish on the piano its food being ant's eggs so we thought
they'd do for the tiddlers too, but no such luck! for during the
days following mumhad to watch themslowy die rolling over onto
their backs one after the other.

Qur fishing efforts continued at Parliament Hill fields. There we
saw a man catch a huge Pi ke which thrashed about snapping at his
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ankles as he tried to hold it down with his foot in order to
extricate the hook, quite frightening really. W caught a few
Perch, Roach and Carp and this time numtenporarily let me put
themin the bath! but this was also a disaster for they could not
really live well in tap water and the Perch being a predator
killed off the others in no tinme at all.

Near our road was a sizeable piece of scrub | and where a concrete
tunnel had an out-flowto a fairly stagnant brook close by the
spot where Ivy and | used to get the top-soil. The brook had
overhanging trees that woul d have nade a pretty scene were it not
for the rubbish throwmn into the wi dest part, a sort of pond area.
| liked it down there though because according to season tad-

pol es, newts and frogs were easy to catch. Dad would nake ne
boxes for the newts and frogs, but the tad-poles found their way
into a jamjar and placed upon num s kitchen window sill! O
course after watching themdie like the sticklebacks she nade sure
nmy ent husiasm for fishing had to come to an abrupt stop

Sonme of ny mates were goi ng about on skates, the cheap ones had no
bal | -bearings (" ball-bairians' the kids called then). The best
ones were of “Union'" make but were ever so dear. 12/6d | think
However, | discovered sone in Marks and Spencers with bearings,
shoe-cl anps and sel f-guiders--the lot! and still too pricey to
scrounge off mum ( 5/-) and ny birthday was getting close! Anyway,
mum rmust have given Aunty Edie the wink for she brought themwth
her on her next visit to us with Uncle Billy at birthday tine!

| was soon to be seen whizzing down the road, rapidly twrling,
skati ng backwards and stopping suddenly as desired. Neverthless
st opped unexpectedly when | saved nyself falling by grabbing hold
of the chain-link fence along the side of our road, the end of a
piece of its wire cut my right niddle finger rather badly. Just
by the Arterial Road, fronting the danfield Lawence Car Show
roons, was a |large expanse of paving the boys coul d skate upon

wi th no inconvenience to other people. | really enjoyed skating
and was fairly adept at it. | hoped to try ice skating too, there
was a Rink up at Church-End but sonehow | never got around to it

About that time on the Arterial Road near our skating area, a
little girl was killed crossing that busy road. | never saw the
acci dent but saw the poor child laying there on the pavenent with
peopl e tending her, her deathly white appearance | will never
forget. She was one of the Ansell children | mentioned earlier in
these witings. | hope she survived but | don't know.

Anot her super play area was just over the Great North Road and
call ed “The Rough Lots', a mi xture of neadow | and and bushes of
hawt horn etc. It enconpassed quite a large area and until one
acquired the “feel' of the place one could quite easily get |ost.
It extended a good mile down the northern side of the Arterial
(North G rcular) Road, but we had to be wary of an ol dish | ady
tranp we called 'Rough Lot Liz'" who lived anpbng the bushes there,
for if playing near her encanpnent she was apt to descend upon you
brandi shing her large carving knife! | remenber dad havi ng great
synpat hy for such people and calling them Knights of the road'. A
foot-path was provided crossing the Rough Lots diagonally from an
entrance opposite Squires Lane to a distant exit into Sumers Lane
where Uncle Billy had a close friend, and he wal ked Ivy and

there once with Jean and Yvonne during their stay. | vaguely
renmenber his friend's fanmly and wife giving us children a gl ass

64



of lenmpbnade. It was quite a long wal k back but Uncle Billy was
al ways nice to be wth.

Uncl e Charley, by now a close buddy of dad's, cane to see us with

his fam |y once. Dad' s cockney ni ck-nane for himwas ~Cats and
Barl ey'!
By the way, | ought to explain that dad's vocabul ary apart from

his marvel | ously expressive arnms and hands included a vast
“dictionary' of “Cats and Barley' type rhyming slang. Here's just
a taste' of his expressions:-

One on sending us to bed woul d be "Pass through the "Rory! O
More!' (door) then, up the “apples and pears' (stairs), lay yer
“Uncl e Ned' (head) on the "Wepin- Wller' (pillow) and go to " Bo-
peep' (sl eep) until the “day's a dawnin' (norning) and wake up to
see the old 'Currant bun' (Sun), shining through the 'burnt-

ci nder' 'w ndow) " O her exanples were "Frog and Toad' for
“road', Cain and Abel'(table), "Barnet Fair'(hair), “Bushel and
Peck' (neck), “Chalk Farns'(arns), ~German Bands' (hands), "Plates
of nmeat' (feet), "~ Rubadub dub' (pub), “Pigs ear'(beer), 'Taters in
the mould' (cold), "TomTit'(shit), “Jimmy Riddle' (piddle), "Pony
and trap' (crap), yes all his words, not mne, though some prevai
in my own vocabulary, | do admt! Do note though that the actua
swear word is not used

He had a strange pronunciation of “envel ope' as “onvelote' and of
“very' as “vethy'! otherw se his general vocabulary was quite
lucid but all, like his voice, was pleasant to hear. Fromhis
arnmy days in India he al so used Hi ndustani phrases e.g. ~Bancurra
da wozzey' for “~Shut the door' (I've not researched the spellings)
but mum woul d have said "Put the wood in the 'ole", another was
"Surra pe-edge doe nut nuckin budgee' (Even mum frequently used one
| earned fromdad for "It's the truth!' it being ~Pukka Rookuni!

but just as often she would yell ~Strewth!'

They both used proverbs a lot. Dad cones to mind saying "Beggers
can't be choosers", "It's better to be lucky than rich" or
"there's many a slip twixt the cup and the |ip" and "everything
cones to those who wait", and "All things are sent to try us" or
after any trouble "As one door closes another opens"

Mum liked "a bird in the hand's worth two in the bush" etc. She
had sayi ngs she'd use frequently, these cone to nmind:- 'l call

that indecent! for anything risque, 'Don't get your rag out' if

| osi ng your tenper, 'Mght have caused a bad accident' for any
near nmiss and if you were going out, 'lets be sure you' ve got

cl ean underwear on' (in case you have an accident). |If you had a
cold she'd say 'it will be three days com ng, three days on you
and three days going'. She called a toilet a 'Privvy' or a

" Dunnaki n' (whatever that might have been) and if there was ice on
the road she always said 'l think about the poor horses!'.

| don't renenber dad swearing (well rarely indeed) though he got
near to it saying once "You're so lucky, if you fell down the pan
you'd cone up eating a bar of chocolate!" and he referred to any
public toilet as 'The three P's' nmeaning 'a Piddle and Poop a
Penny' or if there was an obnoxi ous snell he'd naybe say 'two

sniffs of that and |'m bl oody hungry!' Mmcould be noved to
naughty words or swearing just a bit nore frequently e.g. if
anyone wore a short garment she'd call it a bumfreezer, or if you

65



were a long tinme in the toilet 'Have you got a bit cross-ways?
and if any lass was going out with a boy friend she'd say 'Keep
your hand on your hal fpenny!' She would be nmore raucous if she
saw an unpl easant countenance, saying 'He had a face |like a
Dutchman's arse'! or if one was troubled with the runs 'He could
shit through the eye of a needle!' | should enphasise that al
these were rarely heard of course but could sound quite funny on
appropriate occasions.

Now what was | saying? oh yes, | recall “Cats and Barley' and dad
together at our table, with Uncle, seem ngly not having a clue,
aski ng dad i nnunerabl e questi ons about the recently introduced
"Littl ewood's' and "~ Vernon's' Football pools, such as;-

"What do you have to do?", "How does it work?", "Does it cost nuch
to do it?","Can you send 'em a postal order?","Wiat do you nean by
“The Penny Points'?" (The treble chance had not then been

devi sed), "How do you get your w nnings?" etc. etc.

Dad responded as though having “great know edge' of the subject,

| ayi ng out “~The News of the Wbrld' showing its page of results and
next week's forecast, then a | engthy explanation of the actua
coupon wi th both nen engrossed over it and its copy.

Wth the "lesson' finished to "Cats and Barley's' gratefu

satisfaction (well, | think so, he always had a jolly countenance
and a mschievous glint in his eyes), there cane sonething of a
surprise---"ls this what you nean?" he said producing fromhis

pocket a fully conpleted coupon and envel ope all filled out and
ready for posting!

It was our great joy to visit themat Bromey. Aunty Alice was a
superb cook, not even num coul d equal her Yorkshire (or Batter)
puddi ngs. | was noted for always |eaving the best part of any
meal until last, and that pudding was definitely it! Cousin
CGordon being nmy idol in all things I would only have sonething on
ny plate if he would have it too, luckily he nust have |liked his
mum s Yor kshire puddi ng just as much as ne!

| marvelled at his toys, he had a wonderful “Hornby' train set the
engi ne having a reversing | ever and a stopping device. He had a
toy cine-projector too and all us four kids sat out in their
kitchen while he projected real noving cine pictures on aunty's
whi t e pai nted door, no sound of course, but wonder of wonders, a
real treat.

Wil st there they told us of a tram accident nearby, it went down
the hill too fast to turn the corner at the bottomby G ove Park
station, apparently it careered across the road having junped its
tracks and then turned over on its side! About that tinme there
was a strange one at East Finchley too, the tramwas clinbing an
incline towards the Archway Road when the road di sappeared, having
subsi ded under the weight of the tramcar! The tramfell through
the hole to a depth of six to eight feet!

Then we had a di saster of our own, we got news that muns sister
(our Aunty O ara) had been taken to hospital suffering from an
abscess under one of her lungs. Mimwent to visit her and was
utterly stunned at having heard her scream ng in agony and
shrieking "Kill nme!", "Kill nel". They were unable to do anything
to effect a cure (probably due to anti-biotics not then being
avai l able), and nmercifully, after a short while she died. One
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wonders why a |lovely natured lady |ike her can be so prematurely
taken fromus, delivering unwarranted grief far and wide to all

t he acquai ntances who had known and | oved her. Her death was hard
to believe.
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Chapter 14
Sone gl adness and sadness.

| remenber going to a funeral when a boy, it could have been
our Aunty Liz's or Aunty Clara's who had died in 1932. W rode in
carriages all black and polished and drawn by graceful jet-black
shiny horses wearing splayed out purple plunes fitted on their
foreheads. The journey was from London to the huge St. Pancras
cenetery on the Great North Road at Finchley. [If, as |I think
that funeral was nore likely for Aunty Clara she would certainly
have had no cause to repeat her oft used request of "Were's ny
bl oody fl owers?" for the grave became bedecked with them

The St. Pancras cenetery is a vast place. As its nane
indicates its origins were at St Pancras, London where the
railway station was built, developnents there in Victorian times
necessitated the careful exhumation of all the graves and their
re-burial at Finchley.

It was not from any ghoulish notive that we would visit the
cenetery on occasion, for quite a fewrelatives were interred
there (not |east Francis Huski sson, my grandfather, also dad's
sister Edie and husband), but its avenue |eading fromthe entrance
di spl ayed nunerous tonbs of the rich and fanobus. Al ong the right-
hand (sout hern) side were nmausol euns built of nmarble and stone and
roofed like little houses and each having an open-work iron gate
that was normally kept |ocked, but through which could be viewed
the coffins of great mlitary personages that were enshrouded with
flags, such as the Union Jack, etc. In several cases their
famlies coffins could also be seen in position on adjacent
shel ves.

On the left side were the graves of others with vast
scul ptured monunents over to depict sone incident in the life of
t he occupant, or maybe there'd be a group of angels and/or another
religious connotation, but the nbst unusual surely, and rather
macabre but exquisitely carved, was that of a very beautiful young
| ady under the hooves of a galloping horse and wheel s of the
Hansom Cab it was pulling, thus depicting how the poor |ass had
di ed, the whol e scene sculptured in a brilliant white marble.

Not so long after Aunty Clara's death, her daughter (our
cousin Clara, called “Poppy') was narried to a M. John Del aney,
and their reception was held at our place, nmum and dad gi vi ng t hem
the best "do' they could nmuster. The house was crowded with al
sorts of folk we didn't know and it's regrettable that poor old
dad had to go out to our back garden at night at nmumi s behest, to
break up sone hanky-panky and "~goings-on', in the sunmer-house in
particular. However, “all's well that ends well' and the evening
did end with all having had a good tine.

I"mrenmi nded here that | built that summer-house entirely
nysel f, but under dad's gui dance and wat chful eye, of course. It
was really just a little shed about 5 feet square by 7 feet high
The |l ower half and roof were of boards left over fromdad' s
packi ng cases described earlier. Except for the back (and front
doorway) the upper half was of trellis and | put a seat inside
extending its full width. Mmenjoyed many a peaceful hour
sitting in there on warm sumer days. It was “set off' rather by a
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somewhat mmjestic and prolificly fruitful deep-red cherry tree
just beyond its north east corner

Clara's dad, (uncle Albert) was now of course a |lonely nman and due
to being at work by day, could not care for what had been Aunty
Clara's pride and joy---"Billy' her parrot! so he gave it to us!
He was really an Australian Cockatoo, having a rose pink body,
silver/grey wings and a snow white conb that rose stiffly on his
head when he was in a happy nood. This was nost of the tine but
the conb would fold down and he could sulk for hours staying
perched in his ring if ever strangers appeared, and woe beti de
anyone approachi ng himwhile wearing gloves! That, he just could
not tolerate and would shriek his resentnment for all the street to
hear!

He lived in a cage nearly two feet dianeter by about two feet
three inches high, his ring in the top and his perch below it,
then the usual water and seed dishes clipped to the cage wires on
its opposite sides, the whole let into a deep octagonal sanded
tray base.

When he rarely lost his tenper he would shake his head violently
in his seed bowl throwing the seed all over the cage floor and a
generous anmpount on the floor outside! Wen- ever he was naughty
mum woul d approach hi mnenacingly with a coat hanger, poking it

bet wween the bars of his cage. Once he was hit with it! because he
had bit me in a way that split ny upper lip right through, ny face
nmust have been too close to the bars for his liking. He retired to
his ring, sulked for hours, finally atoning for his nisdeneanour
by quietly saying "Billy's been a good boy".

Could he talk then? ----- Could he TALK?, At least as clearly as
you or |I! His vocabul ary devel oped fromthe days when Aunty d ara
woul d bend her head to the side of his cage each nmorning, nake a
ki ssing sound with her |ips and say "Cone on then! kiss nother"
After several such nornings he eventually greeted her with "Kiss
not her, kiss nother!" Rather nice of course but a bit enbarrassing
to say the least for our mum when on answering the door to the
“Friday' man's knock (or anyone else's) Billy would yell out "Kiss
not her, kiss nmother"! and if the conversation at the door was in
any way protracted he'd let her know with an annoyed shri ek of
"Come in here, cone in here"

He could not be nade to swear though, he just wouldn't. Qur

nei ghbours the Gentle's fanly kindly cared for himonce when we
were on holiday and on our return, we saw their son ~Chum had
Billy in his cage on their back lawn. Billy had probably used one
of his favourite expressions such as "Wat d'yer want?, what d'yer
want ?" (nost of his utterings were duplicated), Chumwas on his
knees to the parrot and we heard himasking with exasperation "Say
“Shit' yer bugger, say "Shit'"! but Billy would' nt oblige!

W woul d have himout of his cage quite frequently, his w ngs
havi ng been clipped he could not fly, he liked to sit on ones
shoul der and purr away with utter contentnent just as a cat does,
or he mght flap his way down onto the table and if asked to dance
woul d actually do so, dancing fromone foot to the other in, if
not a graceful, indeed a uniformmnner. O he woul d di scover a
tasty norsel such as a slice of apple held out to himthat he
woul d carefully hold in one claw to eat fromwhile standing in
perfect bal ance on his other.
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Qur first experience of the noulting process of birds cane when
mum observed that while he was undertaking his daily ablutions
ritual his beautiful feathers were com ng out as he preened them
She becane very concerned for him thinking he nmay have picked up
sone di sease. She decided to put himinto the kitchen sink full of
suds, scrubbing himso as to rid himof the “infection'. No! he
didn't go for that at all and dried off sulking and soaking up in
his ring! Anyway it seened to do the trick for he was quite O K
thereafter. He was a nost |ovable creature with al nost human
traits and weaknesses.

Uncle Al bert also gave dad a wireless set, the first we ever had
that produced its sound through a | oud-speaker, in this case in
the formof a horn! It had two dials operating variabl e condensers
for station selection and there were other knobs that either
turned for tone or volume, or pushed and pulled for switching the
“set' on or off. The power supply cane fromthree batteries, the
mai n one, huge (about 12inches x 9 x 3 delivering 120 volts. Then
canme the “Accunulator', made of glass and filled wth acid |like
one's car battery today, but snaller, say 4"x 4" x 7" tall and
giving only 2 volts rather than the motorist's 12. Even so it was
heavy and had a handl e of | eather or bent steel to carry it to a
wi rel ess shop every two weeks to be re-charged. The third battery
was of 9volts and known as "“The grid bias' a conventional | ooking
battery sone 7"x 4" x 1" This and the large battery would have to
be renewed about every six nonths, each was provided with hol es
along the top for you to push plugs into, these were called
“Wander - Pl ugs' connected with wires fromthe “Set' as an aid to
good reception and power econony.

Uncl e Al bert had made the set hinself, a very popul ar hobby at the
tine, plans of easy to read circuits appearing weekly in "~The

Wreless Wrld', “Popular Wreless', “Practical Machanics' etc.
However you had to be pretty adept at wood-work to neke a
present abl e cabinet and uncle had nmade a fine job of it all. Fret-

work being his real forte.

Neverthel ess as with our crystal set at New Trinity Road it was
left to dad to erect a high and |long aerial, and plunge a stee

| oaded earth lead into the ground outside, (all wreless sets
needed these to work). The “Set' itself was quite attractive but
with the horn stuck on the top of it mum and dad realised it had
gone out of fashion! Dad therefore decided to build the whole I|ot,
“Set', Horn and all three batteries into one large “cabinet'. |
have to say that dad, although an exellent “do-it-yourselfer' was
no cabi net maker and al t hough a good painter and decorator (the
craft learned fromhis father) he was no French Polisher, so al

in all the finished (painted) product now | ooked rather hideous---
but surprise, surprise, it worked!

W had never listened to sound-radi o before and dad was deservedly
pl eased and so were us children, but mun? She may have inwardly
liked it but her disappointing remark was "Turn it orf duck, turn
it orf! it's not natural having other peoples voices in your
“ouse"--- but she soon cane around of course. Before |long we were
enjoying the great english bands, | fondly remenber The Coventry

H ppodrone Orchestra and that of Jack Payne and Jack Hylton, Lew
Stone, Harry Roy etc. Also the nmusic hall greats Ronald Frankau
Stai nl ess Stephen, Harry Hensl ey, Ethel Revnell and Gracie Wst,
Stanelli, Arthur Askey with Richard "Stinker' Mirdoch, Elsie and
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Doris Waters, Gracie Fields, "Bennett and Wllians with their
phono fiddles' etc. The latter always sang, indeed made popul ar
the song “~You nade nme care'. Aside fromentertai nnent of course
canme the mandatory “~News' which also gave out inconprehensible (to
us) weather reports from obscure areas e.g. "Dogger', "Biscay'

etc. and “The Fat Stock prices! W knew of only two stations at
that time and called "The Honme Service' and "~ The Regi ona
Progranme’ .

Mentioning the above "“phono fiddles' rem nds ne that they were
one-stringed unfretted “violin' sounding instrunments anplified by
a horn protruding fromthe sound bourd. Amateurs |liked to make
them wi t hout the horn feature and they were quite | oud enough for
hone use. Uncle Al bert nade one for us using a cigar box for the
sound chanber, a fine piece of work but we couldn't play it well
enough. He also gave mumtwo pictures he had made with his Fret-
work machine, | don't recall their subject matter but his wood-
wor k was beautifully done, the franes were rounded obl ongs |ike
today's tel evision screens but hung vertically, both occupying as
much Fret-work on all four sides of the central picture area as
the picture itself. They were finished in polished nmahogany for
the fret-worked wood superinposed upon an oiled white ply-wood
backi ng board.

To ny eternal gratitude he gave ne a huge object covered by an old
macki nt osh saying "Here y'are, “Blood-nut'"(his nick-name for ne)
"---a present for yer, see what you can do with this"----1t was
his Fret-work machine!-- what's nore he had nade us a first class
One-stringed fiddle froma cigar box! (a fad anbng hobbyi sts
probably after the success of Bennett and WIllians of wireless
fame at the tine) Yes, Uncle Albert was so kind to us all, really
a y Good old stick' as such folk were called then, after all he
was not fromeither side of the fanily.

Uncl e Charley, num s brother (and dad's pal "Cats and Barley') of
Brom ey in Kent was also a Fret-work fanatic, covering nmuch of his
famly's furniture with his efforts, but it was all finished in

bl ack Chi nese Lacqgeur. Like Uncle Albert he was quite a hobbyi st,
radi o and phot ography al so commandi ng his interest. If the Fret-
wor k fashion ever returns however here's a note of caution;-- Even
with a nmodern vacuum cl eaner things made of it are the the devi

to clean! ("bloody dust 'olders" as our numwoul d say.)

As described before in these pages, any trip to Uncle Charley's
fam |y nmeant an enornous treat for Ivy and | for we could go out
and about with Peggy and Gordon. One such ranmble took us to

El mst ead Wbods where a brook flowed and straddling it was a | arge
brick structure surmounted by a | arge round nan-hol e cover around
whi ch we played about for a while. Near to this we encountered a
road, on one side of which was a hi gh wooden adverti senent
hoarding and right at its top there seened to be | odged, or so we
t hought, a football. | becane eager to clinb up the wood work to
get it in spite of the other children's pleas for me to ignore it.

Well, up and up | went and for the first time innmy life
experienced vertigo! Until | reached the top and turned to | ook
down | did not realise that | would be afraid of heights and it's
true that there is sone strange power that actually draws you
downwar d, indeed sonethi ng unknown nade ne just junmp off the top
| did not trip nor |ose ny balance or footing etc. | just junped
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and fell like a stone! On landing, ny |egs folded under nme and ny
buttocks struck the ground with a thunp.

I could not wal k the journey back to Peg and Gord's house

properly, the others virtually having to carry me as | |inped
pai nfully along. ~Gosh! there'll be hell to pay' we thought.
“Whatever will we tell our nuns and dads?' W coul dn't possibly

tell themthe truth, for clinbing about anywhere woul d have been
strictly taboo and wal | ops woul d abound! So we had to concoct an
out rageous fib.

W told themthat we were playing on the man-hol e structure and
tripped and fell onto the concreted base of it! Uncle Charley and
dad decided to take ne to the |ocal doctor who stood ne up on his
table and renmoved ny trousers. On exam ning ny bottom now turning
to a blue/black bruised expanse all over, we all felt happier when
he decl ared that no bones were broken. ---- I'mnot sure that
anyone fell for the nman-hole story though!

Do | hear you ask "Wat happened to the football?" well there was
no football it was just a bl own-up brown paper bag!
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Chapter 15

Qur rel ationshi ps problem
(1933 Contd.)

Ivy and | were very close as children through these years as

nmenti oned before, playing inside and out together, having this
adventure and that. W had played with dolls, using nums
treasured old stool upside down for the doll's cot. Then there
was a craze of buying tiny coloured beads and | engths of fuse-wire
to threadle themon, the resulting strings were then fol ded back
and forth, then rethreadled to | ock the strings together. By this
nmeans we made quite presentabl e | adi es brooches.

We had occasion to visit Granny Huski ssons™ once where Aunty Grace
and Uncle Harry lived down-stairs. It's a happy nmenory of nine
that we were able to play with their quite large, but oh so
docile, old English sheep-dog called "Daney', one could hardly
ever get a glinpse of his eyes so generally shrouded by his hair,
he was a lovely old thing.

They had another visitor at the tinme who wore a peaked cap such as
worn by milk-nen, gas-nmen etc. He played with ne by repeatedly
putting it on nmy head, with ne whisking it off again and pl onki ng
it over the upper knee of his crossed legs. | becane puzzled by a
centrally raised hillock on the hat (when over his knee) that was
nowhere to be seen when | was holding the hat this way and that!
To every-one's anusenment it took several minutes for ny poor brain
to realise that his knee was the cause of ny dilemma! It was here
on a nuch earlier occasion |I'd been sinilarly fooled by the old
ganme of 'Fly away Peter, fly away Paul' a dunbfounding trick

pl ayed on nost little children

One day we went to our local park, quite a pretty one with its
nmyri ads of flowers, ducks and swans on an oval pond, a drinking
fountain (it made a popping noise |like a two-stroke notor-bike
engi ne when you pressed its button for a drink of water), tennis
courts, a shelter etc. but no doubt we were there for the sw ngs
and see-saws. However there were no children about at all on this
occasi on, but just laying on the ground was a high quality scooter
whi ch of course took our fancy---so nmuch so in fact that we took

it (or nore likely scooted it) hone to show num "Were did you
get it fron?" she asked. "We found it in Victoria Park" we

expl ained. "Well you can bloody well scoot it back there again"!
she said. So still not appreciating that we'd done anything

wrong, we took (or scooted) it back to the park and with great
reluctance left it exactly where and how we had found it.

Not long after the incident | nmet up with Teddy Reynol ds and told
hi m about the scooter and the fountain's notor-bike noise but |
could not have told the tale very clearly, for on a later
encounter he expressed nost crossly to nme that there was no notor-
bi ke there to play with at all!

As you know | loved our famly parties but | soon |earned that
ot her peoples parties were not for ne. School chum Daniel Tons'
muminvited me to his birthday party where their front room was
crowded with children. The "Tea' was O K but we had to play
silly blind-fold ganmes |like putting a paper tail on a pinned up
paper donkey in the right place. W also played Postman's Knock
(an enbarrassnent to nme and sonme other children). Then the one
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that put ne off parties for life:-- Alittle girl had to stand
against the wall, a little boy was blind-fol ded, swng around a
fewtines and told to wal k towards where he thought the girl was
standing, and with his armand forefinger outstretched, endeavour
to poke the finger into the girl's eye! On the way of course the
girl was substituted by a half orange, its position adjusted
carefully as the finger approached and which squel ched when the
finger struck hone, to shrieks of hysterical |aughter (mainly from
the grown-ups) and quite a shock to the little boy, ME!l W did
"Oranges and Lenons/ too | recall, | was jolly glad to get hone.

| think Ivy would agree that she too is the sanme, i.e:- feeling
out of place in strange conmpany. Ws it in any way an effect of
our up-bringing? | can't think why though. Mum and dad seened not
to be simlarly afflicted, at that period anyway they woul d
sonetimes go up to the 'Torrington' pub at North Finchley for a
drink with friends new and to watch the turns.

| too found no difficulty if I was to visit an individual friend
or relative however, as ny earlier remarks regardi ng Charl ey
Francis indicate and | used to go into the Gentle's house on
occasion to play with Joany. Mnd you | was probably nore
fascinated with the scientific instruments that they displayed as
t hough they were ornanents. One | truly coveted was a baroneter
of the kind that had a rotating graduated paper-covered cylinder
with an inked pen in contact and rising or falling along the

i nt erchangeabl e paper to indicate the baronetric pressure at any
time on any day. The instruments were collected either by her
brother Doug, a Territorial soldier I think, or by her dad a
“tool-maker'. (It was many years later that | becane one nyself
and di scovered for the first time that hamers, chisels and

pi ncers etc, are not the kind of tools that "tool-makers'actually
make). | also have a strange menory of the Gentles having an
unusual small wooden cabinet on their living roomwall being a
hone nachi ne supplied by a tobacco conpany whi ch enabl ed one to
buy cigarettes from (I'mremnm nded here that dad once tried a tin
hand-rolling cigarette nachine but he couldn't take to that kind
of tobacco and such fags would not easily stay alight).

The Gentle's were the only ones in our road that owned a car, it
was an old three wheeled “Mrgan'. The single wheel was at the
rear end and on its near side there was a hole in which to insert
the starting handle. Another peculiarity was that its (two |

thi nk) cylinders protruded through an opening in the front of its
bonnet between the two front wheels. Once started it was a bucket
of noise, snell and vibration

Joany cane into our house one eveni ng when our mum and dad want ed
to go to the nmusic-hall (The Finsbury Park Enpire) to see the
Aneri can singer Sophie Tucker. Ivy, Joany and me had a great tine
in their absence singing to Ivy's piano playing of the Layton and
Johnstone hit "Me and Jane in a Plane". It sticks in nmy mind
because we learned it so well by singing it over and over again.
Even so, | wish | could have seen Sophi e Tucker nyself at sone
time before she died, she had a raucous voice and a terrific
personality, though num and dad were not very keen at that time on
American style entertai nnent and so were disappointed with her
per f or mance.

They took lvy and | to the Finsbury Park Empire quite a few tines
and I"'mtherefore grateful to themindeed for their foresight in
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letting us see some of the great entertainers fromtheir early
days there:- Gus Elin the serio comic, We Georgie Wod (Child

| mpersonator with Dolly Harnmer as his nmother), Randol ph Sutton
the Iight conmedi an and fanpus originator of the song ~On nother

Kel ly's door-step'and a weepy called "Wat's your poor old daddy
going to do?', Billy Danvers the conedian, the great Teddy Brown
an extrenely fat and fampbus xyl ophoni st (when we saw hi mthey had
squeezed himinto a baby's pramand wheeled it onto the stage),
“Afrique' the inpersonator who's technique was to qui ck change and
with the aid of nake-up and coloured Iight variations create
visual as well as vocal |ikenesses, Layton and Johnstone the
Anerican duettists and fanbus recording stars, "~ Hutch' Lesley
Hut chi nson who dusted his brow (and the piano!) between songs, the
Two Leslies,(comc harnonists), the Wstern Brothers |ikew se but
inla de da! fashion, Arthur Prince the fantastic ventriloqui st
maki ng voi ces conme apparently fromgreat distances, and top of
the bill everywhere the inconparable risque Max M1l er, or Charley
Kunz, who's intro nmusic was ~Cl ap Hands Here Cones Charley' and

t he audi ence would sing it for himas he entered the stage.

We al so saw one of those comc jugglers with flam ng torches
trying in vain to do all manner of tricks with them finally
sitting on one and rushing off the stage screaming with his
trousers abl aze! At the sight of this, dad rose fromhis seat
shouti ng "Look! Look! the silly bugger's caught his arse alight!"
One show there they called a “Revue' featuring the Houston sisters
Billie and Rene--a good act but we all prefered conventiona
variety.

Before leaving this subject | nust tell you of another act. They
were called “The Jerry Builders' conprising about twenty little
“Jack Russell' type dogs, the stage setting was a partly built two
storey house next door to a pub. There was no human on the stage,
t he dogs rush on and run up and down the erected | adders carrying
hods of bricks, laying bricks, using a block and tackle, etc.

One comes rolling drunk fromthe pub, another comes onto the stage
inalittle car “parping' its horn, but too late it knocks the wee
drunkard over, sone others how over the “injured one until

anot her comes careering onto the stage driving an anbul ance. The
“patient' is put onto a stretcher by others and then into the
anbul ance and driven away! and so on

The whol e act was extrenely fast noving, although by today's
standards such rigorous training is probably taboo. | have to say
it was the nost incredible animal act | have ever seen and | am
glad | saw it and wonder at the patience of the trainer

Waiting to go in, numwould buy us each a bag of peanuts for
tuppence sold by a nan near the queue of us patrons, and if we
were really lucky we night see other entertainers and buskers
standi ng at the kerbside, singing and or playing instruments,
juggling, etc. Once settled in our upper-circle seats, the
orchestra would be tuning up and eventually the great chandelier
lights would slowy dimand a little frane at each side of the
prosceniumwould illunnate to reveal a "No 1' and the band woul d
strike up a lively brassy tune. Cor! Wat a thrill that nonent
was! and cone the interval, the safety curtain slowy | owered
exposing a central screen area on which was di splayed | antern
slides in the formof advertisenents. Wen the show was over, we
woul d reluctantly | eave our seats and descend a nultiplicity of
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stairs and enter the street. Sure enough it would be raining! Wy
does that always happen? However while waiting for our tramwe
wer e conpensated sonmewhat by the general hub-bub of the night life
around us and the reflections of all the theatre and town's lights
in the wet roads and pavenents.

In 1932 Ivy was 13 years old, the age then that youngsters were
expected to get themselves a job for after school tinme or a
Saturday norning and | must say mum and dad were adanmant that that
policy applied to us |Iike everybody el se!

Up at Church End was a branch of W H Snmith and Son Ltd and |vy
got herself a paper-round there. Sonme paper-round that was! |
went with her at |east once and behind the shop was a short road-
way | eading to a roomhaving a |long table at which the news-boys
and girls had to collect their papers, mark them up and put them
in delivery order.

Poor Ivy! there nust have been about a hundred paper's per day for
her to deliver, the weight of themwas terribly heavy, | tried to
[ift thembut it was too much for nme! However, | was able to
deliver a few here and there | renenber, to sone snooty type
houses in a place called Harvey Close. |If nmy nenory serves ne
well | think she had to start the round at about 7 a.m on Mondays
to Saturdays, for six shillings per week | think, (that's 30p in
today's coi nage).

Mum and dad began to notice that Ivy was slowy devel opi ng odd
psychol ogi cal traunas. Though apparently happy by day we becane
aware of noises in the night while she was sl eeping, the sound was
rhythmc, remarkably |ike that of soneone sawi ng wood. Mum
quietly investigated and di scovered that while sleeping, |vy
rocked her head back and forth on her pillow for very |ong

peri ods.

Then she suffered a bout of sleep-walking and one ni ght cane down-
stairs, cleared yesterday's ashes fromthe grate, re-laid the
comng day's fire with correctly placed paper, wood-sticks and
coal and would have lit it had she not been discovered in tine.

Per haps t hese problens were sonething to do with her nmaturing to
puberty which seenms possible. Mybe though, she had a sub-
concious fear of having to | eave school to start full tine

enpl oynment during the com ng year.

O could it be the result of us all getting a bit of sudden
shocki ng and unexpected news?------ i.e:-

DAD GOT THE SACK!
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Chapter 16
The recession bites

The thirties depressi on was now worseni ng but any possibility of
dad bei ng unenpl oyed had never been consi dered, things had been
pretty stable for years, so dad getting the sack rapidly changed
our life-style.

It seens a passenger on dad's tram had asked for two tuppeny
tickets, dad punched them accordingly but the man then apol ogi sed
saying "Sorry! I'mso used to having two tuppenies | really want
just a fourpenny ticket today". Dad retrieved the two tickets and
punched a fourpenny one. Later a couple boarded the tram and
asked for two tuppenies. Dad gave themthe tickets he'd
recovered, at which point an inspector checking tickets discovered
that the tickets had been punched at an earlier now incorrect fare
stage, hence the instant dismissal with no appeal allowed. It's
quite anazing really that this sinple incident caused a conplete
change to our family fortunes and subsequent history. You see the
depression slowly rubbed off on mum as her hopel ess attenpts to
manage on so little income did not abate for several years. There
was no redundancy pay in those days and unenpl oynment benefit was
out rageously | ow.

On hearing the news of dad's job loss | cannot honestly recal
mum s reaction but | sure can guess it, for any unfortunate event
woul d | ead her to exclaimone of her two profanities: either "Aw
nmy Gawd duck" or "Sworp ny Gawd duck"

Dad nust have felt the injustice he'd endured very deeply and
recall himgoing a couple of tinmes to see sone chap called a " Poor
man's lawyer' residing up in Hertford Rd or Bedford Road in

Fi nchl ey H gh Road, but nothing transpired legally. Strangely he
had al ways seened to ne a bit of a poor man's | awer hinself, for
many's the tinme colleagues (or nore likely our relatives) would
seek his advice on all manner of their personal problems. For now
t hough he was defeated and soon attenpted to set up in business on
hi s own.

For a start he got sone cards and bill-heads printed calling

hi rsel f a ~general handyman', as indeed he was, able to draw on
much hone experience and his early years hel ping his father
However, | don't renmenber himgetting any private work at all but
he did nmanage to get just occasional jobs of painting and
decorating for the |ocal Council

I vy wal ki ng up Squires Lane one day and inpressed by the sight of
a man very high up a |ladder and painting a tall stench pipe was
suddenly horrified when she realised it was dad on one of his
Counci | jobs.

At such times he worked with our next door neighbour, M. Arthur
Caton, who's predicanent was simlar. They becanme firmfriends
and devel oped a high pitched whistled norning call sign (nusically
a high C G A O made by who was on the step and ready for work
first each norning. The nmuffled identical reply could then be
heard fromw t hin the nei ghbours house.

It was natural therefore that Arthur's son, Cyril and | adopted
t he sane nusical phrase on leaving daily for school. Cyril and
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thereafter remai ned very close pals until the end of our school -
days.

Still my very best pal through those years was al ways |vy.
Nowadays its hard to believe that in those days she had a
m schi evous “bent'. Being four years ny senior | can't say

whet her through sheer bravado, a sense of adventure or a desire to
mai ntain mum s food supply we chose to go scrunpi ng which

suppose is hardly listed as petty crime. Children however were

i ndeed wary and in fear of the approach of policenen as you could
bet one was within only a few streets away. Cyril and | thought
they had nminiature wirel esses inside their helnmets to hear

what ever we were sayi ng!

On both sides of the North Circular Road was an array of
allotnments which Ivy and | ventured to plunder! "Coo |ook, I|ve"
| yelled, "There's a lot of carrots here!". An unexpected reply
canme froma man out of view shouting "And that's where they're

bl oody well stopping”". Understandably we nade a hurried retreat.

We had nmore luck at Strawberry Vale, the gate to it is at the
sout h-east corner of the Finchley High Road junction with the
North Circular Road. A sort of coppice cumunkenpt scrub land is
to the right. Here were sone abnornally high pear trees

i nterspersed with horse chestnut trees from which our school boys
acqui red our conker supply when they were in season

Ivy and | though took the gravelled track through the vale. It
started just inside the gate after descending sone steps. The

wi de-ish track had a tall brick wall to its right, both extending
sone quarter of a mle, they termnated at a |arge farm house
where one could buy fruit and other produce. However, we were
nore interested in a preceding iron gate giving access through the
wal I, once through we gathered a sizeable quantity of Victoria
plunms and pears | think, all grow ng espalier fashion against the
aforesaid wall. Strawberry Vale was a strangely qui et peacefu

pl ace yet so near to the traffic going past. At the farmhouse the
track wi dened to enbrace a huge wal nut tree centering the house
front, shortly thereafter the track petered out at a | arge neadow
where geese, turkeys, chickens and a goat freely roaned and
occupi ed one or nore of several rotting first world war "Ad Bill"
type buses still in their fading canoufl age green livery. There
was never a soul about and quite apart fromthe scrunping

pl easure, we were very fond of the place, just as sonewhere to go

Before | eaving the subject of petty crine, another nisdeneanor
included nmy joint effort with Cyril and other school boys to break
into a garden shed down an alley a couple of streets away, but
what we were after | really don't know and anyway we coul dn't get

past its heavy padlock. | did once, quite alone, steal a
m ni ature snokers pipe (intended as a cigarette holder) fromthe
counter of North Finchley's Wolworth's store. Well, | coveted it

for such a long time but didn't have the necessary threepence to
buy it, you see.

As boys, Cyril and | had an adventure involving a wal k through a
culvert tunnel flowing with water about six inches deep. W took
of f our shoes and socks to do it but the further in we got the
darker it becane, all rather frightening really. It traversed
under Lyttelton Road diagonally near its playing field. To get
there a footpath I ed fromEast End Road nearly opposite the Five
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Bel I s pub, scene of the (many years earlier) nurder of Lord George

Sanger of circus fame. |Ivy and | wal ked that path once and by
surprise cane upon Uncle Billy playing tennis at the courts al ong
there. | hadn't known he was so very proficient at the gane

havi ng won several cups and other trophies for his skill

Quite late in ny life I've become convinced that serious worries
provoke illness or at least a run-down state of health. In ny
case the onset of rheunatoid arthritis and the occasional boil or
car buncl e.

Such must have been the case with dad, forever cheerful, but
during his long spells of unenpl oynment he devel oped the nopst
appal i ng carbuncles entailing the deploynent of scal ding hot

poul tices of bread.and |ater kaolin, and that nost horribly snelly
drawi ng ointnent, yellow basilicon. Strangely, as tinme went on,

if he got a boil | quickly followed with one - probably due to the
resulting staphyl ococcus gerns in the air so difficult to control

In the early days of this problem| became aware of a snall
inflanmed lunp on ny neck's right side. |Its effect tended to pul
nmy head over towards it as it grew ever larger and larger. W
thought it was a boil and mum gave it the old poultice treatment
but when it reached, headl ess, the size of a hen's egg (no
exaggeration) dad had to take ne down to see Dr Grinson on the
corner of Squires and Bow Lanes. He called it a sebaceous cyst
and was busy preparing a hypodermc syringe to withdrawit with a
| arge diameter needle when in fear | asked him"Can we get rid of
it wwth sone nedicine?". But he |aughed and dad had to hold ne
down as he applied the needle.

I was not only crying afterwards but he made ne up a bottle of a
bright yellow horrible iron tonic into the bargain - | mnmust say in
reality he was as kind as could be and | was able to straighten up
ny head again, but | noticed as we departed that dear dad was
weeping. Only a snmall circular scar resulted but to this day that
neck area remains sensitive and | cannot bear to have anyone touch
it, (such is the sanme regarding nmy appendix scar as is the scar on
nmy fingers fromny skating m shap described el sewhere and ny | athe
accident nentioned in a later chapter. The doctor al so prescribed
ultra-violet light treatnent.

I think | visited the Royal Northern Hospital for it in Hoill oway
Road twice a week for the next two years and initially | had
nont hs rat her than weeks away from school. The treatnment entailed
a lengthy No 9 tramride to and fromthat place, a long wait for
attention sitting on | ong wooden fornms there, an hour's ultra-
violet light exposure sitting in a circle of other children, and
of course vital hours lost fromschool. Mmand dad took ne the
first time and the “Specialist' declared that it was all caused by
nmy having such an old father! What rubbish! (Dad's silver grey
hair from shell-shock in the war made hi m | ook nmuch ol der than his
early forties years). The 'school board man' canme fromtinme to
time as was customary, to check on why | was not at school

Uncl e Charley heard about the boils we were having and posted a
“John Bull Boil Plaster' to ne with a synpathetic note. The

pl aster duly donned gave me the npbst excruciating pain inmaginable
and | wote back telling himso. 1've felt renorseful ever since
for he meant well for ne. Before the advent of antibiotics

found Kaolin followed by an ordi nary El astoplast as good a
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treatment as any, but | had to take Blaud's pills for years

thereafter plus cod liver oil and malt, a glutinous cocoction sold
in huge jars by Boots Chemists. Both Ivy and | ate gallons of the
stuff in twice a day desert-spoons full! | quite liked it though

| used to wonder if mum had got all our dieting wong for all this
boil trouble to afflict dad and |, but our family had tasty things
like stews with dunplings. W were all fond of rabbit or neck of
nmutton, the stews usually |oaded with barley or lentils. W had
roast beef and Yorkshire pudding, boiled onions in Oxo gravy with
mash. | think numinmagined a | eg of beef in her shopping bag if
she'd got an Oxo cube there! W ate |ashings of her hone nade
apricot, plum (nostly), or blackcurrant jam though she swore by
"Hartl ey's" if she on occasi on bought sone, or | would have to get
a huge jar of cheap jam very popular fromVictor Value's store up
in Long Lane. They also sold quite |arge bottles of brown sauce
cheaply. We were always nade to eat our greens and she liked to
give us butter beans or haricot beans quite often or a huge chunk
of marrow if in season. | |iked sausage and mash topped with
fried onions. Dad |iked his apples (but his false teeth would not
allow himto take bites fromthem). It was interesting to see him
delicately wielding a pen knife to cut pieces off them (likew se
the "WIlliam pears that he loved), and | liked to watch his face
screw up as he bit into a thick slice of bread and jam

Mum woul d send Ivy to the butchers saying "Ask himfor |iver cut
thin', and | made regular visits to Sainsbury's at Church End for
"three pennyworth of pieces, please" or down Squires Lane to
Everett's the grocers for broken biscuits and | recall getting
“Echo' nargarine there and nmentioned it anbng foods we ate and had
to list for our teacher. Mmwas cross with ne because | forgot
to nention the real butter she bought also. (Mrgarine though was
what we had to have if we wanted jamon the bread). Al in all,
mum di d her best to feed us well. | liked the small treats |ike
currant |oaf, brown bread, bread and dripping, bread and sugar
bread and milk etc. For afters we'd have macaroni, senolina,
baked rice or tapioca and if rice was boiled she'd put sultanas in
it. | mght get a cup of Bovril with her on a shopping trip and
could be lucky to get perhaps a toffee apple on the way hone.
Incidentally, we had m |k at school then, about a third of a pint,
one wel cone treat they don't provide today. No, indeed, | can't
say we went about undernouri shed.

Bef ore goi ng out anywhere and especially to school she nade sure
we were tidy and never slovenly, with her firmorders |ike "Take
your hands out of your pockets!" and "Take your el bows off the
table". W did have to |earn good manners at the table "Sit
properly" nmum woul d say, and when finished we'd have to ask "Can |
get down now pl ease?". She was al ways especially worried about
our cleanliness. In that connection it was now ny job to clean
all the shoes for the famly by taking the brushes and the ' Cherry
Bl ossom bl ack and brown ' Tonette' polishes out onto the dusthbin
in the corner of the back fore court, an old knife to renove any
nmud, one brush to apply the polish, a second one to buff them up
and then they had to be finished off by polishing themwi th a soft
cloth. As nmentioned earlier we never m nded hel ping out in any
way for the conmpensations by way of the I ove and affection we
received were if anything somewhat overdone. Ivy and | shared
the chore of washing up but that was not so harnonious, for it was
argunents fromstart to finish as to who woul d wash and who woul d
W pe, at this job we were al nost enem es yet in every other aspect

80



of our lives we were inseparable. Strange that, |'ve never
understood it. Anyway washing up invariably ended with mum or dad
yelling out "come in here one of you!"

Dad' s agei ng appearance hindered his efforts to regain ful

enpl oyment so between spells of council work he found solace in
his garden. He built three interconnecting arches between our
front gate and street door and grew roses over them believe it or
not these included a blue rose but it was a single variety and not
really a pretty blue. He also built a fence-like trellis with a
central arch, it straddled the full width of the back garden

Both num and dad tried all manner of plants there (well seeds were
only a penny a packet then). However, he also had an all ot nent
near the bottomof Squires Lane but | don't think he kept it for

| ong.

To help the coffers mum nade | oads of jans. | think she bottled
beetroots and pickles as well (I recall lots of Kilner jars). She
pul | ed heaps of lettuces fromthe garden. 1Ilvy and | then | oaded

up the old barrow and proceeded to sell all the produce door to
door in the up-narket side of town and were doing quite well unti
a kindly bobby stopped us in difton Road saying it was illega
and sent us hone again. A bobby was al ways around in those
relatively peaceful days.

| don't recall whether it was dad or one of his colleagues in an
attenpt to get sone noney tried to sell matches froma tray in the
Cal edoni an Market, but sold none and in a fit of rage set fire to
the ot in his back garden.

Mum and dad bel onged to a Christmas-cum Loan Cl ub nentioned in an
earlier chapter. An occasional |oan could be useful in such hard
ti mes because no interest was added when gradual repaynments were
made. Mim would also take on a Provident Cheque for special
purchases. Her arithmetic was not too good though and it was not
until much later that she realised how nuch she had ultimtely
paid in interest for the service.

Appalling isn't it that those who can't afford an item have to pay

nore for it than those who can? but that's our western 'Denocracy
for you and nobody does a thing about it!.
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Chapter 17
More pains and ganes.

Dad was a snoker so lvy and | thought we were hel pi ng when we set
off to collect all the cigarette ends we could find around the
streets and were quite put out when they were rejected at home and
thrown away, we felt better though after he and num had expl ai ned
why.

He was not a heavy snoker. He bought packets of ten of the small
ki nd and because | wanted the cigarette cards it was often ny job
to go and get them The small ones were ten for fourpence and

i ncl uded Wodbi nes, De Reszke M nor, Park Drive, and Piccadilly
Juniors. The big ones were ten for sixpence and were Player's
Navy Cut, WIls' Gold Flake, Kensitas and Craven "A'. Dad's
favourites were Park Drive because the packets al so contai ned
coupons that he religiously saved to exchange for goods.

Fags we all know now are a nmenace, but | have to say the cigarette
cards were marvel |l ous, collected by nost children and were so
educational. Over a few years | collected those of Aircraft,

Mot orcars, Dogs, Fows, Wldlife, Scientific Facts, Household
Hints, etc. Kensitas did Silk Flags. Sone makes issued
transfers. | swapped cards for sone of these that were of old
Engl i sh al phabet characters. so ny initials WD.C. H were put on a
hi nged wooden tool box that dad gave me. Swapping cards was
conmon of course, as duplicates were rather too nunmerous, ie:- the
unscrupul ous manufacturers nmade sure it would be difficult to
acquire the last of a conplete set without you nmeki ng repeated

pur chases.

We children played a ganme with unwanted cards by seeing who could
flick themthe farthest and he who did kept the cards. To acquire
nore cards we obtained a shoe-box, cut around the pictures from
our swaps to stick onits “floor', painted a nice background, put
a hole inthe lid for daylight to enter and another at the end to
| ook through. One then toured the streets or playground calling

"Fag card a look", "Fag card a | ook". Al buns were sold to stick
your cards in, of course, but they began to supply the cards ready
gunmed. | didn't |like them because in storage they stuck

t oget her.

It woul d have been during this period that dad spent a great dea
of time making ne a boat of galleon style including three nasts
rigged with sails. The hull he formed fromthree or four boards
gl ued together and carved to a proper boat shape. He had few
tools - a plane, a couple of cheap chisels, but no vice, so how he
hel d the assenbly with one hand and do all the curvature of the
hull with the other without |acerating hinself | can't inmagine.

He had no neans to hollow it for buoyancy and that |I'mafraid is
why it failed, for when | proudly lowered it into the Friary Park
| ake it al nbst subnerged - a sad disaster

Nevert hel ess, watching the other boys and dads sailing their boats
got ne very interested in the pastine. The Hornby firmwere

mar ket i ng nodel cl ockwork speedboats that | took a fancy to.
Several were skimming about the |ake, so | got quite keen. My

bi rt hday must have been i mr nent for num and dad bought nme a boat
far superior - well it cost 16s.6d and was a nodel of the W ndsor
Castle ocean liner - clockwork, a real beauty.
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Then there was the soap-box car. Dad nade ne a real whizzer that
all the other dads down our road tried to enulate for their sons.
By conparison he also nade ne a sinple little toy that gave ne
much pleasure, it consisted of a hand-held stick with a carved
propeller free to turn on a pin stuck in the end. By rubbing a
second stick on the first the vibration nade the propeller spin
nmysteriously. He also nade a pair of men from wooden cl ot hes pegs
joining themtogether and suspending themon a string in such a
way that the nen boxed each ot her when the string was jerked.

For his cigarette coupons he acquired a mni-billiards table about
two feet by four, and taught us to play billiards, but on sone
evenings it would be card ganes. Sevens (or "~ Spoof' as he called
it), another was "~ Beat your nei ghbours out of doors' -
“Beechernaypers' | called it, having not understood its nane
correctly! Cribbage he liked too, but | never really got into it.
He knew all the ganbling games, of course, but would not |et us
children play them Nor ever would he play others for noney, but
at Christmas or Easter when cousin Lil Servant came with her
friend, Mnnie, ganbling ganes of great skill were played with
them but only nmatches were staked.

Mum t aught us a gane called “Birds, beasts, flowers, fish, fruit
and vegetables' - a nice spelling game for children where one
thinks of a "bird, witing down its first and last letter, but
its other letters substituted by crosses. Then he or she who
thinks of the bird intended thinks then of a “beast' and does

i kewi se, and so on through the Iist. She played Lotto, Dom noes,
Ludo, and Snakes and Ladders with us. She also liked the

chil drens ganes of boxes, noughts and crosses, etc. Dad won at
nost ganes, especially Draughts and Fox & Geese, | recall.

It gives ne pleasure to have been able to nention Lil and M nnie.
Lil was the older sister of Edie, May and young Harry (Sonny)
Servant, our cousins. Lil was one of those indescribable
personalities who's very entrance lights up a room She had, and
as | wite still has, a great chatty sense of hunmour and is a

pl easure to be with. She and M nnie were always i npeccably
dressed (they were skilled tailoresses for the C & A Co.) and
exuded a pl easant breath of posh perfune. Lil's hair was done in
a neat Eton crop style. W seldomsaw " Sonny' but May would cone
and like Lil had a gay personality and was then working at the
"Black Cat™ factory near Mrnington Crescent tube station, which
could explain why she and Lil snoked “Craven A" filter tipped
cigarettes (generally in a longish cigarette holder). Lil never
married, but Mnnie, a jewess, married a quietish chap called |zzy
who we nmet, | think, only once. Mnnie was not strict about her
religion because she let slip how she |iked egg and bacon for

br eakf ast .

W had occasional visits from Fred Robertson too, a kindly man who
wor ked for the GPO at Mount Pleasant. He canme one tine with his
wife, Ada, and their two children in their late teens who, as
mentioned in Chapter 9, were a trifle sinple. During a
conversation, presumably about clothing materials, the girl
suddenly lifted her skirts to reveal her undergarnents at which
poi nt dad was so shocked he left the room shouting "Well, | don't
want to see!™
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We were still making occasional visits as a famly. | have a
happy menory of a visit to Aunt Alma and Uncl e George once when
young Georgie was home fromthe sea. He was a chef sailing for
the Oient Line to and from Australia, the journeys nade by boats
called the "Orontese' (inward) and ~Cornorant' (outward). |
renmenber his drum set was el egantly displayed in their bay w ndow
at Lascotts Road in Wod Green, but | don't knowif it was there
or at our place that he gave nme a clockwork replica of the "Gol den
Arrow' car that Mjor Seagrave drove in his attenpt on the |and
speed record. It was about fourteen inches |long - a super toy.

W had another trip to Islington. Aunt Edie and Uncle Billy had
nmoved there to Union Square. CGordon and Peggy al so went. Uncle
Bill had just started renting a wireless set fromthe Radio
Rentalls Co. and was enthusiastically telling dad all the details
about it, it was high on a neat little shelf and cost him |
think, |s.6d. per week.

In the evening, we six children, Gordon, Ivy, Peggy, Me. Jean and
Yvonne, had a grand tine at the Bertram M IIs circus established
inthe Wrld' s Fair at the Royal Horticultural Hall nearby. Going
t here and wal ki ng down the side of the building we could hear the
lions and tigers roaring. Cor! what a thrill! and once inside the
show was nagni fi cant.

| remenber a notorcyclist very high up driving it with a roar
round and round a narrow track |ike a duck-board, then he'd sw ng
about and even stand on the saddle. Then trapeze artists did al

t he usual swi nging and | eaping and catching one another - then one
fell! The audience screaned and he was falling head first and
stopped with a jerk and his head only two feet fromthe ground.

It was part of the act! he having an el asticated Bungie rope tied
around him W and the crowd roared our applause; a vivid nenory
for ne indeed.

One visit dad made on his own. He had found a | ady's purse
containing a |lot of nobney, a nanme and address, and some pawn
tickets. It was the latter that accelerated his desire to return
it toits owner at Manor House, | think. He walked the entire
journey, found the house, a huge place, and knocked only to be
told to go around to the Tradesnen's entrance! and there the |ady
wi t hout any thanks took the purse and offered nothing for his
troubl e.

We had the news that Granny Binks had net a nan called M.
Shel drake and married him She had Iived on her own for so many
years that no-one dreamed she would re-narry.

We had occasion to visit themat Gan's old house and | think it
fair to say he turned out to be the nost niserable | ooking

i ndividual | had ever nmet, with a grimcountenance suggesting an
i ntense hatred of the world and all in it. So nobody in and on
the fanmily's outskirts could take to himand everyone's usually
very happy visit to Charlotte Terrace just sort of stopped. Sad
really, | expect Gran was inwardly badly hurt. W can't quite
renmenmber when but think she died a couple of years |ater

In 1933 Ivy was fourteen and that was the age in those days that
nost children started work. She got a job at the " Advance
Laundry' at North Finchley working in the packing departnent. She
was a bit of a tomboy as you nmay have gl eaned and was actually
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suspended by a Ms. Bussel her supervisor, who clained Ivy was the
ring-l eader of the nunerous pranks and troubles there. However,
after a visit and appeal from num she was reinstated. One of her
col | eagues asking Ivy her nane was kept guessing by her reply of
"It clings to the wall". After serious thought he replied "Ch -
like shit then?"

Less comical is that dad al so managed to get a job there - what
luck? but after a short period of enployment he suffered an
accident when his feet were seriously scalded! thus ending that
venture, and with no thought to appeal for conpensation - he
didn't know he could | suppose.
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Chapter 18
Recession - Yes, Depression - No!

From now on Ivy had quite a few different job changes. Answer "To
better nyself" was nunm's advice if an interviewer asked for a
reason for your application! Geen's Gocery Store comes to mind
vy worked at two branches of the conmpany, one at Col ney Hatch
Lane, the other at Ballard' s Lane. She also did a stint with the
Home & Col onial grocers in Muswell Hill. Another anbition was to
get a job with Mac Fisheries Ltd, and got herself an interviewin
London where she was chastised a little for not ending any reply
with a “Sir' to the manager's questions! However, she was taken
on and worked at their Crouch End branch

Later she had quite a different change of scene by entering
industry at the time of the up and com ng of "Plastics'. Messrs.
Fraser and d ass Ltd were early noul ders of thernpsetting plastics
and Ivy was based at their Wetstone factory where one itemthey
made was a screw top handl e and spout for jam or gol den syrup
glass jars of a faceted hexagonal shape.

She now had a bi ke, a huge black “Hunmber', with 28" wheel s that
they made for ladies. It therefore had a curved frane to step
across with dignity and an array of cords surrounding the rear
nmudguard, and a | eatherette chain guard, both to protect |ong
skirts fromentanglement. | was fascinated too by its lanmp, a

| arge bright nickel affair with a bul bous Iens, an oil reservoir
and generous wick for the flame required for cycling at night.

Earni ng noney neant, of course, that she was able to hel p num out
to some extent, the remainder being her owmn (I can tell you here)
was |largely spent on ne. You see she was keen on the cinema and
nearly always took ne along with her and that nmeant she paid for
the tram fares and sonetinmes sweets as well. W always went on
Sunday eveni ngs and often Saturdays too. W got to know all about
the stars and just had to see our favourites whenever their new
films arrived.

Wthin quite short journeys we were blessed with cinemas that were
nore than nunerous. At East Finchley was the Col osseum (Il ater
called "The Rex"). North Finchley had their Grand Hall. Nearby
they built a new Gaunmont all very plush and offering a fanous
organi st perforni ng between progranmes. Here we saw Quentin

Macl ean, Florence de Jong, Ena Baga and Regi nald Foort | believe.

Half a mile northwards was a new Odeon rather similar, while down
at Church End we'd go to their New Bohemia. Another nmodern type
was a mle or two west being The O pheum at Gol ders Green, and
over at Muswell Hill two posh ones, the Odeon and the Ritz. Also
there was an ol der cinenma called The Athenaeum and another (a
flea pit) called The Summerl and.

One ol d one we | oved was down by The Nag's Head pub and call ed The
Mar | bor ough where you not only saw a full cinematic progranme but
a stage show by quite well-known professionals |lasting a good
three quarters of an hour. | distinctly recollect an ice show
there and a cowboy act of shooting and rope twirling by Tex

MacCl eod | think, (anyway a filmactor at the tine). This was of
course the tinme of rapid devel opment of the filmindustry, so just
across the way there they were building a huge Qdeon which
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eventually also included a stage showwithin its programes and
Ivy much later took me there to see "Band Wagon", then very
popul ar with radi o audi ences with Arthur Askey and Richard

Mur doch.

Down Seven Sisters Road, though, was the nost beautiful cinena
|'ve ever seen, then called The Astoria, which had a | arge pool in
the foyer where huge gol den carp swam about and the auditorium was
fashioned in ~Arabian Nights' style, you sat as though within a
circle of golden mnaretted buildings. The ceiling was designed
as the night sky with a nmyriad of stars a-twi nkling.

Fromall these cinema visits it's natural that | feel privileged
to have been able to see, and can still see on television, all or
nost of the great filns and nost of the great stars. In those
days | was too young to be allowed to see what were | abelled "A
"H or "X films, so children were in no way corrupted unl ess they
could induce a grown-up to take themin but that would only apply
in the case of "A" filnms. Having seen so many such filns since,
it is evident that none of them showed any unwarranted sex scene
nor any nudity, nor ever a word out of place. Strangely, though
scenes of violence were quite common, even in the cartoons, but it
was sacrosanct that the bad guys al ways got caught.

Thi nki ng of cartoons, Wolworths were selling a little toy cine
projector for sixpence! Quite a precision job in bright green
its films (8mm) were in continuous loop form all were cartoons
and only sixpence each, my only one was a 'Betty Boop' tale
(silent of course).

Aunt Alice, Uncle Charley, Peggy and Gordon were due to cone one
Easter. Snow about a foot deep covered Di ckens Avenue. I|vy and

t heref ore had our noses glued to the front room w ndow desperate
to see them cone round the corner but fearing they would not be
able to nmake it, but the sun shone and they did! Conme the Sunday
evening we all went to Muswell Hi Il and Gordon kept chiding ne
because | was noaning that | wanted to go to the Sumerland to see
a Dr Fu Man Chu filmthat | had been | ooking forward to but
neither he nor the girls were at all interested. | think we
finished up at the Ritz and saw an Alice Faye nusical, a lovely
girl and | ovely songs.

The lighting, acting, photography and music of such novi es was
nearly always superb, fromthe very first nonent that the | eading
man or | ady appeared you generally knew you were bei ng

entertai ned. The nmen handsone, Gable, Stewart, Boyer, Cooper
Powel | , cowboys Tom M x, Buck Jones, WIIiam Boyd, or nenacing
actors |ike Cagney, Bogart, E. G Robinson, Peter Lorre, etc. The
girls beautiful, Garbo, Dietrich, Harlow, Mrna Loy, G nger
Rogers, etc.

Ah! G nger Rogers! For her | went conpletely overboard! | just
had to see every filmof hers that came our way. Gary Cooper was
Ivy's heart-throb, but G nger (with Fred Astaire) was to nme the
peak of thirties entertainnent. Not just them but the sets, the
orchestras, the tunes, the stories, the casting, the magnificent

teamnor k, of which we'll never see the |ike again.

Fred, sonetines with Hernes Pan, devised the dances. |f you get
t he chance, just see how each dance builds up to a nost beautifu
ending, i.e. watch closely the |ast few bars of the nel odi es (nopst
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witten by the masters - George Gershwin, Cole Porter, Jerone Kern
and Irving Berlin.) Wtch Fred as a pianist and drumrer, as wel
as a choreographer and singer. His talent was amazing really. |
doubt if he'll ever be equall ed.

For a joke, Aunty Edie told me that G nger Rogers had had a
terrible accident with her face all badly scarred - | was

absolutely crestfallen (but [oved her just the sane). | was
nonet hel ess nore than relieved to learn that it wasn't true!

You can tell that Musicals cane high on ny Iist but |I also |Iiked
the thrillers. However, they resulted sonmetines in my having

ni ght mares. Do you know, one sticks in nmy menory even today that
so scared me that | think I1'd be scared again if it was ever
reshown, yet all | recall is Lon Chaney (senior) as an engine
driver involved in rivalry and crashing into other trains and
causi ng the nost awful carnage!

Before leaving this subject | should pay tribute to those
hundreds of |ovely supporting artists who gave us so nuch
pl easure, for exanple Hel en Broderick, Eric Rhodes, Lewi s Stone
Una Merkel, Franklin Pangborn, Eric Blore, Genda Farrell,
H. B. Warner, Al an Jenkins, My Robson, Frank M Hugh, Arthur
Treacher, Jack Carson, WIIliam Cargan, Wallace Ford, Nornan
Foster, Jack Haley etc.

| told you about the Rough Lots earlier. In the heat of sumer it
was prone to vandal s who woul d by accident or purpose set the
grass on fire by neans of nmamtches or the use of a burning glass,
so fire engines were in attendance nore than frequently with their
hoses stretching for hundreds of yards and all the children
rushing there to see the great jets of water dowsing the flanes.
So it was also at the scrubland of Strawberry Vale when the tal
pear and horse chestnut trees were abl aze, one feared they may
crash down upon the watching crowd.

Sonme builders altered our usual entrance to the Rough Lots in
order to construct what | imagine was some kind of war menorial.
They called the small enclosure "The debeland' . At the start
they dug channels for its very deep foundations. Cyril and
decided that if we could get down to the bottomwe could try out
snoking for the first tine in our lives w thout getting caught.

Near the Green Man pub was a sl ot nmachine on a post that vended

little packets of cigarettes called “Penny Crayols'. They
consisted of three cigarettes and about five red-topped matches
all in a slender blue packet. So, for only a penny --- well, we

couldn't go wong could we? but read on

Havi ng got the fags, we descended the deep hole OK and puffed away
enjoying every mnute of it. Getting out again was by no nmeans so
easy but we nanaged it, but then cane the wal k hone when we both

began to feel absolutely terrible. | was not sick, but going
i ndoors mumsaid “What's the matter?" | just told her | didn't
feel well and would like to go to bed. | was expecting her to

give me a hiding or at |east one of her unique “flips' (ie if you
wer e naughty she tended to flip her outstretched fingers sideways
across your cheek resulting in a searing pain - it was very
effective.) Not this time though! She saw nme up to bed with no
nore questions asked.
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Per haps dad would wal lop nme then? An extrenely rare event, thank
heavens. |If he did you deserved it, but when aroused his wall ops
bordered on the violent. | could hear numtelling himlater of
the incident saying "I think the little sod's been snmoking! He
was a green col our when he cane in". Then the joy of hearing
dad's reply:- "I reckon he's been puni shed enough al ready then."

The d ebel and was eventually finished and mumwith Ms. Caton went
down there (it's opposite the end of Squire's Lane) and saw it
officially opened by the Duke and Duchess of York (later King
Ceorge the sixth and Queen Elizabeth). "Strewth" she said on her
return, "l never seen nothing like it, they were BOTH wearing
pai nt and powder!"

The buil ders had now nmoved further up the hill and pinched nore of
our Rough Lots to build the Finchley Swi mm ng Pool, a manmoth
project conprising a main pool sone seventy-five yards long with
a generous array of diving boards, slides and fountains, then

anot her huge pool for children in the shape of an oval with it's

I ong curves progressing in depth fromzero on one side to three
feet on the other, all fed froma large waterfall cascadi ng over
several widening steps. The changing roomfor males was open

pl anned with long fornms for seating and a netal |ocker provided
for each participant. |'ve seen no better sw mm ng conplex before
or since.

Soneti mes when making a visit for my ultra-violet |ight treatnent
down in Holloway Road mnumwould join me and we'd wait for
attention on the long forns straddling the out-patient's
department. Wy hospitals are such bad tine-keepers | shall never
understand. After ny treatnent we'd go shopping, often to one or
ot her of two “~Walk around, or Long shops' as they're called.
These sol d cheap children's clothes and she woul d perhaps get ne
shirts there or even the occasional suit, (always too big for
me,"He'll growinto it" she'd declare) but nore often she woul d
make short trousers for me fromlong ones that dad had di scarded.
Oh, she nmade quite a good job of the revised tailoring involved,
but was once a bit tactless using dad's old trammvay uniform
trousers so that | had to go to school with the original red

pi pi ng down each leg's outer seanl Strange though that she would
have no truck with junble sales.

| liked our Holloway trips though. There were (still are ?) so
many di fferent shops to browse at or in. They're nostly snall, but
at the Nag's Head end they're nore up-narket and bigger including
Wbol wort hs and Marks & Spencers, Jones Brothers, etc. Just into
Seven Sisters Road was a nusic shop, Sansom s | think, whose

wi ndow fascinated ne for there was di splayed all the Hohner range
of harnmonicas, one in particular | coveted. Having nmy 11lth
birthday conming up | was still surprised when Uncle Billy and
famly arrived with it for ne and, of course, it nmade ny day, and
when they went home you al ways knew he woul d | eave us children
hal f-a crown each on mumis mantle-piece! Quite a hole in anyone's
income in those tines. He was such a kindly nan.

Soneone el se bought ne a netal nodel airship with a rear propeller
that flewin a circle when suspended by a string. How mum and dad

managed that year to buy nme a new bi ke though I'Il never
understand. It was brand newi A 'Hercules' junior (18 inch
wheels | think). It was maroon with pneumatic tyres and retail ed

at o2.19.9d (about a week's wages). They took nme up to Tally-Ho
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Corner to get it in a Ballards Lane shop and dad had to sign the
hire purchase agreenment, a new venture indeed. Cyril had got a
new bi ke just previously, a Vindec, so perhaps num and dad had
been influenced by that event. They let ne ride it hone but
becanme somewhat cross with ne for | charged away on it wth dad
yelling after ne "Conme back here!™ Most children had “fairy
cycles' that had solid tyres and one brake that thrust upon the
front one to stop but nmine was the next size up.

| loved that bike, but it becane just another hobby for | was, as
now, interested in rather too many pursuits. For exanple,

Wol worths were selling a range of books (novels) at only

t hreepence each! So | reasoned that on buying some | could | end
then out to the local gang at a penny a week and make a smal
fortune, but the idea never actually becane all the rage! 1| did
notice then and many tines since that rather filthy habit people
seemto enjoy i.e. licking their finger or thunb in order to turn
over each page! |'ve never understood why? as pages turn very
easily wi thout such assistance. One wonders what gerns |urk

awai ting to pounce, amd the thousands of books in the average
public library!

Foreign stanps were a diffent matter and | devel oped quite a
varied collection. Afirmcalled X.L.C. R sold stanp collecting
kits via all the children's nagazi nes and other firms would send
you perhaps 500 stanps FREE providing that you then bought

i ndi vidual ones fromtheir sheets of approvals that arrived from
time to time through the post. A lovely hobby really. It was
nost fascinating trying to translate the forei gn soundi ng words so
that you coul d establish fromwhich country an unusual | ooking
stanp had cone - a consi derabl e anbunt of geography was thereby

| earned in the process. Not a bad way to learn a subject eh? ie;-
enjoy a subject that's of interest in order to learn (unwittingly)
one that you don't I|ike!

Down on the field above the brook Cyril and |I gathered sheets of
ol d plywood, cardboard, and corrugated iron, and built what we
called 'our den', and constructed a canp-fire on which we baked
potatoes to go with the sandw ches and | enobnade that our nums
packed for the nunmerous adventures we'd undertake. Great fun, of
course. Along by the brook the water petered out, but its origina
path continued between two steeply angl ed banks, each about five
feet high. The top of one net a concreted flat pathway running
al ong the backs of a short row of garages. Bushes enclosed each
end and neither the pathway nor the garages were ever used.
Therefore the path being a good six foot w de nmade an excel |l ent
make-shift stage, and what's nore the opposite side of the cut

of fered an ideal grassy sloped seating for an audi ence!

M ss Page at school had been reading to us the then popular Erich
Kast ner novel "Enil and the Detectives' so with other children
and for other children, we put it on at the aforesaid hone nade
theatre as a play without either props or script but with yours
truly doing the intro on ny nouth organ! Al in all it worked but
was a bit of a nmess, and |'ve often thought since that we m ssed
the real potential there for a nore anbitious alfresco children's
t heatre.
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Chapter 19.
Mai nly on sw nming and bi ki ng.

W were now learning to swmat the closed-in baths up Squires
Lane, going once or twi ce per week from school, who issued third,
second and the coveted first class certificate. This | fairly
soon achi eved being for two | engths breast stroke and one
backstroke | think. But to get it | spent lots of tinme in the
new y opened out-door pool wearing a blown up rubber ring to help

me negotiate the deep end. In so doing, | noticed to ny horror
while swinmming there once that it had split while | was in the
deep water! but like an act of God | was still swinming quite

satisfactorily. Visits there becane common and once Jean and
Yvonne and our two families went there for a picnic and for the
children to paddl e and swim

The cl osed-in baths by conparison were rather old and scruffy but
had a good hi gh diving board and a spring board, both of which
added considerably to both Cyril's and my own enjoynent. The

ot her boys seened to get nore fun by flicking their towel at each
other's naked flesh in the changing room This was a |ong
arrangenent of wooden cubicles that could not be | ocked in any
way, so thefts of clothes and contents though not comon were

di stressing at tines.

Wth our bottle of |enmonade and pack of sandw ches, Cyril and

woul d venture on our bikes as far as Parlianment Hill Fields to
pursue our swimmng craze. Here was the largest swinming facility
for mles around and here many gal as were held. | understand that
nmy one-armed cousin, Harry Servant, did nmuch swiming there. It

is a vast |ake on the edge of which was a congl onerate of wooden
changi ng roons, rest huts, etc. The clientele were m xed i ndeed,

fatties, skinnies, black, white, yellow strapping, puny and nany
severely crippl ed.

About thirty yards out into the | ake floated a large raft for the
swimers to rest upon and at the | ake-side were spring and diving
boards, the latter very high indeed but hereunder the water was
very deep so safety was pretty well assured. Diving for ne was
sonet hi ng of a passion but here | had not enough nerve, boys on
the top platform always chiding each other to dive or junp off -
one needed to keep away fromtheir skylarking! Right up there
liked it but just couldn't be induced to dive off. So | junped!
screwed up nmy eyes, took the deepest breath imagi nabl e and waited
for the sting | would get when | hit the water. |f you've not
done it anywhere it's just |ike an expl osion---BANG whoosh! then
a slight pain fromthe initial sting, then open your eyes as you
go down, down, and down yet further, working your legs furiously
to get you up again, but it's just a waiting game as you gradual ly
slow up and gently stop, and with joy feel your body forced to
rise again faster and faster 'til you nearly shoot out at the top
gasping for breath! Wat a thrill! | didit often thereafter and
as a result had no nerves trouble when actually diving fromthe
not quite so high boards of the pool at Finchley.

Mum on hearing of it |I expect used her favourite excl amation: -
"Ooo nmy Gawd duck!" As given el sewhere she, and dad had sone
frequently used sayings and proverbs. Sone of mumis vociferations
i ncluded ' Open arse' (if you left a door open),'Fits |ike a pea on
a drum (if a hat |ooked too snall),'Were's your snot rag' (if you
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appeared to have no handkerchief), "A fart arse----" descri bed
anything small. If in disbelief she'd retort "Talks as his belly
guides him". Wen having conpletely lost patience in an argunent

she' d say Ch go to buggery!" or "You've only had a cat's lick!"
if you had not washed properly. Her proverbs although well known
were probably the best e.g. "Don't put off '"til tonorrow what you

can do today". Dad's nore usual ones were "Many a true word
spoken in jest", "He's got nore nobney than sense!", "Small
profits,quick returns!", "Better to be lucky than rich!", "It took
a nonth of Sundays" for any lengthy job. Anyone a bit silly he'd
call a "Duffer". He rarely bordered on the vulgar but | do recal
his outburst once relating to a lucky person "If he fell down the
| avatory, he'd come up eating a bar of chocolate!”. He frequently

hailed ne with "Hell o matey, cocky, chunmmy!" and on telling us
that the sparrow was his favourite little bird because "where ever
you may be in the world, there you will find the sparrow as a fond
rem nder of hone!" and "Dear little old cocks!" he would say on
seei ng them near at hand.

I"'msorry to have digressed! | was describing my swiming exploits
t hough, | certainly | oved swimm ng but never for |ong periods
(though I once achi eved el even | engths of the new out-door

Fi nchl ey pool!) Funny though, try as hard as | could | never
achieved ny big anbition, to do the crawm! Breast, back or side
stroke---easy, but never the craw!

Cyril's and ny own joint adventures cane to a sudden stop when he
caught scarlet fever and we had to get himto the |ocal Fever
Hospital which was quite a |ong wal k away. Luckily we still had
our lovely old wooden push chair described in an earlier chapter
so it canme in very handy for our nuns and ne to trundle himthere.

Later on when Cyril had recovered, he and | were down the field
one day where the Arterial Road passes by the Fire Station when a
car drew up with the man asking us "lIs this the Southend road?"
We didn't know, but a man scything the grass said "For Southend-
on-Sea just keep going, its a straight road all the way!"

Gosh! What a thought? and us with new bi kes too! That day we
asked our muns to pack us up some sandwi ches and the usual bottle
of lenonade for the norrow as we lied "W're going to spend the
whol e day swi nming over at Parliament Hill Fields!"

Setting off early (eight o' clock) we did as the man had said and
just followed the road. | had ny lunch and bottle of |enpnade in
a shoppi ng bag swinging frommy |eft handlebar. On and on we went
and the roads got busier as we went through Wod G een and on

t hrough Ednonton. If there was a Southend road sign we obeyed it,
if not we just followed the road. There were nmany junctions so
the road was not nearly as straight as we'd understood.

Sonmewhere near Walthanmstow a little old three-wheel er Morgan phut-

phut - phutted past us with the driver waving to us cheerily--- it
was M. and Ms. Gentle fromnext door in their jalopy! On we
plied our way - Wodford, Ilford. Ronford and now ny bottom was

really sore.

The road's traffic | essened and fromnow it clinmbed gentle hills
and then would fall away again, then up, then down, and when
clinmbing the sunny sky ahead seenmed to convince us that the sea
was only just over the hill, but no! it would be down the other
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side to go again, then suddenly CRUNCH and | cane to an abrupt
stop al nost tunbling over the handl ebars. | had put the bottle in
the bag with its neck towards the front of the bike and Io! it had
decided to jamitself between the front wheel and its fork! The

| enbnade was trickling down the gutter and all | ost due to the
bottl e having broken (as were a few spokes fromny front wheel).

From now t he journey seened absolutely endless, every hill being
foll owed by another and the sumrer sun becom ng unbearably hot.
At the top of a hill near Laindon was a bungal ow where we knocked

and asked a kind lady for a drink of water. Refreshed after a
short break there we journeyed onward. This road was the new sh
A127 and we had to negotiate the Rayleigh cut in course of
construction. The huge road-maki ng machi nery fasci nated us so a
short stop enabled us to watch it.

Soon though cane the welcoming "feel' of the seaside as we saw
Sout hend- on- Sea directions and heart lifting words |ike "Leigh-on-
Sea" and "Westcliff". Soon cane Victoria Avenue and the Hi gh
Street, which was then a through road. Near the bottomwe at | ast
saw the Pier! Ch what joy? W practically fell fromour bikes
and asked a curious policeman "Could you tell us the time please?"
W were non-plussed by his reply as he pointed up the H gh Street
saying "Have a | ook at the fanmous clock!" It was Jones's C ock
suspended outside the jewellers and the time by it was two o' cl ock
so we had taken six hours. W were so sore we just wandered down
Pier H Il to the large oval boating pool where at its eastern end
there was a shelter. Here we left our bags, renmoved our shoes and
socks, dropped our short trousers and stepped into the cooling,
bott om soot hi ng wat er!

W reasoned that we could stay for an hour, and food eaten we |eft
on time. Signs for London indicated thirty-five mles! though
Finchley | think is forty two! Could we do it? Wll the road
back is straightforward for the first half of the journey, but the
junctions thereafter never indicated the way to Finchley but did
to many of London's outer towns, of which we'd never heard. Even
were we hone by 9 o' clock our famlies would be on the verge of
panic, but at nine we were in the thick of town traffic with our
bottons very sore again and the inside of our |egs badly chafed,
and now ny |l egs were beginning to feel like jelly for they had
been pedal ling nuch faster than Cyril's whose bi ke was |arger than
m ne.

At home neanwhile, num dad, Ivy and the Catons were getting

real |y apprehensive, especially when the Gentles told themthey'd
passed us in \Walthanmstow on the Southend road! My [ egs were now
aching terribly and horribly weak. 1've learned since its a
cyclists' fatigue problemknown as "The Bonk". A brightly Ilit

cl ock showed us the tine was half past ten! but then | suddenly
realised where we were! for a huge flashing theatre sign seened to
shout at ne "Hol born Enpire"! Fromhere | roughly knew t he way
hone and seemed to recover much | ost energy.

As we eventually trundled up Squires Lane and turned left into

Di ckens Avenue | was defeated and crying profusely. Dad was
standing on the triangle at the end of the road in his usual shirt
and braces, his uncollared stud glinting under the street |anp
there. "Sorry dad" | cried as we cycled past. "Sorry be buggered,
son" he replied, "thank Christ you're honme". It was half-past
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el even, we had been cycling for eight and a half hours, fourteen
and a half in total, so | agreed with himentirely!

I recall no punishnent nor any inquest, but num enpl oying her
wel | -tried renedy by rubbing ny buttocks and legs in wth warned
olive oil, putting me into ny pyjanmas and then tucking ne into bed
wi th our usual "night-night" hug and kiss that always made you
better.

This was the year of ny el even plus exam which Ivy thinks |I passed
but | never got to grammar school as a result, nor would I then
have wanted to go. |Ivy didn't go either and nor did many of our
contenporaries. Parents being so poor were subconciously nore
anxious to have their kids | eave school at fourteen to start
earning a living. | think the eleven plus examthen was just a
general test of all subjects, |I don't recall such things as 'O or
"A'" levels in those days. The big achievenment for the posher wel
heel ed students was to beconme matricul ated which I think gai ned
you adnmission to a University (quite unheard of around our way).
In fact ex-university folk of my generation, are today a rare
breed i ndeed.
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Chapter 20
Jubi |l ee ti nes.

Ivy was at this tinme (1935) an avid reader such that mum found it

difficult to have any kind of conversation with her. "I thought
you'd grow up to be sonmeone | could talk to!" | recall her saying.
vy was sixteen on the tenth of January so now cane a big chance
to give vy a surprising talk. Until now she had had no

know edge of her origins and so numwas a bit scared that |vy

m ght not be at all pleased with what was about to be expounded.
Mumtold her the full story (that | wote in Part 1 of this
narrative), essentially explaining that she was not really the
girl's nother! 1lvy tells nme that although shocked in the extrene,
contrary to nums fears she realised what she owed her and felt an
even stronger devotion as a result. Thereafter mumfelt it OK
to advise relatives that Ivy now knew of her originS. Until then
they had all kept it fromlvy. Only Aunty Lily felt it wong for
Ivy to have been told. Nowadays they tell 'emyoung but Ivy was
si xt een!

It's strange how a very small incident can spark off a vast
expanse of interest. Wolwrths were selling a bright red toy

cl ockwor k engi ne for sixpence, | soon becane a proud possessor of
one but had no track to run it on. Fortunately dad had covered
our floor with Iinoleumlaid as two | ong pieces side by side

| eaving a narrow gap between them so | was able to run the engine
fromone end of the roomto the other by engagi ng the side wheels
in the gap

Soon, soneone kindly gave or bought me a box full of 'OO gauge
lines and later | acquired sonme mniature gauge track and

cl ockwor k (pseudo-stean) rolling stock but the track had a centra
rail intended for electric trains which irritated nmy desire for
perfection, but before long Cyril and I could not get nodel

rail ways out of our mnds, especially as an enthusiast (in
Deansway just off the Bishop's Avenue) had sheds full, and also a
wandering lay-out in his back garden! \Wole fanmlies would go
(admi ssion free) to view it all working. Bishop's Avenue by the
way is worth a visit just to see the fabul ous houses of the rich
and famous, but we went that way not just for Deansway but as a
short cut through for our frequent visits to Ken Wod or
Parliament Hill Fields.

About then, international politics were changing rapidly and
drastically. A rather nasty piece of work called Adolf Hitler had
become the Chancellor of Germany and initially started doing sone
quite useful things for the country, organising the construction
of the Autobahns for exanple, but his anbitions were expansioni st,
obsessed by a feeling rightly that Gernmany was sort of conpressed
fromall sides, hence his incessant demands for Liebensraum
(l'iving-space) and the rapid devel opnent of his National Sociali st
noverent, the infanpbus Nazi Party.

He was probably influenced greatly by and envious of his
contenporary dictator in Italy who had established Fasci sm severa
years earlier (Benito Mussolini whose ains were broadly sinilar)
and of course the contenporary General Franco in Spain.

Unfortunately satellite synpathetic novenents sprang up i n nost
other countries. |In Britain for exanple we had the Brown Shirts
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(National Socialists, an appalling msnoner) and the Black Shirts
(British Union of Fascists). East London especially was the scene
of their respective rallies and violent confrontations with the
Labour and Conmuni st parties in particular, and dreadful
atrocities against the Jewi sh and ethnic comunities.

Al this worried mumterribly, such that she becane averse to any
gatherings in uniform distrusting quite innocent groups, even
juvenil e ones such as even the 'Browni es' or the 'Church Lads
Brigade', 'Scouts' or 'Quides' etc. So early on she would not
even let ne join the 'Cubs!’

However she was quite chuffed when | decided 1'd like to be a
choir boy! | hadn't exactly becone steeped in religion but had
heard that choir boys were in receipt of pay fromtine to tine!
My voice was a boyi sh soprano at the tine so after a short
audition at our St. Paul's Church in Long Lane | was in!

We woul d go once or twice a week and have to dress in a cassock
and surplice, then line up with our backs to the organ and be
taught to sing the com ng Sunday's hyms properly and sone extra
stuff for the forthcom ng Easter specialities. All this went very

wel |l and after Easter we were at last paid. M? | got
fourpence!! | don't know what | expected but all that work for
such a paltry sumput ne off for good! | didn't go again but w sh

I'd stayed | ong enough to have been allowed to have a go on that
organ, it had three manuals | believe and masses of stops and
coupl er s!

CGeorge V and Queen Mary's Silver Jubilee cel ebrations were
approaching. At school we had to nake several visits to the
Avenue House grounds to practise tedi ous marchi ng manoeuvres and
run numerous relay races, all to be in conpetition with the
district's other schools on the big day.

Avenue House had been the hone of the Stephens family, the ink
people, in fact the place was popularly known as 'Inky-Stephens'.
It is situated on the eastern side of East End Road near Church
End. It has delightful park-like grounds, a pretty pond displ aying
beautiful water lilies and surrounded with exotic trees am d which
flitted gorgeous blue coloured dragon flies.

A huge wooden dais had been erected on the green for the town's
dignitaries to overl ook our perfornmances. Thus before the day we
rehearsed narching past the enpty structure and | ooking sharply
right to our teachers conmmand of "Eyes---RIGHT!" On the big day
t hough, paying dutiful homage to the mayor in his stupid regalia.
W did get a booklet of free tickets for the coming festivities
there, mine were pink | remenber with a Kiwi bird printed on the
back and advertising Kiwi boot polish. W were allowed to use
them as entrance tickets to many festivities. | used all nine at
t he new Finchl ey pool earlier described.

Around the streets people arranged their front walls and w ndows
with all manner of red white and blue decorations, quite a
conpetition between nei ghbours vying with each other for both
magni t ude and effect, incorporating where possible placards,
pictures or posters of King George V and Queen Mary.

Up at Sunmmers Lane and adjacent to its football ground a huge fair
was being erected that eventually stayed for a week or two. |vy
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and | went several tinmes and | becane engrossed in those tables
surfaced in nunbered squares representing the amount of pennies
you could win after rolling yours down a channell ed sl ope where it
then continued eventually conming to rest---usually across the |line
dividing two of the squares.

My first experience of 'Dodgens’ was at that fair as was riding a
roundabout called ' The Caterpillar'. This was a circle of two-
seaters whi zzing round and up and down as a curved curtain of
green slowy swung over the occupants to cover themin and re-
expose them before it slowed to a stop. lIvy though took sheer
delight at riding with me on a roundabout that we nicknaned ' The
Seats'. It too whizzed us round and round, it too took us up and
down in the process but it was nuch faster than the Catapillar

Its seats were quite |ow and coul d occupy four, protection was
afforded by a long cross-bar to hold on to. She always sat at the
i nnernpst position, with ne trying to hold us both inward agai nst
the centrifugal force trying to throw us outward! ' Chairopl anes
wer e anot her new experience for nme being just single iron chairs
suspended on chains so that as the roundabout gathered great speed
the chairs were conpelled to swing out at a precarious angle

found themjust a bit too scarey.

It was a real old fashioned style fair with many si de-shows,
bearded | adi es, Sianese twi ns, boxing matches and a Flea Circus
that | went to see....fascinating! Fraudulent stalls where rings
were to be thrown to lay flat after |ooping over a desired
present, this was easy enough but the ring would never freely
clear the present's wooden support! However disappointnents were
relieved sonewhat by the lively fair organ tunes playing all the
time (here I first heard ' Canadi an Capers' a super arrangenent)
and the | ovable but indescribably tangy snell of the steam
traction engines running to provide electricity to fuel the nyriad
of lights and drive the roundabouts.

On the evening of the big day num and dad came too, for a manmoth
fireworks display had been organised, | think we all sat in the
adj acent football stadiumand | rmust say the set pieces were
remarkable. | particularly recall one of the King and Queen whose
likenesses in fireworks were really narvell ous.

Anot her great event in celebration of that Jubilee was the |aunch
of 'The Queen Mary' being the world' s | argest passenger ship at
the time.

Uncl e Al bert had now found hinself a new |lady to share his life,
so very different fromAunty Cara, her name was |lvy Aitken

t hi nk, and connected sonmehow with great aunt Edie. She was rather
stout, heavily perfuned and literally plastered with make-up
including red painted finger-nails. Except on the cinena screen
make-up was rarely seen, (around where we lived at any rate).

"Who put her head in a flour bag"? was munmi s reaction after the
lady's first visit. |In truth though she nade Uncle happy and it
was a very happy nmarriage we believe. | devel oped a soft spot for
her anyway because she took an interest in my toys and took ne on
a wal k to Church End where | pointed out an elastic driven speed-
boat for ninepence displayed in the wi ndow of a shop called 'Bon
Marche' there.---She pronptly bought it for ne of course!

Cyril and | took our boats to the Friary Park pond several tines
and they had a good array of swings for us to play upon too. W
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met a contenporary school-girl there once who turned out to be the
daughter of the then fampus Arsenal Football C ub player Al ex
Bastin so we felt '"inportant' for a while!

Boats were inportant but soon aircraft becane nore so, for Dick
Charington who |ived opposite canme over to show ne his nodel
aircraft kit and how easy it was to cut out Bal sa wood accordi ng
to the plane's design drawi ng, and construct the thing know ng
that with the aid of strong twisted up elastic it would actually

flyl | becane very fascinated with the principles of flight and
read all | could lay ny hands on about the subject.
Cyril and I went on to make several flying nodels. | used num s

pl y-wood bread board as a base for cutting out the Bal sa wood. W
woul d buy our materials froma very popul ar nodel shop in nearby
Hornsey, but we had to drag our bikes up a great nunber of steps
in order to cross the Waterlow bridge in Archway Road to get
there. W nade one in particular called 'The Cruiser Pup', a
durati on nodel of high wi ng design very popular with nodellers.

Cyril, although as keen as |, had another absorbing interest that
| never got to enjoy. Mdtor cycle speedway was all the rage as
they say, well it was for himand he would journey weekly to

Wenmbl ey Speedway to see his idols of the sport, Eric Chitty and
G nger Reeves.

Di ck Charington was a good deal older than us and contri buted
much nodel | i ng advice. He seemed to know all there was to know
about all the real aircraft of the day and kindly took ne to
Croydon Aerodrone, (then London's nmmjor airport) and there from
the viewing platformwe saw V.1.P.'s arriving and taking off. W
saw huge German Junkers and Handl ey Page 'Hercules' air liners in
close proximty. Dick was 'mad' to see the Anmerican Lockheed
"Electra', his favourite (according to our set of aircraft
cigarette cards). H's anmbition was to becone a pilot. | do hope
he made it, though w thout suffering the traumas of the unforeseen
but forthcom ng war.

Ent husi asts were beconming interested in nodel gliders of various
desi gns endeavouring to get flights of |ong duration without the
use of wound elastic. Mny kits were sold but | wanted to design
my own and did so with m xed success, though one in particul ar was
qui te good having a very slender fuselage for ninimum weight and a
steep di hedral angl e which when watched seened to aid its hovering
rather akin to a sea-gull. | began to have dreans of becom ng an
aircraft designer but eventually drifted into other design work as
is to be revealed later. For now | was suddenly brought up sharp
by another matter!

| got another boil! On the inside of nmy right knee this tine, it
forced ny leg to bend at the knee and it could not be
strai ghtened. The boil did not swell up in the usual way but
remai ned flush apparently swelling i nwardly and causing a great
deal of surrounding inflanmation and all the usual pain. So
school was abandoned for a tine. W had a |arge but unused tray
at honme and num bought nme sone plasticine, so onto the tray |
nodel | ed pl asticine houses, roads and wind-mlls to create a Dutch
scene, thus alleviating the boredom and of course to a | arge
extent the pain also. | tend to wonder how much ' Cod-Iliver oi
and Malt' and how many 'Blaud's Pills' | consuned at num s behest
in those days (and whether they did ne one iota of good, and how
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much num contributed to the profit of 'Boots' the chemist's!?)

O her renedi es al ways on hand were Menthol atum for our chil bl ains,
Ex- Lax chocol ate or Beechamls pills for opening one's bowels,
Paragoric tablets, Casterets, Zinc Qntnent, Wntergreen O ntnent,
Friars Bal sam Linctus etc.

It woul d have been about this tinme, (before or after ny

i ncapacity, for I was quite well) that num redi scovered her old
school friend Lizzie Meager still of cockney voice but now
carrying a nmodi cum of class. She brought her husband Len to visit
us, their daughter May and also their little boy of four years
old. Roy was his nane, a dear little |ad who was not really

m schi evous but full of fun. Ivy and I found hima wel cone though
short relief fromlife's normal humdrum and enjoyed i nmensely
joining in his spontaneous inaginative pursuits.

For exanpl e he decided that dad's shed was a tram and nmum s
mangl e i nside was the machinery to drive it! He becanme the driver
by turning the mangle's |arge handle as fast as he could, and the
conductor (he called himthe "underductor') as well by acting the
part fairly accurately. Their famly hone was beside a little
coppice at Chase Side in Southgate, not far fromus so we were
able to exchange visits fromtinme to tine.

Sunmer was hot indeed and cousin Peggy and | were invited to spend
a week at Great Aunt Edie's Greenw ch honme, there's lots to do at
Greenwi ch and we |loved that lady so | |ooked forward to it very
much but having got there | had a strange feeling of |oneliness
for this was the first time |I'd ever stayed away from num dad and
Ivy. (except for stay in hospital when five years old). Aunty made
me a dear little bed but on the first night | cried in it and
ached for my going honme tinme to cone!

| should not have worried. Peg and | had a lovely tine. In
Greenwi ch park (or was it up on Black Heath) there was a boating

| ake with two-seater canoes. O course | insisted on being in the
front with Peggy dutifully perched behind, but I was not used to
usi ng canoe paddles and it seemed that however | tried | could not
hel p shovel ling paddl esfull of the lake's water into Peg's |ap

t hus saturating her sunmer frock! Instead of show ng annoyance
she just |aughed with ne, dear Peg had such a kind and placid
personality then as now.

To get there | recall that we had to wal k the | ength of Ashburnham
Grove fromAunt's house, then clinb a long winding hill to a main
road, cross it and take a foot path under a railway |ine. W went
several times. Aunt Ede (as we generally called her) took us that

way to catch a tramto Deptford, or was it Lewi shamonce ? | know
it was very busy and she had a friend there who gave us tea and
cake; | remenber the roomwas all white except for curtains

suspended fromthe | argest wooden curtain rings |'ve ever seen (
suppose that's why they come to ny nind so vividly).

She al so took us to Aunty Emies place (a bungal ow) at Pl unstead.
We didn't see Uncle AIf who | suppose was at his workplace at the
Wbol wi ch Arsenal but here we net their two sons, | think for ny
first and only tinme. She took us on a hot day to G eenw ch Pier
It's just a short projection into the Thames but quite a | engthy
pronmontory and crowded with deck chairs fromwhich we all watched
the boats--and licked our ice creamcornets. To get there one had
to wal k under the Thanmes via a short tunnel. Anot her visit Peg
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and | made was to the |ocal cinema where we saw George Raft and
Carol e Lonbard in a dance nmusical filmcalled ' Runba' being a
sequel to his previous success called 'Bolero

Bet ween trips out Aunt Ede gave us gl asses of her nmarvell ous hone
made | enponade---delightful stuff! She had a huge jug of it on her

honely ol d sideboard and I wonder how, with no fridge, |ike magic
it was always kept ice cold and full up! It |ooked (and was) so
inviting with its discs of lenon floating on it, 1've sanpled none

like it before nor since.

| have oft pondered why neither Ivy nor Gordon holidayed wth us
at Great Aunt Ede's then, for we always did every thing as a
foursone. No doubt the reason was that they were by that tine
both going out to work. Even so, that was indeed sone holiday!

This was an eventful time for Ivy, she was of course maturing and
had been attracting the interest of boys over the past year or
two. Poor old mumwas scared stiff thinking that vy 'mght go

off the rails', "was nuch too young', 'boys were of evil intent
etc. | don't think the prospect of Ivy getting a boy friend had
hitherto ever entered her head! It seens that num had not really

noticed that Ivy was growi ng up! Yet paradoxically num woul d
advise lvy to collect things for her 'bottomdrawer'.

One wonders whether Ivy was also a bit scared though, for believe
it or not, if she got herself a date, sure enough she woul d take
me along with her! One lad was called Bill | remenber, he seened
a nice enough lad to ne. Another was called Ted whose num
di scussing with Ivy her adoption etc, thought it unwi se for her to
i nvestigate her original famly and parentage and to date she
never has. Mm foolishly being much too over protective,
enlisted dad's help to try to stop these boy friend scenarios by
sendi ng hi mout on m ssions, nmaybe hoping to catch Ivy and a boy
together? | don't knowif the ruse worked but dad did encounter
Bill once, swung the chap around by the shoul der and was taken
aback to find he was such a nice boy!

I don't think dad was as over enthusiastic as mumto restrict

I vy' s nmeanderings even though he backed nmum up as al ways during
t he vehenent argunments about it at hone. (Wen troubles |ooned,
keeping a united front was sacrosanct in our house and dad
confided to Ivy once sonething |ike 'Mumowns the gun but | have
to fire the bullets'). On one of these unhappy evenings | think
he was induced to give us each a wallop, (probably for back-
answering mum which he could not abide). | know well how he
regretted it imediately, for just afterwards | encountered him
upstairs crying profusely.

I think about muma lot and it's very hard indeed to fault that
lady in any way, to ne she (as wife and nother) was perfection
personified, but it's strange isn't it that the intensity of |ove
and care for one's children can carry protectionismtoo far
sonetimes (as at this awkward time for mun) alnost to the point of
cruelty? Ivy's inner thoughts about that period even now nust
tornent her greatly | feel.

Sone years later Ivy developed a relationship with a chap called
Steve, a chef | think on railway trains. This nmay have been nore
successful had we not been obliged to nove away to Sout hend as
described | ater, whereafter the affair sadly petered out.
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Chapter 21
The King is dead. God save the King.

When Christnas approached our annual festive happiness returned
again. The school's Christmas concert rehearsals were in ful
swing, | was to be one of the 'turns' playing the harnonica. |
rehearsed for the show in the play-ground but M Ward the head
master politely told me off saying that nusical instrunents were
not allowed there. At the concert after ny 'act' the schoo
car et aker having heard me play said "If you can play a tune on
this, you can have it"! He handed ne a M ni - Hohner mout h-or gan
(one inch long) on which I played 'Ch Suzanna', so he let nme keep
it and | treasured it for nore than twenty years! Cowboy songs
were popular at the tinme, 'Enpty Saddl es','Wagon Wheels','d d
Faithful' etc. | had a bit of a success there with 'I'man old
cow hand' popul arised on the wireless at the time by Henry Hal
and the B.B.C. Dance Orchestra. Larry Adler was a fanous

har noni ca player and interested players |like nme strove to emul ate
his style.

Cyril and | were out one late evening at that tine when a thick

' pea-souper' fog swelled up and we feared that we would not find
our way home. Luckily for us a Salvation Arnmy band was carolling
beneath a | anp-post and invited us to join in with their singing
and knock on a few doors. It was very cold and danp but we
enjoyed the venture and were sent honmeward safely.

Wth Christnmas nigh, up went the decorations at hone. Mim and dad
made sone jolly good sweets, chocol ates, coconut ice etc. but
their attenpt at toffees was a failure, all sugary they were.
Boards were put across the bath and covered in grease-proof paper,
then laid with the sweets, striped jellies, custards, pineapple,
peaches etc. Mimwas in her elenent at such tines and that year
we were to have a goose and she was indeed a master cook. Well!
the usual crowd of relatives were conming! | suppose another short
spel |l of enploynment for dad enabled themto buy a | arge doll each
for Jean and Yvonne and num dressed themin long satin gowns and a
conpl ete set of undies (she was a dab hand with her old treadle

sewi ng nachi ne). Dad began buying ne a shilling packet of 'Trix'
(a kind of Meccano) every week as he knew | |iked construction
sets.

They bought a new (one shilling) Rex record of Gracie Fields
singing 'Wen | growtoo old to dream and 'Turn Herbert's face to
the wall, nother'. She had others of Gracie singing 'This is

heaven' and 'For you'. Dad had Charlie Hi ggins singing 'Down in
the fields where the buttercups all grow, 'A daddy at sixty
three', 'That navvy jazz' and 'Wth ny gloves in nmy hand and ny

hat on one side'. Another they bought, | think with ne in mnd
was Ceorge van Dueson singing and playing ' The yodel | i ng nout h-
organ player', its other side being '"It's holiday time again'.

Conme Christmas day, nusic of course prevailed with every one doing
their usual party pieces----Dad even did a creditable Russian
Cossack dance and perfornmed a staggering denonstration with a half
pi nt beer glass, holding only its rimto bang its bottom edge
heavily onto a penny previously placed on the hard floor. This
process continued until the penny had nearly folded in half!

(don't try it yourself though). He liked to set us puzzles too.
Here's one | recall :- A nman on |ooking at a photograph decl ared
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"Brothers and sisters | have none, but that man's father is ny
father's son. Who was it a picture of ?" (Mdst think it is hinself
but not me, | think it's his son).

If you liked that, here's another he put to us :- A man buys 60
apples at 5 for tuppence (=24 pence), he sells 30 at 2 for a penny
(=15 pence) and the other thirty at 3 for a penny (= 10 pence)

Since that still totals 60 at 5 for tuppence how cone he nade a
penny profit? i.e. 15 plus 10 = 25 pence not 24. This is a bit
gqueer also :- Dad was in the garden sOwn ng seeds, Mumwas in the

parl our sEwi ng clothes. Wre they both sowi ng or sew ng?

Latterly his tricks and japes had been taken fromthat veritable
ol d vade necum ' Foul shami s Fun Book' an excellent six pennyworth
fromWolwrth's, a very thick red on pink paperback. Miuch was
del eted however fromtheir later edition, a brown on orange paper-
back but was al so very good, covering jokes, riddles, tricks,
nmonol ogues, puzzles, fortune telling etc. |'ve kept that copy
ever since.

Not there though, was a really fascinating |ay-out that dad did
wi th playing cards and acconpanyi ng patter about four graves (the
Aces) in which the four 'Queens' of kind 'hearts' were interred
and their jewels (D anonds) buried with them--and so it went on
much of it now escaping nmy nmenory but involving the whole pack of
cards using the Jacks as the grave robbers, the Kings as policenen
wi elding ' ubs' etc.This and his other tricks were quite
prof essional | y executed including one where an orange placed on
the table could be nade to roll towards himor stop at his
command. He liked and did all manner of fancy japes, for exanple
tapping his teeth with his finger nail tips to play a tune.
Simlarly he played tunes by slapping both his cheeks, determn ning
the actual notes by the extent he opened his nout h!

Recal | i ng poor old George V's Jubilee, no doubt the King enjoyed
his cel ebrations, but for himthey were short lived, for early
into 1936 he died and was succeeded by his very popul ar son as
King Edward VI1I, hitherto the Prince of Wales, chanpion of the
under-dog (well he always seened to synpathise with Left Wng
causes) though nowadays (the nineties) they try to align his
activities with leanings toward Hitler's Nazis which to ny nind is
quite incongruous. Wy isn't the nmedia ever conmpelled to tell the
real truth? To my mind 'freedomof the press' goes too far, the
newspapers are worse liars today than even in his tine, to which
now return.

In short, he net and fell in love with a divorcee lady called Ms
Si npson, this turn of events upset the country for nonths and the
heirarchy hardly knew what to do. |In spite of themissuing stanps

havi ng his i mage and on coins too | believe, they could not break
his resolve to marry the girl but he was virtually forced to

abdi cate in 1936 thus rescinding his crown in favour of his
brother Al bert (the Duke of York) who probably with sone
reluctance becane our new King and was called ' George VI'.

1936 was quite a year for ne too for | becane thirteen years old
and earned nmy own pocket noney doing an eveni ng paper round for a
shop at North Finchley. For that |I got 1/6d per week but they
gave nme anot her whole shilling for delivering one special paper to
a far nore distant house. Later | got a Saturday nmorning job at a
but chers shop in Church End, for that | earned 2/6d per week and
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mumdid alright too as they always gave ne a parcel of pieces to
take home to her afterwards.

In those days custonmers could have their nmeat delivered, so they
provided me with a very heavy trades-hbi ke, |oading up a huge
basket into its front carrier with addressed neat parcels for ne
to deliver all around Finchley. Trades-bikes are peculiar when
turning corners for you get the illusion that the front
carrier(being solid with the nmain frame) wants to go strai ght on
Such was the case once when fully | oaded | turned at the bottom of
the hill in Cdifford Road for there | lost control, fell heavily,
as did the bike, and the parcels scattered all around, sone

unwr appi ng thensel ves and others |osing their addresses in the
process! | renenber bits of neat |ying here and there in the road,
| returned themto the bits of paper as well as | could but really
| can't recall either the custoners' or ny nmanagenent's reaction

Each week there was a second journey where | had to |load up the
carrier's basket with all sorts of horrible entrails, poultry
feathers etc, and take it down to East Finchley's slaughter house.
O her jobs were to sweep the floor and sprinkle it with saw dust,
cl ean the shop-wi ndow and near Christmas tine | was shown how to
hang the turkeys in such a way that | could sit on a chair and

| oad up a sack over ny knees with the feathers that | had to pluck

fromthe bird' s torso until it was clear of themand presuned
ready for delivery. | can hardly forget how sore one's fingers
becane.

That was the year that |vy changed her job. She went to work at
the North Finchley Wolworth's store and had to declare at her

i nterview the nunmerous other jobs she'd held hitherto, this

i nduced the manager, a M Bennett to refer to her as 'Quite a
rolling stone aren't you ?' She |liked working there, her friendly
supervi sor being a Mss Annie Logan. before | ong though Ivy did
become very ill for a tinme with pleurisy.

My school now included woodwork as a subject for the thirteen year
old boys so we were sent to the Martin School opposite Church Lane
in Finchley Hi gh Road. Ivy had gone there in an earlier year to

| earn cookery. Strangely she particularly renmenbers a crab-apple
tree at the entrance of the school by the main road. However |
went there in the latter half of 1936. The teacher, a M Dowty
was a bal ding man about fifty five with a huge cyst on the el bow
of his right armand a beetroot red face. He was a northerner
with a voice that spoke in one tone only, (all words pronounced as
t hough containing a letter 'I') Hence he might say "Hive yie dine
i ney wi dewi ke befire, Wlefride?" for 'Have you done any woodwor k
before, WIlfred?

He was a good teacher though. The class room had three rows of
benches and nost tools carefully displayed on supports or hooks

around the walls. W made several useful items there in satin
wal nut and yell ow deal, including a wall nmirror with shelf bel ow,
a dust-pan and a letter rack, the latter still in use. Al

contai ned an el ement of carving too and very well finished. He
taught us how to hold and use all conventional tools properly,
rejecting any work done poorly. After one termat only one day
per week all the boys were really quite skilled in basic wood-
crafts.
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Straight after Christnmas we encountered a new problem at hone for
mum becane very ill, we think with pneunonia, and mum being il

was sonet hing we' d never been used to. Indeed the only things
we' d ever heard of her suffering fromwas an extrenely painfu
whitlow on her finger as a child, --and warts! For the latter she
was adamant that they had been removed from her hand by a 'Wart-
Charner' to whom she'd been recommended. She said that all he did
was wi pe his own hand over hers and in a day or two the warts had
di sappeared! She did get a touch of rheumati smon occasion and
ply the spot with Thernmpbgen wool, Sloans Linanent or Horse Qs
the latter two stunk the place out! Dad and num al so suffered the
occasi onal |unmbago for which they swore by a |large black rectangle
of sticky material called a Bell adonna Pl aster

For now t hough she nust have becone quite delirious recounting
|ater that a priest had been at the foot of her bed "--and I'd
know his face anywhere if | saw himagain"! she said. 1'd always
wonder ed what sone ugly circular scars were on her left upper arm
it seens they were the early type of vaccinati on nmarks agai nst
smal | -pox, | had thought they were birth narks! O birth marks
dad told us of a man down at Hi ghgate who had a fur-Iike one
resembling a rat who's body was across the poor man's forehead and
its tail was down the side of his face and curled al ong and under
his chin! They all thought his nother was frightened by a rat
whi | st she was pregnant with him but these days such
superstitions are di scounted.

Whil e num was very poorly we had the shocki ng news that on January
3rd dear uncle Charley had died! He had been at work in Brighton
de-scal i ng huge boilers by working inside them and becane very
ill, but returned to work well before he'd sufficiently recovered.
This was awful indeed and caused a rift between num and Aunty Edie
who had expected mumto go to the funeral but hadn't realised how
i1l mum had been over the period.

1937 saw us school boys going over to nmetal work. Also with M
Dowy to teach us and he was just as good. He taught ne | athe
work. It convinced me that this was the life for nel | made a
heavy brass poker there and a steel stand to stow it in. At lunch
times we all went with himinto the play-ground where he taught us
to play cricket. The playground had a hard surface so the stunps
were thrust into wooden bl ocks having the three requisite holes,

t he arrangenent tipping over if struck, to indicate 'out!' Being
him | quite enjoyed it! though |I've never shown any interest in
the gane since. except nmaybe to see it played on a village green

The official Coronation of King George VI and Queen Elizabeth was
during this tinme, the fair at Sumers Lane returned which |Ivy and
| utilised as at Jubilee tinme. So did the fireworks display and
all the school sports and nmarching displays. The school children
got a commenorative beaker and a book of tickets that could be
used for any of the celebrative facilities. | used all mine for
admi ssion to the swinming pool. The town's hones were again
externally decorated with bunting and as nany Union Jacks as could
be afforded.

Mentioning the firework display rem nds nme now of our annual
garden treat with a woppi ng bonfire and burni ng guy who had been
previously trundled round the streets in our old barrow on the
usual "penny for the guy" nission prior to Novenber 5th. Cyri
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and | paid the collected pennies into Thurlby's shop where they
ran a firework club for the children.

Qur class were taken on a trip to Al exandra Pal ace Station to

| ook over the brand new Steam Loconotive called ' The Mallard'
viewi ng also the inpressive controls fromthe foot-plate. | think
this was the year too of the fanmous ' Coronation Scot' train. By
conparison a tiny single decker tramused to ply back and forth
bet ween Wod Green and the Palace. There was also a sort of

"I deal Hone Exhibition' held there that year | think. |lvy went to
it and brought home a mass of free and other sanples of all kinds
of househol d goods, tiny pots of jametc. a thrill for us all.

This was the year that Cyril and | fancied the sane girl who sat
about four desks away from ours, she nmust have been fascinated to
get the notes we each passed across to her at every opportunity,
but we got none at all answered! W did encounter her in Victoria
Park once having conme across her clinbing trees but she suddenly

I eft the school and that saddened nme for a while.

As the tine for ne to | eave school approached (not being a granmar
school, children left at fourteen years of age) actual schooling
for me reduced sonmewhat, for nuch of the day | had to sit in the
hal | and clang the hand-bell vigorously at |esson changing tines.

Being a nonitor also, | with others would have to repl enish
cl ass-room s stocks of paper, note-books, pens (they had ' Made by
Rowney and Co' printed on the shafts), they could be split easily
two ways (at the end) and then fitted with a cardboard flight to
make into a reasonable 'dart'. W would be responsible for filling
all the ink-wells fromone-pint bottles made of brown stoneware.
(everyone |iked Royal Blue ink but we could only ever find
Stephen's Bl ue-Black in the school's stock-roonm). The office
paste was a super stuff, called "Gip-Fix'" it was pure white, with
a lovely smell of alnobnds in an alum niumround tin printed in
black with a central nmetal tube containing the small but efficient
brush. A quality product, the like of which |I've not since seen

On ny fourteenth birthday num gave ne her bible dating fromthe
time of the Coronation of George V in 1910 and told ne all about
her previous marriages and the ultimte adoption of dear Ivy. (See
Chaps 1, 2 and 3). | was absolutely staggered but somehow ny | ove
for vy seened to increase and the whole fanmly was fromthen on
sonewhat cl oser.

Al so at fourteen dad took nme into his confidence in a disasterous
attenpt to dutifully tell ne all about the “birds and the bees'!
He was in a terrible sweat about it and just couldn't get down to
the nitty-gritty. Ch! how | pray | could have hel ped hi mthat day
but | was absolutely green and knew nothing, but | did glean that
babi es were not after all brought by the stork, nor born under a
gooseberry bush!

That sunmmer, my school days were at an end and |'d | ost a great
deal of education through nmy health problens. |In particular

never encountered 'French' nor (as it turned out), inportant to
my career, 'Algebra' or 'Trigononmetry'. Mm and dad took Ivy and
| to Herne Bay in Kent for a sumer holiday. Just prior they'd
bought ne a lovely chrone pocket watch with its back engraved with
a steam | oconotive and enanelled in black so | wore it proudly on
the holiday. (I think it would have been a year or two earlier
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that 1'd been given a fine brass-cased watch by Aunty Edie but it
had proved troubl esone). Herne Bay itself was unexciting for a
young lad, its beach being stony and its pier very short, and the
sea front being devoid of anusenents.

Conpensation was effected though by our being taken on trips.
Margate was super, having a |l ovely beach, donkey-rides and a

marvel |l ous fair-ground called ' The Dreanmland'. W went to
Wi tstable too but its beach was all stones and the whol e pl ace
stunk of fish. | suppose for grown-ups it had a certain old world

charm not easily appreciated by youngsters.

If | remenber rightly Herne Bay's little town consisted of just
one straight road running parallel with its sea front, the latter
bei ng mai nly guest houses and snall hotels, but there was a pub at
its western end and we all went there one evening. Ivy and | sat
in a small roomwhere | renenber a picture-frane having within it
a very many lettered word, (Welsh | think) describing a cure for

| ock-jaw !

In the main street was ' The Red Lantern', a cinena that in those
days would be <called a flea-pit. They were showi ng two features,
"I cover the waterfront' with C audette Col bert and Ben Lyon, and
Joe. E. Brown in "The Circus Clown'. It was a quaint place indeed
having | think long hard forns for us to sit on, and | do believe
its gas-lights were lit by an usherette carrying a flane on a |ong
pole! Even so, lvy and | were as keen as ever on films. so the
programme nade it all worth while and reasonabl e hol i day

entertai nment .
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Chapter 22
Wor ks and Musi c

School days over, it had never occurred to ne that school had been

to prepare ne for the world and a future career. |It's hard to
explain that with childhood in those days cane discipline, both in
the fanmily and at school. Respect for one's teachers, parents and

in fact all grown ups was sacrosanct, so "cone here boy" neant you
canme (probably at the double), and "go and do it" neant just that!
So going to school, doing a hundred |ines, getting the cane,
calling | adies "Madant (or "Mss" if a teacher) and the nen "Sir"
was rigidly instilled at school and just accepted as part of
l'iving.

Perhaps it was not quite a mlitant existence (for |ove prevailed
by adults for children) but firmmess to all children was al so the
rule, so the foregoi ng expressions even now find their use anobng
nmy generation (and beyond). Thus "Please", "Thank you" and
politeness to one's elders at all tines was quite a strict
requisite (or a clip round the ear would result). So one just did
as one was told, the reason didn't come into it. Therefore | just
hadn't realised what the intention of schooling was all about.

Li ke nost kids | was al nbst an autonmaton. Can you understand ny
meani ng? | hope so. | do wish nowthat |I had tried harder there,
but on reflection | hadn't done so bad, but was quite glad to

| eave.

Mum |l ost no time trying to find ne a job. She wanted ne to have a
ni ce clean occupation with a degree of pernanence, not the
unreliability of say, dad's occasional work, (mainly painting the
exterior of houses and other properties owned by the |ocal

council, the work rarely required, was anyway dependent on the
weat her), also the recession was so far no nearer its end. So it
was fortunate (for her) that she succeeded and | was to work in
the office of the Finchley Electricity Departnent. Ugh!

| was a bit envious of Cyril. He'd got hinself a job at the Sinms
Mot or Units engineering factory in Qak Lane which woul d have
suited ne better but it seened that from now on our paths were to
separate after so many happy years together. |ndeed, even though
he was ny next door neighbour | rarely ever encountered him again.
A bit sad really.

However | was now earni ng ny own pocket nmoney and Ivy and | becane
fascinated with an advertisenent regularly appearing in the papers
offering a twelve bass 'Alvari' piano accordion for o2.10s.0d
avai l abl e on hire purchase over a year of weekly payments. Mim
and Dad surprisingly let us take on the deal. Well she had
recently chanced her armin simlar fashion in order to buy the
famly our first (second hand) three piece suite fromJelk's

Furni shing store at North Finchley.

The piano accordion in those times was very popul ar, accordion
bands pervaded the air-waves, Prinop Scala's band cones to nmind and
qui te mundane bands had to have an accordi on when the then popul ar
Tangos and Rhunbas were being played. Also the nusic hall often
featured an accordi on soloi st usually concentrating his act on
techni cal expertise to denonstrate his prowess in the performance
of fast noving or conplex classical solos. |'mthinking of one
called "Emlio" (but the fashion for many kinds of perforners was

107



to give thenselves an Italian sounding nanme, you nmay have heard of
t he big-band | eaders ' Geral do', Edmundo Ross, Roberto Inglez
(Robert English?), or of the Violinists 'Alfredo Canmpoli' etc).
Anyway we acquired the accordion and fromits inception | was of
course thrilled to bits.---but here | nust tell you nore about ny
j ob.

The people at ny office were nice enough. but the work entail ed
was far renmoved fromanything | would want to do. | nade a new
friend though, he lived in Sumers Lane, and his name was Jack
Rutland with whom | was put to share duties. The job involved
readi ng al oud huge columms of figures froma |edger as Jack put
theminto an addi ng machine and pulling its |lever towards himfor
every entry. W'd change places fromtinme to tine. It was a

| arge open-plan office of nen and wonen, managed froma top
central desk or table by a gent in his early thirties the living
doubl e of O ark Gable.

| had to arrive at eight in the norning, unlock all the small
managerial offices, fill a spray gun with what they called
"Carnation Fluid and spray the stuff everywhere to create an
agreeabl e pong. Fromnoon 'til two o' clock I was put on the

swi tchboard to receive, send out and connect phone calls with
orange handl ed brass plugs on the ends of cords while vigorously
turning a snmall black handl e to nake sone distant office phone
bell ring. A little nunbered tab would drop down fromthe unit's
fascia to indicate that the person in that office wanted to make
an outside call. | would then have to dial out the required
nunber and on reply, plug the caller in, and vice versa of course.

The job was not far from hone, about half a mile up Squires Lane
opposite the closed in baths, but one day |I'd al nost got to work
when a storm broke and (it's hard to believe | know) tiny but
fully developed live frogs fell with the heavy rain fromthe sky!
They were all over the road and | odged i n peoples clothing and

| eapi ng about all over the place.---but | digress.

Jack and | had another duty, we'd be given a huge pile of letters
and bl ank fool scap manilla envel opes. One of us had to wite nanes
and addresses copied fromthe letters onto the envel opes, the
other folded the letters and put theminto the envel opes and sea

t hem down. Then once a week | was asked to take themall to the

Fi nchl ey Borough Council O fices up at Church End. Presumably
they were to be hand delivered fromthere, a nice little bike ride
for me and a wel come change fromthe office environnent.

Unfortunately (?) we hadn't realised that the letters had been
typed with an address that should have matched the one we wote on
the envel ope, but the letters were |oaded into the envel opes at
randonl Jack hated the job even nore than | did so we were both
quite delighted to be given the sack together. Lucky for nme, num
was not very cross about it having no doubt realised that | had
not been happy there, but she made sure | searched for another job
i medi at el y.

Qut side our school was a large black notice board on which (for

t he sake of the unenpl oyed) was pasted the 'Situations Vacant
colums from'The Tines'. Men therefore queued there to read what
was on offer, and so did | but there was nothing for ne until |

| ooked in our once a week delivery of the |ocal paper 'The
Finchley Press' and there--- right there just for ne it seened,
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was the advert | shall never forget, saying 'Young |lad wanted to
learn light engineering and aircraft work, apply C T.Opperman and
Co. Ltd. Whodside Lane North Finchley N.12'. So | (with mun) went
up there like a shot! It was just past the big lorry factory
called 'Carrynore Six Weelers' on the H gh Road.

The little factory was just down the road a piece fromthe

Pl astics factory on the corner (Frazer and G ass Ltd) where |vy
had worked. W were seen by the one office clerk, a fortyish
hare-|ipped | ady who was sufficiently inpressed and introduced us
to M Oppernman hinself. A German gentlenan quite seventy five
years old with a much scarred and w zened countenance and

twi nkling eyes beam ng through bi-focused pince-nez. "Cone

Wl fred" he said "and 1'Il show you what we can do here". Into
the workshop we went, it was rather noisy with all the machi nes of
rather ol d design being driven froman overhead shafting
transcendi ng the whole length of the shop. The shaft itself was
driven by one huge electric notor at one end causing all the drive
belts to clack, clack,clack rhythmcally as their netallic joined
ends shot over their respective pulleys.

To make hinsel f heard his voice al nost shouted "You see this tube,
Wlfred ? my brother in Gernmany nade it on his lathe and sent it
tome, isn't it beautiful?". | could see what he neant, true it
was just a tube and only about two and a half inches |ong by

per haps one eighth of an inch outside dianeter with its hole right
through at only sonme three thirtyseconds of an inch diameter. It
gl eaned brightly inside and out and was obviously a very difficult
itemto make on only a lathe. Then reaching into his pocket he
explained "W are friendly rival s" and produced another the sane

| ength and showed ne its close snooth fit inside the first and
itself with a very much smaller hole through. "I made this one on
my lathe and 1'mgoing to send them both back to him" he said

| aughi ngly at what to himwas a great joke.

H's factory had two floors about thirty feet w de by naybe one
hundred and twenty but the upper floor was enpty, reserved for
future expansi on no doubt. Soon we were back in the office where
| believe mum showed hi mmy school boy bits of wood and netal worKk.

| got the job and was to start at ten shillings per week
i ncreasing every three nonths if satisfactory by half a crown (ten
shillings is fifty pence and half a crown is twelve and a hal f

pence today). Four(old) pence had to be deducted weekly for
Nati onal |nsurance. These were the days of the forty eight hour
week and only one week's holiday, maybe w thout pay--1 can't
remenber now.

My little red Hercul es bi ke was now too small so | managed to
trade it in part exchange for a larger one with drop handl e bars
froma nman selling bikes fromone of the | ock-up garages by our
school (another of the | ock-ups was the head quarters of the |oca
Fascist party!). The bike had plenty of rust where chrom um
plating had | ong since taken its |eave, but a vigorous rub with
soap | aden wire wool brightened it up no end. Even so | had to
give fifteen shillings with ny little bike to effect the deal

So off | went each day with sandwi ches in ny saddle bag and a
flask of tea and thereby entered the nysterious though fascinating
wor | d of Production Engineering. Sonetinmes nmumwould give ne a
tin of soup to take, Lancashire hot-pot | renmenber too. Heating
up these neal s was easy because the factory had a cylindrica
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shape stove always on the go and we were allowed to put our food
on its top about a half hour prior to dinner tinme. Sone tines nmum
would tell nme to get a small tin of fruit and a threepenny tin of
Nestle's creamon the way to work as an extra. That was a rea
treat.

For so much machinery the staff was not nunerous. M COpperman, of
course, Ceorge Lake the Turner (skilled Lathe operator), Alf
Booker the Capstan Setter (setter of sem -automatic |athes), his
nephew Ron al ways singing the new pop song 'Rosalie', then there
was a rather cheeky lad of nmy age (called Sam | think) who started
just after me, and nyself.

In those days the customwas to 'Initiate' new boys entering the

i ndustry by causing thema nodi cumof suffering. |In nmy case it
was mld. They sneared all the handles of the machine | was to
work on with engineers Prussian blue oil paint (normally used to
show any interference between precise fitting parts). Then | would
be sent to the local tool shop for 'A pair of Sky Hooks' or 'A
bottl e of blue snmoke' and once for 'A brass bound buggering iron

with long sleeves'. | was also sent to the grocer's shop opposite
for "A Diaper Pie'! Poor Sam however was treated rather cruelly
by having his genitals rubbed in with Sloan's Linament, | think, a

stinging fluid and was found an hour or two later crying in the
toilet and sitting in a sink of cold water! Wen he returned to
t he wor kshop sonebody chided him by asking "What's it |ike out
t here?---raini ng?".

M Oppernan put ne on a drilling machine with a little 'jig (a
jig holds the itemto be nmachi ned before both are then of fered by
the operator to the cutting tool,in this case a drill). into the
jig !l had to put an aluminiumbolt and drill a tiny hole through
its hexagon head. There were thousands to do. Then | had an
opportunity to operate a horizontal mlling machine. Onto its
table M Oppernan had secured a 'fixture' (like ajig, it holds

t he workpiece but is offered to the cutting tool by the machi ne
not the operator). The fixture held several round headed screws
whi ch passed under the cutter to receive their screwdriver slots.
These were clever devices to ny nind and | began to take
considerable interest in jig and fixture design.

It was the lathe in particular that held ny interest because | was
put on one very soon and supervised by George Lake who taught ne
just about all the numerous operations it could perform Then to
nmy joy | discovered that he was an amateur accordionist! so we
becane really close friends and | was invited to his house to neet
his mum and dad. George was their only child and played his ful
size accordion to me and showed ne the effects he could produce
with its registers and coupl ers.

To date | had learned only 'Wien | grow too old to dream and

' The Skaters Waltz' but CGeorge showed ne sone lovely chords I'd
never heard before in his version of the then popul ar 'Wen day is
done' nel ody. They were a very poor famly living in a crude
upstairs flat sparsely furnished in Brecknock Road, Holl oway. Hi s
mum a very frail, thinlittle lady, his dad jovial, also thin and
unfortunately nore than partial to drink

Ceorge was a thin man too and very tall with the curious effect

that when with head bent over his work and viewed from behind he
caused nuch | aughter due to his appearing apparently without a
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head at all! Like me he was seldomwi thout a tune to whistle or
sing. 'l had an invitation to a dance', 'Bei mr bis du schoen',
recall himwarbling and 'Veni Veni Veni' and 'Ganina Ma'. He
al so liked the nusic hall and advised ne to try to see the conedy
dancers W/Ison, Keppel and Betty.

He once saved up for and ordered a very expensive nicroneter
(engi neers mneasuring tool) made by the Anbrose Shardlow Co. It
t ook weeks and weeks to come and when it did, | recall George's
trenbling fingers as he lifted it fromits case, wherupon it
slipped fromhis grasp and fell to the concrete floor suffering
some damage. The fellows roared with |aughter at his predi cament
and reddening face but | felt terribly sad for him a true friend
I'm pl eased to have known.

After a while | was put to work with the other skilled man there
Al f Booker, a jolly soul. He too hel ped nmy career immensely,
teaching ne how to set and operate capstan [athes. Once set these
are capabl e of mass production (by the operator) of identica
screws, bolts, washers, etc. indeed any small turned shapes

whet her required with screw threads or not. advanced versions were
avail abl e requiring no operator at all, they're called
"Automatics'. Most of the work we did was of high precision and
mainly for the Fairey Aviation Co, | particularly renenber

drawi ngs we worked to were for the 'Fairey Al bacore' plane.

Alf like George was full of songs, but all were comical and nany
rat her rude! but intended to make nme |augh, and did so. One was
called 'The funny little nman from H ndustan' (hilarious), 'Frankie
and Johnny' he sang a lot, and another 'The old nonk of great
renown' was really funny but not for these pages! Af was short
with ginger hair parted centrally so that a wavy mop of it
protruded fromthe sides of his head resenbling the wings of a

flying gull.

About that time Ivy and/or | nmade weekly visits to Granny

Huski sson's cottage at 58 Church Lane to give the old |ady her
entitlenent of half a crown a week fromour fanmly income. This
mum could ill afford but the authorities saw the benefit as
appropriate in Gran's case as | suppose she was rather poor. Wl
pensions were pitifully | ow and she could have got precious little
fromAunty Grace (dad's older sister) and Uncle Harry who |ived
with her. Even so she always maintained visits to her favourite
haunt ' The Wndsor' pub nearby where she would plant herself in a
corner chair while synpathetic near neighbours plied her with
drinks until closing tine!

I confess to finding the old lady quite |ikeable for she was good
to ne. Her hobby had been the upkeep during her life of a huge
| edger type scrap book in which she kept |ocal news cuttings and
case records of fanmpus crines, Royal fanmily details etc. As her
sight began to fail she gave ne the book which | have since
adapted by retaining all her original entries but adapting it to a
phot ographic record of famly histories, now (the nineties)
running to nore than thirty volunes. Having in her Victorian
youth been on the stage as a dancer it's natural that she |oved
nmusic like the rest of us. Od age saw her eventually bed ridden
and al most blind in her upstairs bed-sit and she liked me to bring
the accordion and play the very old tunes for her. Sone that |
didn't know she would humto me at her bedside. At that tine | was
not too keen on the old songs (though sone of the nelodies are
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undeni ably beautiful) but | have thought since that they really
scored nmore with the poetry of their lyrics e.g. 'The miners dream
of home',' The sunshine of your smile' etc.etc. Gandma Huski sson

died | think aged eighty four.
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Chapter 23

My Career, and Hitler's denands take root.

It was the winter of 1938 when it eventual |y dawned upon ne that
engi neering in one formor another was to be nmy vocation and the
variations of it were so nunerous that if | didn't learn the

subj ect seriously 1'd be left at the wayside. George and Al f were
super teachers but it seened that | should also gain nmore of the
necessary groundi ng by going to night school. My m stake however
was that | never dreaned that | should have aimed for the
techni cal side of the subject. For exanmple | didn't even know if
there was the availability of the National Certificate course at
that time and | didn't have the sense to ask either! No, | was so
nmuch enjoying the practical side (I seened to have a kind of
aptitude for it) that | automatically plunped for that.

In the early spring Hitler annexed Austria and his anbitions at

| ast began to poke fear into all the European countries in close
proxinmty. so engi neering production was beconm ng geared to take
of f.

Every one in Britain was getting nore and nore apprehensive

especi ally when the nessage cane that we were all to queue to
col l ect our gas-nmasks fromone of the old garage | ock-ups near our
old school! "Cor! 1'Il never be able to breathe in this thing!"
excl ai med mum on trying hers on

| decided to get sone training at the Al bert School in Percy Road,
North Finchley and took their subject called ' Metal work', which
turned out to be tinplate work with no precision or production
engi neering entailed at all! Wat machines they had were crude and
nore suited to the home workshop. The teacher was nore or less a
nmere amateur so | began to yearn for the skills of old M Dowty
who' d taught ne netal work at day school. However | did nake a
beat en copper tea-caddy spoon and soldered a farthing to its
handl e. That has served us and ricocheted about our tea caddy for
sone forty years which isn't bad, but that's as far as | got and
felt | had to abandon that kind of further education for the tinme
bei ng.

What was to be the last of our holidays from Finchley we spent by
going to the new holiday village at Jaywi ck Sands adjacent to
Clacton. An enterprising builder had built up the place by
erecting narrow streets of wooden chalets and selling them for
only cd00. They were of various designs and for entertai nment he
built a huge dance hall with bar etc. and just outside, an open
air sumer theatre known as 'Uncle Peter's'. Peggy Binks cane with
us by first coming up to Finchley we think and staying overni ght
for the subsequent norning journey. (Gordon wasn't with us, he
woul d have been at work). The five of us stayed in one of the
little chalets at the end of a road that terminated in a sort of
sea wal | backed by open fields.

The beach was lovely silver sand and the narrow pronenade was a
pedestrian way only. There were no anusenent arcades but ki osks
pervaded the sea front selling buckets and spades, teas, sweets
and the usual holiday fare. The whol e week was very sunny and we
all had a great tinme. However | do renenber mum and dad were once
to be seen looking terribly nmiserable as they sat on a stone wal
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guardi ng the pronenade's edge. This | think was the first tine |
ever saw themunfriendly to each other and how upset it nade ne
feel. W never did find out what the trouble was. Uncle Peter's
shows were marvel |l ous, he was a great entertainer. | always recal
his singing a light, happy 'Concert Party' type ditty called

"S' art' noon": -

"S'long time, til 's'evening, waiting for the noon,
Cee oh gosh | could eatya, wonna neetya, s'art'noon
"S'long time, til 's'evening, waiting for the noon

CGee oh gosh | shall nissya, wonna ki ssya, s'art'noon

It was he | also first heard sing the (nuch |ater version by
Donal d Peers) popular song 'In a shady nook, by a babbling brook'.

I managed to win his talent conpetition playing the harnonica
there. | chose to play the songs ' Goodni ght Angel' and 'That old
feeling' which were very popul ar then, but in the case of the
latter | just could not renenber how the Dickens it should have
ended! so after the third tine through it | managed to round it
off with a chorus of 'Goodni ght Angel' again!

The eveni ngs were very pleasant in the dance hall where we watched
everyone (including numand dad) being taught to dance the new
craze called 'Boonps a Daisy' and 'Doing the Lanbeth Wal k' from
the then huge London success 'Me and ny gal' with Lupino Lane.

Wth bus rides to Clacton, Walton on the Naze, Frinton and
Brightlingsea etc. it was a delightful week's holiday. However
opening the street door on our return home we could hear a strange
noi se |li ke a nobuse gnawi ng or scanpering about and took a | ong
time to discover that our gold-fish had been frightened by the
sudden noi se, leapt out of his bow and fell down the back of the
pi ano! A long stick raked hi mout and he was none the worse when
returned to his bowl though he remai ned covered in thick dust for
quite sone tine.

Returning to work, the staff was beginning to grow. There cane a
university bloke with a proper apprenticeship who was mad on Duke
Ellington's nusic, though one tune that was forever on his lips
was ' Serenade in blue'. W also had a chap cone called Cyri
Sneet on who | ooked nmore like a city gent and could not stand stil
wi t hout constantly swi nging one | eg! The nmost inportant addition
t hough was a m ddl e aged gentl eman, a very know edgeabl e engi neer
who was a Governnent A.l.D.(Aircraft Inspection Departnent)

I nspector. he had all sorts of weird high precision neasuring
tools and we all felt affronted when fromtinme to time he rejected
work that we felt sure was O K H s equi pment though proved us

wr ong.

Sam and | shared the tea naking chore, we had to carry a broom
stick with hooks along it around to the workers on which they hung
their dirty cups for us to wash. Then we had to boil up the water
and nake the tea in a rather |large ewer type pot. Another chore
was to clean M Oppernan's Morris Twel ve sal oon car and polish it
with 'Sinonize' Wax, that was really hard work.

VWhat | did like was going by tramto suppliers in dingy little
wor kshops tucked away i n seedy all eyways down anong num s old

G erkenwel | haunts. Eight foot rods of brass, steel etc. | had to
bring back but sonetines the tram conductors would not let me onto
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the tram due to the excessive lengths but if lucky they were stood
upri ght against the staircase. Up the Pentonville Road was
Macready' s steel stores and here | would have to get sone quite
heavy chunks of Tool steel or MId steel but I didn't mnd

Conme 1939 the country had a real fear of war. The navy had been
nmobi | i sed hence the steep increase in our output and enpl oyees.

H tl er having annexed Austria the previous year now wanted to wal k
i nto Czechosl ovakia and after much diplomatic to-ing and fro-ing
he did so.

Around this time |Ivy devel oped an awful abscess under her arm but
continued working as hard as ever at Wolwrths. Even to the
extent of overtine during the evenings. Mum got cross about it and
let off steamto Ivy's nanager but the poor chap had been

conpl etely unaware of her predicanent. On eventually going to the
doctors about it she was told that she had worked through the

wor st of it!

It's worth recording that a fussy custoner bought a very snal
itemfromlvy's counter once and insisted on having it wapped up
to which Ivy retorted "You wouldn't like me to take it home for
you woul d you?" In preparation for Easter she worked upstairs with
supervi sor Anni e Logan and together decorated and w apped Easter
novel ti es.

Thr oughout her tinme there Ivy had worked on probably every counter
in the store and probably because of that nuch experience, was
asked by the nmanager whether she would like to try her hand at a
job in the office. Her lengthy service there proved it to be a
very successful change, though early on she gai ned sone criticism
for the very tiny hand witing she had used on envel opes.

Trol |l ey buses had by now replaced the lovely old trans but it nust
be adnitted that they were nmuch faster and considerably nore
confortable. Their accel eration was amazing with just a quiet

' whooooooooooosh'! we were at top speed being thrust back into our
seats, an exhilerating ride indeed. So ny trips out for the
'governor' were much enjoyed, sonmetinmes to Messrs. Buck Ryan and
Co. of Euston Road, who specialised in |light machinery and its
ancillary parts, or to Buck and Hi ckman Ltd of Whitechapel who
sol d every conceivabl e item of engineering that anyone could want.
My trips to Cerkenwell also continued and trolley buses being
rather larger than the old trams neant no nore trouble getting ny
rods of netals on board.

I must say | liked old man Opperman (who had gai ned naturalisation
| believe) and | often wondered if all the Germans were as
horrible as we were being told, but |I could tell that he anyway
was O K as was his wife for whom| ran the odd errand or two.
They lived only just round the corner in Wodsi de Avenue. he
taught me a lot --- Soldering | recall, with large soldering irons
heated on a hooded gas range. Hardening and tenpering too on a
smal | forge arrangement with | eather bellows operated by one's
foot. He had a son who al so ran an engi neering plant, S.E. Oppernan
and Co. down in Holloway somewhere. He | never net but George Lake
commenced his career at that firm They |ater expanded to becone a
| arge organi sation called Oppernman Gears Ltd. (on the G eat West
Road | think).
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The Capstan's cutting tools (working so fast) get over heated

unl ess cool ed continuously by punped cutting oil jetting onto the
tool -bit against the item being nachi ned. Inevitably nuch of the
fluid gets thrown onto the drive belt which then sprays it onto
one's face if inthe line of fire. This | and numwas inclined to
bl ame on the devel opnent of the severe acne all over ny face that
has been with nme ever since.

After a while | returned to straight forward | athe work but on a
different lathe to that 1'd first used there. The machi ne however
had sone electrical fault giving ne quite a shock fromtine to
tinme. The fault was never isolated so | asked to return to the
original |athe and was put under George's tuition again, a very
happy associ ation i ndeed.

| wanted to learn screw cutting on the nmachine and this is done by
a series of interchangeable gear wheels at its left hand end, so
changi ng the wheel s determ ned how many threads per inch would be
cut. George taught me the rules thus showing me on to which
spindle | was to put which gear (nowadays one nerely noves |evers
according to a printed chart on the nachine).

Wll | set themall up and was advised to switch on the I athe and
view the gear train to check that all the cogs nmeshed O K They
did' | was really pleased with my effort and watched the wheels

all nmerrily turning for quite some tinme. but foolishly as though
mesmnerised | placed the end of the nmiddle finger of ny left hand
on one of the wheels and of course it followed the course of the
whol e series of them coning out at the begi nning again, bl eeding
profusely and matching the corrogated shape of the gear teeth!
just renenmber calling for help to soneone.

Al f was delegated to rush ne up to the nearby doctor in Wodside
Lane. He plunged ny finger into one of those kidney bow s charged
with a pool of iodine, whereupon | yelled and fainted for a short

while, strangely it had not hurt until then, | recovered to find
my armin a sling and the finger thickly bandaged. Af took ne
hone and | was away fromwork for quite a while but | lost no

wages, though | suppose | could have got sone conpensation had we
known of such a thing.

The increasing prospect of war (and us living just to the north
of London) worried mum (she'd done it before you see) and although
for me the engineering factories may have begun comi ng out of the
recession, not so dad's trade, his work at best renmmining only as
intermttent as ever. The nmeans test man cane and | renmenber him
telling mumto sell the piano. She turned on himenraged and | et
hi m know that it belonged to Ivy. After he'd gone (with no
prospect of letting her claimany noney) she exclainmed "He'd rob
Jesus of his sandal s!"

W were saddened greatly when to get a few bob dad sold Billy our
parrot to the publican down by East Finchley Station! Dad and
were still getting the occasional boils and carbuncles and the
doctor told num ( who was by then getting pretty desperate) that
we woul d never inprove our |ot and we should all nove out of the
London environment as soon as possi bl e.

This news gave her a sort of renewed vigour and started her

exploration of the idea. One day | have never forgotten was when
we were all in the kitchenette and had a sort of family discussion
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about it and dad could not raise any enthusiasmfor the venture
and when all the reasons for the nobve were put to himincluding
his being forever in and out of work. W were stunned when he

qui te suddenly got to his feet, blue his top and shouted "It's al
my fault! It's all on account of ne! | will do away with nyself! |
nmust!" and with that he was crying and turned the gas stove taps
on, opened the oven door, knelt on the floor and on putting his
head inside |I remenber the broomat the side toppling over and
the metallic crash of our snall coal shovel shooting across the
tiled floor as he kicked it away from him

| recall screaming out "The silly devil's trying to kill his
sel f" Then grabbing himby the scruff of his neck to pull him away
mum was yelling at him"Thats a bloody fine thing for your
children to see, | MJST say!" Then it all went calmand all four
of us were crying. Ivy and | had never heard our parents have
barely a cross word, let alone a set-to like this. It was the nopst
dreadful experience we ever had |'m sure. | suppose the
realisation of his apparent failure at being the bread-w nner of
our famly had been playing on his mnd for far too | ong, poor
man. My God! | wi sh he'd known how much we | oved him

Thi ngs settled down and dad accepted his lot! W were going to
nove. Mum began to think that the sea and sunshine woul d be better
for us all healthwise and it mght help dad with the realisation
that recently his sister Lil, her hubby Fred and fam |y had
resettled in Southend-on-Sea so we wouldn't really feel alone
there, and after all, we knewit well fromof old. She and dad
therefore took a trip to Southend and paid sone rent in advance
for a house at 137 Bournenouth Park Road there.

A chap at work (who | recall was always singing the pop song
'"Rosalie') advised me to go for a job at the E. K Cole. Ltd.
factory of 'Ekco radi o' fame, and get an interviewwith a
col | eague of his who had a high ranking job there, so | felt that
continuity of ny career was reasonably assured.

Simlarly lvy had applied for a transfer to the office of the
Wool wort h''s branch in Sout hend.

M Oppernman had a brand new honme workshop treadle |athe as a
display itemin the entrance hall of our factory. Needing the
space and knowi ng my fascination with |l athes he offered it to ne
for only five pounds, a terrific bargain but we neither could
afford the fiver, nor would there have been the roomfor it at
Sout hend.

Just before leaving my job, my dear friend George Lake was married
and invited me to his newflat in Acton to neet his wife Rhoda, a
really gorgeous blonde girl who had the strange mniddl e nane of
Turpentine! and a nmi den nane of Hughes. He denonstrated his new
accordion to me (of 'Paoli Soprani' make | think) and a superb

i nstrument indeed. He was to | eave the Oppernan set-up to work at
a well known engineering concern of the tine (Arnott and Harrison
Ltd.) It's a shane that | neither net he and his wi fe, nor any of
the Oppernan fellows thereafter.

117



PART FOUR
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Chapter 24

The War C ouds Break

So it was farewell Finchley, farewell to our favourite shops,
'Home and Colonial', 'Stevens and Steads', 'WIlianms brothers
(who issued tin tokens of triangular, square and circul ar shapes
wi th every purchase),'Jel ks' furnishers, ('lInternational
Stores','David Geig', 'Tesco', 'J, Sainsbury' and 'Victor Value'
were all local grocers then, Supernarkets bei ng unheard

of .)"Sal mon's' (an oil shop whose wonderful nixed snells of
creosote, paraffin, firewood bundles and all manner of housewares
bade you 'go in') 'Everett's' at the bottom of Squires Lane who
patted up your hal f-pound of butter and whose biscuits were

di splayed in 'look through' glass |lidded square tins. Their

nei ghbour, our chenist, who sold us our asprin tablets or
“Thermogen' for num's ~Screws' (rheumatism), and 'Mentholatum for
our bad colds, etc, and the sweet-shop there with its huge
cardboard blue Parrot printed on its orange background advertising
"Sharp's Blue- Bird Tof fee"

It was farewell also to the beloved nusic hall (the Finsbury Park
Enpire) and Ivy and | were to sadly mss our usual cinena haunts.
We nust have seen all the great filns (certainly those that
youngsters could see). W saw all kinds and both |iked the

musi cal s, not just those of Astaire and Rogers nentioned earlier
but Dick Powell, Alice Faye, Kenny Baker, Al Jol son and El eanor
Powel | al so conme to mnd.

By the tinme we left Finchley, colour filns were coning in (I
confess however that for ne even today they cannot conpare with
the drama-quality possible by a camera filmng in nonochrone.) The
great col our event of the tinme though was Disney's first full-
| ength cartoon ' Snow Wiite and the Seven Dwarfs' for which we
joined an enornous queue. | recall | had just treated nyself to a
sporty trilby hat with a small feather in its silk band and being
of small stature | must have | ooked rather silly in it and fell ows
behind us in the queue were heard giggling to ny (and poor Ivy's)
extrenme enbarrassnent! At this tine | was getting nore interested
in my appearance and took to using Field' s Brilliantine with
bottl e advertising 'Contains no grease!' (Their other type
declared 'Contains no gum' so | didn't buy it because the one
wi th gum kept one's hair in place).

Wth all our close relatives living in the London area it was
virtually farewell to themalso and therefore to our nusical sing-
song evenings and lovely parties in their conmpany and of course
farewell to our nobst happy trips to Peggy, Gordon, Jean and
Yvonne.

Strangely, we do not recollect the actual nove to Sout hend,
neither the renoval van coning nor going, the |oading of the
furniture or its delivery, nor indeed our own journey, surely by
train(?) or how we found the house, an oldish place (built 1911)
at 137 Bournenouth Park Road. It was not unlike our first home in
New Trinity Road, East Finchley, certainly of simlar vintage
conparing unfavourably with the house we had just left. Not just
its age, nor its atnosphere, being on a senmi main road (we'd cone
froma quietish cul-de-sac), the house was generally rather dark
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with a degree of danpness and very col d bedroons (4 D ckens Avenue
had been a very bright place and seened al ways sunny).

The house was one of a terrace having three roons downstairs, (a
front parlour, mddle sitting or dining roomand a | arge kitchen
with a corner stone copper, a butler sink and a wal k-in |arder).
There was no bathroom (so mum had to quickly get a tin bath) and
the toilet though built into the house was accessed fromthe very
smal | square back garden via a tongued and grooved door having a
| arge gap above and bel ow There was no hot water avail abl e.
Upstairs were three bedroons, front quite |arge say sixteen feet
by twelve for mum and dad, middle for me and back for Ivy both
about fifteen by nine. The stairs had a cupboard under, accessed
fromthe niddle roomdownstairs. It housed the neters for gas and
electricity and had to store dad's tools as well for there was no
shed. A back gate led to an alleyway that ran between North and
Central Avenues.

I'"'msure we began to mss Finchley already! | for one had | oved
it knowing it's every nook and cranny though adnittedly it becane
a 'dead-and-alive' place on Sundays, boring indeed for youngsters.
So why worry? This was Sout hend on Sea! and we were actually
living there!--Mrvellous surely?

That first evening Ivy and | went out for a wal k together, first
down Bournenputh Park Road, then its continuation as Southchurch
Avenue, then on up and down its hill to the Kursaal end of the
"Golden Mle' where I"'msure we felt a lot better for we bought
and ate a bag of chips each!

Along the golden mle there during daylight hours it was an
education to listen to the then well known orator "~Happy Harry'
who woul d spout the Bible to the rude and very unkind
interruptions of the quite large crowd that surrounded his every
nmeeting. Cat calling, knocking his trilby hat off, anything they
could do to upset his sernobns on Christianity. Poor nman, he had
suffered such assaults for donkeys years thereby denmponstrating his
firmcommtnent to his cause.

Anot her orator there was “Happy Jack' who clainmed to be able to
answer any question whatever but he was nore of a comedi an, having
no political or religious nessage to inpart. | recall some wag
asking himwhere all the flies go in the winter tinme, to which he
went into a lengthy rigmarol e about his hated grandfather's
picture that was never allowed to be touched until the place was
decorated, revealing the back of the thing covered in the dead
flies of past years! There was also “Bible Jack', but | never
encountered him

Little did these orators realise that their pitch would not | ast
for much I onger, for when the war cane and went badly for us, the
whol e sea front had tank traps built along it with masses of
barbed wire interlaced everywhere.

By paying several weeks rent in advance mumfelt secure thinking
for sone reason that dad would find it rmuch easier to get work
than had been the case at Finchley but she had a rude awakeni ng
when she was told that Southend on Sea was (at that time, March
1939) classed as a “depressed' area!
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So poor old dad's (and munis) fortunes persisted nuch as before,
the work coming in the all too famliar dribs and drabs. He spent
much of those early days making and repairing odd bits of the
house wood-wor k. He had a knack when needing a guide |line down
near the edge of a strip of wood (in preparation perhaps for

sawi ng), by holding a pencil in the required place, his remaining
fingers being allowed to rub down the edge of the wood thus
controlling the path taken by the pencil line. Wth his limted

array of tools he nmade us a fender for the fireplace with a padded
| eat herette box-seat at each end

He concentrated nuch of his time on painting and decorating the
house where | loved to watch himpaint say the central bar of a
wi ndow with a single sweep down the edges that abutted the gl ass
wi thout ever a slip onto the glass pane. He made his own paint (a
tradesnman's customthen) and | eft-overs were always saved and
strained through old stockings prior to re-use.

Colour in those tinmes was not used very inmaginatively by

pai nters. Dark brown, olive or apple green, or if in a daring
franme of mind cream seened the only shades ever seen indoors or
out. (White would be regarded as really too glaring, but if used,
qui ckly turned to a pale creamanyway!) Dad did sonetimes use a
lightish colour, a sort of wal nut tone that was then treated
whilst still wet with a feather or special conb to imtate the
grain of the wood. A clever nan i ndeed was our dad.

Wal | paper patterns were as varied as today but there were no
vinyls, and the edges had to be trinmed at hone. There we woul d
all sit, legs outstretched with toes turned up supporting the rol
of paper as we cut down the edges straight and true to hasten
dad' s paper hangi ng operation. There was no emul sion paint for
wal I s and ceilings, instead one used distenper, a sort of whiting
m xed with water that could be dyed to the required colour. It had
to be washed away conpl etely when redecorati ng was contenpl ated, a
t edi ous and messy dreadful task

Thus with mum and dad sl oggi ng away we seened to settle in

Sout hend quite quickly. Ivy soon found work follow ng an interview
she had at Green's the grocers in Wodgrange Drive (though she had
a stye on her eye at the tinme) although the job was at their
Cuckoo Corner branch. Her anmbition was of course to get a job back
into Wholworth's, this was eventually achi eved but she had to wait
for the right vacancy to occur in the office.

Mum qui ckly found a new friend, a dear little kindly | ady who was
our next door neighbour, Ms Hesketh. They would go places and
shop together, it was lovely for both of them Mm of course had
been friendl ess of late, and by a happy coi nci dence Ms Hesketh
had been a Londoner herself and as a child had gone to The Hugh
Myddel t on School as mum s contenporary so they had nmuch in conmon.

At first we had no wirel ess set (our Finchley home-nmade one
bei ng too cunbersone to nove) and we nmanaged to get a nice second
hand "Ekco' battery one with bakelite cabinet along at the corner
of South Avenue called "Frank's Cycle Stores'. Radio Luxemrbourg
was a popul ar programme with advertisenments then. Mackintosh's
Sweet Co. had a series inviting listeners to tell the stories of
how they met their wi fe or husband. Dad decided to wite about

mum s life before and after they net, i.e:- as | described here in
Part 1. Their story was broadcast a few weeks | ater but not
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expecting to hear any nore, they nissed it! Never nind though, a
huge parcel later arrived full of Mackintosh's Chocol ate goodi es.
and Ivy and | had a generous share.

The man who |1'd expected to get ne a job at the huge "Ekco' radio
factory turned out to have only a nmundane job hinself, being in no
position to "hire and fire' anybody. | did get an interview though
provided by a charning elderly gent called M Gaillard then in
charge of the Tool Room--Cor! what a place! No overhead shafting
spinning with drive belts thrashing about, no noise to prevent
your hearing what was being said. This for its tine was ultra
nodern. There was just a gentle hum fromthe machines, their
nmotors being self-contained and all of thempainted in a pale

bl ue-grey tone and installed on a varni shed wood-bl ock floor. |
was shown around and saw nuch of the work bei ng done, but when it
cane to formfilling and a date | could start it turned out that

t hey took nobody on until they were at |east sixteen years ol d!
That meant | had a long time to wait but | was prom sed anot her
interview would be waiting for nel---so neanwhile | patiently had
ny heart set on becom ng one of their tool-nakers.

Mum woul d never have |l et nme hang around for long so | managed to
get fixed up first as a van boy with the Al bany Laundry in Nel son
Road and travelled with the driver to collect and deliver in

Hor nchurch. Then | tried nmy hand at Garon's bakery factory in
Sutton Road decorating fancy cakes would you believe? Quite an
education it was. They had a tiny dwarfish and brusque old fell ow
there, the manager | suppose, and clad in pure white including a
very tall chef hat. He showed nme howto put the jamin the mddle
of the large sponge cakes after slicing themthrough by spinning
one half faster and faster on the fingers of his upturned |eft
hand, then gently pouring just a little of the “runny' jamonto
the centre, whereupon it instantly flowed out to the edge due to
the speed of rotation.

Everybody followed a rigid rule where we had to go to the nearby
| ong sink and wash our hands when the bell clanged every half
hour! | spent a day or two in the weddi ng cake roomtoo where
really exquisite work was done, and later | was maki ng nmeri ngues
and had a spell making cream-a boring job of turning a
cylindrical drumover and over. | quite liked the nadeline cakes,
it was ny job to coat themin jamand then sprinkle themw th
desi cated coconut.

| had to fill huge wooden trays with finished cakes, this nade
them very heavy for ne but | had to put themon ny head and take
them down two flights of stairs to the dispatch departnent----yes

you' ve guessed correctly, one was front heavy' nmaking me go down
faster and faster until for safety sake | dropped the lot! Was
sacked? Honestly | can't renmenber but | do recall wanting dearly
to return to a nore dirty environnent and got nyself a job with
A.J. Hut chings Ltd in Gakhurst Road.

This nmove was a disaster in that the pig-headed proprietor seened
only interested in cheap | abour by enploying only teen- agers, in
fact | recall no one there over the age of about seventeen. 1'd
hoped for a tool-making job but “Beggars can't be choosers' as dad
woul d say. Principally they manufactured the sprung interiors of
car seats with other odd itens such as brass corner plates for
cafe tables. Mdst of us worked on an upper floor which for access
necessitated clinbing an external iron staircase down which
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vividly recall a pretty young girl falling fromthe top to the
bottom She was taken away by anbul ance and someone afterwards
sai d she had died.

My job there initially was the spot welding of seat franes, then
| was put on a buffing machine to polish the brass things, the
buf f nop sonetines flipped the part fromyour fingers (painfull!).
It then clattered and banged its escape around the nmop's guard so
you woul d stand well clear as it invariably shot out again towards
you! To effect the required finish, sticks of "Canning' brand
polish were occasionally applied to the buffing wheel whose
rotation at high speed threw off odd bits onto ny face. | was
already riddled with acne over nmy face and neck but now it rapidly
got worse! CQur doctor Bennison told me to take tinme off work for a
whil e and indicated "I npetigous Acne' on the certificate. On being
signed off he advised ne to get another kind of job. | gave in ny
notice but was told "you're too late for that! you're sacked!"

Up Sutton Road (opposite Garons Bakery, |ater Kenbro) was the shoe
repair shop of "Smith Bros' who next gave ne a job as there were
several weeks to go before ny forthcomng "EKCO interview The
brothers were told of this and kindly accepted this tenporary
arrangenent. The work was an entirely new departure but quite an
interesting craft. | |earned about |eather tanning and the knifing
of soles before their being sewn. Soleing and heeling wth shoe
brads, knife-trinmmng close to the welt, and nmchine sanding to
finish prior to the application of the heel-ball for a job wel
done. However cleaning their windows plus riding their trades bike
delivering and collecting the work from unpteen other shoe shops
around the town made nme | ose considerable interest.

One such little shop was down the side of an alley way beside the
Rivoli cinema in Al exandra Street where to nmy delight | found the
proprietor was ny dear cousin Jacky Butler (dad's sister Lily's
son) That fanmily as earlier indicated had noved to Sout hend from
Leyt onstone and were now living in Hanstel Road though they had
first gone to Ennisnore Gardens. So this was a nice reunion for ne
and what is nore, he played the accordion! It was a bright blue
full size nodel of Paoli Soprani make which he played fairly well
but his main interest was "nmagic' and being a nember of ~The Magic
Crcle' he knew a thing or two!

During our first visit to their hone we had quite an entertaining
evening, with their infant daughter Maureen singing the |atest

Fl anagan and Al len song "Any Unbrellas' that she preferred to cal
“Any Umberel | ows' !

Jack and | played our accordi ons and Jack perforned a few tricks
pl us one he'd no doubt shown his nmum but involved a "fall guy

(our dad) and called "Black Magic' where one held a plate and

wi ped a finger-tip around its underside, followed by the finger

t hen bei ng passed across the forehead or perhaps down a cheek. The
ot her participant, apparently “nesnerised had to repeat the
manouvre. This time though it provoked | aughter fromthe gathering
because unknowi ngly the finger tip was covered in soot fromthe
underside of the plate froma lighted candle previously held bel ow
it! W had several such evenings but one went sour and poor
sensitive lvy was rightly offended when things got out of hand
during the merriment and her skirt was lifted for a joke. She was
quite overcone so Mum and dad thought it best if | took her hone.
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The tine duly arrived for me to see the "Ekco' personnel manager
They had renenbered and sent ne the appointnent tine. It took only
mnutes and | was to start as a " Tool -meking inmprover' with a

cl ocking in nunber of 108 at a wage of od..3s..6d per week. | was
put in the care of Jinmmy Wales a Scot with broad accent who
patiently taught me all his engineering hints and winkles as

hel ped himto nmake jigs, fixtures and press tools. The latter are
for blanking metal shapes with or without holes pierced in them

O her tools night be for bending themor even deep draw ng t hem
into tin box shapes etc. So this was the life for me and the other

fellows were all |ovely bl okes--Eddi e Sansom (an el derly naster of
the craft), Kenny CGodsill, Freddy Lanbert, Sid Cole, Al ec Andrews,
Ronnie Palmer, WIly Russell, Sid Tuffin--oh and several others

i ncluding the peculiar but strangely |ikeable charge-hand we
called “Scruffy Thonpson' who though about fifty five, had a “Bela
Lugosi like “Dracula' face, iron greying hair and al ways wore an
egg stained tie, and badly creased and dirty trousers underneath
his regul ation grey overall secured with bits of wire, not
buttons!. (ours were ordinary |ight brown warehouse coats, the
foremen's were white).

Except for the managenent of course, all the men belonged to The
Amal gamat ed Engi neering Uni on and persuaded me to join. This | was
glad to do and went to the |ocal branch where one of the chaps had
to propose ne and anot her second the proposal. It was all very
formal and quite a cerenony with us all signing on the dotted
line, themtaking ny fourpence a week and starting a | ong neeting

to solve the workers problens. | soon |earned that workers
problens are really only solved by uni on nenbership, hence the
expression “Unity is strength' | soon noticed that those who don't

join and those who love to criticise trade unionismare selfishly
quite happy to share in the benefits of the better wages and
conditions that unions obtain.

Fromthe nonent | started at the firml admired (nmore likely
coveted) Jim s tool cabinet. These cabinets are for the nore
precision type tools and are miniature | ockable chests of drawers
that slide in and out beautifully. His had a |idded recess at the
top. All the men had one but his was by far the best and after
seeing ny sketch and description of it dad set to work to make ne

one bless him WlIl it was a reasonable initation and although the
drawers did not fit at all well (dad was no cabi net maker) it
served me very well. It was passed on when | bought one cheaply

years |ater.

Leisure wise | was still as keen as ever on the cinema with which
Sout hend was fortunately well blessed. Southchurch Road had the
Gaurmont (once their H ppodrone music hall),the C vic opposite and
the Plaza at Southchurch. The Hi gh Street had Garon's C nena
opposite the alley way entrance to the Strand cinema in Warrior
Square. Near to the L.M S railway bridge was the Astoria (beconing
|ater the Odeon). At the top of Pier Hll was the Rtz and

Al exandra Street had the Rivoli nmentioned earlier. Ham et Court
Road's was the Kings and there was the Mascot and the Metropol e
vyi ng opposite each other in the London Road nearby. In Leigh-on-
Sea were the Corona and the Col osseum while Hadl eigh's was the

Ki ngsway. The Gaunont, Odeon and Rivoli showed the new productions
but all of the rest survived very well showing only the old

rel eases.
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O theatres there was " The Pal ace' of the traditional kind, and a
so called nusic hall called the "Regal' a flea-pit of a dunp with
one seating level. It only ever put on questionable nude shows and
“acts' that no one had ever heard of, though | did go just once,
to see the comc-cumjazz drumrer Max Bacon of whom you may have
hear d.

Conme Septenmber Hitler's armies marched into Pol and and he was
given the ultimtumthat if they did not w thdraw we woul d be at
war! Prinme Mnister Chanberlain received no reply--or to quote his
words at 1la.m on the third "No such reply has been received, so
consequently we are now at war with Germany". Mum Ivy and | were
inthe mddle roomat the tine and listening to the nessage on the
wirel ess.

"Aw ny Gawd" mumcried "Now we'll "av it! | renenber the bonbs in
the | ast war when four aeroplanes cane over all at once"!
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Chapter 25
Farewell Thirties and then the nenacing Forties.

So that was it! | knew enough about the '14-'18 war, the unpteen
mllions dead, Passchendaele and the rest of it so how would we
all fare this time? MWy mates, ny relatives, alnost all of them
seem ng so distant now, | felt sort of lonely, it was a forebodi ng
feeling at the realisation that school children from vul nerabl e
towns all over the country were being evacuated to country
districts losing the love of their parents for |ong periods, a few
| ucky ones would at | east have numgo with them but she probably
no | onger having a hubby at home to fend for. He nost likely

bei ng sent abroad to becone just “cannon fodder' as was the case
the last time,--- still, that Hitler bloke had to be dealt with
sonehow.

Wthin only a few hours of the war declaration we heard the

cat awaul i ng up and down how of the air-raid siren's warning but
luckily it was a fal se al arm and nothi ng nuch happened for quite a
period. We were told to always carry our gas nmasks of course and
conserve energy, foods, water etc. Ration books had been issued,
only five inches of water in the bath was the rule! Mum hastily
stocked up with all nanner of things she thought would be in short

supply.

The "Bl ack-out' was a nenace with no lights whatever permtted to
show fromthe dwellings, no street |lights, and vehicle head-Ianps
reduced to a slit by being covered with a slotted tin shield.
Trans and buses had their wi ndows painted with a transparent
purple paint and all blinds were pulled down in the trains at

ni ght. ~Anderson' air-raid shelters were installed in everyone's
back gardens. They were of corrugated asbestos panels sunk into
the soil by three feet or so with a blast panel fitted to protect
the entrance aperture. The E. K Cole. factory provided | ong tunnels
of concrete for its two thousand odd enpl oyees, with wooden fornms
for themto sit upon and we were to rush to them at the sound of
t he war ni ng.

Apart fromthese precautions |life proceeded much as before, the
tunnels were rarely used, our shelter at hone never, because num
swore blind that " W're gonna be safer in our own 'one!" so
things were really not too bad and even dad got sonme intermttent
work, (with a building firmcalled Byford and Co, | think).

Bet ween whil es Mum nade a few bob with her crochet work turning
out dozens of table nats and dressing table sets that Ivy did a
trade with by selling themto her workmates.

Dad showed us how to nake anot her kind. He nade up a range of
rectangul ar franes with nails spaced about an inch apart with
heads protrudi ng upward. On to these we wound wool up, down, and
back and forth across without cutting it anywhere. W then had to
tie each of the crossover intersections separately, finally
cutting just about two thirds of each set of strands between the
knots. Wen the finished mat was gently renoved fromall the
nails, the wool's elasticity threw up each of the intersections
into quite pretty little floral bobbles.

Everyone qui ckly becane geared to the war effort though, sone

volunteering for the AR P.(air-raid precautions), the A F. S
(Auxilliary Fire Service) or maybe the L.D.V.(Local Defence
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Vol unteers, later to become The Home Guard). Even so, the first
few nont hs brought very little worry fromthe enemy to us in
Britain, in fact the nedia began to refer to the period as "The
Phoney War"---Later on of course things were to dramatically
change for the worse!

Working for the "Ekco' as we called it was quite an experience
especially at about eight in the norning, for it seemed that the

whol e town was full of bikes! Al naking for the factory. I, like
every Southend cyclist in those days, nmade for "“The Tunbri dge Road
Cycle Stores' for a good bike deal. | traded mne for a second

hand smart “tourer' there, a slimwheeled nmodel with Russ pattern
front forks, so | was nicely set up for ny bike journey to and
fromthe job.

Ah! the job! how nice it was working with Jimy Wal es and the
other men there, this was nmy first real experience of high

preci sion work--Jig boring (the extrenmely accurate positioning and
maki ng of holes in steel carried out in the confines of a special
room of constant tenperature). Punch shaping (the machining of
contoured punches for piercing or blanking of conponents for the
conmpany's radi o chassis). Surface grinding (for creating the
highly precise flat surfaces of the steel plates constituting the
build up of the production tooling required). Flane cutting (for
cutting out, leaving a machi ning all owance), the rough shapes of
the plates fromhuge billets of steel in preparation for
subsequent machi ni ng.

Shapi ng and pl ani ng nachines are the alternatives used for the
nor e handl eabl e si zed pieces of steel. A shaping nachine has its
tool - hol der on a reciprocating carriage with an adjustabl e stroke
operating at the top of the machine. Sid Tuffin liked to sit on
this part and enjoy a back and forth ride! Wien a new version of
"Wtan' nmeke was installed he was not aware that its return (non
cutting) stroke was very fast (for time saving) and he was flung
of f the machi ne head over heels and onto the floor but thankfully
uni nj ur ed!

I thought it wise to start evening classes again at the Southend
Techni cal Col | ege doi ng Engi neering Wrkshop Practice (for ne they
confined it to lathework). Al so Engi neering Science, Technica
Drawi ng and Engi neering Mathematics. | was doing quite well at
these but half way into the Maths course they changed the teacher!
Li ke too many teachers he (actually a Fire Brigade O ficer) erred
badly by concentrating only on those who could keep up with hin
and being a slow learner | got left behind. This is surely stil
the cause of failure for many students even today and through no
fault of their own.

| suppl enented ny engineering education by taking the nmagazi ne
“Practical Engineering' making a scrap book of the articles of
interest, and invested in a weekly book called "The Conpl ete
Engineer', it ran for a year and was then bound into four vol urmes
but was really disappointing in that it covered all branches of
the subject, so the parts of interest to me anpbunted to very
little.

Light relief was gained by reading a serial in lvy's ~d anour'
weekly called “Anna Chapnan' a tale about the evil exploits of a
girl bent on stealing other girls boy friends or husbands. |
clearly recall regular adverts inside and on the back for 'Coty
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and ' Tangee' lipsticks, the latter illustrating a South Sea
Island's beauty. Better reading for ne was lvy's weekly “Film
Pictorial' or "Picturegoer' nagazines.

Ivy was quite an ardent reader and | renenber she sent off for a
set of books on Law, Medicine, Household nanagenent etc. About
twelve in all by Odham s Press. Another of her books | |iked was a
silver covered volune of film star photographs of the day. One of
her |ight hobbies was to nmake a scrap book of filmstars press and
magazi ne cuttings. | think | still took the "Filmfun' and read
t he boys paper ' The Chanpi on' and an occasi onal copy of “Practica
Mechani cs' a m sh-mash of ideas and news for hobbyists with a
techni cal bent. About that time | gave up nmy stanp collecting
hobby anpunting to sonme ten thousand stanps which like a prize
twit | sold to a second hand shop for fifteen shillings!

One short lived craze of the period was the maki ng of brooches
etc. lvy would bring home |engths of 1/16" square section gold
plated alunminiumw re that was easily bendabl e enabling us to nake
all manner of things together.

The Ekco factory was of several buildings for the differing

di visions of their manufacturing capacity. So they had " The Radio
Di vision', The Avionics Division', "The Plastics Division' etc.
was a tiny cog in the Radio Division. W could wander about

bet ween di vi sions and departnents which was useful for keeping
abreast of all the processes going on

The Radio Division was by far the largest in the conplex, its main
bui |l di ng bei ng a vast open planned expanse, perhaps a quarter of a
mle ong by about half as w de and having multiple gangways
separating great |ong and narrow tables crossing the whole w dth
of the building. This arrangenment of gangway, table, gangway,
table etc. occupying the entire length of the place. Now can you
pi cture the hub-bub and clatter emanating fromthere when occupi ed
by probably a thousand or nore bright blue overalled wonmen and
girls? Here they sat al nost shoul der to shoul der passing radio
chassis to each other for the deft soldering in of the valve

hol ders, resisters, condensers etc.

To get to various other departnents and canteen it was often
necessary to pass al ong one gangway or another between all the
| adi es. The nen (and | suppose the girls) quite took a fancy to
this arrangenent--and | confess | was no exception

I ndeed | quickly becane entranced by a beautiful blonde |ass (so
was apparently maturing by now) and felt | had to see her just
once in every day!--but it seened she woul d never even notice ne
except after several nonths, then she | ooked at ne just once and
felt myself reddening all over and | just had to | ook away!. | was
inwardly scared of girls you see and was too enbarrassed to pursue
her any nmore. Well anyway nmum had often said that she hoped

woul d take no notice of the opposite sex until | was at | east
seventeen. She did not exactly disallow me but she felt ny career
really came first! So | didn't nmind. | could still privately

fantasi ze about G nger Rogers anyway!

Dinner tinmes we spent in the firm s vast canteen where we ate our
sandwi ches or bought a neal. If the latter, one had to buy tickets
so that for hygienic reasons the counter |adies would not have to
handl e coins. It was an enornous building |like a theatre and
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conplete with a fully equi pped stage, curtains, lighting etc. Here
t hey perforned plays, amateur variety shows, held factory neetings
etc. | seemto remenber the B.B.C doing their then popular "Misic
whi l e you work' progranme there on occasion and (in better tines)
the Wlfred Pickles “Have a Go' show

There was tinme after the neal for us chaps to either stroll about
the conplex or join in a ball gane on a large triangle of rough
green just outside our tool-room The ball frequently I anded on
the low flat roof and it was invariably I who took the easy
clamber up to get it. In bad weather we congregated in the heat
treatment shop (where the flane cutting, hardening and tenpering
of steel was done) to play darts, one of the few ganes | quite
l'ike.

Back at the bench Jimy taught ne how to read precision neasuring
instruments, | was already famliar with the mcrometer fromny
" Qpperman' days but now it was the “Vernier Caliper', its
counterpart the Hei ght Gauge both of which neasure in thousandths
of an inch and the use of even nore precise Optical flats' and
“Johannson Slip Gauges'. Having mastered these fairly quickly and
could operate all the different machining processes | nust have
become rat her big-headed, for Jimy and others would pronmptly
“slap me down' when | devel oped the undesirable habit of verbally
interjecting their engineering conversations with high-falutin
opi nions of ny own.

| was virtually cured of this when Jinmy once picked up a piece
of work I'd nade entirely,(a part for his tool and of which | was
quite proud) and saying "Did YOU nake this WIfred?" Expecting a
little praise | replied "Yes Jint' but he viewed it closely,
nmeasured a part of it and suddenly threw it hurtling down the
wor kshop' s | ong gangway! Thereafter he softened and showed ne
where the piece was in serious error, renonstrating to ne al so by
explaining that | still had nuch to learn. He was really the
ki ndest of nen, a superb craftsnan and a true friend to whom|
realised much later | owed a great deal

Anot her |ovely chap was our repair nman Jack, he serviced old tools
with WIlie Russell and got to hear of ny accordion playing. As |
recall his daughter played quite well but had had a dog she adored
and the poor thing would how pathetically whenever she donned the
instrument (dogs tend to how or cry at the sound of various

nmusi cal instrunments). In this case however the poor ani nal becane
ill and died! Jack deemed it purely a coincidence but the girl was
convi nced her accordion playing was the cause. She was bent on
selling it as soon as possible and (via Jack) offered it to me for
five pounds! It was a Hohner “Verdi IIl"' in navy blue, a fine
instrunment and quite a bargain. Mum and Dad decided to | et ne have
the noney and so of course | was “tickled pink'with ny new
possessi on.

By nmid 1940 the war had gone badly for Britain and France,the
country's general apprehension induced all us lads to spend nuch
spare tinme making identity discs fromthe sheet nmetal piercings
fromour press tools for fanily nenbers and friends. The
evacuation of our troops from Dunkirk had been effected and Paris
had been occupied by the Gernmans. Now “The Battle of Britain'
(indeed FOR Britain) had begun etc. so the Ekco managenent deci ded
to evacuate their activities inland to Mal nesbury in Wltshire. To
me, you can inagine this news was a di saster for as nuch as
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enjoyed nmy job with the firml could not see nyself |eaving hone.
So what to do?

Well Jimy Wales told ne of a Belgian lad (Ray Phillipe) who had

| eft Ekco's a couple of years earlier and was successfully re-
installed at a place called “The Rodensi de Engi neering Co. Ltd.'
at Barking. | think Jimry or our nmanager M Gaillard arranged an
appoi ntnent there for ne, so | went. The interview was short "Wat
[imts can you work within"? the manager (M Dunkl ey) asked."Hal f
athou" | replied and was in! with ny new cl ock nunber 103.

Before long came the appalling air-raids on London, Bristol
Coventry etc. Southend was let off fairly lightly | suppose but
the "Starline Paints' factory suffered a big bonmb and went up in
flanmes and the school at the junction of Haml et Court Road and
London Road was bonbed al so. There were several other bonbing
incidents that | forget and several fire bonbs too. So many folk
volunteered for fire watching duty and issued with stirrup punps
in order to aid the town's energency services. Ack-Ack fire could
be heard from several directions and we had an anti-aircraft or
Bof ors gun close to us at the junction of North Avenue and Sutton
Road.

Mum still refused to go down our shelter repeating "I know |'1|

al ways be alright in my own 'one"! | have to say she seened to
have t he power of prenonition if ever sonething was wong or if
good news was on its way. So we never used it. However there was
much written about staying near the party wall of houses for

saf ety when bonbing was inmnent so | set to and cl eared our under
stairs cupboard and arranged wooden boxes as seats, thus into the
cupboard we woul d go when the air-raid warning sounded, but it was
sonetines a couple of hours before the "All Cear' signal was
heard and our cl ose confinement becane by then too unconfortabl e,
so the idea was a failure even though air-raids by nightfal

became the norm as the weeks and nont hs passed.

The Rodenside Co. nade tools |like those at the “Ekco' of course
but not confined to radio parts, and their sizes varied rmuch nore
wi dely, also the tool-roomwas about three tinmes the size. On the
debit side much of the machinery was quite old and shafting driven
as it had been in nmy ~Opperman' days and the floor was just a
concrete expanse not a patch on the sophisticated wood-bl ock
affair of the Ekco plant. The place was heated by only two coke
fed round tubular fires, a nost inadequate arrangenment and in

wi nter the work-pieces were so cold they tended to stick to the
fingers.

They had a vast main workshop for general tooling with benches
filling one side and relevant machinery filling the other. Above
each end projected a nezzanine floor. On that at the front was the
canteen occupying half of it, the Drawing and Costing offices
havi ng the other half. The canteen was run by an extrenely old
gent called Harry whose cooki ng was excel | ent but he had a strange
trait of wandering to and fro singing "Ch ny Kingdom for a bl oody
“orse" as he carried out his duties or shouting "Cone and get your
eating irons" or "fork an' knife"

The opposite end's floor carried a seperate workshop for precision
press-tool nmeking only. The main office, toilets etc were on the
front at ground |level, The stores of steel, screws et al were at
the back as was the fuel and packing room Behind this main
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bui | di ng was anot her sizabl e workshop, quite separately confined
to maki ng hi gh precision gauges.

To get there and back added an extra three and a half hours to ny
day so | was setting off each norning at six to catch the six-
fifteen (always crowded) at Southend Central station then | would
change at Upninster for the Underground train to Becontree station
and wal k (ten mnutes) down Gale Street to the factory facing it
in Barking's Ripple Road. Sonetines though, due to sone bonbing

i ncident our six-fifteen train would be diverted to Til bury where
it would wait and wait! then pull out again and crawl along to
Barki ng. There | would have to get a bus that went down the Ripple
Road where | would then alight at Gale Street perhaps an hour or
so late!. It was on Barking station once that we all took rapid
cover as a Stuka dive bonmber 'screaned’ downward (they were noted
for that sound) aimng straight at the station with its machi ne
guns blazing. It soared away again with much roofing glass broken
but nobody hurt.

On starting work at the new job | soon net M Brown the director
M Eric Edwards a foreman, M Theobal d, another foreman (he was
also a Major in the Hone Guard and once when in his office a few
of us narrowy escaped death when in denmponstrating his autonmatic
rifle it rattled off about five rounds that splintered his wooden
of fice and continued through the factory snmashing through gl ass
wi ndows and two roof panels!). But |I've digressed again.

They first put me on a snall lathe on the main floor for a tine
but soon wanted me to try ny hand at " Tool -1 nspection' under the
Chi ef Inspector Bill Hel ps--the nost inapropriate nane for such a

man! Far from " hel ping' anyone his policy was “if you check a

t ool - makers work and pass it O K. you've given it insufficient
attention!' He had such a notice pinned up on his wall! The nen
had to have ne check each machi ning operation to the tol erances
given on its drawing and | had to return it to the workshop with
one of these notifications:- ~ Scrap,to be re-nade' or "Rejected
or "~ Passed with comment' (all followed by reasons why) or
“Passed'. You can bet | nuch preferred making the bits to

i nspecting themso before long | appealed to return to the

wor kshop, preferably to do a stint of press-tool making that | had
been | earning under Jimy's care. They transferred nme at once
whi ch pl eased nme no end.

Witing here of Jimry again | recall that the Ekco idea was to
have each nan conpletely responsible for naking each tool inits
entirety, handling all his own nmachining processes, heat treatnent
and inspection necessities (except for the jig-boring, where a
speci al i st was enpl oyed) whereas at Rodenside all the nen
specialised in their own field as is generally the case nowadays.
So we had mlling machinists Ray English and Jack Jackson (to
beconme the jig borer and a future works manager el sewhere),
surface grinder CGeorgie Webb (mad on Rol and Peachy a guitarist of
the Felix Mendel sohn Hawaiian Serenaders). fitters Eric Downer
Peter Brinble and Jock Collie (he was al so privately a violinist
of the B.B.C. and the London Synphony Orchestras?). There were
many others in the nmain shop of course whose nanes escape nme now,
slotters, turners, cylindrical grinders, cutter grinders and the
like. However, close friends Joe Popham Johnnie Kerby and Bil
Zolowski 1'Il tell you of later on.
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Mum was ri ght about our house. W did remain safe in it but the
ri sk of external bonmbs blowing in the wi ndows i nduced nmost people
to take the advice fromthe nmedia to put sticky tape in cross
shapes over the w ndows whi ch woul d not prevent breakage but

hel ped contain the resulting slivers. One peculiarity of a bonb
expl osion was the blast first blow ng every thing outward, then
(because of the vacuum at the source) sucking a great deal of the
gl ass etc back inward, i.e. an inmplosion. W were |lucky to have no
wi ndows broken at home, our only dangerous incident being a chunk
of anti aircraft shrapnel striking and ricocheting off the back
door!

The incessant ni ght bonbing and Battle of Britain continued so
was not too surprised on wending my way down Gale Street for work
one norning when | was nmet by one of our night shift chaps waving
his arns and shouting "Go careful at the factory WIf, its all
dahn mate! its all dahn"! but he was only joking. Wndows were
broken and my tool cabinet was flung across the bench and the

pl ace was afog with dust, but that was all
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Chapter 26
On with the war and show busi ness

So | had now got back to doing the work I enjoyed and wor ki ng
upstairs on the rear nmezzani ne floor. The charge-hand was Tom

Ker by, about fifty five, totally bald and al nost stone deaf but an
extremely fast tool naker, he was at the bench to ny right. To ny
left was a stout bespectacled elderly gent with a red face and

pai nful feet. He was Bill Watling, full of sound advice and a
fountain of wisdom his work was al ways beautifully executed

O hers there were punch shaper Johnnie Harris, a youngster in one
end wor kshop (son of the inventor of London Transport conductors
ti cket machines). There was a young |l ad, "~Snowy' (surname Wite of
course). Another elderly pipe snoking hand called JimAyers, a
Lancastrian Ken Land, skilled but |ess mature chaps James
Barrowran, Dave Wlie and Ron Spiers. The latter two shared one
end workshop with an abl e young engi neer (a sea-scouting
enthusiast) Ted Elliott, who | still regard as a close friend

(al though we net only once since the war). | recall he liked a
filmof Eddie Bracken's and another with the en MIler orchestra
he (or us both?) saw at the Dagenham Princess cinema called " Sun
Val | ey Serenade' also starring ice skater Sonja Henie.

Havi ng diverted the story to the cinena it was probably about that
time that vy and | went to the Garon's Cinema at Sout hend and saw
Bob Hope's fine but already ageing filmwith the lovely Shirley
Ross cal l ed “Thanks for the nmenory' in which she and Bob sing the
title song (that becanme his signature tune), and the other hit of
its day "Renenber ne?'. The nearby "“Strand' cinema had their
“hocus-pocus' night every Friday when tal ent conpetitions were
hel d between the A and B pictures. | think | had three go's at
this, com ng second, then tying for first with a |lass who sang
"The Holy City' and finally getting the first, all within six
nonths or so, | reckon the audi ence by then had had enough so
didn't try it again!

What al so conmes to mind is that when al one once down the Hi gh
Street | had not realised until my eyes were streaning that a
nock gas attack was under way and |i ke nost other naughty fol k |
was w thout my gas-nmask! | hastened up the road and round the
corner and into the Gaunont Ci nena where the gas had so far not
penetrated. They were showi ng Disney's “~Fantasia', marvellous! An
education in cartoon art formand classical nusic, the latter of
only marginal interest to ne at the tine. but to return to
Rodensi de' s: -

Christmas tine down on our factory's main floor was a jolly
affair, the office girls and |l ads cladding the nmachinery with
decorations, (including those of one wag who was rudely bl owi ng up
t hree condons and tying themtogether to represent nale
genitalial). Sonmeone asked ne to bring in the accordion so we had
si ngi ng and sone danci ng. The managenent and senior men conducted
a quiz akin to the then popular “Brains Trust' programe, where
they attenpted to answer serious questions of the day on science,
religion, politics, etc. Anything really, but | renmenber one
guestion being "Do we live to work or work to live' ---quite a
teaser but | can't recall the answers.

Havi ng heard ne playing the accordion, Ted Elliott invited ne to
t he Bar ki ng Techni cal Coll ege where they were putting on a show
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conpered by a light conedian called Charlie Mason. | don't recal
much of the show but a chap nade a fine rendering of the ballad "I
Travel The Road'. Charley did his comic and dance routine, and a
| ady call ed ~Madge Thomas' sang soprano ballads exquisitely. In
short though, Charlie wanted nme to join a new Concert Party he was
formng, principally to entertain the troops in the surroundi ng
area. | was pleased of course to join.

We had our introductory neeting at his home. The guests were al
tal ented from consi derabl e experience. He, of course, was the

| eader. Madge Thomas was our soprano and acconpani st for everyone.
Tom WIIls the conedi en, Ray Patman the "Ray of Sunshine' (a tap
dancer and acrobat). Mtzi Stanford was the soubrette. The Bonner
Brot hers were ukel el e duetists, (Jackson Bonner doubl ed as our
magi cian and illusionist). Then there was ne, of course, on
accordi on mainly, but doubling with inpressions (Gordon Harker
Cyril Fletcher, yodelling George van Dueson etc) and piano sol os
fromtime to tine.

I found stage fright a bit of a nenace though, always wanting to
enpty ny bowels just before going on stage!

W were called "The Spitfires' and our bookings grew thick and
fast. The openi ng nunber was " Light up Your Face wi th Sunshine,
put on a great big smile, etc', and we closed in the sane noral e
boosting vein with "Smle Al the Wile, that's the thing you' ve
got to do today, etc', after being sure to nmake the show as fast
novi ng as possible. Any slow features were kept well apart, for
exanpl e Madge's ball ads and Jackson's illusions. The programres
were in two halves, of course, and we had a spot in each. | was
first turn playing two flashy solos, such as "El Relicario and
"Ragamuffin', followed by a selection of pops of the day. Madge
(sel f-acconpani ed) then sang a couple of ballads, maybe “One Fine
Day' and " Shine Through My Dreans'. Platinum bl onde Ray Pat man
woul d then cone on stage, usually scantily clad in what resenbl ed
a sequi nned bikini to do her somersaults and quick-fire tap
routines. Then Charlie Mason's jokes, song and dance. The Bonner
Brothers followed with their alternative mmcking of CGeorge
Fornby's ukel el e nunbers. Then Tom Wl ls doi ng perhaps his
“drunken army cook' sketch and finally Mtzi Stanford belting out
a raucous "~ There's No Business Li ke Show Business' or the like

The second half ran generally in sinilar order, but with our
better numbers presented. The ladies in particular wearing a
change of costune and Jackson would create a fascinating illusion
and | (as the last turn this tinme) would invariably finish with a
great deal of old tine choruses and get the crowd to sing along to
them Soon after we got established we were struck a bl ow when
little 15 year old Ray Patnam contracted T.B. and died of it after
a short illness. W continued with no replacenent by extending
our acts a little, or occasionally engaging Al an Vines, a very
talented | ocal ventril oquist.

Many of our shows ran | ate of course, or involved awkward
journeys, so | had to take my accordion into work and sl eep on ny
bench am d the noi se of the night shift's nmachinery and the
initial curiosity of the enpl oyees! Madge got to hear about it and
fromthen on offered to put me up at her place on such occasions.
Her sol dier son had been called up, so his bed was very wel cone,
and in the nmornings Madge sawto it that | ate a hearty breakfast
and would al so give ne a neal after nmy day's work prior to any
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show we (or | alone) mght be doing that night. How she nanaged it
with serious food rationing in progress | can't imagine.

Sonme tines of course her own programre nmde it inconvenient for
me to stay the night and if it was during the week end 1'd
invariably go honme. Arriving there usually exhausted, it was a
relief to get my bow and separate collar off, and releasing the
di amante studs of my stiff fronted white shirt enabled nme to fee
quite relaxed. It would be very late at night of course with mum
and dad long since in bed. As a snoker | recall with humlity how
dad on such occasions always left nme his packet of fags and his
box of matches on the table at the position where | always sat.

It happened that quite a |lot of jobs began to cone nmy way in and
around t he Dagenham cum Barking district. | even got a gig playing
in a dance band di scovering that Accordion bass sounds do not
blend with the sounds made by the other instrunents, it's not to
do with mi splaced harnmony but the sounds nerely not able to mx

As an accordionist I've listened intently to various bands since
and the typical accordion bass sounds are just not played.

As tine went by Madge becane a sort of second nmother to nme. She
and her husband, Fred, were niddl e aged, he worked in the
el ectrical stores of the London Transport Underground rail way.

H s hobby, though, was nodel engineering, so naturally he and
became really close friends. He had a little garden shed that was
festooned with equi pmrent and included a notorised |athe on his
bench, quite a rarity for those tines. | was a snoker then, and
Fred made ne a quite superb cigarette lighter of polished brass
that he then proceeded to silver plate for ne, a fine present that
served me well for nmany years. Fred came to all our shows,
becom ng a sort of 'roady' by hel pi ng backstage in any way he
could e.g. lighting, curtains, equipnent, anything.

Madge and Fred's frequent sojourn not surprisingly was to the
theatre. They loved the Ivor Novello musicals that were to

i nfl uence Madge's choice of songs for our shows. Sone years |ater
| recall them being enraptured by the nusical “Bless the Bride'

O course they liked the Music Hall and took me to the West Ham
Enmpire with themto see a comic nagician called "The Great C aude'
a forerunner of the Tomry Cooper type of hunerous magician. His
act opened with an easel on stage, displaying a huge card notice
proclaimng “~The Great Claude'. Then his tricks failed nore and
nore and were interspersed with other cards declaring ~d aude'
then “The Little Claude', “The Big Clod' etc.

Around this period the inpressario Carrol Levis was hol di ng
auditions at the Golders Green Hi ppodrone so | thought |I'd have a
go but was unsuccessful, so many turned up for it that there was
no tine for anyone to give of their best anyway, --- but back to
Madge and Fred.

Madge and Fred lived in Arden Crescent, near Gale Street, so it
was very convenient for nme to get to the factory in the nornings.
They were a lovely couple and | only wish | had been | ess

t houghtl ess in those days, that is to say | don't recall ever
buyi ng them presents or paying anything to Madge for mny keep, or
for the Cossack style ice-blue satin blouse and sash she nmade for
nme to wear for our shows.
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Their home was only a little Council house, (the exact reverse but
i dentical design to Gordon and Peggy's). Fred had made nost of
the furniture it contained for he was a fi ne woodwor ker and his
french polishing showed exceptional skill.

Wal ki ng up to Madge's one lunch-tine the air-raid warni ng sounded
as did the sound of fighter aircraft in battle, and then the
distant famliar rat-tat-tat-tat-tat of machi ne guns, and a wonan
at her street door yelling to ne "Conme in here cock quick!" and
fromher doorway we saw flanes belting froma fighter and its ever
increasing roar as it began to fall by tipping angularly out of
the sky. Also falling, though gently now, was the ejected pil ot
by parachute! He had presumably aimed the plane to niss the

popul ace as best he could, for it crashed at the centre of the

junction of Gale Street and Hedgeman's Road, still with its
machi ne guns blazing! 1t was one of ours --- a Hurricane or
Spitfire, I don't now know.

Wal ki ng down Gale Street each norning | would nearly always pass a
pretty girl, and as a month or two went by we woul d exchange a
smle and | began to |l ook forward to those few seconds each day.
On the first occasion that she smled | was absol utely hooked and
sure she was destined to be minel | told ny nates about her and
they woul d keep asking daily if I'd got a date with her yet? and
at first they were synpathetic when | said “No', but they got so
used to that answer that they began to guffaw at ny continued | ack
of courage.

Dave Wl ie though remai ned forever consoling to me and kept

rem nding ne kindly that “faint heart ne'er won fair lady'. O
course, | knew full well he was right but | just couldn't bring
nmyself to stop and talk to the girl. So things got worse and

worse, so that | couldn't get her out of my mind! and | was
crestfallen if she was not there on any nmorning. M weekends were
dead because | could not abide the wait till Monday norning ---and
so it went on --- and on !!

Because of the anticipated invasion of Britain by the Germans and
their ever increasing air-raid nenace, the “Mrrison' shelter was
introduced. It was solid steel, the size of a double bed but Iike
a table on four steel |legs. One was delivered to us at home and
installed in our mddle roomand fromthen on mum and dad sl ept
underneath it and a single bed was put against the wall that was
party to the kitchen. lIvy slept on the bed and | slept beneath
her. The floor seened very hard and Ivy's sheets etc. being tucked
down agai nst the wall had a habit of swi nging about and tickling
my face if she noved at all. How nmum managed to nake ny bed or
the Morrison one | can't imagine, but the latter served us well as
a table.

About this time Ivy and | encountered M Miggl eton working on a
fish stall opposite the Kursaal entrance, he and his famly having
long since left their home in New Trinity Road when they were our
near nei ghbours there. Ivy therefore soon renewed and devel oped
old friendships with the Muggleton girls Lilly, Kitty and d adys
They all lived up at Leigh-on-sea in Pall Mall

Granmophone records were beginning to be in short supply but | had
built up a rapport with the man in a shop at Victoria G rcus

call ed Heaths, and was ordering ny records al nost weekly. To play
the fancy solos on ny accordion | felt it was necessary to |learn
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themreligiously fromrecords. Thus | built up quite a

conpr ehensive collection and Dad built me a cupboard for it
between the fireplace and the inner wall of our front parlour. Not
being able to play well fromnusic, but finding it easy to play by
ear any famliar tune, repetitive record playing was the quick way
to solve the problem

Bill Zol owski at work first suggested the idea when he politely
renonstrated with ne for ny declaration that | did not |ike

classical music. "What you nean" he said, "is that you don't
listen to it! for if youreally listened to it you can't fail to
like it!"™ Then he advised ne to get a record of "The Dance of the
Hours' from La G oconda by Poncielli as a good place to begin.

This | did and discovered that it is full of different mnel odies
and all of them good. Later he proved to ne that his own taste in
nmusi ¢ was varied indeed. He had heard ne playing the accordion
and once asked ne if | was trying to enulate Toralf Tollafsen ---
| had never heard of the chap! "Learn his recording of “Dizzy
Accordion' and I'Il give you a pound", he said. Wll, one pound
was quite a lot of noney then, so | accepted the challenge, won

t he pound and was hooked onto Toll afsen's recordings thereafter:-
Hungari an Rhapsody No.2, Poet and Pweasant, Carnival of Venice,
Invitation to the Waltz, etc. These | learned and used in ny act
qui te soon.

Fromthen on | was buying mainly synphoni c and novelty orchestra
stuff to learn, eg:- The Barber of Seville, Hora Staccato, Dizzy
Fi ngers, The Dance of the Comedi ans from The Bartered Bri de,

O pheus in the Underworld, etc, etc. All of them | suppose,
ultimately earned for me a good deal of pocket nopney.

Bill Zol owski was Jew sh of course, very fat, with flanming red
hair, and nore freckles than nme, (but no acne!). He was about 21
and part-time he was in control of all the electrics at the fanpus
Wndnmi |l Theatre in London, and took ne there a couple of tines
and | nmet several of the staff and saw their shows. It had a tiny
stage and a strange conmunal atnosphere where it seens the girls
(all picked for their beauty) would naybe this week be in the nude
but clean show of tabl eaux (nude nmovenment was disallowed in those
days), but probably next week serving in the bar or selling
programes or tickets down in the foyer's paybox. Enbarrassingly
| met sone semi-clad girls on our way out at the back one evening.
One such gorgeous creature was Val erie Tandy who went on to becone
a conedi enne. Many (later fanpus) conedi ans served their
“apprenticeship' on the Wndm ||l stage. | think | amright in
including the followi ng:- M chael Howard, Jinmy Edwards, Arthur
Engli sh, Ronnie Corbett, there's quite a list. Really hard work
for all concerned, well they put on six shows a day! and never
closed during the entire war nor even stopped during the bonbing
raids. We were wal king al ong Dean Street behind the Wndnill once
when we were accosted by a negress who said to one of us "Coning
hone with ne, big boy?" to which Bill replied, "What! Al the way
to South Africa?" and we | aughed as we hurried on our homeward
way.

About this time a series of naughty books pervaded our tool-room
all being read while Tom Kerby wasn't |ooking, there were two
Anerican nagazines | recall, one called “Spicey Stories',the other
was ' Saucy Stories'. In a tattered state “Lady Chatterley's |over'
al so did the rounds, and as Tom spotted anyone of us readi ng he
confiscated the of fending book. W all had a good | augh though
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when we kept catching himw th his bench drawer open thus exposing
one of the books staring up at himin an opened position!
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Chapter 27
Acne, Sone hone life, Right, Wong or Controversial, Rene.

In earlier chapters | nmention nmy acne trouble, and trouble it was!
Great red pustul es and occasional boils etc. Doctor Bennison sent
me as an out-patient to Southend General Hospital where | saw a
skin consultant (a M Barthol omew) who over the next couple of
years tried out unpteen lotions, pills, ointnments and bal ns upon
me all to no avail whatsoever! On conplaining that no relief was
in sight he had the gall to exclaim"Wll Rone wasn't built in a
day!" | gave this all up as a waste of tinme and tried conmerci al
remedi es "~ Val derma’ was one and " Gernol ene' another plus others
galore -- all to no good.

| was still on nmy usual Blaud's Pills, Yeast tablets and Cod
l[iver oil and Malt. Aunt Lil Butler swore by cleansing with
surgical spirit between applications of Zinc creamoinment. | gave

it atrial period but objected to getting on the train in the
nor ni ngs | ooki ng white faced Iike a clown! Anyway it did nothing
for me though | confess the nal ady was not hel ped by the Lei chner
theatrical nake-up used on ny gig nights and its after-show
renoval with cocoa butter

Over the road, just into North Avenue was Frank's the barber's
shop where men did not nerely go for a shave or a hair-cut as had
been ny wont. No, there was no doubt about it he was just what you
woul d i magi ne a ~Quack' to be, but highly praised by nbst of his
clients, well his treatments were nerely a hobby but they were
free! So it was that | gladly accepted his offer of twi ce weekly
treatments of ny face and neck with very hot towels and weird

I otions that he made up hinself! No, he did not cure nme but things
were really quite a lot better. The conplaint has stayed with ne
inavery mld formeven to this day.

Wth show business increasing, naturally a strong friendship grew
with ny work-nmate Joe Popham Joe was well known around the East
London dance-hall circuit as a Jazz drunmer with his band called

' Joe Popham s Hot-Shots'. Although ny own field was not Jazz
orientated then, we shared anecdotes regardi ng both gigs and

wor kaday t ool - maki ng expl oits.

Joe was the firm s precision horizontal -boring machi ni st worKki ng
on the nmain shop floor. Qur |inkage was aided al so by our journeys
to and fromwork together on the Shoeburyness-Fenchurch Street
I ine when no gigs divided us, but Joe lived near Laindon Station
where we'd neet or depart. He was sixteen years my senior, an
avid reader and a deep thinking man.

I was beginning to take an interest in politics as incessant
wars, sone as recent as the thirties, (China, Japan
Abyssini a, Spain etc.) and now between nost of the world's nations
(many drawn into the present conflict who had no direct connection
with the original cause) seened to signal that there nust be a
better way to run the world.

Joe who | sincerely thank for my political insight, showed nme how
the nmedi a becane the governnent's propaganda machi ne (the war
going so badly for us | saw sone excuse for it at first) e.g. we
were given daily indoctrination to | oathe everything about the
German and Italian ordinary people rather than just Hitler's
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Nazi s, and Mussolini's Fascists. They even namde out that the
Gernmans were starving and had to eat cardboard! “Erzatz' food they
called it.

My eyes were opened really by how they had sown seeds of hatred
of the Russian people throughout the entire period since the
foundati on of the Soviet Union in 1917, until they becane allied
to us followi ng their invasion by the Nazi hordes, whereupon they
were pronptly elevated to be anong our closest friends! and coul d
apparently do no w ong!

Joe's remarks showed that there could be only three areas of
debate,i.e:-Things are either Rl GHT, WRONG or CONTROVERSI AL
(by ' Right' and "Wong 'I nmean “as accepted by every reasonably
intelligent person, nale, fenale, British or foreign).

Joe explained the difference between ' Communi smi and ' Capitalisn
that there can be only one systemor the other. Comunism an
unvari abl e phil osophy ainmed for the peoples ownership of all the

| and and the neans of production, the idea being guided by two
mai n naxi ms: - ' Each according to his ability to each according to
his needs' and 'He who does not work, neither will he eat'.

Work woul d be avail able to everybody with hours varied to avoid
unenpl oyment. Freedom of religion and the press. There being
eventual ly no need for noney since all goods would be free
according to one's need.

Initially a policy of socialismwould be followed (with no
territorial ains and a full peaceful co-existence with all other
countries) real 'co-operation' between individuals to be
sacrosanct and rigorously taught within a child' s education. The
i nsidious inherited greed of aeons of centuries being gradually
eradi cated naturally over the course of tine.

Joe acknow edged though that Capitalisms success is due to the
'freedom allowed. He neant freedom of conpetition for the pursuit
of gain i.e. private ownership.(rather than public). Al politica
parties (other than the conmmuni sts of course) want the freedom of
individuals to rise above the tide leaving the |l ess fortunate at
the wayside.i.e. the rich get richer as the poor grow poorer

Worki ng hard or studying for qualifications are no guarantee of
achi evenent. We all know that the best workers are kept where they
are and can sel dom overtake their unqualified “superiors' unless
of course they are better scheners! Hence the old saying "It's not
"what you know , it's 'who you know !

Capitalismworks well of course if you've the skill to be an
entrepreneur, for the nore noney you nake, the better your |iving
standard, at your conpetitors expense! The philosophy is therefore
conpetition between each and every citizen. Thus the whol e of
life's very movenments (fromyour very first day at school even),
is to seek gain, of things, or of wealth.

So as Joe said, the rich becone the rulers often nerely by

i nheritance (or just by greed). Fromthe Royal Fanmily (and hangers
on), the Lords and | and owners (e.g. | understand the whol e of
Scotl and is owned by fewer people than we have on the fingers of
one hand !). Even the Church of England' s |and and properties put
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them anong the top of wealth creating conpanies. (Christianity is
hardly the nanme of their gane!).

Those on the 'left' of capitalismsaid Joe, do have the
“conscience' to control it a bit. So, various social security
schenmes are tried with wider taxation scales. It does not avoid
the fact though that if one needs essentials. (even if its a roof
over your head) you have to repay any loan with high interest so
that its final cost far outweighs the original value, yet the rich
can afford the purchase with no interest to pay what ever! Also,
goods in short supply rise in price, so the well off can buy them
bef ore the poor have enough to get the chance.

Surely then, no one should be allowed to acquire nore noney than
he can really earn? Wat a pity we fail to recognise that
profiteering is virtually stealing fromone's fellow human bei ngs!

I've tended toward socialist ideas ever since. In short it just
boils down to being “fair' that's all!. In Britain the nearest we
had to it in governnent was the Labour Party who sel dom “nake it'
because the electorate are riddled with factions wedded to greed.

Considering ny earlier remarks--is that Right, Wong, or
Controversial ?

So | decided to join the Comuni st Party, Southend branch

After listening to Joe, | read and | earned a great deal from books
of all political persuasions at the library during ny train
journeys. it was obvious to ne that it nust be nore righteous,
nore satisfying, (certainly nore Christian) and better indeed to
live like one's fellow nmen, than live in a way that tends to keep
t hem down.

Those train journeys and the use of the libraries helped me in
many ways, for aside frompolitics | |earned a great deal about
nmusi ¢ and furthered ny career by increasing ny know edge of
producti on engi neeri ng processes. Unfortunately though, often I
woul d fall asleep during ny journey hone to be awakened hurriedly
when the train clattered and banged its way across the nunerous
points at the approach to Southend station, ny poor old coat
suffering the effects of my dribble down its lapel whilst I slept.

The norning train was al ways crowded and the conpartment tended to
house a regular crowd of commuters and it becane the custom for
the men to take the seats and the wonen old or young to sit on the
men's laps. A sign of nmy increasing maturity occured one norning
with a young and pretty lass on ny |l ap when after a fewniles |
had ny first sensation of an erection and the pleasant feeling
producing ny ultimate ejacul ation! She of course was totally
unawar e, our only contact being her sitting position

On one of the train's homeward stops (due to an air raid) we had
to alight at East Horndon station (now just Horndon | believe),
There was to be a long wait and on entering the waiting room Joe
and | had the great pleasure of nmeeting a well known serio-conmedy
star of countless English films of the period. this was Wally
Patch who was gl ad to open up his big case to show nme his film and
theatrical scrap book. W nust have passed what for nme and Joe was
a very pleasant hour in happy conversation
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Joe Pophamit nust be said had his lighter side telling ne a tal
story for exanple about his “old pal Josh' who |earned by diligent
practice to stand above the ground and eventual |y wal ked across
the sea! A short tale that |'ve long since expanded into a story
to tell one's children. (but not here).

Thi ngs began to change a bit at hone. Due to the bombing, Aunty
Edie with Jean and Yvonne noved out of London, Jean and Yvonne had
previously spent sone tinme evacuated to Dorking and later to
Canbri dge, but now it seened prudent for Uncle Billy to have them
with their nother cone to Southend and nove in with us until he
could find a house for themall to live in.

This was October 1941 and in the com ng January they were al
resettled in a nice house only a couple of hundred nmetres away
being No 68 on the other side of our road, so it was |ovely having
us all reunited again especially as Aunty Lil, Uncle Fred Butler
and famly nmoved from Hanmstel Road and were even closer to us
being just a few doors northward al ong our side of the road. From
now on Uncle Billy caught the sane 6.15a.m train as nme, as indeed
did Aunty Lil, both continuing their journey beyond where
changed trains at Upm nster

About that time we all got a bit of a shock. Things had been
jogging along fairly well for us all. Even dad had acquired a nore
per manent job. He was now wor ki ng down at the Shoeburyness Arny
ranges, building sheds, barrack buil dings, painting and decorating
themetc. | recall he was pleased to nake the acquai ntance of one
of his "gang', it was Arthur Lucan of "~Lucan and Mc Shane' fane
who were an Irish ~Mother' and daughter conedy filmand nusic hal
act of the period. But as | say we got a bit of a shock:-

Ivy was called up for The Auxiliary Territorial Servicel

(Nowadays, since 1949, called The Wnens Royal Arny Corps) She
tells nme that she went in at seven stone seven and cane out at ten
st one!

Except for ny childhood holiday with Peg at great aunt Edie's,
this was the first real separation of a famly nmenber. She was put
in the Royal Arny Ordnance Corps. and initially was stationed in
Durham How dead the hone becones if anybody | eaves it? O course
she had occasional |eaves and was |later on transferred to an arny
base at Felthamin M ddl esex. Before very |l ong she was elevated to
Lance Corporal and nade old dad laugh for they'd told her it was
the customto "wet the stripe' she'd received. Ivy had thought
they meant she had to do it literally with her noistened finger
not treating all her mates to a drink

| must say though that mum dad and | were really proud of her
that day! she later expected to acquire a second stripe (to make
her a Corporal but failed on one question asked---"Wen was The

A T.S. founded"? She didn't know that it was in 1938. Her superior
was annoyed that they could fail her on such a thing. Later on we
were reading in the paper that because sonme big brass of the arny
were due to visit one of the canps the arny girls tarting up the
pl ace were actually ordered to Paint the coal supplies! W |ater

di scovered that it was Ivy's lot who had to do it!! By the way
bot h cousi ns Peggy Bi nks and May Servant were also called up for
service, in their case they were part of the Land Army. In that
role May spent sone |eave in Southend and joined ne on a bike ride
once to Rayl eigh and back. | had suffered a bout of yellow
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jaundi ce and the doctor advised ne to get a | ot nore sunshine and
exerci se so such bike rides became a sort of hobby to ne for a
whi | e.

Ivy had originally wanted to be one of the land arny girls too
(apparently you could choose your preferred service) but dad
woul dn't let her join as she had been so prone to col ds at

Fi nchl ey, partly influencing our nove to Southend. Gordon, I|ike
nysel f was excused call up (we being in reserved occupations)
meani ng we were nore use to industry. Gordon was working

t hroughout the war at the St Neots power station

A new fad overtook our tool roomwhere we nade brooches using
farthings (its face depicted a wen) or hal fpennies (depicting a
gal l eon) which we cut through with fine drills and tool -nmakers
needl e files carefully renoving the copper around the features but
| eaving the outer circular edge of the coin. A duplicate coin was
then de-faced to make it smooth, polished and enanell ed dark bl ue
before soldering it to the back of the first one, the finished
pair were then gold plated and sol dered usually to a tie-pin. |
made several of these and lighters too were popul ar and easy to
nmake. | nade one of a windm Il which pushed into a black "paxolin'
base to serve as an ash tray. Make no m stake though, these were
spare tinme pursuits that in no way detracted fromthe war effort.

The Conmuni st party's newspaper was called "The Daily Wrker'
which | continued to read for many years because the standard of
its journalismwas so good (regardless of its politica
affiliation) with witers such as Ilya Ehrenberg, actress Beatrix
Lehnmann and editor Wl Iliam Rust, also dear old WIlie Gllagher
the party's only Menber of parliament. | used to buy a few copies
and sell themat our factory each day.

The Sout hend branch held their neetings in an upper roomof a
fairly large house in Porters Grange Drive, one long wall of it
was a mass of full book shelves containing only politica
literature, English translations of Russian, German, Spanish and
Italian political party literature of all persuasions. plus
nunerous stacks of panphlets menbership cards etc. It was quite

wel I run and had sone excellent invited speakers. | didn't |ike
the | ady nenbers though, they seened to have lost their femnity,
a sort of wonens |lib brigade (not w thout cause of course). | went

only a fewtinmes realising that | was not nmilitant enough to be of
much help to them though | did feel a strong commtnent to their
beli efs, except that they were sure a conmuni st governnent woul d
only cone about by a revolution of sone sort, but | felt we should
be able to get one elected by denocratic neans. | did not renew ny
subs after that first year because the Southend branch was a
pretty dead and alive affair and | was not the type to be able to
rally it.

The Barki ng (or Dagenham) branch of the party, itself put on a
rally at the Gregg Hall near Gale Street and | was engaged to play
as one of the “Turns'. A popular filmat that tine was "~ Dangerous
Moonlight' with Anton Wl brook and had a pl easant sem -cl assi cal
nmusi ¢ theme called "~ The Warsaw Concerto'. This took all young
romantics by stormso | chose to play it on piano that night
having listened to it frequently fromits Louis Kentner Colunbia
recording |I'd bought earlier, and who was in the audience?

didn't know 'til wal king down toward my “Gale Street girl' next
nor ni ng, when on closing she said "I saw you last night!" and
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thereby the ice was at |ong | ast broken! | renenber reddeni ng
terribly and nmy cheeks seemed to freeze but with difficulty I
asked her for a date and she readily accepted. | discovered her
name was Rene and all the lads at work cheered when | told them!|
was to see her at last-- and that evening too!

She was on tinme and we went down to the Dagenham Heat hway ci nema
and now | had a new problem to me this was absol ute heaven of
course but for the life of ne | couldn't think of anything to talk
about and by and large the evening fell a bit flat! Seeing her
honmeward she asked if | knew how to get a record of the Warsaw
Concerto as not only were copies in great demand but records of
any sort were |ike gold-dust then. |I knew nmy Southend nman woul d
turn up trunps so we nmade a date for some days hence, smiled and
chatted on passing each nmorning of course.

Conme the norning of our next date | presented it to her. She was
thrilled to get it as a present and that evening | waited and
waited---and still waited but she never cane! nor did | ever
encounter her again-- she just sort of disappeared!--for ever.

| was pretty crestfallen you can bet and the [ads at work were
really kind to ne then, saying she was a gol d-di gger etc, etc,
wel | perhaps, but in retrospect | reckon that either her parents
didn't Iike her associating with a political party nember or nore
likely the girl herself thought I was too nmuch of a w np!

Johnny Kerby shared my enbarrassnent about being new to the idea
of taking girls out and suggested that we go to |learn ball-room
danci ng at a popular “school' at nearby Ronford. “The N nbus' they
called it where the just preened girls sat al ong one side of the
hall as petrified as the boys sitting opposite. (Johnny and | at
the extrene end | recall). The ice took sone time to break but
after a few such | essons the atnobsphere was nore enjoyabl e t han
tense, but no dates resulted. It was good in a way for we were
made to take a different partner for each dance in order to gain a
bit of confidence. Gen MIler records set the scene

I went over to Chadwell Heath a couple of tines to Johnny's house
in order to inprove ny education in classical nmusic. In particular
I renmenber his huge, up to the mnute radi ogram sone three feet
square by about twenty inches deep and in particular the records
of which he took great pride. “The Meditation from Thais' by
Massenet, Beethoven's “Moonlight' Sonata played by Sol onon and
"Softly awakes ny heart' sung by the contralto Marion Anderson---
Al'l beautiful stuff that | later added to nmy own collection

It seenmed incongruous that this was also the hone of Tom Ker by
(his father, ny foreman) who was such a rough and ready Londoner
type but the place was really beautifully furni shed and proudly
managed by his wife a charning and dignified stately | ady,
Johnny' s nmum of course.

M s Hesketh our nei ghbour had a nephew Maurice | think whose car
was once adnmiring and told him| was | ooking forward to | earning
to drive one day. He had a full size accordion and wanted sone

| essons hinself! So it was obvious that |essons were freely
exchanged. He taught me about clutch control and the rules of the
road. | taught himbellows control and to regard the keyboard as
absol utely red hot because accordion players tend to drag out the
notes, when they should nearly always be played very staccato
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like. This was a very good deal for both of us but neither of us
becom ng particularly adept, petrol rationing put a stop to it in
t he mai n.
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Chapter 28
Phot ogr aphy, Showbi z, An el evation and Vera.

ad Bill watling had been a keen anmt eur photographer in his youth
and seeing the beginnings of my own interest in the subject (from
the snaps | had taken of Zoo animals with mum and dad's old
cardboard “~Box Brownie') he wanted ne to visit his home to show nme
all his equipnment. | tried to find his Dagenham street in the

“bl ack-out' and wal ked into a concrete tank trap and arrived
eventually with blood running fromny nose! He hadn't used the
stuff for donkey's years but there it all was in highly polished
and new y dusted nmahogany.

The canera, its shutter fired by a huge rubber bulb took whol e

pl ate pictures on glass negatives eight and a half inches by six
and a half fromwhich it had been the customto nmake " contact
prints by placing the “plate' in contact with the enul sion side of
a sheet of photographic paper. There were bottles galore, weird

t hermonet ers, ancient chemcals, separate |enses, plate hol ders,
nmeasuring gl asses, scales and bal ances etc. The tripod was a

col ossal wooden affair alone. There he was offering the lot to ne
for only a fiver, but where would | put it? How would | get it
honme? Al of it was so out of date and | had to disappoint the old
boy.

He and | were at our bench one afternoon. Qur w ndow overl ooked
the river Thames with the Barking power station over to our right.
Bet ween us and the Thanes was an expanse of grassy marsh | and on
whi ch cows grazed. Watching themfor a noment we saw two of them
| eap about a foot into the air! followed by the sound of "~ Boonph'
then again they were lifted upward and cane the sound " Boonph'
once nore, and then our wi ndow blew in and for the second time ny
tool box was tipped right over! and we were just intine to see a
German pl ane roaring down the Thanes, jettisoning its | oad of
bonbs while pursued by our planes. You see the cows were lifted in
silence (to us), the bonb sounds taking a second or two to reach
our ears.

Bill Zol owski worked on a |athe down on the main shop floor and
woul d coll ect a couple of bob a week fromthose of us who wanted
to get tools at a discount. He was also instrumental, in formng

and organi sing “The Crown Theatrical O ub' over at Barkingside on
the North Circular Road, enlisting the help of several of his
theatrical friends and any local talents. W all paid himour

first annual fee for nmenbership. To ny delight Bill gave ne a ful
dress suit, several white shirts, black and white bows,a white
wai stcoat, a top hat and a tuxedo all in spanking condition that

he said Geral do the band | eader had grown too |large to wear! The
venture was a sort of night club with a large and fully equi pped
stage, plus bars, ganes roons, etc, a fine posh place. He had done
a great job getting it together and running. H s big mstake
however was in using a replica synbol of the king' s actual royal
crown, not just the printed ones on his notepaper but huge affairs
he'd had made to decorate the place. None of us dreaned there was
anything illegal in this, but illegal it was and he was very
heavily fined | think and pseudo crowns had to be hurriedly nade.

The governnent were calling people up of both sexes, the nen even

forty and beyond and | suppose nost of the nmen in the young age
groups had al ready been roped in and | had had the required
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nedi cal down in Alexandra Street. Three of us lads at work were
getting worried about when it would be our turn! None of us

t hought we'd fancy going into the arnmy. Dad was still inmagining
that if | got called up he could go instead of nme! (due to his
experiences in the first world war | guess).

W had heard that you could join what you like providing you
volunteered for service prior to call-up. W therefore decided to
volunteer for the Navy. Johnny Kerby chose to be an Ordnance
Artificer, | chose to be an Engine Room Artificer (and had a
special interview at the Royal Navy Recruitnent office in Royal
Terrace at the top of Southend's Pier HlIl). and the other |ad
(his nane escapes ne now) chose to be an Electrical Artificer. Can
you believe they switched all three of us about?. As it happened,
Johnny was the only one to actually get his call-up papers and
served the rest of the war as an engine roomArtificer on

H. M S. Ar et husa.

Probably the nearest | ever got to being called up was for
E.N.S.A ( Entertainnment of the National Services Association).
Bill Zolowski felt there was still a strong chance that the arny
woul d get nme in the end and kept advising ne to try to get a
conprom se by being involved with the entertai nment side as many
entertai ners were doing and t hrough sone arny chap he knew,
arranged for ne to have an audition. It was a half hearted affair

held in a Wal t hanst ow ci nena managed by one of Bill's friends
after the cinema had closed for the night, but he seenmed barely
interested and | was the only participant! | went through nmy stuff

and he responded by saying "Why do you peopl e al ways want to go on
the stage and even doing it for the arnmy? it's a nmuch better life
doi ng anything else---get a job on the council!" | can't say |
really cared that | heard no nore on the matter.

By now our workshop was taking on nore people, a young ex-
carpenter who was nore interested in showi ng us wood worki ng i deas
than as a trainee learning the precision engineering way. "If you
ever buy a saw for wood, get one of Diston's make" he said.

recall also a laddie called Dennis com ng who was enraptured by °
The Ink Spots' new recording of "Do | Wrry' and another boy on a
| at he who could not stop telling us about the great Fats Waller
and the record coll ection he had anassed of his perfornances. It
was my job to teach inconing people |athe work, one of which was a
charm ng | ady who was pl anning her marri age and eventual |y
actual |y spent her honeynmpbon at our house in Bournenouth Park
Road! A lovely couple they were and in spite of the war had a
great tinme in and around Sout hend. Mum and Dad by the way

devel oped quite a sunmer trade one season putting up Londoners
nostly for “~Bed and Breakfast' at 2/6d per night | recall. Anbng
such holiday nmakers were dear old Madge and Fred though for no
charge in their case of course.

Anot her newconer | had to teach was Joe Paxton(?) a nost jovial
trai nee worker who spent nore tine |aughing and joking than trying
to | earn anything, he was absolutely mad on cowboy filns, in
particul ar one that came out called "They Died Wth Their Boots
On'. At one point | wanted to give hima shilling for sonething
so | needed change for half a crown, Ken Land nearby was
chiselling some steel in his vice and | said "Can you split half a
crown Ken?" placing it on his anvil "Sure" he said and swiftly

pl aced his chisel across the coin and brought the hanmer down,

t hus shooting each half in opposite directions across the workshop
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to his and everyone's |aughter (except mine of course)! Young Joe
had to wait a nmite longer for his shilling.

Johnny Harris operated our punch shaping nmachine, quite a skilled
chap of only seventeen or so and was al ways singing the main
thenmes from Gershwin's ~Rhapsody in blue' whose haunting tunes
fascinated ne also but in his case he never sang nor whistled
anyt hi ng el se. Johnny suddenly becane very ill and it seened that
inno time at all after being rushed into A dchurch Hospital died
of colitisl!

W were all seriously affected by this news, it seened so terribly
unfair that such a lovely Iad and good friend could be taken so
suddenly. Bill Zol owski decided to put on a "Benefit' i.e. a sort
of “extravaganza', a show at the Crown Theatrical Club to raise
noney for Johnny's famly. Al the factory folk went including al

t he managenent and a great deal of npbney was raised, the whole
thing being a great success. | think this was the nost inpressive
stage I'd worked on to date. Bill put ne on as the last act
preceding the finale and of course | played " Rhapsody in blue' and
Bill's expertise arranged for the |ighting to commence bright and
full, but gradually introducing one blue |ight after another as
the white lanps were gently del eted. Then as the nel ody progressed
with the stage in blue alone, the blue | anmps gradually di med
until just one blue linelight was upon ne and that too he
skilfully tined to conpletely extinguish as the piece cane to its
end. Quite a thrill for me and with great thanks to Bill the whole
evening a fine tribute to a bel oved work nate.

Shortly thereafter | just couldn't believe some news. Soneone in
the firmnust have had it in for Bill Zolowski for he was charged
in court with enbezzling the firms tool-club funds---perhaps he
borrowed some for the big show or sonething, to me he was just not
the type. However they put himin prison for three nonths! W
never saw hi magain. Nor have | encountered hi msince.

That three nonths sentence rem nds ne that at about the sane
peri od enpl oyee Frank Rayner a Sout hender and mad brai ned notor
cyclist and communi st party nmenber, also got three nonths, for
mansl aughter of a little girl he'd knocked down al ong the Ripple
Road en route to work. He was not a popul ar individual but they
seened to blame himnore for being a comunist than for his
carel ess driving!

On the subject of nmotor cycling another enpl oyee from Sout hend
called Doug Snith travelled to and fromwork by that neans and was
a much nore serious road user taking every pride in his driving.
He was one of the firm s gauge nmakers and quite often would offer
me a ride home on the back of his bike, this was a ~Triunph Tiger
75" machine in crinmson and chrome livery. H's anbition was to save
up for the "Tiger 100" nodel marketed in silver and chronme. This
he | ater achi eved and cosseted with al nost ridicul ous pride.

Anot her lovely bloke to be sure, he would sonetinmes divert from
the usual way hone so that we'd travel the sea front from about

Lei gh. He reckoned that if the Kent coast could be clearly seen
we'd be in for rain pretty soon, he seened to be right. We'd cover
the sea front along as far as Sout hchurch Avenue and turn |eft
there to get me home. The ride was exciting with the w nd
constantly on ny face inducing tears as we whizzed al ong and ny
cheeks having stiffened by the tine it cane for me to alight. It
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was al ways nice to go honme by bike arriving ne hone earlier than
if I went by train.

At this time | was full of ideas for inproved tooling nethods and
a chap called Bill Blainey, the firms designer, was called up and
to ny delight and surprise | was offered his job. The draw ng
office was quite small but had two | arge draw ng boards and one
small one, a table and a couple of chairs. W had no print

machi ne, having to use the one in Wacket's Factory next door

An adj acent office to ours housed the firms estinmator, one Bob
Neeshaw whose pride and joy was his little baby girl that he and
his wife (both with trendy ideas) allowed to | earn by m stakes, so
if the child say, fell down stairs no effort would be nade to
soften its fall nor add a stair gate as a result. | was anmazed
that they allowed the kiddie to clinb its way up onto the
mant el pi ece above their winter fire and allowit to crawl along
the top dislodging everything in its path and allow ng her to fal
on finding no way to get down agai n!

Most of our tool designs of course were for war products, but
they got ne involved also in designing not only the tools but
products as well, sone having no connection whatever with the war
effort. Hence | was sent out hither and thither to di scuss various
custonmer's wants. One | recall was an ~Ardi nco Toaster' consisting
of a piece of wire mesh trapped into a folded square tin tray with
a wire handl e enabling the housewife to toast a slice of bread on
a gas ring. Sonething of which I was rmuch nore proud was a figure
ei ght shape cosnetic powder conpact for the Yardl ey conpany. It
i nvol ved several pieces, the hinged back, hinged front, mrror for
the Iid, bezel to retain the lid, inner powder dish, hinged powder
screen, spring clip to retain it closed, push button to facilitate
its opening.

For such a programme nany tools are entailed and the design of the
products takes ages when you consider the custoners nyriad of

m nor changes required. For econom c success | learned that a new
design requires the followi ng three maxi ns: - Function, Cost,
Appearance---in that order. Al told | suppose one man woul d on

average take sone four to five nonths just to design such a
product. You would then add about six nonths for the tool nmker's
work. OF course it doesn't work quite like that, for exanple | had
two draughtsmen to do a great deal of proper drawi ngs from ny
initial sketches. They were Jack Hogben quite a skilled chap, and
a new Wl sh begi nner called Gwn (ever willing but not nuch good).
There were al so several tool-makers to make the tools in between
war work and probably during their overtime stints, (after all it
was then the law that we had to work fifty four hours per week).

Wi | e doing work such as just described we woul d on occasi on be
suddenly visited by nanager, M Dunkley, fromhis little office
next door declaring that a Mnistry of Defence bl oke was on his
way up to see who was ripe for call-up and we woul d have to scurry
around hi di ng any questi onabl e drawi ngs and pl onking on to the
boards those that | ooked too conplicated for the big-wig to

under stand. When he arrived he was invariably a | ah-de-dah wall ah
whose questions on the work showed an appal ling ignorance of what
his mssion really required of him Now and agai n though one woul d
cone who secretly objected to anyone having a reserved occupation
so if he asked a pertinent question | was usually able to justify

149



our existence backed up all the way by Bob Neeshaw or M Dunkl ey
who | suppose had to provide nonetary figures and tinme scal es.

Charlie Mason was still getting our "Spitfires' party a |ot of
gigs. W did one over at Brightlingsea, a long trip for those days
with us all sitting on the back floor of a van. It was a troop
show of course and held in the local theatre. In effect we were

t he backing for a few professional acts, Beadel and Dair a conedy
hubby and wi fe team whose act was continual argunment with each
other. They'd earlier worked the London Pall adi um and spent al
their off stage chat with us criticising the place. | renenber too
Carlos Ames, a quite well known harpist playing popul ar songs and
classics. The show was supposed to be given voluntarily or subtly
put as "~ expenses only'. W therefore got nothing nor anticipated
anyt hi ng! but we saw the professionals handed nany notes and
Charlie being drawn aside to receive sone as wel|!

Working men's clubs were frequent venues. The Rai nham one had a
poof pianist with his face prettily nade up. Soneone down the
front was incessantly ridiculing himwith the result that the nman
st opped pl ayi ng got down fromthe stage and literally carried the
of fender out through the side door after beating himup! The

audi ence wildly cheered his return to the stage and the show
continued with no nore interruptions.

We did another at a place called the Basildon Country Cl ub where
the stage was an old full size billiard tablel Mtzi Stanford's
brother had a deep " Paul Robeson' style voice and got hinself a
gig at the "Harrow pub sone half a mle along the Ri pple Road
fromthe factory. It was runoured to have been bought by Vera Lynn
and it was hoped she would put in an appearance so we all went

al ong but she didn't cone. However the bass singer went down wel
and we got gigs there ourselves later as did | alone and nade a
new friend of their pianist, a first class jazz player who showed
me better chords for sone of nmy nunbers, and told ne he had taught
himsel f from a book called “The Lee Sinms Piano Method'. | soon
bought a copy but after several tries over the years still do not
seemto get far into it

Anot her pub job was at the Fanshawe Tavern in Gale Street, very

cl ean, very posh, a bit sedate even. One old | ady asked ne to play
“Honme Sweet Honme' but | just could not think of its nelody.
Charlie thought he knew it and started the audience singing "Its
hone sweet hone again, no nore roaning'. Not the old version of
the song the | ady had wanted at all!

One big pub job was at the junction of Ilford H Il and Cranbrook
Road where | played what had becone sonething of a “standard' for
me (The Poet and Peasant Overture), followed by all the |atest
pops. It was a wedding party who'd hired the very large upstairs
hall. Next norning Jock Collie, a fitter at work who was the
synmphony orchestra violinist |I mentioned earlier, said to ne "I
saw a bl oke like you playing an accordion at a weddi ng reception
| ast night and he had the cheek to say he was going to play The
Poet and Peasant Overture--- It was disgusting! in the wong key
and often with errors in the nel odies! You never heard anything
like it! Some people have got a nerve, insulting the conposer Iike
that! and would you believe? on a blessed accordion!" Well |
didn't know where to put ny face. Did he secretly know it was ne?
Per haps he was giving ne a polite nessage. It certainly pricked ny
concience! | hadn't realised before how every thing | played was
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stealing real nusicians work, playing only by ear, and always in
"C neant that nost of “ny' stuff was in the wong key and | was
i gnoring any key changes that occurred al ong the way. Jock was
right of course but |I couldn't rustle up the necessary decency to

chuck it all in. The one saving grace was that | had never neant
any harmby it, but | couldn't deny how fraudulent | was being, it
had just not occurred to ne before. | can only console nmyself with

the fact that probably half the world' s amateurs are doing the
sane.

My favourite gig was the ~Dagenham Working Men's C ub' near
Becontree Station, at the bottomof Vincent Road | think. It was
run just like a Victorian Music Hall conplete with the requisite
chairman and his gavel, the dressing roons adorned each with its
mrror and surrounding |ight bul bs. The place was al ways crowded,
the acts generally excellent. Here | net another poof, a huge fat
fellow, a “Dane' conedi an whose act entailed the wearing of
speci al lady's stays that he would ask me to pull the strings of
tightly as he dressed for the part. | nmanaged to get severa
return dates there always at the sanme fee of od.

| was also a standard invite to my various worknates parties. One
was in Ilford where a mate call ed Hesl op was getting engaged.
There was al ways a piano at these do's so the accordion and that |
woul d occasionally interchange. They woul d invariably put gl asses
of beer along the piano lid as a token | suppose of appreciation
but booze was never ny weakness so if | managed to get two or

t hree hal ves down through the night | was doing well(?). A new
experience at that party was the sight of quite a pretty girl
staring nme out or smling and occasionally w nking but | hadn't
the nerve to do anything about it. | was really shocked to see
her and the chap who'd just got engaged actually smooching in a
dar ki sh corner of the hall way!

Li ke Heslop, Peter Brinble worked on the main shop floor and he
had a simlar party, but for his twenty first birthday at his hone
i n Dagenham A lot of our mates came and a lot of his relatives
including a slightly crippled girl wearing a caliper on her leg. A
nice looking girl of seventeen who'd cone up from Hershamin
Surrey. As the night wore on and the kissing ganes began to pall
coupl es began to sleep either on the floor or in pairs on the
settee or arncthairs etc. | sat on an arncthair and the Hershamgirl
was planted on nmy |ap by sonmebody. What renai ned of the night was
fromthen on very pleasant of course, in spite of the pins and
needl es! but | will tell you nore of Vera anon
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Chapter 29.
The War - Tide begins to turn.

Here we were, well into 1942. 1941 had seen Ronmmel's attack in
North Africa and the Gernman invasion of Greece and Yugosl avia
H MS. Hood was sunk but so was the Gernan Bi smarck. The Japanese
had occupi ed Hong Kong and shattered the Pearl Harbour American
fleet provoking Anerica's participation in the war. The really
good news was that the R A F. boys had won the Battle of Britain
al beit at the expense of appalling | osses to both sides.

Now at |ast things slowy began to change with the Germans hel d at
the gates of Mdscow, Leningrad and Stalingrad by the patriotic
tenacity of the Soviet people and their severely battered forces,
pl us Montgonery's huge success at El Alanein and the victorious

Al lied invasion of North Africa. However Singapore was lost to

t he Japanese. Canterbury was terribly bonmbed but so was Col ogne.

Havi ng taken up draught snanshi p and design at work | began to take
an interest in freehand drawing, nostly in Indian ink. | was
interested mainly in static subjects and due to the play of Iight
and shade | found churches and nmonunents around Barking and
Dagenham good subj ects. Draw ng the Barki ng War nenori al | was a
bit puzzl ed by peoples sonewhat glorification of war in their
habit of providing obelisks and the |ike, though understandably
recording on themlists of their town's dead fromthe first world
war, with extra engraving stating that “They bravely gave their
lives so that we may live in peace'! "Their nenmory liveth for ever
nore' or maybe At the going down of the sun, and in the norning
we will remenber then.

It seenmed to ne that few read themfromone armistice day to
another, then a few poppy weaths would be laid on Novenber 11th,
we'd have a two ninutes silence and a hymm or two and a year to
wait to do it again! Ninety per cent of the killed | ads neither
di ed bravely nor died for us luckier ones to live in peace, few
i ndeed wanted to be called up in the first place!. Further, only
the still grieving friends or relatives would even renenber them
Worst of all none of the living would bother to do anything
what ever to stop wars happening in the future, but would reap sone
gratification by buying a poppy each year! To be fair there was
fornmed the League of Nations after World War One but it was
allowed to fall apart after a very few years.

| renmenber thinking that there wasn't nmuch space |left on the
monurrents for the nanes of the dead of this current war to be

i ncl uded. Had every one thought that there would never be another
war ?

| took to drawi ng copies of pictures also. One of Durham Cat hedra
based on a postcard Ivy had sent us | recall. Another froma fine
pi cture mum and dad had on the wall of an old man setting his
watch to a Grandfather clock. Others were from phot ographs of

Churchill, Lenin, Roosevelt and Stalin. | also did a couple from
photos of both Vera and nyself. The best one | think was of a
Hawker Hurricane Fighter plane (well | knew a fair bit about

aircraft) this | coloured also, and after an appeal from Vera's
cousin Jean to have it | was pleased to pass it over. Her husband
was a Hurricane pilot you see. I'mafraid | really wasn't nuch
good at any of this! but for anyone who has never tried it (like
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me at the tine) it is a very satisfying and rel axi ng pasti ne,
however bad you are at it.

I was now seeing Vera for about one week-end every fortnight.
woul d | eave work at one o'clock on the Saturday afternoon, catch
the tube from Becontree Station on the District Line to Charing
Cross (nowdays cal | ed " Enbankment'), change to the Northern Line
for Waterl oo and catch an electric train for Hershamin Surrey.
Hershamis a village adjacent to Walton on Thanmes. d arenont C ose
where she |lived was about three quarters of a mle fromthe
station. It was a sem detached bow w ndowed house of three
bedroonms and two reception roonms where her parents M and Ms
Silver welconed nme fromthe very start.

They had one other child, Derek, a lad then about thirteen.
Vera's parents hove from Sonerset originally. Both having a broad
accent of that kind. Vera worked as a typist just around the
corner at the Hackbridge Transforner Co. M Silver's career had
al ways been in the Navy. He was always neatly turned out in the
uni formof a Stoker Petty Oficer but those days he was stationed
not on a ship but sonewhere in London. He was therefore able to
cone hone at week ends, and cone early Monday norni ngs he and
after breakfast, and before the other occupants arose, set off
qui etly together for Hersham Station and the London train. At
Waterl oo we parted and | nade for Becontree to be at the factory
for the 8a.m start. The Silvers were a very nice famly M Silver
and | becoming quite firmfriends. He had a little Austin Seven
car and was able to get petrol and kindly gave nme several driving
lessons init.

Bill Nagel was one of the newer people on our main workshop fl oor
and used to do a fair bit of singing in his spare tinme. Seeing
that | was getting a lot of gigs with the accordi on he reckoned
that with the aid of Jock Collie on violin | was nmissing a trick
by not forming a "Hill Billy' group. Nowadays they're called
“Country and Western' but that kind of nmusic had been quite
popul ar since the early thirties, (mainly fromthe records of

Car son Robi son and his Pioneers) so it seened a reasonable idea to
me. Bill Nagel for vocals, Jock Collie on violin and nme on
accordi on suggested quite a nice little trio. The probl em however
was where to rehearse?

Jack Penwill was a foreman at the factory and heard of this
pendi ng i dea, offering the use of his front roomin nearby Barking
for the purpose. The trouble with that was he'd got an appallingly
croaky voice and could play no instrunent at all but was so hooked
on the idea of joining us that we had to resolve the situation
somehow. W finally settled it by putting himin a battered old
stetson that held down a huge beard we'd nade of various types of
string in long | engths and gave hima washboard which he had to
scrape up and down with his thinble nmounted finger tips. Add to
this a large pair of ill fitting boots and you get the picture!
Sonmehow Jack could not play his washboard wi thout al so jumping
around peculiarly in those dreadful boots!. Anyway we proceeded to
rehearse the old favourites “Hone on the range', "Boots and
saddles', "I'man old cow hand',  Enpty saddl es', ~Wagon wheel s',
"Ad faithful' etc. and the nobre recent hits "Don't fence me in'
and "Deep in the heart of Texas'. Unfortunately rehearsals were a
bit rare due to ny occasi onal week-ends away, overtine at work and
ot her gigs.

153



I'mrem nded here about rehearsals, we never really needed them
for our “Spitfires' show, just changing our repertoire for repeat
dat es, but once our conedian (old TomWIIs) had worked out a
coupl e of new army sketches that he wanted us to see before he
presented themto an audience. | can't renenber the sketches now
except that we went to his council house to see them and they were
constantly interrupted by | oads of children (all his!) as he tried
to perform As one child went out of the front room door another
entered fromthe back and so on and so on. W never worked out how
many children he'd got but it seened |ike about a dozen and once
one of us started |laughing so we all gradually joined inl W were
supposed to be laughing at Tom s conedy but his rehearsal was
really a waste of every one's tine.

| suppose that all these goings on neant that nmum and dad down at
Sout hend were having a rather quiet if not boring existence.
renenmber they devel oped the hobby of rug making using either one
of dad's own designs or one supplied by the "Readycut' Wol Co.
Sonme they did were quite professional |ooking, but they took ages
to conplete. Another of dad's skills was to design knitting
patterns that nmum or near nei ghbours would follow quite easily.
One | renmenber was of a mass of sailing boats on a royal blue
background and anot her was ever so conplex in “Fair Isle'" fashion,
an absolute nyriad of colours so where did he learn all about
knitting? Then | renenber nmum having difficulty singing sone

ball ad or other and dad re-witing it out to acconmpdate her voice
range. \Were he got his hidden nusical talent we'll never know
now. The man was definitely an unsung geni us.

Mum woul d often sing for herself at the piano. It was rather nice
| thought and she would say that if ever you're down in the dunps
about anything at all, "go and have a tune on the old piano”

First class advice |'ve enployed many a tine since | can tell youl
| didn't really Iike her old songs then, for the nel odies were
inclined to be rather corny, but as | said in an earlier chapter
I've come to realise long since that when one listens carefully to
their words they really becanme works of art in many cases..... for
exanpl e this that describes a poor nman's will and called "~ Wen
| eave the worl d behind' : -

| |leave the sunshine to the flowers,

| leave the spring tine to the trees,

And to the old folk | |eave the nenory,

O a baby upon their knees

| leave the twilight to the dreaners

And the song birds to the blind,

| |l eave the noon above to those in |ove,

When | | eave the world behind,

When | | eave the world behind!

Thus mum chose nmany of her songs nore for the poetry than for the
tune (though that above has a beautiful nelody also).

Mum and dad gave us a bit of a do when Vera and | got engaged. M
and Ms Silver cane to Southend for the occasion and stayed for
the week end. So we had one of our old fashioned "singal ongs', us
all doing our party pieces of course, including Vera who could
pl ay the piano reasonably well (she seened to |like the pop songs
relating to the air force such as “Silver wings in the
nmoonlight', If I only had wi ngs', Johnny Zero'etc.). Mm had
rigged up a bed for young Derek in my room and when we went to bed
he was soon asl eep and began talking in his sleep at first, then
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shouting very loud reducing it to an in-coherent nunble, then he
suddenly rose fromhis bed and started running around the roomin
small circles, so as this was all in his sleep | rose and gently
wakened him and he slowy nornalised while |I sort of cuddled him
as we both sat on the edge of his bed. Poor lad | don't think he'd
ever been away from hone before and anyway our house was not
nearly so cosy and posh as his. The famly were a shade above our
station you see.

Al t hough any prospect of marriage to Vera could not be envi saged
for along time to come, mum and dad were obviously concerned for
nmy possible |ack of understandi ng of nmoney managenent, that one
had to save for one's “bottomdrawer', for the wedding, for
furnishing the future hone etc. Although mumdid all her
arithnmetic on her fingers she showed me how she put noney by for
every known forthcom ng expense, showi ng ne exanples from her own
budgeti ng including a paynent for her endowrent policy. She
needn't have worried for as stated earlier |I'd renenbered dad's
maxim"Wth what's left over" dad said "spend half and save hal f
for a rainy day" Saving in those days neant the Post Ofice.
Nobody ever thought about using a building society for the

pur pose.

Fromtheir sound advice | took out an endowrent with the Liverpoo
Victoria Assurance Society via the now ageing M Ranstead who'd
served for all our famly's insurances since mumwas a girl. |

al so started buying things for the "Bottom Drawer', broons and
brushes | recall and | designed an ironing board in ny spare tine
and built it in mums kitchen and stored it in nmy bedroom (Due to
changed circunstances though, it didn't see the |ight of day until
1950 but has stayed in regular use ever since).

| was getting nore keen on photograpy and had an old V.P. Twin
canera for 127 size filnms but the only filmeasy to get in these
times was 35mm si ze so punters were busy converting old caneras to
take it and this worked for nme on our holiday.

Vera came to our place rather infrequently but we had a nice
week's holiday at Cacton fromthere. For this we had to catch the
Eastern National Bus from outside Southend Victoria station. This
took us to Chel nsford where we changed buses for a Cl acton one.
had a folding ~Coronet' camera now due to my grow ng photographic
interest. W took bus rides to Walton on the Naze, Frinton and to
Jaywi ck Sands that | had such fond nenories of when Peg cane on
our famly holiday there in 1938. Returning now, the trip nearly
reduced me to tears for the | ong pronenade had been bonbed to
snithereens and the once pretty little bungal ows and chal ets were

all empty and crunpl ed and sonme were laying on their sides, all in
all like a scene froma derelict town in a western film Qur digs
were excellent in Cacton so | induced num and dad to holiday

there the follow ng year.

Conme 1943 sl ogans were being chal ked up everywhere saying "Second
Front Now " and simlar incantations and neetings in Trafal gar
Square that inplied that the brunt of the fighting was being
bourne nonth in and nonth out by the Russians, for with them
hol di ng of f the Germans at Moscow, Leningrad and Stalingrad, it
seened obvious that the time was | ong overdue for the western
allies to invade. Us socialist mnded folk were al so beginning to
think that the west were secretly hoping for a Gernan victory
agai nst the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics.
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I must say | was beginning to take that view once declaring to dad
that we seened to be just hanging around and that the German and
Axis forces sened to be better managed and at | east got on with
the job as they sawit. "Ch Son", he said alnost tearfully "Don't
be a defeatest, don't be a defeatest!" As always he was right of
cour se.

As it happened the awful siege of Leningrad ended after sixteen
nonths and the deaths of alnobst a million. The Germans under Von
Paul us finally surrendered at Stalingrad having | ost 200, 000
killed. The allies successfully invaded Sicily and Miussolini was
overthrown. The Germans were in full retreat fromthe Caucasus.
The Italian mainland was soon invaded and Italy surrendered at

| ast .

The Strand C nema at Southend still held its “~Hocus Pocus' night
between the filns on Friday nights and the manager felt like a
change and asked ne if | could put on an entire one hour

entertai nnent choosi ng whatever perforners | would like. | was
quite thrilled to get the opportunity and felt this was the idea
tine to try out our "Hill Billies'group. |I thought we'd start with

a couple of their nunbers then I'd do nmy piano and inpersonations
stuff then sone light relief ballad singing from Madge Thomas and
close the showwith the "H Il Billies' again. Al participants
were willing to cone down fromBarking for it, the fee was nodest
but tol erable and everyone arrived in anple time and changed to go
on while the "B filmwas drawing to a close. The big picture was
called "The Hairy Ape' with WIIliam Bendi x. Mm and dad were to
be in the audience (strangely this always nmade ne nervous). The
manager introduced ne first and | walked on just intine to view
nmy dad through the footlights and the hazy atnosphere, | saw his
white hair as he rose to his feet and shouted "That's my boy up
there!" So by now | was al ready enbarrassed!

| introduced the "Hill Billies' and the songs were not too bad
until Jack Penwill in his knee length string beard started his

cl ompi ng around and tending to drown us out as he clattered the
washboard!, God it was awful! My piano cum i npressions act was
appal lingly weak as a result. | thanked heaven for dear Madge who
made up for so nuch by belting out her songs so professionally and
to rapturous appl ause. But then according to plan | had to
introduce the "Hill Billies' AGAIN when sonme wag responded by
shouting to ne "That's right mate. Bring on the Hairy Ape!" which
of course brought the house down! | assuned he neant the film not
Jack Penwi !

On seeing themall onto their train afterwards, Madge whi spered to
me "Poor old WIf, don't dare try it again with them!".

Knowing | was a bit broken up, neither num nor dad | ater nentioned
t he show, but the nanager had been kind to nme. "It was just an
experiment' is the way he put it. The last word on the disaster
came frommny dear notor cycling friend Doug Smith next norning at
wor k, who wi thout ny know edge had al so been in the audience.

"How can you face me this nmorning ?" he said | aughingly. You

Hlly Billy Bugger You! "

At that | just curled up into ny shell.
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Chapter 30

Sorrow in Surrey, a poor show in Southend
and Youth club dramatics

Hersham was a nice area for the Silvers to live, well | suppose
anywhere in Surrey is. So it was that on ny visits there Vera and
I went to all the popul ar places thereabouts. Vera seenmed to know
how to get to themall

Near by on a short bus route was the town of Esher that straddles
the Portsnouth Road. Here we would go to the cinema or going
southward fromthere a bit we woul d wander around the Witeley
Village, a conplex of hones for old folk provided by the London
store magnate and benefactor WIlliam Witely. Near there was a
region called “~The seven hills' where we would take a picnic
occasional ly adjacent to a | ake on whose banks lived a nyriad of
water fow , ducks, mporhens, swans and the like. Many years |ater

I found this an ideal resting place when on business visits to the
Portsnouth area and also with nmy famly if on a holiday journey.

Vera and | would visit her cousin Jean at Weybridge which is quite
close to Hershamor to the other nearby town of Walton on Thanes
where there was a lovely old pub on the river's edge. Hersham
itself I think had only one pub and one evening there | was able
to neet who to her was her bel oved uncle Jack, a lively "Eric

Mor econmbe' type of individual buying drinks all around for
everybody. | was no drink authority and ordered with safety a
brown ale. Vera had what he called a "Pinms Nol' |'ve heard of it
since of course but amreally none the wiser as to its content.
Frankly |I found the golfing (actually they call it “goff' there)
stories a bore and had ny first experience of being crowded l|ike a
sardi ne agai nst the bar when there was plenty of vacant tables and
chairs and with all the girls grinning |like Cheshire cats while
pretending to enjoy thenselves trying to laugh in the right places
whil e gazing glassily up into the eyes of their hoped for

admrers. This kind of atnosphere has been duplicated up and down
the country ever since and | still can't enjoy it nor even
understand it. ~Being sociable' | suppose they call it, well a
Socialist I nay well be but that has quite a different neaning.

The war continued in our favour in 1944 with the defeat of the
Japanese in Burma and news of a bomb plot on Hitler's life (it
failed) but at last cane the long awaited ~Second Front' effected
by the allied invasion of Europe. On the debit side the Gernans
defeated our attenpts to take the bridge at Arnhem and they
started sending over their hitherto secret weapon ---The buzz
bonb! O ficially called the V.1.(a flying bonb in fact). This for
its tinme was indeed an ingeni ous device being a high explosive in
an un-manned mini ature aeropl ane. These were | aunched from
Peenenmunde to fly over Bitain and given a |imted anmount of fue
that could be tined to run out approximtely over an anti ci pated
target. They were nerve racking, first due to the buzzing note of
their little engine that warned of their approach, second due to
the dramatic silence created i nmedi ately the engi ne stopped. and
third the fear that nowit will fall and expl ode on inpact....but
where? They came fast and frequent, by day and by ni ght but thanks
to our R A F. boys who flew up to intercept them many were turned
gingerly around by gently having their w ngs and rudder tipped so
that they flew out to sea again or diverted to safer areas.
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Many fam |ies who had given up the disconfort of using their air
raid shelters, had been taking a chance with the ordinary bonbi ng
nm ssions, but now contenplated using their shelters again. So did
the Silver famly and we packed in there nost unconfortably. It
was sunmer tinme and got awfully hot and | could not get to sleep
for the snoring of the famly around ne. | therefore donned a

m ni mum of cl othes and gently departed and wandered around Her sham
for nmost of the night. | don't recall us all doing it again.

Wiy though | don't know for soon after came the nore frightening
threat of the V.2. Rockets. These were so fast that they could
neither be seen nor heard in flight until one maybe heard the

expl osion and or saw the dust cloud fromthe crater and rubble it
had caused on inpact. One just had to go about one's busi ness each
day hoping that if it was to be your turn next you would know
not hi ng about it. Sadly, such was the lot of many folk, mainly
Londoners.

So all this did not stop ny week-end visits. | renenber we went to
Hampt on Court and saw the enornous grape vine and ventured into
the maze there, to Kew Gardens, to Richnmond, to Runnynede, | al so

renenmber a trip along the Thames negotiating several of the | ocks.
W al so had a London trip to Petticoat Lane that she'd only heard
about and we were fascinated by a con-nan selling sone stuff

call ed " Spanish Denerera' and producing a flask of very dark
yellow liquid that he clainmed was the urine of a little jew sh
girl. He dropped a little of his potioninto it and it becane
crystal clear, whereupon he drank it all down to denobnstrate the
purifying effect of the product!

Anot her London trip was to the “Adel phi' theatre to see Ivor
Novel I 0o's “The Dancing Years' after which we had a nmeal in one of
the Lyons Corner House restaurants, either the one in Coventry
Street, always a delight, or the nearer one junctioning the Strand
and Duncannon Street. This had a basenent part called "The
Brasserie' of which | was fond, both these places had been
introduced to nme earlier by ny old friend Bill Zol owski mnentioned
in earlier chapters.

| tried to seize any opportunity possible to talk to Vera about
getting things for her "Bottom Drawer' or about hel ping ne save
for this and that as | imagined we night get married at the war's
end. | thought about us having a joint Post Ofice account but she
didn't seemto have any idea or any interest in financial matters.
| didn't quite know how to handl e the situation, she never offered
to pay her share for anything we did. For this it wasn't any
personal need of the nobney but | was a stickler for principle and
just an occasional offer would have given ne a renewal of
confidence. Things were just too one sided for ny liking

suppose

W had a nice holiday that sumer at her aunty's house in Reading,
The | ady, a widow, ran a general shop full of lovely snells and
attached to the house. A loud nouthed but jolly soul she was.

Al ways busy with sonething or other, a rather huge and upri ght
worman who showed us all sorts of places to go even though we
didn't go very far as Reading had a very nice town and a park and
a lovely old style traditional type theatre. Ah! that theatre,
here we saw a Miusic Hall type of progranme with conedi ans Dave and
Joe O Gornan, Herschell Henlier who inpersonated fanbus conposers
styl es when playing quite ordinary well known tunes, and a couple
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of hilarious and knock about uni-cyclists. There was also a chap
dressed down one side as a worman and down the other in top hat
white tie and tails, though we didn't realise the illusion unti
the end of his act that had convinced us that we were watching a
coupl e of ball room dancers.

It woul d have been about that tinme that Ivy and George had been
courting and he being a Freemmson invited Vera and | to a "Ladies
Ni ght' function at a | odge in O apham Not know ng the ropes, when
the neal was about to be served we followed the crowd to our
allotted positions at the huge tables, | pulled out a chair for
Vera and then sat down nyself. | didn't exactly notice any ghastly
hush but one is supposed to wait for the G and Master(?) to be
seated before sitting down one's self so | felt a prize twit | can
tell youl

After the nmeal and during the dancing | think, | was called to one
side by CGeorge and told that one of his colleagues wanted to speak
to ne. | thought maybe | was to get a rocket for nmy faux pas
descri bed above, but no, | was given a discourse by the chap on
how to becone a Freenmason, that | could not be asked to join but
woul d have to apply for nenbership myself and now was a gol den
opportunity to do so. | was well aware of their good works for
menbers, their quite fanobus hospital etc. but said | would have to
know t he rul es before | could make any such comm tnent.
Unfortunately the reply was that it was a secret society so no one
outside it could acquire know edge of its rules.

I think therefore | put the cat anpong the pigeons yet again by
politely finding those conditions unacceptable especially as
didn't believe in secret societies of any kind, Indeed | didn't
think it right for anyone to keep secrets from anybody. | suppose
poor old CGeorge must have thought 1'd | et himdown that night but
there had been no indication beforehand that | was to be
approached on the subject.

Regardi ng secrets, even today there are many w ves for exanple
who do not even know how rmuch their husbands earn! Their nen
m stakenly believing that they are for sone reason sort of
special, often with their wives given a nmere pittance for running
a hone and fanmily, the work for which invariably far exceeding the
daily output of their man.

| have always felt that knowege is a gift and so should be
avai |l abl e to anyone, anywhere, at any tine. | don't suggest one
shoul d vol unteer every snippet of information, but | do think it
shoul d be given if asked (unless it is intended to cone as sone
surprise later). If we could have that, there would be nothing
suspicious in the world and possibly no nore wars either!

There cane another visit to see Vera when to ny delight she
declared that Bentall's store at Kingston were selling off grey

bl ankets very cheaply and could we hurry along there to get sone?.
This was nore like it | thought and sure enough we went, and got
sone. They made up to quite a bundle that | had to carry back to
her place, and noneyw se that day | recall | was virtually cl eaned
out .

It was a few visits later when on neeting ne at the station she

asked me how | |iked her new coat, "Fine" | declared and it was,
but then she told ne it had been nmade up from one of the bl ankets
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we'd got at Kingston and that she'd had another nade up in a
different style | think (but can't be sure) for her cousin Jean at
Weybri dge.

I"'mafraid this was too nuch for ne to take and | decided we'd got
to bring our engagenent to an end. At the end of that week end
told her so and that she could keep the ring. There was no row
about it all but I did explain that it was due to the [ack of co
operation generally on her part. Both |ong faced we ki ssed goodbye
and that was that.

Perhaps luckily for me M Silver was not with me on the train back
to London that Monday norning for | felt terrible all the way to
work. Had |I done the right thing? Had | been fair about it? God,
what woul d her mum and dad's reaction be? Wuld she (being
slightly crippled) be able to get another boy friend? | was

al ready wi shing | hadn't done it.

| pronptly wwote an explanatory letter to M and Ms Silver

t hanki ng t hem of course for the hospitality they'd al ways shown ne
t hrough such a long period (roughly three years). However | got a
real stinker back from her dad who it seens nust have been enraged
about it, this truly hurt me because | liked himvery nuch, wel
both he and his wife were really lovely people. | was a misery for
weeks about it, and began to wonder if I'd been too hard, or if
the break up was too sudden. | hadn't noticed before that a girls
main i nterest seemed to be in clothes, and clothes rationing at
the tine seriously restricted their purchasing power. Getting the
bl ankets | reasoned nust have been a very tenpting idea. So

began to contenplate starting things up again and wote a note to
that effect, tore it up, wote another, tore it up and so on, but
ultimately let the matter slide into the oblivion.

A Southend nman called Len Polly wanted to organi se a concert party
and had heard of ne from sonewhere or other. It seened a good idea
to ne as (a) There was not a |lot of entertainnent going on in the
area and (b) The change would help get rid of a bit of ny

depr essi on.

In a short while we had a sort of rehearsal at his lady friend's
hone in St Anne's Road | think. She was Constance Reeve with just
an ‘ordinary voice'. He and she were “duettists' singing the
nost corny and out of date material you ever heard. Essex fol k had
never by then cottoned on to the nore lively London type of
showbi z procedure. 1In fact they didn't really take to ex-
Londoners nmuch at all (I thank heaven for the great change to the
better after the war, probably due to the rapid influx of nore
Londoners).

Anyway for now we had to nmanage with those available and willing
to perform Ms Sawer was the pianist, classically trained at
that! She was nmarried to the band | eader violinist of the |ocal
Regal theatre. Their daughter Jasmine, a plunmp but pretty, red
headed, nineteen year old girl was a coloratura soprano who sang
much the sane repertoire as Madge Thomas but in a higher key and
of much | ess power of projection. (The Sawyer famly lived in a
posh-ish bungalow with all its furnishings in white including
carpets and a grand piano, in Darlinghurst Road up at Chal kwel I).
I, of course, did all nmy usual routines with accordion, piano
sol os and i nper sonati ons.
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That was it really but Len Polly was al so supposed to be the
conedi an. Good grief it was all pretty dreadful but | nust say
livened up i mensely when | introduced themall to cousin Joan
(Butler) a very good general purpose vocalist of songs of the day
and with real “Go' and a vibrant personality, (that's a gift I've
envied in her and countless others, and in which nmy own
personality failed).

So we had done a few shows with m xed success and | had even taken
Jasm ne out once (on the rebound | suppose from Vera), just for a
drink at the Pier Hill Palace Hotel's Palm Court where the smal
nmusi ¢ ensenbl e played romantic |ight ballads. Then | heard that
Ms Sawyer was getting upset by ny nodest success at the piano.
i.e. SHE was supposed to be the pianist! Wy couldn't | stick

wi th the piano-accordion?---1 felt for her alittle because she
was really skilled and could no doubt do nmy solos not only better
but in the case of the classics, PROPERLY. but given the chance
she didn't want to be a sol oi st anyway, just the acconpanist. |
nmust say | felt nmuch nore at hone with the “Spitfires' and can't
now renenber what Len Polly's | ot were call ed.

My good friend Ted Elliott invited me to join his youth club at
the Gregg Hall by Becontree Station. He and | had a close affinity
at this time and his famly including Joy his sister always nade
me wel come. This youth club thing seened a nice idea and a

pl easant change for ne, they were a young Christian group
nunbering about fifty, nanaged by a very dear old man whose nane
sadly escapes ne. They had use of not only the main hall but of a
smal | er back one also and it was there that the ol der teens
congregated. It had an old mini piano so | soon felt well "at

hone' with the girls around that piano asking ne to play the pops

of the day. | was jolly glad to have joined, and at the right tine
for my present state of mind. In fact getting to know everyone
cane easy and in no tine at all | dated a young |lass called Ivy

Lofting and we saw " Anchor's Aweigh' a nice filmwith Kathryn
Grayson and Gene Kelly (spectacular in a dance routine with a
cartoon nouse) at a Barking cinema. She turned up plastered with
make up and in only mnutes seened nmuch too young and inmature to
me so after seeing her home we anmicably called it a day.

The old man had been told of ny theatrical interest and expl ai ned
that the club badly needed a dramatic society and woul d
contenplate organising it. | was thrilled with the idea but hadn't
realised what |1'd be taking on, it being a limted part tine
venture anyway. But there it was |I'd said "O K"!

First off | raided the library for theatrical books on stage
managenent, theatrical nake up, the costune departnment, scene
painting and the like. Not everything was available so | wote to
Sanmual French in London, they sold, or |oaned for a fee, al

manner of theatrical books, plays com c scripts etc. They gave ne
a lot of help and nmeanwhile we were asking for volunteers at the
club to take on all these various functions. One beautiful girl
(Bar bara Newconbe) was a typist and becane a great help in typing
nmy correspondence. She kept a close eye on the books and panphl ets
that 1'd borrowed or tenporarily |lent out, she was good too at

rem nding ne of what | had to do next etc. The club got too noisy
for my planned serious neeting so | invited the three nopst

i nvol ved (Barbara Newconbe, Audrey Col off and one of the chaps) to
the Aldwych theatre in London to see Anton Wal brook in ~Watch on
the Rhine' so as to see how the professionals do it, and thence to
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a neal in the Strand. with the idea of discussing our problens
both during the journeys and around the restaurant's table. This
went very well until | was charged about tw ce the governnent's
meal price limt. (5/- was the nmaximumin wartinme they were

all owed to charge anywhere!) You can bet | got on my high horse
over it and no doubt enbarrassed the girls,. You see they got
around the rule by charging for all manner of unexpected extras!

| got nyself an old second hand typewiter up at Westcliff with
two conpl ete keyboards (one for each of upper and | ower case
characters) for five shillings, and I would burn the mdnight oi
in my bedroomtyping extracts fromall the books for the girls and
lads to learn and work from All this preparation took an age and
politely snide remarks were appearing in the nonthly newsletters
such as "When is WIf going to present his first play? | hear he
hasn't even chosen one yet

The trouble was that |'d taken the whole affair too seriously and
shoul d have chosen a play to act at the outset and nuddl ed through
every thing in a basically amateuri sh way. Wy, |I'd even desi gned
an idea to operate the curtains in a professional manner!

Then some of the | esser nembers who had been joining ne for
nunerous play readings just dropped out and Barbara was trying to
handl e some of that as well. | began to realise that she and
were beginning to get rather fond of each other's conpany and of
course before long | asked her for a date which she turned down!
but the second time after sone persuasi on she accepted and we were
to meet at Valentines Park in Ilford.

Hearing about it, one of the lads who | think also fancied her
started maki ng j okes about "Wait 'til her husband finds out, she's
married you know' Well | was so green | didn't even dreamthat it
could be true and I went to the park in anticipation of a new
romance devel opi ng, but she never turned up, and what's nore she
never returned to the club again either. It turned out that indeed
she was married, to sone poor soldier lad fighting in France!

Wt hout Barbara's help the dramatic society just collapsed and
had to apol ogise to every one --- and the old man too.

Thi nki ng again about that film Anchor's Aweigh', the love angle
i ncluded Frank Sinatra at his best where he sings "I fall in Ilove
too easily' a beautiful song and certainly appropriate to ne
during this and ensuing tines.
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Chapter 31

War ends, a new governnent and lvy marries,
nmy holiday heral ds a new romance.

Now being 1945 it was the | ast year of the war. February that year
saw t he dreadful bonbing of Dresden (original hone of the fanous
Mei ssen potteries) which we entirely destroyed! killing between
120 and 150 thousand peopl e! Then the biggest death toll known for
any air raid.

The Americans invaded Ckinawa, the Russians entered Vienna and
also linked up with the Anericans in Germany. Hitler killed both
hi nsel f and Eva Braun. Berlin was captured by the Russians
ef fectively bringing about the end of the European war on May 8th.
The Americans dropped their newy invented atoni ¢ bonmbs on Japan
| ayi ng waste Hiroshi ma and Nagasaki and causing the surrender of
Japan on the 14th August.

This year also saw the nmarriage of dear Ivy to George (Leggett)
maki ng himnot only ny cousin but now ny brother in |aw too. Li
Servant and a work friend at C & A (Madge) being tail oresses made
Ivy's beautiful wedding dress. Ivy was particularly inpressed with
t he weddi ng presents and especially with a beautiful tea cosy nmde
for themby Aunt Lil. Many saw them married at the Sutton Road
church and joined the large reception held over the Garon's
restaurant in Southend's High Street. They enpl oyed a prof essiona
phot ographer but | al so took pictures using a newy acquired
second hand snal| plate canera

On phot ogr aphy, Gordon Binks called sonetine before all this and
we shared phot ographi c anecdotes. He had just bought hinself a
rather dinky canera called a "Perma Plus' taking “127' films and
he gave me a jolly fine booklet on building your own enl arger
This | did and used it on photos of Ivy and Georges weddi ng (and
on cousin Jean's). Jean had net a submariner called Bill and so
was al so able to photograph their weddi ng, clashing with another
Sout hend phot ographer (Laurie Mathews) who had not been engaged
for the job. Happily for everyone it's as well he was there
because mne were taken with the little glass plate canmera and in
the dark | dropped the plates and sone of them cracked! The

enl arger served nme well for many subsequent years.

This was the year too that the United Nations Charter was signed
giving the world hope at |east for a nore peaceful future. That
year too Britain's electorate returned a Labour governnent with a
huge majority and Clenent Attlee as Prine mnister

This was great news and a stunning landslide for left w ng
politics. The people wanting a change had thought it would be a
close result knowi ng the general popularity of conservative
Wnston Churchill, but this was indeed a magnificent achievement
for a party out of office for so many years.

Probably nost menorabl e though were the main victory cel ebrations
where the crowds flocked the streets (of London in particular)
frolicking in the fountains of Trafal gar Square, dancing about and
clinmbing | amp-posts and the Iike. Al so the very noving victory
march through London of all the arnmed forces. One couldn't help
feeling for those though, whose sons and dads woul d not be coning
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home and for those thousands killed or mained in air raids here at
hone.

Al t hough one of dad's frequent consoling expressions after any
trouble was "Al'l these things are sent to try us" | think he

remai ned silent regarding this issue. During that era | devel oped
arotten habit if arguing with mum and dad about sonething and yet
when di scussing the same topic with friends I'd use the line ny
parents had as though it was nmy own opinion. |'ve never understood
why | went through that phase.

People in all the churches here (and no doubt throughout the
worl d) were thanking God for the war's end, but | began to wonder
“If we're to thank Hmfor this deliverance how cone it took Hi m
so long? A few days naybe, but SI X YEARS? when i ndeed everyone had
been praying for its end during all that time! Did God consider
nobody's prayer even a little justifiable? or did he even hear it?
O maybe the war was the work of the devil then? If so why let it
end? and if he was responsible for all the mayhemit caused what
did he personally hope to get out of it? and if God conquered the
devil to effect the war's end, couldn't he have conquered hi m at
its outset? and what of all such disasters since?

You may understand that these thoughts began to arouse a quest in
nmy heart to search for possible reason and truth in the Bible so
that | could maybe in tine confidently separate the feasable from
the ridicul ous.

Sonme of the best of the victory cel ebrations of course were for
the children whose street parties were organi sed up and down the
country. Qur Spitfires concert party played at sone around

Dagenham and Barking and believe it or not our "H Il Billies
group did just one only! That was for the kiddies in the street
where "Hairy Ape' Jack Penwill lived, we re-forned the group at

his request and (by conparison with our last fiasco) strangely the
children loved it

My draughtsman and friend Jack Hogben, a deeply Christian bapti st

I ad knowi ng well of ny nusical interests wanted me to consider
giving a lecture on classical nusic at his Ilford Baptist church
hall with the aid of ny record collection. Wll |'d done nothing
like that before but he was convinced | could “pull it off' and as
I'd spent many train journeys reading about the great conposers
and their fanpbus works and he pronised that the hall boasted a
fine electric radiogram| thought | could possibly work out an

i nteresting progranme. The audi ence was to be the young teenagers
of his church's youth club and | realised that they were nore
likely to be interested in pops of the day than in classica

nmusi ¢, so renenbering Bill Zolowski's advice to ne when | was in a
"Don't like classics' frane of mind a few years before (descri bed
in an earlier chapter) | decided to start the “lecture' with y The
Dance of the hours' due to the various tunes in light vein it
contained. | also included extracts fromthe tuneful Gieg A mnor
concerto and the still popul ar Warsaw Concerto and bravely
denonstrated bits of themon the upright piano there upon the
platform The whole thing went surprisingly well for ne
(presumably there were no real nusicians in the audience!) and
Jack was really grateful to ne.

My love life though was still nmaking no progress at this tinme but
Bob Neeshaw tried to do sonething about it by fixing nme up with a
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blind date with a niece (I think) of his. | was to neet her
outside Mle End station and did so. A funny little fat girl she
was, about nmy own age and full of jokes and of cockney voice and
suppose quite good conpany --- but not for ne! W just wal ked the
Mle End Road until we passed the People's Pal ace theatre, then we
retraced our steps to the station again, and that was it!

For some nmonths thereafter | had been passing a very good | ooki ng
girl on nmy nmorning wal k down Gale Street. No it wasn't Rene
described in earlier chapters but the sinilarities were obvious,
i.e. The place was the sane, ny |lack of nerve was the same, so it
took me quite some tine before grunting a " Good nmorning' to her
Each day she came out of Langley Crescent into Gale Street but
once a week she would conme by dressed in an expensively
magni fi cent get-up, the full regalia of a Dagenham G rl Pi per

(well although ny station was called Becontree this was actually

i n Dagenhan). |In those days those girls made several recordings
and are even well known today. As with Rene | becane really
depressed if she did not cone past ne any norning and w th nuch
encour agenent fromthe lads at work | eventually stopped her and
politely asked her to conme out with ne sone tine. She was nore
than charnming as she replied that she would really I ove to but was
al ready engaged to be nmarried! So that was that! Madge Thomas knew
nmy feelings for the girl, and of ny past experiences, so was nost
consoling.--- and |1've only just realised that | never even got to
know the girl's nane!

Madge' s hubby Fred had a niece (Diane) who | cane upon shortly
after these events, discovering her sprawl ed out seductively on
Madge's settee during one of ny visits there. Diane, to say the

| east was a bit nore than just good | ooki ng, she was al ways

i npeccably dressed, strongly perfuned and positively gl anorous!
such that | blushed in her presence. She was one of “~The Wndml|
girls, newy appointed there and short of digs, so Madge and Fred
decided to put her up. She wasn't very tal kative and | was never
any good at conversation but she was often there if | called and
Madge or Fred seened then to nake haste out of the room | eaving us
al one. W seldomsaid nore than "hell o' however, though | recal
nmust eri ng sone chat about showbiz once and ny friend Bill

Zol owski's connection with the Wndnill theatre. My mates at work
reckoned that Madge and Fred had adopted a policy of matchmaking
for the girl and ne but | thought that ridiculous at the tine
(being so naive) but long afterwards I was not so sure and
thinking "Fancy letting a chance |ike that go by? when there it
was, nhore or less all laid out on a plate for ne!’

W were well into 1946 when | think it was Ted Elliott who told ne
of a future holiday offer coming up with the Wrrkers Educationa
Travel Association organised fromthe South East Essex Technica
college in Barking under the direction of the Science Depart nent
head, Dr Snith (a delightful elderly man). The holiday was to be
for sixteen days full board in Switzerland at the vill age of

Wl derswil near Interlaken and at a cost of o25! Well |'d never
been abroad and coning so soon after the war years the whol e idea
was magi cal . Jack Hogben and | just couldn't turn it down! Wy
Ted didn't go | can't recall. W were to depart on August the

si xt eent h.

Meanwhi | e production engi neering was slowy drifting back to peace

time projects and a new kind of tooling was on the horizon and
begi nning to beckon ne. MOULDS! | had al ready been involved in
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rubber nould projects (for tennis balls | recall) and I'd worked a
little on die-casting techniques (this process entails the pouring
of nmolten nmetal into a closed nould either by gravity or under
hi gh pressure neans). My main pursuit though was still the
presswork of netals and the design of products, but the latter was
now becom ng concerned wi thk'wi th my new possession.

There are two groups of these materials (a) the up and com ng
“Thernopl astics' (soften with heat but in clear or any colour),

Pol ystyrene, Acetate, Acrylic (its trademark " Perspex' and
friends. The evacuati on of our troops from Dunkirk had been
effected and Paris had been occupied by the Gernmans. Now " Thark
col ours but heat resistant) already devel oped as "“Bakelite' “Urea'
“Mel amine' etc. for door and drawer furniture, crockery Mal nesbury
in Wltshire. To me, you can imagine this news was a di saster for
as much as | enjoyed nmy job with the firml could nolined kettle
handl e with spout in black Bakelite. Not only that but we were to
tool it for being noulded at of all places nould and after it was
sanpl ed at Ekco's | was asked to call in holiday.

So it was goodbye to all ny workmates at the Rodensi de Conpany
after six years, years later, on opening up my tool-cabinet |

di scovered several of ny tools missing! | suppose someone at the
firmhad raided the box during my |last hours there. Leaving
Rodensi des neant goodbye to the youth club, The Spitfires and the
H 1l Billies of course. However Madge, TomWIIls and | stil
managed to work the occasional gig.

The holiday departure date duly arrived and we all nmet at Victoria
station in London. Dr Smith introduced us all to each other, Mss
Lines, M Mercer and three others (nanmes unknown) were teachers,
there were two students whose nanes al so escape ne, Joan \Wade a
teleprinter, Eve ? a typist, Jack Hogben and | engi neers and
Janmes. E .Ball. proprietor of a Plastics factory! what |uck eh?

Dr Smith hurried us through the station's custons house and thence
to the luggage departnment where ours was wei ghed and in nmy case
charged only 2/6d for its journey all the way to Interl aken!

Thence to the train and its reserved seat to Dover and a pl easant
crossing to Calais on the biggest boat |I'd ever sailed on up to
then. The huge French train belching steamand with tolling bel
was awaiting us and soon set off on its journey of many hours and
into the night across France, through | think Rheins, Chalons sur
Marne, Strasbourg, Mil house and on to Basle. Sleeping had been
difficult with interruptions from French officials wanting to see
our passports and checki ng what nmoney we had. Qthers coming al ong
the corridoor selling sweets, nuts and drinks (of recent war
guestionabl e quality) and Mss Lines trying to get up a rubber for
a gane of Bridge!

| often think of Basle the nmulti-border station where on the Sw ss
platformplied trolleys selling oranges and bananas neither of
which we'd even seen for years and the cakes! Oh those cakes!
bedecked with | ashings of cream ---but we'd arrived for breakfast
and were ushered into a hugely ornate rich | ooking restaurant for
cof fee and croissants with |l oads of butter! (Like | say "I often
thi nk of Basle!')

So it was onto the Swiss electric train bound for Interlaken
passing quite flat regions of |lush countryside for several niles
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but the Iand dotted with pretty little toyland type chalets and a
freshness and cl eanliness such as I'd not seen before anywhere.
Then suddenly Whoosh! we are in a tunnel and soon \Whaah! we're out
of it again, and those who have snatched a little shut-eye are
gently wakened by a neatly uniforned little man wanting to see
their tickets. The terrain is getting hilly now and before | ong we
enter the blackness of another tunnel, now of considerable |ength
so that they have to put on the lights and we go through it for
what seens |ike several niles and certainly for many ninutes

i ndeed until there's a sound |ike WHAAAAR!! the noise and fierce
glare of sunlight that declares our exit at last to view the nopst
magni fi cent panoranma the |like of which one is never likely to see
el sewhere. For we are now skirting the gorgeous | ake of Thunersee
with Mount Niesen and the little town of Spiez at its foot.

This view is the nost nenorable introduction to Switzerland | know
and has to be by train due to its sudden and unexpected exit from
the tunnel. A few nore mnutes and we arrive at Interlaken Ost
where we collect our luggage and board a little train for

Wl derswil, one stop only, just two or so niles away.

Just by Wlderswil Station was the Bal ner Bahnhof (our hotel) but
al t hough we had all our meals there (six on our table, the
students, Joan, Eve, Jack and |I) a few of us slept at a nearhby
chal et run by the daughter (Elizabet) of the hotel's proprietress
Frau Bal ner. Jack and | were given a fine roomin the chalet and
checking ny watch | observed that the journey from Sout hend door
to door had taken twenty nine hours.

Dr Snmith arranged an enornous programe of visits for us such that
every day was filled and entail ed taki ng packed | unches instead of
us partaking nid-day neals although we were in no way tied to his
itinery. On these trips we all seened to get paired up. Mss Lines
with M Ball, M Mercer with a ginger haired teacher, the two
teachers, the two students, Jack Hogben and Joan Wade and Eve with
ne.

W visited the Grindelwald d acier, Brienz, The Beatushol en
caves, Thun, The Blue | ake, Berne, Zurich, The Brenner Pass,
Wengen, The Kl ei ne Schei degg for glorious views of the Eiger
nmountai n's om nous north face etc. The Jungfrau nmountain's ice
pal ace, outside of which the hot sun beat down upon the thick snow
where we could view the awe inspiring Al etsch d acier, Kandersteg
and its stiff clinb alongside a rushing streamto the |ake of its
source. | must have been at ny fittest then for the walk was a
tiring struggle for alnost all of the party, resting to recover
their breath every few mnutes, whereas | wanted to get al ong and
ai ded sonme of the ol der ones by an occasional pull or push up the
meandering hill. The Innertkirchen Gorge, The G esbach Falls
Laut er brunnen's Staubach Falls, Mirren, Schynige Platte entailing
a walk along a cliff edge narrow path. Here at the plateau the
student | ad asked me to hold his canera while he cl anmbered down
the cliff face to gather a little white flower for his young girl
conpanion. All of us tried to stop this nmad-brained i dea but he
i nsisted and deftly managed the venture to sonme appl ause.

| had to adnire that camera of his, the first 35mmreflex type
nmade, being the very expensive " |hagee Kine Exacta'. For that
holi day | had bought a second hand Agfa canmera with an f6.3 | ens
of no conparison of course. Nevertheless | brought back over a
hundred quite good snaps |'d taken with it.
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Mermorabl e on that holiday was the narvell ous food and the cafes
selling Cassata, a nulti-coloured crescent of ice cream or

Meri ngues heaped high with creamand at the Interlaken Kursaal the
gorgeous cream cakes eaten to the acconpani nent of a full synphony
orchestra playing light classics.---er com ng next year?

One bl ack spot was a pair of marvellous sandals | bought at the
nearby village of Matten and had to pay about four times the price
I'd interpreted fromthe man's confusing price ticket!
Conpensating for this though I got nmum a hand carved mnusical box
very cheaply and also a quality wist watch for dad but sadly he
could never take to a watch on his wist ,prefering his old top
pocket type suspended on its short chain. | bought nyself a pipe
(being a snoker still) and an Al penstock (wal king stick) froma
waysi de wood carver. Mdst things in Switzerland being quite cheap
in those days.

By the tinme our holiday was drawing to a close I'd got involved
with M Ball the proprietor of WWBall and Sons Ltd of
Billericay. learning a little of his Plastics business and he knew
those who mattered at the Ekco Plastics division where | was very
soon to find nyself. He and | got on very well (becomng quite
friendly in my future years too) and we would enjoy politica
banter, he being a staunch conservative and ne of socialist

| eani ngs. He reckoned that | should nove gradually to the
conservatives by dropping the "Daily Worker' in favour of a half
way stage, the Liberal's paper of the time “The News Chronicle'.
later did give it a try but it becanme hilarious how al nost daily
it changed its mind on really vital issues.

W had wonderful weather for the whole of that |lovely holiday and
nodest romance tinged the atnosphere here and there, the two sets
of teachers eventually married, the two youngsters went hone

I ovingly but neither Jack nor | had any particular feeling for our
partners.

However during the final part of my journey home (on the Liverpoo
Street to Southend line) | sat next to Joan Wade wi th Jack Hogben
on her other side. He with sonme others had to | eave the train at
Il ford, before which tinme Joan had fallen asleep and had her head
very pleasantly on my shoul der! Here she awoke declaring that she
had to alight at forthcomi ng Ronford. In that short renaining
journey we chatted profusely with she pointing out her house and
waving at it as the train rattled by, and in the |ast nmonents we
nade a date to neet at Ronford station the next week-end! "You're
a rather fast worker" she exclaimed (knowi ng nought of my past
efforts!)

She was such a nice girl and lovely to talk to, (we having sel dom
conversed whilst on holiday) but now!| was thinking it a fantastic
way to end such a great time !. At LAST!' | thought, "This is
going to be IT "This is definitely IT!"
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Chapter 32
The new begi nni ng.

Well, the arrival of the next Monday saw nme enter the famliar
gates of E.K Cole Ltd. with sone trepidation, for this job in the
Pl astics Division was (except for having read a couple of books on
the subject) sonmething really new and to enter a |largish draw ng
office after the tiny attic-like rooml'd left, and work anong a
new set of strangers was a bit of a worry. So it was with a
sonmewhat sad heart and not a little longing that | passed the old
tool -room where Jimy Wales ny old nentor had taught ne so nmuch
all those years ago. Miuch later | discovered that he was now the
manager! He and the | ads having returned fromthe Ekco plant at
Mal nesbury. However they were now installed in a different

buil ding, their old workshop so far not yet re-occupied.

Now t hough | was en-route up the stairs to the gantry overl ooki ng
the vast thernposetting presses of the plastics division. It
seenmed precipitous with its guard rail resenbling that found al ong
a ship's upper deck. Here it protected a four feet w de wal kway
giving access to several offices. The Drawing O fice at one end,
M David Radford's at the other. He was the General Manager

O hers' offices were occupied by M Frank Pullen the Sal es
Manager, M G Il Collier the Production Manager, M Bill Day the
Chi ef Inspector and M Head the Commerci al Manager, | think with
his secretary who was what the saucy mmgazi nes | oved to cal

“vol uptuous', and radi ated a soft, sort of glowi ngly pure beauty
and with sex-appeal a-plenty! she was Barbara Murray who
staggeringly resenbl ed her nanesake the fanous British film
actress, |'ve often wondered if---? | soon |earned that Barbara
was adored by everyone and nearly conquered by the Sales Rep Al
Bruce one lunch tinme when she and he were enbarrassingly
interrupted by ne when | entered the drawing of fice. The Technica
Manager was Czechosl ovaki an Max Freund. Another room housed two

| adi es, M Radford's secretary and a Mss d adys Midd ("Pronounce
it "Mss Miude' please!") There was also a M Skel |l ern whose
function escapes ne, he resenbled WIIl Hay the conmedi an but was of
quite a different personality. he was ni cknaned by sone as

" Sancti noni ous Sam .

A fascinating feature of that press shop was the fenced off Punp
Room at the southern end, a softly hunming conpl ex of gl eaning and
spot| ess machi nes of chromium green and scarlet, boasting
connecting rods and huge wheels rotating in gracious harnony just
like the engine roomof an ocean liner | inmagine. These punps etc.
served the power requirenents of the aforenentioned presses, and
these were virtually unique in this country due to their mamoth
capacity, not nerely for the size of nmould they could take but for
avai | abl e pressure too. i.e. 500 tons, 750 tons and 1000 tons!

They had been acquired and installed early in Ekco's pre-war
history by a German engineer, (a M Hahn) to enabl e the noul ding
of very large products. Hence the conpany was able to steal a
march on its conpetitors by noulding its radi o cabinets, always
large in those days, but now possible to have ornate
enbel i shnents or conpl ex shapes in bakelite where wood had
hitherto been the norm It was now diversifying by moul ding radio
cabinets for its conpetitors also! (Philips in particular) and
huge noul di ngs such as coffee tables and smaller itens |ike toilet
seats, cups and saucers, trays etc. High above ne straddling the
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entire width of the factory were cross beans supporting a crane
and wi nch adjoining a tiny office-like wooden structure occupied
by the crane driver, allowing himto send hinself and it not only
across but to transcend down the factory to overhang the desired
position to load or unload the huge noulds. Standing on that
gantry, itself pretty high, one had an excellent view of the
producti on processes but it could be noisy there and due to rising
heat it was sonetines an over warm place to be, though an awe
inspiring introduction to ny next nove:-

Nervously | opened the door to the drawing office area and after
knocking entered the small outer office now occupied by M Wally
Laxton (M Mason had left the conmpany since ny interview). Wally

t her ef ore knew not hing of my new appoi nt nent but was very kind and
rapi dly hurried around introducing ne to everyone and in no tine
at all | was nmade to feel at hone.

In a small room annexed to the main drawi ng office were the
tracers being two girls, one was what we would call at that tine a
“sweater girl' of gorgeous curves, the sweater of course
accentuating them she was Gmnen Turner a quite lovely and
socially chatty, w se-cracking character but who surprisingly

| acked sex-appeal of the really “desirable' sort, though forever
suffering such jibes fromthe |ads. The other was quite a plain
and nundane girl but she had a delightfully sweet nature, she was
Iris Butcher. The girls kept the files of the nould and conponent
drawi ngs in order and their department contained the print nachine
on which they printed copies of the drawi ngs as and when required.
Those expected to be used for nany years would be traced in Indian
Ink on linen and in that capacity both those girls truly shone.
They had a |ad working with themthere, | think about eighteen and
later to be a firmfriend of mne, he was Bob Beal e.

Entering the drawi ng office proper, Charlie Leger was on the first

drawi ng board and was for ever singing ‘I talk to the trees' and
sone ot her song about “Brown skin girls' he was better educated
than the rest of us. | was allocated the next board which |ike al

the rest was the latest kind with a counterbal anced pantograph
draughting head and had a nice little adjacent desk. Eric Kenp
canme next whose prinme interest was boats and lived at Benfleet, he
| oved singing Gieg's ~Song of the nmorning' . Next was Johnny

St anhope, a youngster and |i ke Bob Beal e soon becane anot her cl ose
friend. Then came Bob Fi ncher who seened to know even nore old
tunes than I did! He could sing very well and we'd discuss nusic a
| ot, though he was not a player of it. He was a little on the
plunp side and tried all kinds of dieting to no effect. On the

| ast board was Ken Warwick, tall, ginger but bal ding and the

neat est draughtsman |'ve ever encountered, his pencil hard, dug
deep into the paper so that his work resenbl ed an engraving. A

rat her sinple soul though having a peculiarly violent streak
loving to grip your neck frombehind until you gasped for breath.
He possessed and cosseted a sort of stiletto knife that he would
skillfully throw at people to just niss and twang menacingly as it
sunk deeply into the adjacent structure of the door,floor, desk
etc. Sonetimes it would accurately |and anong t he hands of those
di scussing a work probl em around soneone's desk! He rode a racing
cycle with a spike-like saddl e and adored his bike to a ridicul ous
degree. Its hard to put into words though the truthful fact that
in spite of all this he was really a |ikeable cove
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Al'l these boards and nen were placed one behind the other, each
board in line with its occupiers desk and at right angles to the
row of wi ndows that overl ooked the managerial parked cars. W used
pl asticine to nodel awkward nould features and on hot days the

| ads woul d drop balls of it onto the roofs of the nanagers' cars
where in the sun's heat it would slowy nelt, spreading itself
into a large disc shape to the owner's considerabl e annoyance! On
col d days the seagulls would conme inland and fly around the
factory conplex and we'd throw out cubes of bread to see them
swoop down to sieze them before they reached the ground. One ot her
person worked in that office but in an internal corner away from
the window wall. He was Bill Crannis whose job was " Checker', a
very necessary occupation, as the possibility of mistakes were
nunerous on the conplicated drawi ngs, not just with the
delineation but with the dinensions that involved considerable

mat hemat i cs.

| soon discovered that Bill was not too adept with the

engi neering aspect of the job but seemed to be well versed in
radi o problens. Radi o had been his origin as a | ad when he first
joined the Ekco works. He was al so a keen amateur car nechanic and
was well versed in nmpst subjects and a good conversationalist. He
was a conservative politically and a veherment atheist. He coveted
anybody's sweets or nuts and once to everyone's anusenent stood
talking to Eric Kenp while gradually wolfing his whole bag of

peanuts! Bill's great hobby that had to be adnmired was his | ove of
Civil Defence and First Aid activities having served in that part
time capacity throughout the war and perpetuating it now | think

he was the nost 'interesting' character |'ve ever net, nost
i keabl e, though sone might say in truth that he was a | ovable old
fraud!

The office that first week there proved to be a haven of sheer
fun, so enjoyable that | would go hone at night and tell mum and
dad about each day's delights such that they would | augh as | had
done and would |l ook forward to the newtales | would relate to

t hem each day. They were so pleased to witness ny general

content nent and the know edge that | had no further cause to catch
that very early norning train to work every day. My own

content nent was enhanced of course by the added thrill that | was
to neet up with Joan cone the next Saturday. One train journey |
was now i nmpatient forl

W net as arranged at Ronford Station where under the bridge was a
cafe, here it becane our frequent rendezvous. Thereafter we'd
catch a bus to Jutsoms Lane and wal k the half mle or so down to
its continuation, Crow Lane, where she lived at No 31. an ordinary
but very confortable three bedroonmed seni. Her numwas a short
tubby little lady, just a housewi fe and nade ne feel welcone as
did her dad, (a double I'd say of conedian Eric Sykes). He worked
at the Rank Hovis flour mlls. Joan had a sister Helen of whom
they were all very proud because she had recently becone a
Bachel or of Science, she was a | ocal teacher of mathematics. The
famly were related to Derek Roy the conedian at that time who was
alternating weekly with Frankie Howerd to chair the B.B.C.'s
“Variety Band box' Saturday night radi o show.

Joan and Helen were as different in nature as chal k and cheese
Hel en was always jocular but | felt sorry for her because she
suffered acne as badly as | had. Joan, although liking a joke was
nore serious with a lovely nature and quietly spoken. She was two
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years ol der than me and | ooki ng back now | could not say she was a
beautiful girl but at the tine “beauty is in the eye of the

behol der' as they say, she did have lovely soft snmall hands al ways
beautifully manicured. | really felt I was in heaven when as the
weeks passed we'd sit in the front roomto listen to her records
or mne playing on her radi ogram

Her real |ove was the ballet which up to then had not taken ny
interest, though |I had discovered years earlier that its nusic was
al ways reliably pleasant to listen to, | having records in ny
collection of Coppelia, Ballet Egyptienne etc. She | oved opera too
and we were both captivated by haunting romantic nusic such as
Swan Lake, The Sl eeping Beauty, La Bohenme etc and she, as |, liked
t he piano concertos; Tchai kovski's Nol and the Grieg A m nor
havi ng been featured in filns of the period. She it was though who
first introduced me to the Rachmani noff No2 concerto having the
set of records (78's) and these we would sit in the twilight to
“drink in'" the sound as it were.

Now though | return to tell you of two of ny new bosses. First

" Maxey' Freund whose English left a lot to be desired. He was
Jewi sh having escaped the Nazis by fleeing with his wife (a
popul ar cl assical pianist of frequent B.B.C broadcasts) to

Engl and. He was about fifty, balding, rotund and always clad in a
pin-stripe royal blue suit and flourishing a huge gold wristwatch
and nassive gold fountain pen to natch. He would enter the office
and declare sonething of this sort;- Vee are goink to noult a
chilled s buggle ant ziss iss vot | vont you to be doink. (the
chilled s “buggle' turned out to be a child' s toy bugle!).

Wal ter Laxton our inmediate chief hove from Manchester University
having first set his heart on beconming a doctor but it seenms he
just couldn't take to the gory aspects of the profession. He'd
done well at chemistry and entered industry to followthat |ine
and thereby drifted into the plastics field. So his use to the
conpany was entirely technical. His politics were very left w ng
(suiting nmost of us in the office and inducing ne to get back to
selling "Daily Wrrkers' there and in the tool-room). A lover of
cricket he would generally enter the office swi nging his arns over
in bowing fashion and earnestly asking everyone the |atest score.
Football too he loved and was thrilled to bits if the Russian
"Dynanps' were coming to Britain for a match.

Wal Iy heal thwi se was sadly a shocking bundl e of nerves being

al ways trenbling, with hands actually shaking, a highly
enbarrassing sight indeed if he placed a hand in his trouser
pocket! He is the only person | ever encountered who was so

anbi dextrous that in attenpting to wite anything or make a sketch
he woul d start with his left hand at the |eft side of the paper
and change hands at the centre of the page in order to continue
filling the right hand side!

He wore expensive suits but he was small, thin and wiry and coul d
not abide his braces for he'd often have one of the straps hanging
down bel ow his undone jacket, he seenmed to have a slight |inp that
maybe caused this for one foot scraped the floor a little when
wal king. His trouser leg was thus invariably crunpled at the ankle
in Charlie Chaplin fashion. Hs tie was usually | oosened about his
neck. However he was al ways spotlessly clean but | oathed "nice'
clothes, any idea that "clothes maketh the man' he saw as
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repul sive and fraudulent and | tend to agree but | suppose his
devoted wife Vi nmade sure he al ways wore them for the job.

He had an educated Lancashire accent although like us all he was
inclined to swear occasionally.(e.g. nmuch later he took a cal

from Joan Wade i ntended for ne shouting "There's one of your

bl eedi n* wonmen on the phone!" and she heard him) He was an avid
reader of Plastics technology and classic literature (I recall his
enjoynent of a faned book of the tine called “Auto de Fe'). He
shared ny | ove of nusic and adored Beet hoven and Operas of which
he had a fountain of know edge and would |l oudly sing arias as he
went about the office. He loved fun and especially the | atest

j okes which he would try to tell us lads but he would be red faced
wi th guffawed | aughter and unable to register the punch |line
before the tears ran down his face. He lived in a downstairs flat
in Westcliff, he and Vi having an el even year old son M chael who
on answering the door to ne once yelled out "Wally! sone bl oke for
you!" (It was pretty staggering in those days for a child to use
his parent's first name rather than the accepted "Dad" or even to
refer to an unknown visitor as a 'bloke').

At work Wally was hospitable to visiting business nen or

col | eagues from ot her divisions but on their departure would refer
to them by some vivid description (such as "a prawn' for one
recall with a red face), “a long green tube' for a tall slimlady
in a green dress etc. Thus we were often in fits of laughter. He
like Bill was atheistic, | recall himmaking fun of “the

i mmacul at e conception' by saying that God was wearing his top hat
at the time!

Wally was a nost | ovabl e character though. Indeed |I think he was

| oved by all who knew him You will have suspected that his

adm nistration was far too free and easy? It certainly was, for
many days were bl essed with song and fun but when real action was
required we respected Wally's know edge so nmuch that we'd do
anything for himto back up his design requirenents or expected
delivery dates. In spite of all the fun, we turned out a great

deal of really pioneering design there with as much overtine as he
asked of us.

Joan and | wote to each other often even though we nmet al nost
every week and soon | was staying there for the whol e week-end,
she would sleep in Helen's roomand | slept in Joan's. Here | had
a bit of a shock as on her bedside table was a |arge franed photo
of a Royal Air Force Pilot Oficer, a swarthy chap resenbling
Clark Gable.

Joan expl ai ned that she had been engaged to himduring the war
when he was in the thick of it and she herself was one of those
map plotting girls who had to record aircraft nmovenments on a

tabl e-si ze map by pushing plane nodels and flags around. Towards
the war's end he was in a skirnmish over Rmni in Italy, was shot
down, killed and buried there and Joan had never got over it.
Sonmehow | began to feel that | could never conpete with himnor
even his photograph and tactfully suggested that it should be now
put out of sight.

Thi ngs continued for some tinme nmuch the sane, both enjoying every
nonent together. W would walk niles together in fine weather,
once to Hainault Forest where | recall a pleasant snmall |ake
fringed with reeds and bul rushes and people fishing and a huge old
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barn being now a cafe where we had tea and cakes. W went to
London's Covent Garden Qpera House to see " Chopiniana' the ball et
chori ographed to Chopin's nunerous conpositions. We visited |vy
and George at their hone in Wod G een, Joan cane down to my hone
in Southend too. | recall ny embarrassment at dad sitting at the
tea table in his collarless shirt with its gleam ng brass stud
exposed for all to see and his head doffed with his workaday cap

Gradual ly we began to find it very difficult to make conversation
t hough, and we'd walk or sit listening to nusic in silence, Thi s
new situation caused |I'msure by the terrible winter of 1947 when
snow lay on the ground in drifts for nonths on end offering no

i nducenment for us to go out, with heaps of the old snow stacked

al ong the pavenents growing dirtier by the day--and the whol e

nati on began to freeze because of a terrible coal shortage so that
our fires had to be kept |ow. Dad bought cenent and mixed it with
coal dust and water to make coal bricks and eke out our fue

supply.

Joan and | did go to the Royal Al bert Hall for a Synphony concert
conducted by Sir Ml com Sargent who with nenbers of the orchestra
assenbl ed and pl ayed wearing their overcoats and scarves! How
Moi ra Lynpany managed to keep her fingers going for the
Rachmani nof f No2 piano Concerto | can't imagine. Under |ike
conditions we |ater saw a Paul Robeson concert there. He parodied
part of his "Ad Man River' song with "I'll keep on fighting 'ti
"' mdying" thus bringing out his very left wing political stance.
Joan had no particular political bent but we both were fond of his
vi brant deep voice. The auditoriumthough was w t hout heating and
the journey was freezing cold both there and back

Spring tine cane |late that year and | couldn't take to the piano
mum had bought since Ivy had taken hers to her hone in Wod G een
but Eric Kenp had an ex-pi ano-maker grandfather, a dear old chap
who for a hobby was refurbishing a very old Collard and Col | ard
smal | grand piano (though nuch too large for his upstairs bedroon)
at his hone in Benfleet. The work conpleted, it was offered to ne
for o®0 and with considerable joy I bought it. It was an

engi neering feat though to get it out of the old boy's upstairs
wi ndow and not without difficulty getting it into ny hone in

Sout hend itself, a small terraced house its little front room

| ooki ng deci dedly unconfortable with the nonster once installed.

Brian Mchie an inpressario in respect of discovering new talent
was to conduct auditions at this tine at the New Cross Enpire in
South East London. | got an invitation to go but just like the
Carrol Levis one described earlier it was packed solid with
hopefuls and simlarly no one got to see the man that mattered.
One lady sang only the first couple of lines of her song and was
told "Hokay | ady, we'll let ya know' the voice cane froma cigar
snoki ng Anerican bendi ng over paper work |aying on the grand

pi ano. "But |'ve conme all the way from Norwi ch" she conpl ai ned. "I

said we'll let ya know' was his response. So it was for all of us.
Sonme had waited several hours. My own effort nmet with the sane
"Hokay we'll let ya know' but | had waited only two hours. | heard

not hing fromthemthereafter
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Chapter 33.
Movi ng on agai n and sone near M sses

Back at the Ekco drawi ng office we had a new bl oke start whose
arrival virtually disrupted the whol e at nosphere of the place. His
nane was Ernie WI kes, a rugged | ooking character partly
resembling a gorilla for his hairy arnms seenmed to reach al npost
down to his knees. He was an out door type loving to tell us of
his wal ks into the nountains. The Dolomites were to be his future
adventure. | do admt however to coveting his expensive canera, a
Zeiss Super lkonta it was. H's voice had a grating runble and his
face resenbled that of Hitler's henchman Rudol ph Hess.

It nust be said he was basically well versed in production
engi neering but his nanner |ike his appearance just offended al
in his presence. In fact Maxey Freund canme into the office, espied
Ernie, turned to Wlly and asked. "Wo's zat in zer corner?"
"That's Wlkes sir" Wally replied. "Trow eem outs" said Maxey! and
actual ly this happened rather suddenly, for during an argument
with Wally, Ernie lost his tenper bringing his armup with a swift
thrust ainmng his hirsute fingered fist with a crash into Wally's
ri ght eye!

This was just as M Skellern entered the office. Seeing it happen
he quietly turned to Ernie saying "WIkes! Get out, and don't cone
back!" Nor did he, but poor Wally was bathing his eye and putting
a steak on it, a cold plate, anything! for days afterwards.

Peggy Bi nks and Di ck Peak got nmarried that year on July 28th and
paid us a visit during their honeynmoon and Di ck showed fascination
wi th the workings and my playing of the accordi on. That sunmmrer too
was Swiss holiday time again, this tinme to Vitznau on Lake Lucerne
for a week followed by a week in Lugano, M Ball and nobst of | ast
years Wl derswil crowd net up again. Joan was acconpani ed by Hel en
making it awkward trying to get an opportunity to enliven our
affair so it was brief encounters all the tine.

I had now joined a dancing class called "Dallens' in Al exandra
Street run by a middle aged couple. She, Spanish |ooking, tall and
very slim He, rather short, balding, bespectacled and of pale
conpl exion. W danced to a record player churning out the records
of Victor Sylvester's orchestra. As was the custom after a bit of
instruction the chaps had to cross the floor to select a partner
fromthe Iine of waiting girls.

One, (only sonetines there) was a certain Mary Rutland and | woul d
al ways seek her for ny partner because she was so indescribably
light on her feet enabling us to sort of float around the floor. A
“natural dancer if ever there was one. | really felt that with her
| could learn much qicker even than with the teacher who, although
efficient was by conparison quite “heavy'. Fred Astaire |'msure
woul d agree with nme about Mary. | asked to take her home once but
couldn't because she was already fixed up with two chaps, a Gordon
and Bill, friends whom she knew well from her frequent dancing
sessi ons.

On ny Ronford dates Joan woul d enphasis that she al ways | ooked

forward to our neetings but due to her inability to forget the
| oss of her fiance and even though we renmi ned quite affectionate

176



to each other | ought to mss no opportunity to take out other
girls to whom | might be suitably attracted.

Until then | had no intention of any such manoeuvre but conceded
to the idea thinking maybe----just naybe if it happened strongly
enough Joan ni ght be induced to | eave old nmenories behind and
believe in the prospect of a future with ne!

The idea took off quicker than | dreaned, Johnny Stanhope, or Bob
Beale and | were cyclists and becane great friends riding hither
and thither around the area including our journey home from work.

| would tend to | eave John at Cromael |l Road where he lived at No
2. but near its corner was a cafe we all frequented selling Nelson
cakes and Russi an cake that John and | enjoyed before he slipped
of f hone. The cafe was decorated in the nost hideous conbi nation
of pink and green. There was a blonde lass in there once with whom
| struck up a conversation culmnating in us nmaking a date for a
bi ke ride. W cycled over to Barling and sat on the sea wall there
but before | ong she got worried and even cried a little because
her mum had not | et her out with boys yet! It then dawned on ne
that she was made up to | ook a good deal ol der than her actua
years. | pronptly took her hone, her nmum saw us coning, invited ne
into her South Avenue bungal ow where | nanaged to break the ice so
that the girl would escape any wath and departed nysel f

unscat hed.

Wal king on the cliffs one day a pretty little thing with a
yappi ng Yorkshire terrier was seated there and the animal started
snappi ng at ny ankles. The girl was a | a-de-dah type as
di scovered on wal ki ng her hone to Chal kwell Avenue sayi ng her
daddy woul d be cross if he knew she was acconpani ed by a fell ow
fromthe east side of Southend! So no luck there either!

Bob Fincher, Charlie Leger and | took to walking in Priory Park at
lunch times and we would sonetines link up with girls on a sinilar
m ssion. | was beginning to show interest in one called Jean but
Bob got there first. No matter! Charlie and | on a |later occasion
canme upon a girl al one whose raven hair was so long it danced
enticingly as she sort of wal ked with a bounce al ong her way.
Charlie reckoned she fancied nme so encountering her wal king the
park al one next day | was able to arrange a date for the pictures
at the Corona cinema in Leigh near her hone. My word! by

conpari son she was all over ne showing no interest in the films
(and | then showing no interest in her!) |I was glad to get her
hone and then to contenplate the situation in the Iight of “~Wo or
what next | wonder ?'.

| thought I'd go dancing again and went down to the Kursaa

Bal | room and took another girl home nore fromcourtesy after the
last waltz than any particular desire, but blow nme she was as fast
a worker as the last one! So that was that!

Whil e the schene was failing mserably | decided to take on a
postal course in Engineering with the British Institute of

Engi neeri ng Technol ogy. Johnny Stanhope did |ikew se, W were both
i nventive and long before the creation of tape recorders | visited
hi s home where he had devi sed a nmethod of recording using a toy

ci nemat ograph and a granophone's sound box with the needl e running
al ong one side of the filmso that speaking into the sound box
transfered the sound to a track being cut into the filmby the
needl e. A very clever bl oke was John
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Sonme of us in the drawing of fice were keen photographers, Charlie
Leger had an Agfa Karat Canera a dinky little affair taking twelve
exposures on 35mmcine film Eric Kenp had an Ensign Sel fix
folding canera for the larger 120 size filns and my other firm
friend Bob Beale had I think a Baldini 35mmfol ding nodel. Bob and
I cycled together all over the Southend district, noses pressed to
phot ogr aphi ¢ shop wi ndows, Brown's in Ham et Court Road, Body's or
Atkinson's in the High Street, sone side street near Southchurch
Park, one just into Southbourne Grove and our favourite one Joe
Patience's shop in Queens Road. | think Joe taught us all we know
about phot ography but you couldn't |eave the shop w thout spending
a small fortune. Joe was a nenber/lecturer at the Southend
Phot ogr aphi ¢ Society which | joined, it was then held at the
Muni ci pal Col |l ege by Victoria Circus.

One day wal ki ng the pronenade down at Thorpe Bay | espied a bl onde
lass smling at ne so | thought naybe this will be the "M ss

Ri ght' that dad assured ne woul d conme al ong sooner or later. This
was M ss |sobel Godfrey playing there with her very young brother
and we got along fine even though | nade sure to tell her about
Joan. W dated several tinmes going to what became favourite
haunts, one the Thorpe Bay CGolf course, the other wandering the
cliffs above Leigh Station. She really was a nice girl who rapidly
got too serious. | realised that although | |iked her a great dea
(enough for us to indulge in sone occasional nodest petting) she
was not ny type and | couldn't possibly allow another Joan/W I f
situation to arise. So with sone difficulty we were able to

am cably part.

Joan and | still dated occasionally. W went to Sadlers Wlls
Opera and saw Rossini's Barber of Seville. W still wote letters
and our wal ks etc continued but she had turned ny now al nost
frequent narriage proposals down saying "we nust wait---we mnust
wait". In Joan's absence once her num and dad expressed to ne
their synpathy with nmy trouble and had told Joan to try to

consi der her future nore saying that they adnmired nmy patience with
her. etc.

Bob Fincher and | would discuss our girlie problens at work and
told himabout Joan and | having difficulty to make conversation
and he kept telling ne to keep talking at all costs, even about
the first thing that comes into ny head, regardless of its

i mportance for it could develop into a short conversation
"mention that car you're passing, or that tree---even that crack
in the pavenent". He was right of course but | couldn't get the
i dea of f the ground.

My dates with Joan did begin to get |less frequent and as tine went
on | saw that our ronance was flagging, in fact it was goi ng down
hill fast with the problem | ooking insurnountable. Mentally | was
in a shocking state, retiring early and often tearful when al one
in my roomand frantically pondering "What the hell am| going to
do?"

Apart fromthis love-life trouble the Ekco Co. and nany ot her

busi nesses were suffering a sticky patch by the Christmas of 1947
and tenporary redundanci es becanme the order of the day. | anobng
several others was soon a victim The firm hel ped nme though by
getting nme a job as Assistant Chief Draughtsman with one of their
ol d enpl oyees Chris Ladd who was Chi ef designer at Lacrinoid
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Products Ltd. They specialised in the noulding and fabrication of
buttons of all kinds, the factory being at Ronford----- ROVFORD!
Now | thought, maybe I'll get to see Joan nore frequently!---or
woul d she be frightened away? | was to start the job in the com ng
January.

Lacrinoid' s was quite a nice new experience for me, a clean
drawi ng of fice a nice but not very bright boss and a decent bunch
of chaps and girls. W had to refer to each other by surnane while
at work, so it was M this and Mss or Ms that. The presses for

t hernosetting plastic buttons were snall conpared to those | had
left and thernoplastics was virtually a new field to them Button
producti on had numerous tricks of the trade that | was able to

| earn though and all in all its fair to say we | earned nunerous

i deas fromeach other. | made still nore friends anong students.

It was my job to teach Harry Levy a university graduate of wealthy
Jewi sh stock and of whom he was so proud that he would invite ne
to his hone to neet his parents and a very old grandnot her who
recall was dressed in black silks and a shawl and seated with her
feet on a heated footstool. Another time Harry took me there when
the fanmily were out and he denobnstrated his cooking ability by
maki ng ne a neal including boiled rice fromwhich he'd exuded al
its moisture by putting it into a cloth, taking it outside and
rapidly swinging it round and round like a centrifuge. It was
assuredly the best rice |'ve ever eaten

Then there was Ral ph Ehrnmann al so Jewi sh, keen to becone a good
plastics man and "| eaned' considerably on what general engineering
expertise | could offer, a nost |ikeable chap, fond of cruises to
Norway and Scandi navia in general, He was full of praise for the
El | erman Li ne Shi ppi ng Co. Perhaps he had shares init? In later
years he becane the founder and owner of Airfix Industries Ltd. of
pl astic nodel kit fane. Another fellow called Trevor was only

si xteen and was our general ~dogs-body' making the tea, doing the
prints etc. he was very skilled as a jazz pianist so we conferred
on nmusic a great deal. There were sone pretty girls there too but
| could raise no enthusiasmin that direction, feeling that I'd
had nmy share for a while yet.

| mssed the local journey to work, now having to catch a train
to Harol d Wod Station and wal k about half a mle to the factory.
Getting home was easier because Chris Ladd had a car and woul d
take me as far as Wckford Station each day and | woul d conti nue
honmeward fromthere by train. Joan worked in Ronford High Street's
tel egraph office so by dialling Ronford 4161 | was able to talk
her into joining me for lunch tinme snacks at our old rendezvous
under the station's railway bridge.

So all was not lost, we visited a Ronford ci nena once where

recall we saw ~Song To Renenber' a sonewhat distorted but pl easant
enough tale of Chopin's life and | ove of George Sand the noveli st
(pl ayed by Merle Cberon). Franz Liszt was played by George Sanders
and Cornel WI1de the Chopin role.

Thus nmy life and | ove continued nuch as before, our affectionate
warnth was still there but the whole thing was decidedly sl ow
nmoving. | had told Joan of ny string of disappointnments with the
other girls and though reluctant woul d continue the "experinent'.
Along tine |ater she said naybe she would change if she could be
wi thout ne for a while--say three or even six nmonths? Just to see
how much she'd mss ne. To her surprise and | think ny own
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acceptance of defeat and chagrin | agreed! but it didn't cone off
we still jogged along as before with her phoning me at work for a
chat or even a date, or me nore frequently doing |ikew se.

The mat hs of my postal course were not getting on very well

either! so Joan's sister Helen hel ped ne al ong nmaki ng al gebra seem
very easy to grasp saying "Wen you've finished a probl em PROVE

t he answer by doi ng another of the sanme kind but of which the
unknowns are KNOWN'. This worked beautifully in her presence but
I'd forget the original nethod by the time | got hone. Actually ny
mat hs in general were not too bad, nmy work nore usually enploying
trigononmetry (largely taught me by Dave Wlie at the Rodensi de Co.
in the war years).

| started going to nore dance | essons at a place over sone
Westcliff shops called “The Studio Ballroom a jolly friendly
little place run by a quite elderly couple. They taught all the
usual dances and a new one to nme called the “Sanba' which seened
very easy at the tine, | could alredy do the quarter turns of the
“Quickstep' and “Waltz' but was never cured of being heavy on ny
feet and | always wanted to learn the "Foxtrot' but could never
quite grasp it.

Well into summer now (this was 1948) and dates with Joan were
still a bit rare and Doctor Smith wote and told me of Sw ss
Hol i days available, In a tel ephone chat he discreetly told ne that
Joan and Hel en had al ready booked to go to Zermatt for views of
the Matterhorn range. Well Johnny Stanhope wanted to come with ne
to Switzerland this tine so it seenmed prudent not to foll ow Joan
(due to the prospect of two people inadvertantly playing
gooseberry!). Hence we chose Aeschi on Mount Niesen and Lenk for

t he second week.

The final stage of the outward journey was by bus fromthe foot of
the nmountain up to Aeschi, W had to | oad our cases on to a huge
rack on the back of the bus outside. There were several such buses
and crowds mlling around, somehow John hung his canera on the
wrong bus! To our surprise he was actually handed the camera by
the hotel manager on our arrival! To this day |'ve never worked
out how it could have happened. John and | were stuck with two
teen-aged girls throughout the holiday so we felt rather
restricted and | was the only one who knew the best sights to
visit around that Bernese Oberland area.

These included a chair lift ride up to the Rigi nountain's sunmt
but about hal fway up, the chair lift stopped! Al becane dead
silent and we were stuck up there for a good hour when | | ooked
down and joyfully exclaimed "Look down there, the grass is really
not very far, we could easily junp down that distance couldn't
we?" John's reply put nme pronptly in ny place "Have anot her | ook
but at the grazing cows this tine" and to my horror they were no
bi gger than ants! Jadly we waited a bit longer to get pulled
safely in.

The cause of the stoppage? sone old gent's overcoat had been taken
off at the station and got caught and tangled up with the huge
cabl e-driving wheel! Wio was the old man? Gosh what a coi nci dence
?, he was mny dancing teacher fromthe Studio Ball Room W didn't
even know he was to holiday in Switzerland.
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Luckily the weat her was grand throughout the holiday. That is
until we crossed the channel coning home! Huge waves tossed the
ship high, low and fromside to side passengers were being sick
al | about us, even sailors were being sick over the side, dreadfu
it was, people were advised to get below but | recalled ny dad had
told ne if in those conditions to stand as near the centre of the
ship as possible and fix an unchangi ng gaze on any di stant obj ect
or cloud. So that is just what we did by huddling together braced
against a central feature of the top deck---And it worked! Not one
of us four were sick,though we were i ndeed wet and very col d.

The Labour Government at that tine had a schene called Training
Wthin Industry or T.WI. and a lecturer cane to the firmto

gat her us seniors and the young girls and boys together to show
themthat it's possible to learn anything at all as long as the
teacher works by three maxins. 1.To TELL the student how to do it,
2. To SHOWNthe student how to do it, and 3. To | LLUSTRATE how to
do it. First he showed us seniors an “electricians knot', then he
TOLD us how it was made, then he SHOWED us how to tie it and
finally ILLUSTRATED it with a pencil sketch. It was marvell ous
because we were all then able to do it imediately. Us seniors
then had to use the nmethod to teach the youngsters |ikew se. W
were then invited to think of something that they were unlikely to
know how to do. | chose to show the class how to accurately draw a
perfect hexagon and it worked marvellously! Naturally I've found
many occasions since to enploy the tactic when teaching young

dr aught smen.

This was the year | think when playwite Ted, (later Lord) WIllis
and | think Joan Littlewood (of “Ch what a lovely war' fanme) were
encour agi ng the devel opnent of countryw de branches of the “Unity
Theatre' organisation. These were mainly Left w ng groups
perform ng plays favouring particularly those with a "nessage'.
don't know now whether | was invited or volunteered to join the
new Sout hend branch but | got in. W did several play readings of
G B. Shaw (Major Barbara | recall) Thunder Rock | renenber and
EmMyn WIllians' “~The Corn is Green' which we eventually perforned
about three tines (twice at the Ekco works) It was a good
experience enabling ne to utilise some of the know edge acquired
at the youth club earlier described. | had |ike nost there only a
smal | part however, the |eads being taken by a professional nale
as the student and a female as his teacher. The secretary of the

group was a Jewish girl living in Genesta Road in one of those
Edwar di an t ower ed houses and she would invite nme there for
rehearsals of our two parts. | was too naive to think she was

actually fancying nme but that's what the others thought and in
retrospect | now think they were right.

Around that tine dad had been having waterworks trouble it was
sonething, to do with enlargenent of his prostate gland (conmnon
anong nmen beyond m ddl e age) Poor old numtoo had a setback, she
did her local shopping mainly at 'Botts' the grocery store just
down the road, this tine though she tripped going in, falling
heavily, her face crashing into their entrance door! She thereby
| ost her front upper teeth. The resulting dental treatnent gave
her a rectifying upper denture but she never took to it.

181



Chapter 34

Three “Hail Marys'
"That's the one, son, That's the one!"
1948- 1949

About that tine | was getting interested in radio construction and
wi shing to build a radi ogram Cousin Gordon (whose hobby anbng
others was radio) cane for a visit, and he gave ne plans and lots
of parts leaving ne just a fewto buy fromthe G aham Farrish Co.

| built it up all very neatly but hadn't the technical know how to
realise that sone conponents must never be placed near certain
others. Oh it worked reasonably well but introduced weird how ing
noises fromtine to tinme. | swiftly lost interest in radio from
then on. Moving parts | can understand but static ones teach ne
not hi ng.

| think it was about now that dear great aunt Edie died, thus
passing over a truly lovely |ady who nade such a strong inpression
on me so nmany years before. Her hubby our dear uncle Jack had died
just before the war we think

Lacrinoid |like Ekco's the previous year suddenly hit hard tines
and I'd heard of a designer's job going at Chel nsford's Marcon

Co. | coveted any job there albeit though it was back in the field
of my old | ove, the design of press tools, jigs, fixtures &. Just
the interview clinched it with quite good noney and high quality
engineers to work with, but of course it was another couple of
daily journeys by train. This time from Southend to Shenfield and
changing there for a Chelnsford train so it was a bit of a drag
each day. However | returned to nmy old habit of reading a great
deal on the journey, this tinme concentrating such study on the
rudi ments of nusic conposition. | confess though to reading al so
the funni est paper back I'd ever encountered called ' Rose col oured
spectacles' that stripped everyone of their clothing when | ooked

t hr ough!

An ol dish gent called Sam Craigie ran the drawi ng office and he
put me with the cleverest engineer |'ve ever encountered. One
CGeorge Nichols and in no time at all we were very close friends
and turned out sone spectacul ar work together. W shared an
interest in radio conedies of the day, Take it fromhere' wth
June Whitfield and Ji mmy Edwards and ~Mich binding in the Marsh'
wi th Kenneth Horne and Stinker Miurdoch. George |oved nusic too, a
bit nmore highbrow than ne though, his particular favourites were
German 'lieder'.

| also gained a new friend in Harold Chivers (their entertai nnents
chappi e) who got ne a few gigs playing accordi on and piano. Later

I met a chap fromthe accounts office who travelled from Sout hend
each day in his little Austin Seven, so for half a crown a day,
with a couple of others saved travel tine by going with him (and
killed it anyway by jointly doing the Daily Tel egraph Crossword
puzzl e on the journey).

Hughi e Green was doing his “Opportunity Knocks' radi o show at this
time and | obtained an audition with himat the B.B.C s Aeolian
Hall and | nust say this was nuch better managed than the Carro
Levis and Brian M chie ones described earlier. For exanple we all
got to neet the man hinself and | was able to give a full ten
mnute spot for him No | didn't get selected but the producer
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(Denis Maine Wlson) wote on ny rel evant paper work "Excellent on
straight stuff". It was a fair deal indeed.

Travelling to work by car made tine for ne to go to night school a
couple of tines a week. Once to Professor Chambers who taught the
pi ano on an anci ent huge bl ack upright battered nodel and for once
| did make a little progress. On one occasion he was so heavily
critical of jazz that one student was |earning, and foolishly and
unwittingly clainmed that it was too sinple to learn to play.
Havi ng my own record of “Honky tonk train blues' (that the |ad
wanted to learn) | had recently got the piano copy al so and

unki ndly brought it to M Chanbers to play the foll ow ng week

Poor man, he did actually get through it all but with absolutely
no "jazz' feeling whatsoever

The other lesson was with M Eric Enery to | earn harnmony which

t hought woul d concentrate on piano or orchestral composition (I
was beconming interested in that field by inventing what | thought
were interesting nelodies but my acconpani nent as al ways was t oo
weak). | had recently devel oped a sort of Rhapsody based on ny
affair with Joan that was sadly in need of the kind of expertise
that | found noticeably wanting on a disc recording I'd locally
made. To our joint surprise Mary, mny favourite dancing partner
from Dallens', was in the class. However the basics of elenentary
harmony turned out to be concerned with voi ces! Soprano, Alto,
Tenor and Bass and a jolly sight nore conplicated than |'d dreaned
and before long Mary left, and | followed suit only a few weeks
behi nd her. M Enmery got involved in a scandal about interference
with little boys and was not heard of again. Sadly I'd quite |iked
him especially his teaching of “~Misical Appreciation' (mainly of
the Sibelius conpositions) 1'd attended a coupl e of years earlier

My dancing efforts continued now at a hall behind S MA C's
Garage in the London Road at Chal kwell and at the Arlington Hal
there. It was here | net Valerie a nost jolly girl, a very plunp
young thing who was full of fun and laughter and |I'd see her there
al nrost weekly and joined her famly at their happy home on Leigh
H 1l over the 1948 Christmas. They were a delightful crowd maki ng
me nost wel cone. Their name was 'de-Lobel' the father originating
fromFrance the nother as all nuns, a superb nanager of her |arge
but beautifully cosy hone. There were three grown up children, a
son and two daughters, Pauline, and Valerie, who | was now dating
but who was a bit too young for me and al though not ny type either
was a truly lovely conpanion. They were catholics and foll owed
their religion very faithfully but none ninded ny intrusion into
their lives realising that Valerie was nerely a ship that would
pass in the night. In any case Val eri e knew about Joan---and as

t hey say, couldn't care |ess!

Joan and | had fixed a dance date for the New Years' eve.

knocked at her door and Hel en answered saying "The iceberg is
upstairs getting ready!" This was nmy first encounter with the
formality of the midnight “Auld Lang Syne' thing. Still, | quickly
got the hang of the Iinking arns idea as we forned part of the
great circle of dancers. However it wasn't until sone years |ater
that | |learned the requisite customof the celebration is to kiss
your partner as you both enter the new year. | have a recollection
of Joan being particularly quiet on our way hone to her house that
night. Only the Lord knows now, how she viewed ny om ssion. Qur
relationship was at its | owest ebb anyway!
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Marconi's was free and easy with the use of private phone calls so
Joan and | kept in contact O K but | was beginning to wonder what
| would do if our affair just dried up and we parted for good? It
was on the cards and began to seemthat | just nust find another
"Mss Right' for |I already felt badly (and naturally) in need of a
really pernmanent, indeed a physical relationship. After all, nost
peopl e need love---lots of it! needing also frequent cuddles in
between to make sure it keeps going.

How woul d one really know which girl is "Mss Right' anyway? |'d
| ong since discovered that although “love' is the one essenti al
i ngredient, the one you're even deeply in love with may not turn
out to be her! (as ny affair with Vera and hopel ess quests for
Rene and Barbara had shown). So what then of Joan? Dad had often
said "If you can find anyone even half as good as your dear nmum
you wont have done too badly".

That was a pretty good gui deline, she and dad were certainly in

| ove and for no reason at all would put an arm around the other's
wai st or each other's neck, share a kiss or a hug regardl ess of
whoever saw or was in their presence though num nmi ght be heard to
jestingly yell "On git aht ov it!" In fact they shared everything
and woul d neither harbour secrets nor throw or give things away
wi t hout the other's know edge. Any windfall or income would be
for them bot h.

Mum bei ng the better nanager did hold the purse strings but
regarded no noney as strictly her own, saving for the future too
was a vital requisite having |ong since abandoned the idea of
getting things on hire purchase or acquiring credit to buy non
essentials i.e. if they wanted sonething they SAVED-UP for it, or
nmerely went without! They never argued about religion or politics
and over all | frankly cannot imagine a nore ideal partnership.

Therefore a partnership like theirs | felt was surely just what |
should firmy seek. | could hardly expect all aspects to be quite
t he equival ent and indeed nost of the girls |I'd encountered so far
showed no desire for participation in either sharing expenses or
even saving for their future. In ny frane of mind at that tine
Joan then was as near the ideal as | was likely to find. Al the
others 1'd dated were apparently concerned only with expenses on
new clothes (in the |latest fashion) and of course their make up!

The truth is though that 1'd got it all wong! having not seen the
wood for the trees in that girls though | ooking for a husband were
not seeking one in quite the serious way that | was seeking a

wi fe. They had the good sense to have sonme fun in the course of
finding the right man, whereas any idea of actually having fun was
far renoved from ny own objective though |I'd obviously encountered
sone al ong the way.

Marriage even so, was to a girl the ultimte aimalso, and she
could not share the prevailing customwhere only a nman could ask
for a date. Although they did of course enjoy |ooking |ovely, they
really were stuck with incessantly beautifying thensel ves because
they liked doing it, but also in the hope of an eventual conquest.
Further, even if they were “lucky' enough to actually get married,
nmost woul d find thensel ves deprived of the pocket nmoney to which
they' d been used, due to the nmale assum ng sone God given right to
keep all his income and in nost cases not even declaring what it
was to his wife. So to ny sincere regret ny earlier criticisns
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were quite unfounded realising that the girls were and are
entirely justified (and anyway what man how ever ol d he gets does
not enjoy the sight of a pretty girl?)

Thought s about nuch of the above becane a bit of an obsession with
me over several nmonths and | started working on a little book of
such ideas pricipally the financial aspects, but | was mainly
concerned for couples to pursue the follow ng concepts in the
attenpt to ensure a successful married life.i.e:-

1. Fairness in preparation for narriage by each saving for
it in proportion to their incone.

2. The marriage itself to be based on a couple sharing
everything---all forns of incone, troubles, joys, pain,
the | ot.

3. Having absolutely no secrets from each ot her

4. Standing by your partner in any argument even with your
parents and especially when its with your child i.e. Not
siding with the child against your partner. If your views
actually differ, waiting "til later to sort out the
problemw th your partner in private.

5. Except in an inpossible situation don't “solve' your

child's problens unless your partner is also available to

participate in them

Don't “spare the rod and spoil the child'

Keep the intensity of your love going at all costs, being

sure your partner is not frustrated in any way .

8. If you're unwell be sure your partner knows--and to the
exact degree. i.e. don't nake out that "it's nothing" nor
exaggerate the problem

9. Be reliable with tine-keeping and let it be known where
you are, or are going to be, at any tine.

No

| becanme convinced that these were maxi ns coupl es should follow,
feeling theminperative and realising that settling down with the
wrong partner being an alarmng risk

| even thought that it would be a good idea for couples to live
together for say six nmonths to assess their situation before tying
t he knot, which however would have to be tied anyway if a kiddie
was on the way. (Such an idea was absolutely unheard of in those
days and woul d be frowned upon by the whole of society, so | knew
| could never get away with it nyself). | condensed all this stuff
as a brief article hopefully for Daily Mrror publication it was
encour agi ngly acknow edged but not accepted. However | did get
rat her over obsessed with it. Even today though | think it offers
a sound basis for successful marriage.

VWhile witing in this vein | was also mindful that one big barrier
to a successful marriage is poor nmanagenent of the hone's finances
and devised a nethod for controlling it and incidentally I
eventually used it for many, many years years. | T WORKS! so it
could be of interest if | divert alittle frommy story to
describe it here.

Wite down a separate columm of your vital expenses for each nonth
of the year, not forgetting any known quarterly or annual bills to
be inserted in the appropriate colum. Any uncertain but vita
anounts can be estimated e.g. Birthday/ Christmas cards, gifts etc
Total the columms, then add about ten per cent to cater for
inflation and as a nmargin for errors.
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Now total the totals to find your year's expenses. Subtract it
fromyour annual income to show what surplus there is.

Save as the very minimumof this, ten per cent---hopefully fifty
per cent! as a savings necessity (for househol d disasters and the
nuner ous ot her unexpecteds). Dividing this by twelve gives the
anmount to add to each nonthly |ist above

The remai ning noney is for free use (house keeping, holidays,
outings etc.). If there's a short fall at this juncture, it's
obvi ous that you have sonme serious pruning to do----DO IT!

When your list is reliable, you can divide the year's total costs
by twelve to establish your regular nonthly contribution to deduct
fromyour incone. Use a building society for the dormant noney to
acquire some interest as a bonus that you can raid at the year's
end!

Your lists clearly show your nobst expensive nonth, so now prepare
a twelve nonth table ending with that nonth's position to show

what's happening as the year progresses. It will show how your
contributions will accunulate to pay for your npst expensive
nont h.

This is how your table mght appear:-

March contribution......... a650. . 26
March expenses............. a528. . 32
d21..94
April contribution......... a650. . 26
od72..20
April expenses............. o498. .13

oR274. .07 etc. etc.

In this exanple the table would finish at February and the bal ance
woul d match February's expenses having slowy accunul ated to pay
for them |'ve been brief here but it should be understandabl e.

Lets now return to ny story.

Working at Marconi's was nost enjoyable but | mssed Ekco's nodern
drawi ng boards for | was now back to the old fashi oned board and
Tee-square system of ny Rodensi de days. Adjacent draughtsnmen were
ajolly cromd (Iike draughtsnen everywhere) and all blessed with
that |ovely musical Essex accent.

Steve Gowers was an A MI.Mech.E, a son of a baker whose shop was
in Leigh-on-Sea near Belfairs Park there. Stan Byfield and Peter
Hal I were considerably under the w ngs of George Nichols and I.
was able to help Eric Buckley too, he was put on nould design for
the firms only thernobsetting little press, a sort of devel opnent
project as the conpany had no plastics expertise. W would al
have a | augh when ol d Sam Crai gi e brought us new drawi ngs to
contenplate saying " “ere y'are, 'av a think round that" and when
he'd gone we would put the drawing on a chair and all wal k around
it insingle file holding a hand to our heads in deep thinking
fashion! As at Ekco's we had a |l ot of |aughs there but engineering
was seriously intent. Ekco's of course nade radi o receivers
whereas Marconi's were at the other end of the trade, making
transmtters for the numerous radio wants of the rest of the
wor | d.

Meetings with Joan getting rarer | recall one we had nerely to do

a bit of soul searching, that was to explore just what mnight be
irritating one about the other. | could think of nothing at al
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other than a fervent desire for her to just look to the future and
religiously put the past behind her. She responded by saying | had
no faults at all---"except perhaps for your “silly laugh'!". |
have to say that was sonething | hadn't known existed. Later on
she rang ne to say that a certain opera conmpany were to put on a
series of popular operatic works at a London theatre and woul d |
be interested in seeing Puccini's 'La Bohene' about a nmonth hence?
I was keen of course and we decided to go. | can't remenber which
of us bought the circle seat tickets, but due to inm nent
dramatic events, the arranged sojourn did not take place in the
way expected. Indeed | never actually nmet Joan ever agai n!

Soon | nade another trip to a dance at the Arlington Hall and who
shoul d be seated there but none other than ny favourite dancing
partner, Mary, fromour Dallens and ni ght school days! She was

sitting with her friend Vera, a jolly lass. | sat with themfor a
chin-wag and on seeing nme light up ny pipe | was asked what
tobacco | was snoking. "Exmore Hunt M xture" | replied, whereupon
Vera rejoined with "It snells like it!" W all |aughed.

I think Mary and | had several dances and | was reninded with
great pleasure how soft she was to hold, how she seenmed to just
float about the floor, a really lovely experience. It was probably
an onen when the band played “|I'm gonna change nmy way of living'.
Looki ng back now | suppose |I'd possibly upset Valerie a little and
rudely interrupted Mary's and Vera's evening into the bargain, but
it turned out nmenorable for ne as | now explain. Near its end

whi | st dancing again, | ventured to ask Mary for a date and after
alittle thought she replied "Alright then, as |ong as you don't
get serious!" Me “serious? | could never be anything el se!

couldn't see her honme however as she had come on her bike. But we
arranged to neet outside the Southend Victoria railway station
the next day | think, even so | felt | just couldn't wait. For
once, this girl was sort of different, really sonething!

W net as arranged and I'Il for ever renember how pretty she

| ooked in her mainly reddish floral frock with its red piping and
I (for a change) found making conversation easy. It was a |l ovely
sunny day and we sauntered down the high street to the sea front's
pronmenade and followed its course all the way along to its

Chal kwel | end, stopping for sone repast at the little cafe there.

Fromthen on it all went swmingly. 1'd told Valerie and now
decided to tell Joan Wade that this new affair had great
possibilities. |I don't think she was badly shaken by the news and
| suppose she was later relieved really. | do hope she found a

ni ce husband in the end though. For now she w shed ne every

happi ness and suggested that Mary rather than herself should join
me for the booked opera date.

| soon met Mary's parents at their hone being the [ ast bungal ow
in Feeches Road (No 171). Her mum (al so a Mary) being an astute
lady with strong Tory all egi ance who gave nme many a good politica
debate as tine went on. She liked a joke, | renenber her | aughing
at a quip of mine that was ""Ere we go' as the earwig said when it
fell off the mantel piece!" Her dad (Joe) was a French polisher, a
jovial character with whom | nade friends with ease. there was
anot her daughter, sone sixteen years Mary's junior and called
Sal lie, though really named Janice. They also had a little black
and white spaniel type dog.
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The fanmi|ly had east London origins as had Mary's grand parents
nearby at No 80. These were known as “~Nanny and Pots' he was so

ni cknamed when hit on the head with a “jerry' by Mary when an
infant. H's proper name was Syd Barnett a quite charm ng, kind and
friendly man who had been a cobbler and with Nanny was a noney

| ender. “Nanny' was yet another “Mary' and for that reason three
Marys were considered too nuch, so that my Mry was called by her
second nane “Joan' within her famly. Understandably | couldn't
bring nyself to call her “Joan' considering ny recent traumatic
years. Besides, as the Ceorge. M Cohan song says "Mary, it's a
grand ol d nane" and who could want for a nicer nane than that of
the nmot her of the Lord Jesus.

Nanny and Pots joined us all for tea one Sunday and it was then
that | first met them "Hello Bill boy" was Nan's friendly
greeting to ne in her raucous cockney |ingo "How yer bangin' it?"
and after a big tea | expressed the fact that | was quite full up
to which she exclained "Ooh!-- a big turd in the norning!" and of
course | felt at honme strai ght away!

Once | was carrying records hone fromthere one handed by bi ke and
it hit the kerb in Ennisnore Gardens. This disnmunted ne and ny
chest hit the wall of someone's front garden causing a pain that
the doctor called periostitis being a sort of bruising of ny ribs.

The opera date was at the Stoll theatre Kingsway and was snmashi ng!
Li ke nost operas it's a sad tale with really lovely nusic and
arias e.g. They call ne Mm--but ny name is Lucia' "Your tiny
hand is frozen' etc. Until then I'd only heard Wally Laxton
chortling these nel odies down at the Ekco drawi ng office.

Soon Mary cane to visit my mum and dad and we all had tea but she
didn't get off to a really good start for nmum had prepared one of
her sal ads which normally were quite good but this time the

| ettuce al though well washed as usual sadly still contained a
green flyl Oherwise the visit went well | thought (especially
when it turned out that Mary had gone to the sane school as had
mum and nei ghbour M's Hesketh). On returning hone after seeing her
to hers, | said to numand dad "Well what did you think?" "Ch!
think she's LOVELY!" mumreplied, and (as if | didn't already
know) Dad just said "That's the one son, That's the one!".

O course it was! but I think I must have unwittingly upset Mary a
bit in those early days with too nuch expl anati on about ny
troubles with ny ex girl friends even to the extent of show ng her
t hei r phot ographs. However she never conpl ai ned.

Anmong our dates was one to Ashi ngdon from where we wal ked across
the fields to the River Crouch near Canewdon and here after taking
a snap or two (and enjoying a cuddle or twd) on the sea wall
proposed to ny lovely new girl and was accepted! Surely this was
Heaven on earth! W started hone again across the field but here
we were soon pursued by its irate farner waving a huge stick
threateningly, thus inducing us to run the rest of the way! W
rested at the “Victory Inn' after clinbing up Ashingdon Hill and
had a drink before going hone.

So we were engaged only three weeks after nmy having been asked not

to get serious! but as | said "How could | be anything else? wth
Mary.
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Not bad goi ng eh?
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Chapter 35
Love in full bloom 1949-1950.

As was the custom | pronptly sought Mary's dad's permission to
marry his daughter, he was in the kitchen drying up sone crocks
and in reply to the question "May | have your pernission to marry
Mary?" he said laughingly "I don't care what you do with her!" and
so all was well.

We bought the ring, a rather pretty three stone affair at Sinmms
jewel l ery shop in Southchurch Road, | seemto remenber it cost oF-
10s-0d (cheap at barely a man's week's wages), so we were all set
for our engagenent party. Mary's mumorganised it at their hone
and we are a bit uncertain as to who actually canme but there would
have been Mary's fanmily of four, ny nother and father, (lvy then
living at Wbod Green couldn't make it), Mary's friend Ms Chapman
definitely came and of course Nanny and Pots and possibly nanny's
friend and hubby known as Aunt Sue and Uncle Harry Prosser. They
canme from Sheppey Road at Dagenham just a couple of streets away
fromnmy friends Madge and Fred (nuch in evidence in earlier
chapters). Maybe Mary's uncle Ted and Aunt Charlotte cane too.

Mary's mum knew how to put on a fine spread for eats and drinks,
(indeed it was she who had earlier introduced ne to pickled

wal nuts and to Dutch herrings). W would have had a good old
nmusi ¢ session with Mary and | playing the piano jointly, that is,
she as principle and nme up top doing the obligato, (two at one
piano is a rare sight nowadays). She nornmally played from nusic,
and very well too, but with ne only playing by ear. We had spent
sonme tine getting the right chords organi sed and I had shown her a
few effective twiddly bits so we were able to create a nice short
sel ection of singalong tunes of that time including “On the sunny
side of the street', "Armin armtogether', Down Forget-ne-not
Lane' and “Who's sorry now?'. Like nme, Mary did considerable
concert work nmminly as an acconpani st but she did a good rendition

of those pops of the tine “1've got a luverly bunch of coconuts!'
“That old piano roll rag' etc, she also played for her friend
MIllie' s singing. | no doubt took and played the accordion to our

party and ny num and dad probably did their party pieces too. The
few uncertainties indicated | do wi sh we could renenber.

Mum had a birthday that year and | was shocked at realising she'd

reached the age of sixty, | was thereby noved to pen her birthday

card with a | engthy poemon flashbacks through her life, realising
that we take our | oved ones lives too nuch for granted.

Mary and | began saving hard for our “bottomdrawer', | had nade a
list of our absolute mninmmrequirenents for our marriage and
first home. e.g. two knives, two forks' two chairs, one table, one
bed etc. | had several itens left over fromthe tinme Vera and

had i ntended marrying and 1'd got the grand piano of course and
mum and dad prom sed us several odd itens.

Even so we still went out to enjoy ourselves. W |iked ' The
Mayfair' restaurant, |ater becomi ng the 'Lido' beside the
"Gaunont' cinema. We attended a piano recital at the Metropole
ci nema by the fanmous Chopin exponent Poui shnoff. At the Odeon we
saw bal | et excerpts perfornmed by Anton Dolin and Alicia Mrkova.
We saw the Coppelia ballet perforned there too. W al so took
Mary's mum and dad one tinme to see the Swan Lake ballet. There was
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once a synphony concert including a piano concerto played by
Leslie England and on anot her occasion a performance of " The
Messiah' there, we were also there for a recital of arias by the
operatic star Ggli and another by Luigi Infantino. Al these
concerts were organi sed by The Sout hend Misic C ub.

W |iked going to ' Tomassi's' cafe for their delicious ice creans
and we saw filns galore, “~The Blue Lanmp' with Richard Attenborough
at the Ritz,, "Adamis Rib' with Spencer Tracy at the Rivoli, Gary
Cooper's 'For whomthe bell tolls' at the Strand, ~The Man who
could work mracles' (Mascot), "“The Snake Pit' (Odeon), ~The Hasty
Heart' (Rivoli), "The Berkleys of Broadway' (Astaire and Rogers)at
the Rivoli, “No Ochids for Mss Blandish" (Strand), "The way to
the Stars' (Corona), ~The Thin Man' (Mascot), etc.

At work George N chols pointed out to me one day that the
Institution of Production Engineers were to hold their

Graduat eshi p exami nations at the Coll ege near our factory and that
inhis viewif |I took the exam!| would "walk it'. It so happened
that | was the only Marconi nman to have a go that year (the fee
was ob) and it ran for three nornings | think. The subjects as
recall were Wirkshop Practice & Engi neering Mat hematics, Too

Pl anni ng and Desi gn, and Works Managenent. | cane away on the | ast
norni ng suddenly realising that 1'd nade two gl aring ni stakes,

m sunder standi ng a part of the question!

Mary joined me on a couple of my gigs doing our singal ong
sel ection, one was via friend Harold Chivers at the Marconi Co's
social club hall, another was at an arny drill hall in Ilford, it
was to entertain the troops there, Madge Thomas and Tom WIlls were
al so engaged for the job. The arnmy weren't ready for us on tine
and we eventually did our stuff an hour and a half |late and we had
to get a taxi hone from Sout hend Station as we'd missed the |ast
bus.

One norning | was awakened by dad bringing ne a cup of tea with a
letter he was anxious for ne to open, for it was fromthe
Institution of Production Engineers. We had a hug and he was near
to weeping when | showed it to himfor it indicated that I'd
passed the exans.(in spite of nmy known errors). Like me, Dad woul d
weep at any slightly noving event, he would cry even if he saw a
line of scouts or marching soldiers! poor old |ad.

As time went on | was invited to join the tool planning team at
Marconi's. It was managed by a M French and | |eapt at the
chance. Here you were given a set of new drawi ngs to anal yse.

First a conplete assenbly drawing of all the parts, for which you
have to prepare a |ist showing the order of assenbling them all

| ooking for problens to encounter when doing so, and suggesting
ways to nake assenbly quicker, or easier. If necessary by altering
rel evant parts slightly if possible. Then each part draw ng you
had to assess and its method of manufacturing operations listed in
order. Fromall this work done, the estimating department did al
the costings--- | never got involved with the costing side, but we
had to list the extent of the tooling required to effect the best
econonical set up for the quantities anticipated.

Mary and | continued our adventures and called at Mary's friends
respective flats, (Ms Chapnman and Rosa Pinney) for pleasant
evenings. W saw plays “You can't take it with you' at the
Muni ci pal Col | ege, and a couple of others at Clarence Hall. Here
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we encountered Valerie De Lobel's sister Pauline and nother in the
audi ence, and Wally Laxton was nearby too. Another play we saw was
"OFf the record at the Pal ace theatre. W visited the London

| deal Hone Exhibition, and on the sanme trip wal ked down the Ridley
Road whi ch was near where Mary used to live, | bought a Chopin
Scherzo record there. Another walk was to the Rose Inn at

Wakering. We visited Aunt Alma and Uncl e George who gave us a
celery vase being a fine piece of cut glassware. | inmagi ne we
woul d have gone there during a visit to lvy and George then |iving
fairly close by.

W took ny mum and dad to the Odeon and saw Laurel and Hardy in
person once during their English tour. W even saw wrestling
mat ches at a place on the sea front called The diderdrome. W
went one | ovely day to Potash Wod and were both attacked when
courting on the grass by unseen thousands of midges. Trying to
wor k next day was nearly inpossible but we got sone relief from
the itching with the aid of rubbed in vinegar

Qur holiday in 1949 was curtail ed sonewhat because of our narriage
saving plan but we had trips out to Clacton for a day and ot hers
to Staines and Runnymede, Chel nsford Market, Burnham on Crouch, we
cycled to Wall asey Bay and had lovely trips to peaceful Barling,
Hadl ei gh Castl e, and to Hockl ey Wods. At Carnival time we went to
the fair at Chal kwell Park. About that tinme we went down to Thorpe
Bay for a lecture on Love, Marriage, Divorce and Separation
problems. | think we were too in love to need any education

t hough.

When indoors at Mary's hone | spent several occasions trying to
teach young Sallie the piano and if Mary and | were in the front
room al one. Sallie would be outside the door singing “There they
are, the two of themon their own!' W went to her school concert
once but ny nost potent nmenory of her chil dhood was that she
seened to | ove dancing, and around the house coul d be seen
prancing with grace in ballet style all over the place!

Cone Septenber Mary took me to a “show at Rochford hospital where
Peter Casson a fanpus hypnoti st denbnstrated his strange powers
even including a feature involving levitation. W could have done
with himwhen Mary | ost a treasured onyx ring. W had been | ooking
through mum s button tin and felt it might be there but it wasn't
and we hoped it might lay sonewhere in the region of Feeches Road
and there we searched up and down to no avail unfortunately.

Early that nonth | had a bit of bother, 1'd endured a recurring
probl em of an abscess that discharged fromits source above a
front tooth. It would then heal O K but return several weeks
later, but it never gave nme any pain, just notification by the
sense of a nasty taste in nmy nmouth. A Chel nsford dentist xrayed
the regi on and showed ne that a |arge area of the bone above the
tooth had rotted away and that to clear the abscess for good the
tooth nust be renoved. It had been on the | oose side for sone
coupl e of years so | nmade a future appoi ntnment.

Wel | the tooth renpoval was no bot her because it wasn't joined to
anyt hi ng and the abscess rapidly drained virtually unaided but
then the dentist said its sac nust be conpletely renmpved to avoid
the thing growing again. Can you believe two dentists got
involved with it trying to gain access to cut away the sac which
had beconme like thick leather (so they said). | was in the chair
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for about two hours and was eventually left with a gaping hole
there and this they had to pack tightly with wads of cotton woo
to stop the bl eeding.

Like a fool | returned to work having been told not to eat nor
drink for as long as possible. At the drawi ng board however the
bl ood was seeping into ny nouth until | felt it had to be got rid
of. I went into the wash roomand rinsed it away with a gl ass of
wat er but this released the already | oosening cotton wool and the
bl ood gushed agai n.

Feeling ill now | was acconpani ed back to the dentist who plugged
it still nmore securely and then | went hone and was given the rest
of the week off. Wien | saw Mary on our next date | had great
difficulty talking to her as you can inagine. |I'msurprised she
didn't laugh at my appearance! Oh yes, the bl eeding had stopped
but the hole?----its still there! On the 1st October | was fitted
with a suitable denture---and its still going strong and that is

after well over forty years!

| can't renenber that Christmas but it would have been great! [|'ve
never had one that wasn't! |'msure | would have had the big day
at home because dad used to say "I don't care what you do the rest

of the year but | do like nmy famly around ne on Christnmas day!"

I vy, perhaps George too woul d have been there, naybe Aunt Edi e and
Uncle Billy cane as was often the case or they could have cone on
Boxi ng day. Possibly Mary came to tea but it's nore likely we both
met up at her place for Boxing day. If so, it mght have been the
first time | was able to enjoy the violin playing of Mary's uncle
Harry visiting with his wife Aunt Dol ly.

The New year (1950) found us searching nore intensely for a hone
to buy. W didn't fancy renting one, ny parents having rented al
their married Iife and did not even own one brick, so | didn't
want to start like that. The trend to buy was anyway becom ng the
thing for newl yweds. W viewed all nanner of places.

A tatty bungal ow at Hadl ei gh, a tiny square box of a bungal ow near
the foot of Ashingdon Hill. another near Belfairs Park, one also

i n West borough Road, another in Sweyne Avenue and a flat at
Hockl ey where we recall there was an old man in bed! W saw a
coupl e of cottages in Rochford and a place in Brays Lane, another
over at Eastwood etc.

Bet ween whil es of course there were visits to make and visitors to

see. | recall neeting Mary's Aunt Kit who came with her gentlenan
friend to her hone in order to do an uphol stery repair to the
| arge settee. | also nmet Pots's nother, an extrenmely old | ady at

her honme in Westcliff and |I'm pleased to have also nmet Mary's Aunt
Nel I who also lived that way. Mary nmet ny Aunt Emmie (nmums
sister) when she called on mum and dad with her hubby Uncle Alf.
She al so joined me over at Aunt Edie and Uncle Billy's house to
neet Edie (Servant, then Farley) with hubby Dale and their little
boy. Jean and Yvonne were there and num and dad went too, so it
was a lovely famly occasion like old tines.

Wally Laxton liked to cone to mumis place occasionally for a
nmusi ¢ session mainly by me at the piano or playing nmy records.
Mary and | visited his hone also. He cane to munis with Vi his
wi fe once because he'd heard from sonmewhere of ny successful exam
results and suggested | return to Ekco's as Checker Draughtsman. |
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told himl was too happy where | was, but as time went on he was
enpowered to offer me a salary of o400 nore than | was getting at
the Marconi Co. (od00) i.e. o2 per week was quite a rise in those
days and what's nore, I'd be free of all that travelling. So in
the end | conceded and started there again on six nonths
probation. That was on March sixth. The noney turned out to be
ad00 not oH00, resulting in a row between the conpany bosses and
nmysel f. After some weeks it was resolved O K in ny favour

al t hough wi thout the | ost back pay.

Thi ngs had changed there a little, Ken Warwi ck had gone and on his
board worked newconer David Coutts a |lovely bloke and friend, very
clever at maths. A Bruce had taken over “checking' fromBill
Crannis and | replaced Al so that he could follow his anbition to
be a sales rep. Bob Beale was now working in the nmain draw ng
office and a charmi ng new girl was anong the tracers, she was Joan
Avis, soon to marry tool-roomlad M ke Robinson. Wally hadn't
changed at all and still circuited the office singing his arias.
was so happy at this tinme and frequently sang in the office nyself
but mainly neapolitan songs, nmy pal Bob Fincher used to get ne
singing "O Sole Mo' or “Mattinata', both learned fromny Ggli
recordi ngs at home. | used to enbarrass Mary by singing Mattinata
at full vol une when we wandered down the Hi gh Street, hardly
hearing her renonstration of "Shut--UP!I'"

The tool room was managed by a down to earth engi neer being a
rough di amond of a character called Freddy Yorworth. He and
became cl osely involved on works visits, with ne to advise on
proposed design and he to assess manufacturing nmethods and costs
of the tools.

Stan Byfield from Marconi's had wanted a change so | nmanaged to
introduce himto Wally. Mary and | also arranged a foursone to

i nclude he and his wife Joan for a social evening at the sea front
Mecca. He was duly enployed to increase our design team | |ater
regretted recommendi ng hi m because he took too nuch advantage of
the free and easy atnosphere of the place by batting a ball with
his Tee square about the office in Wally's absence!

I was now using the staff canteen where we sat at |arge hexagona
tables, | sat with Bill Crannis and others | can't renenber---
except one, a pale faced soul with brass rinmred bifocal gl asses,
he coul d never keep awake poor man unless we gave hima prod every
few m nutes! W soon | earned not to ask at the counter for a
buttered roll because a hag of a woman would put a snall dollop
of butter on the roll and snear it all over wi th her thunb!

Md norning tea was served froma trolley wheeled in by a jolly

| ass who was always full of the giggles encouraged mainly by Dave
Coutts who would chat her up while others would put her cakes into
di sarray, pretend to steal them or nake her overfill the tea cups
etc. Dave would even lay on his back on the floor pretending to

| ook up her skirt as she tried to escape by weaving her trolley
this way and that. Secretly | think she actually enjoyed coni ng
into our office.

Mum and dad of course were thrilled to bits at the prospect of ne
marryi ng Mary and num asked ne once if we intended to go in for a
famly. "We've discussed this" | replied "and have agreed not to

have any babies for about five years" to which she responded
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laughingly with "Well that's what | thought but | bl oody soon got
"em | 'ad four--a girl, a boy, a girl and then a boy again!"

How ri ght she was! (apropos chapters one and three).
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Chapter 36

Towar ds our great future.
1950

My old friend Joe Popham had | ong si nce honeynooned at Bettws-y-
coed in North Wales and forever raved about how beautiful it was
anong the mountains there, so with lovely nmenories of the Al ps
earlier described we booked a sumer holiday in single roonms at a
little hotel there aptly named "Summer Hill' to be the week
conmenci ng 29/ 7/ 50.

Miusi c gigs went on as before but |essening considerably, ny
interest at hone in that direction persisted though. | stil

fancied nyself at serious conposition and worked out anot her
Rhapsodi ¢ pi ece now based on ny new ronmance with Mary.

Sone nore filnms we had been to see were, "It's not Cricket
(Ritz), "The Swiss Fam |y Robinson' (Cvic), "Hatter's Castle'
(Garon's), “King Kong' (Strand), ~Obsession' (CQdeon), "Thief of
Bagdad' (Civic), "Arsenic and O d Lace' (Corona), " The Forsyte

Saga' (Rivoli), °"Blithe Spirit' (Ritz), “~The Inspector General
(Gaunont) .
You'll understand that television in those tines had yet to reach

the masses so the cinema was generally the place to go, but on

Sat urday evenings the best attraction was to stay indoors to
listen to the radio's Charlie Kunz piano progranme and the very
popul ar Vari ety Band Box show nmentioned earlier, alternating
conedi ans Derek Roy weekly with the rising star Frankie Howerd. On
23rd April Mary and | had been courting a year, | dont know of any
particul ar celebration but | recall sending her some flowers.

One trip out we had was with all the Ekco lads and a few of their
ladies to a very interesting tour around, of all places, the
Howards Dairies Plant then up at Hadleigh. W used to visit the
occasi onal pub too, the Anne Boleyn (once with Mary's famly), the
Sutton Arns, the Half way house all cone to mind but we mainly
favoured The Victoria, a rather nore sedate place on the south
east corner of Victoria Crcus.

About then we struck lucky! we found a house up Ashi ngdon Road (No
497). It was called “~Shawnigan'. The plot was two hundred feet
by thirty. The lower floor of the house consisted of a sixteen
feet square lounge with a stylish nmottled grey tiled fire place.
The dining roomwas about thirteen feet by eleven, its fireside

al coves had dresser cupboards above, and one had two drawers with
nmet er cupboards underneath. It had French doors leading to a | ean-
to gl azed conservatory, housing a huge grape vine and a bright-
scarlet, roof height geranium The kitchen was ei ght feet square
with a butler sink, a small cupboard, gas stove and a slab of
marbl e for a working top.

There was an outside bathroomw th cast iron bath, and beyond this
a separate outside toilet and a like sized coal cupboard. The hal
led straight to the kitchen with a |arder cupboard adjacent.
Beside the street door and to its left rose the stairs to three
bed roons. One sixteen feet square with wardrobe, fireplace and a
wi ndow seat filling the bay wi ndow. The second bed room was about
thirteen feet square, also with a wardrobe and fireplace but with
an ordi nary sash type w ndow.
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The third bed roomwas eight feet square with a smaller sash
wi ndow . There was a fourth roomon that floor which had been
nmerely used for cloaks, it being only five feet square plus a
short entrance-way, (the roomlater to becone our photographic
dark room). Sone vital walls were full of cracks! sonme quite
worrying. Ms Wight the owner said they were due to bonb danage
during the war but we knew of no bonbs in that vicinity, it seens
they were the result of subsidence.

Dad came over to assess the situation and felt it was worth the
ganble to buy it as the price was only o400 pounds which we
managed to get reduced to cd4300. My trade union (Amal gamat ed
Engi neering Union) then allowed nenbers to buy their hones on
nortgage with 10% deposit and three and a half %interest over
twenty five years, so we saw the | ocal convenor and he organi sed
the survey and the nortgage, then after paying the | egal fees
(051-10-6d) we were IN

Ms Weight said we would find it a happy house (in fact it really
was, and we eventually stayed there for seven years). Dad cane
over and cured sone dry rot under the hall floor. This rmust have
troubled himgreatly for he was sort of allergic to creosote with
its snell pervading the atnosphere there for several days. W
filled up the I esser cracks and ny favourite nagazine Practica
Mechanics sent me a fornula for dealing with the dodgy ones which
when once applied we were raring to go!

Then there soon cane quite a blowto us all. Dad after

consi derabl e exhausti on and breathl essness saw t he | ocal doctor
(May 1st) who diagnosed his conplaint as arterio sclerosis, but
after innunmerable tests later on (14th June) at Lancaster House in
Sutton Road, T.B. was established (having no doubt been in his
lung for years they said) and bronchitis also. T.B. neant that
the patient nmust be confined to bed as conplete rest was then the
only hope for patients. Wrse, it is highly infectious and it was
this aspect that I'mafraid conpletely upset things at Mary's hone
and fromthen on | could tell |I was not nearly so wel come. After
all, 1'd be worried nyself if one of my children were to associate
wi th anyone in severe danger of infection.

There were pleas for Mary to give me up which |I'm pl eased to say
she woul dn't do. This was really an awful tinme for every one
conpared with how | ovely everything had been for us both unti

t hen.

Mary was then threatened with expul sion and it seens that Nanny
and Pots were so nuch on our side that they offered to take her
in, I"'meternally grateful to themfor that, and it probably
settled the issue, because Mary did not actually | eave hone.

Here (with her perm ssion) Mary describes her own trauna best,
bei ng extracts fromher diary for that year. | didn't realise how
deep was her heart-ache at that tinme until she showed it to ne
recently (January 1993) it reads as follows :-

14/6/50 "Bill's father learnt today that he has T.B. in one lung

and Bronchitis in the other----- ". And on 16/6/50"----Wen Bil
had gone, numy told me she and daddy had decided | had got to
give Bill up----because of us bringing infection in the home---|

told her quite definitely | would not give himup and promi sed to
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| eave home tonorrow'. 17/6/50 "Called into Nanny's on way to neet

Bill. I wasn't going to tell her about it now but | started to cry
and had to tell her, so she said | nust come and live with her
Met Bill and told himabout it and he was very upset but said I'm

quite free to break it off if I wish----"

Reading this after all these years | amvery noved with menories
of it all as I'msure you'll understand.

Dr Sita Lunsden who diagnosed dad's affliction ordered screening
for my mum Mary and nyself. It was agonising waiting for the
results but when they were known we were all so relieved to be
declared free of infection. A particular relief for both nmuns and
dads of course.

It happens that the general panic then naturally subsided sonehow
inthat | was able to court Mary as nuch as before, both in her
hone and out. My mum and dad had of course also been in a state
about it all, poor old dad realising helplessly that he was the
actual cause of the bother. Poor old lad, for apart fromthis

bl ow, he had suffered for years with haenorrhoid trouble. Further
bei ng now confined to bed he woul d get nbst depressed (as he'd

al ways done) if ever indoors w thout mum but she had to go out
sonetimes of course. Fortunately, he did get frequent visitors
apart fromthe doctor etc. e.g. His sister Lil, Minms sister Edie,
Ms Hesketh and strangely Maureen (aunt Lil's youngest daughter
who cane often and took great interest in dad, maybe because her
future was to be in nursing.)

Soon after dad's bad news | went down to his firm(Stanton Rolls
Ltd) to explain his predicanment and to collect his tools, but
they'd been stolen! (or at |east could not be found).

Mary and | now spent nmuch of our time over at the (497) house,

nei ghbours M and Ms Wskin gave us tea and biscuits on our first
encounter with them Mary soon got busy cleaning all round the

pl ace, making and hanging curtains etc. W' d bought these and lots
of lino at Rayleigh. (As a souvenir | kept a curtain ring on ny
key ring for twenty odd years thereafter until it wore through).
For nme it was the odd repairs and a bit of gardeni ng--CGosh! that
ground was |ike concrete! | dug a couple of flower beds and

pl anted sone Gaillardia seeds | recall, but they never cane to
anything. The grass was high and | spent ages hacking it down
with a snall sickle. W were so very happy though and devel oped
soppy sayings that have stayed in repetition with us ever since
like "How s ny darling', "Gairn!" and “Donarf luv you' etc.

Then Mary had a bit of a shock discovering that her engagenent
ring was mssing! She thought she'd left it in the hospital wash
room Searching high and low did not reveal it so the catering
officer called in the police, they cane to the hospital and

guesti oned her fell ow enpl oyees.----but then it turned up safe and
sound where she had left it! (over at the house during the course
of the nany jobs she was doing there).

Mum and dad gave us the bits and pieces they'd pronised that
included a rickety nmeal table dad had made, a coupl e of Edwardi an
chairs, they'd bought us a double bed for our weddi ng present,
gave us a host of old knives and forks and the little stool from
their first hone (see chapter three). Madge and Fred gave us a
Victorian lustre vase they had treasured. Mst of the things were
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brought over with ny grand piano and the ironing board I1'd | ong
si nce nmade.

We found tinme between the jobs to respond to considerabl e
tenptati on and enjoy sone very passionate nmonents of conplete
abandon in each others arns, until we were frightened out of our
wits one afternoon when there canme a rat-tat-tat on the street
door! A swift glance out of the top wi ndow reveal ed the threat of
di saster in the formof NANNY AND POTS!!---Those who know Mary

al so know how fast she can work---but no where near as fast as she
noved that afternoon as we raced to let themboth in!

W put up the banns at Al Saints Church, Sutton Road, on July
1st, at St Laurence Church, Eastwoodbury Lane (3rd July), and saw
the Rev Byrne at his hone on the tenth. Here Mary told himthat
she didn't want the vow to obey me included, this was O K. until |
sai d

"and how can | vow to |love and honour her? | have no idea how
she's going to turn out!"™ "I think you'd better be sure what
you're doing!" he replied "and | conmand you to read and | earn the
gospel s!'" Well religion (though anbng ny nany interests in those
days as much as now) was not anobng ny priorities and it had seened
quite a logical query to ne.

We had to call there again on the 19th and he greeted me with "Now

M Huskisson | trust you have read your gospels?" "No" | said,
"I"ve been laying lino!"----1 don't think he took to me all that
much! Well | suppose he was only doing his job. Qur weddi ng was

set for 28/ 7/50 the eve of our North Wal es booked holiday, it now
to beconme our honeynoon! (by the way, ny old mate and cousin,
Cordon beat us to it, marrying one of his cousins, Vera on the
first of April that eventful year, and we hadn't known of it).

Wth our wedding date known we were | ucky enough to get our
honeynoon room changed to a double (it had been booked as two
singles at first). W were able to book seats at His Majesty's
Theatre for their "Brigadoon' show, dad had influenced ne a little
on this choice having explained the story of it, how he knew all
about it we don't know but it nust have fitted into his past
sonetinme or other.

Qur weddi ng presents included a mangle from Mary's num and dad, a
ground glass fruit set fromdoctors at Rochford hospital for whom
Mary worked, a Lloyd Loomchair fromthe office staff there, a
fireside rug fromthe Ekco gang, a dinner service fromlvy and
Ceorge, a tea service fromMry's Aunt Kit, sone noney from her
Uncle Harry and Aunt Dol ly, and a huge, red trinmed | anp shade
with artificial roses inset into w ndowed conpartments around its
base from Aunt Al ma and Uncl e CGeorge.

Sadly, trouble flared up agai n because we'd chosen to have a very
smal | wedding, partly to keep costs to a mininum thinking the

i kely honeynmoon woul d be a nore practical expense, and anyway
we' d spent nost of our saving on getting the house and because we
didn't fancy all the ponp and cerenony anyway. So no cars were
booked for the guests. There was no eve of weddi ng booze up with
the lads, (I didn't even know it was the custom so |lord knows
what they thought of ne). Likew se there was no hen ni ght
celebration for Mary. Furthernore and unfortunately, Mary's dad
had hoped for us to have a big affair and | suppose felt put out.
In fact he couldn't bring hinmself to attend the weddi ng so dear
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old Pots agreed to give Mary away. My close friend Bob Beal e had
kindly accepted the job of best man. (and phot ographer!).

W regi stered our baggage to Bettws-y-coed for a few shillings a
coupl e of days before departure, and booked reserved seats on the
rel evant trains, to be from Southend to Fenchurch Street, and from
Euston (via changing at Crewe) for Bettws-y-coed. That done now,
everything was “all systems go'.

During the night preceding the wedding I was sick about four tines
and thought | was going to be too ill for it all! However | was
as right as rain on the nmorrow and can only assune it was caused
by sone form of nervous di sorder even though | was conci ous of
only jubilation and no fears whatever

So in addition to Bob and I, both nmuns cane to the church as did
Nanny and Pots, Sallie, Ivy, Uncle Billy and Aunt Edie, Aunt
Hettie, and Ms Hesketh with a wee |lad she was ninding. For their
di fferent reasons neither of our dads cane of course.

Bob and | arrived at the church rather early and sat outside in
the heat of the sun that |ovely day. W becanme thirsty and were
glad to stop a passing mlkman there to buy a pint of nmilk and
guench our thirst while awaiting everyone.

Mum had prepared a spread for us at ny honme | eaving dad to | ook
after things and add the final touches while she with Ms Hesketh
made for the church a couple of bus rides away. lvy arrived at the
house a bit later and in response to dad's remark of "They've gorn
orf to the church mate!" caught a bus to Cuckoo Corner and wal ked
the rest of the way to the church a good nile or so away.

I think it was a verger who (while we listened to an organ's
strains of “Monlight and Roses') told us that the organist had
arrived and asked if we'd like a couple of hymms and it woul d cost
anot her 7/6d (35p today).

Mary was nore than beautiful in her dress of navy blue with pol ka
dots and matchi ng woven hat as she entered the church on Pots's
arm after everyone was seated. She had bought the dress at the

Ri chards shop in the H gh Street for 52/8d, (that's all of o2.63)
The service was |lovely (although the Rev Byrne made a few snide
remar ks about ny earlier attitude) during his sernobn. Then it was
to the vestry for the signing, then outside for Bob's photos
including the traditional one for that church | think, where the
groomcarries his bride over the low wall adjacent to the |ych
gat e.

Thereafter we returned to num and dad's hone for our mni-
reception neal and i mediately after had to nake for Southend East
Station, and this involved a hurried wal k down Bournenout h Park
Road, then going up and over the railway bridge of Southchurch
Avenue, then turning left for the last lap along to the station to
be intime to get to London for the "“Brigadoon' show | had asked
those at hone to listen for the whistle of our departing train. So
at the station | told the engine driver we'd just married and
asked himif he'd kindly give a blast on the engine's whistle as
we depart---He did better than that bless him he sumopned the
guard to lock us in our enpty conpartnment!
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Finally with a resoundi ng PHwooo-EEE- P! fromthe engine's whistle
we were on our way to what becane a marriage of wonderful years
sort of hovering in a kind of Iinbo that has bordered on the very

edge of paradi se!

Yep! 1'd recommend it to everyone---and we did it OUR way!
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CODA
Three score years-and then!

Well that's about it really, 1've brought you through roughly
sixty years (if you' ve stayed with the story this far), even so,
at the tine of ny marriage ny own story covered just over twenty
seven years, our marriage being forty odd years ago!

It so happens that | finish this work beyond the end of nmy own
“three score years and ten' and |I'mreninded of Jazz man Duke
Ellington's retirenent speech wherein he gave thanks to and naned
the folk who he felt had influenced his Iife the nost. | feel
therefore that I1'd |ike to do the sane. They are:-

My wife Mary, my num dad and sister 1vy,
Granni es Bi nks and Huski sson.
Aunts Grace, Alma, Edie, Alice, Lil, Lily. Dolly, Hettie.
Great aunt Edie and Great uncle Jack.
Uncles Billy, Cyril, Charley, Al bert, AIf and Fred.
Teachers M sses Sturrock and Page, Messrs "~ Chopper' Hacket,
Whol | ey, Ward, Bailey and Breilly.
Cousins Lil, My, Edie, Peg, Joan, Jean, Yvonne, Cara, Bert
CGordon, Ceorgie and Jack
Friends Teddy and Peggy Reynolds, Charlie, Cyril, Georges
Lake and Nichols, Af, Jimmy, Ted, Joe, Johnnies
Harris, Kerby and Stanhope, Bills Zol owski, Watling
and Cranni s, Bobs Beal e and Fi ncher, Madge and Fred,
Wl ly.
The girl friends Vera, Barbara, Joan, |sobel and Valerie.

Incidentally, all the other folk mentioned in the foregoing story
but also of course all the lovely people since. Everyone in their
way guiding ne this way and that, subconsciously but gradually,
buil ding my outl ook and general character w th hel pful renmarks
like "Don't go by that road WIf, this is the way", "M nd that
sharp edge, this is the way to hold the work so that both your
hands are behind the tool" "G ve up smoking NOWW I f, before it's
too late" "Treat every wonman as you would treat your own sister"
etc. etc.

There's so nuch | could tell you of our nmarriage years of course,
but perhaps it should be left to someone el se, and where |'ve

st opped seens appropriate and shoul d have shown just how and why |
became the bloke | am and that was the main purpose of the
exerci se and the foll owi ng notes have consi derabl e bearing on that
aspect: -

Did things go strictly according to ny ideas for a successfu
marriage, (listed in chapter thirty four)? and did everything work
out as anti ci pat ed?

Vell “No' actually, sone did in part, sone conpletely but sone not
at all! | hasten to add this though----the conpensations for our
shortfall were enornous

One soon becones quite a different person after nmarriage due to
life's responsibilities being considerably altered and perhaps
because financial conmmtnents, in our case anyway were nore
traumatic. In particular | found politics and religion becane
quite strongly interwoven with ones problens. My political bent
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(rmuch indicated in nmy earlier chapters) had until marriage been
concerned with theories and other peoples sufferings to wit my mum
and dad's struggles, the wars in Ethiopia, Spain, China and of
course Wrld Wars One and Two.

These t houghts al though intense were nore or |ess superficial

Once you are “your own boss' as it were, you, your spouse and your
children have to fit within the ways of your own country's

i di osyncrasies, so it's constantly a much closer and soneti nmes
deeper thing to be concerned about.

On the credit side the post war Labour governnment of 1945 had
achi eved a system of social security and a national health service
that was the envy of the world. However, nuch of its health
service resources were drained by the cost of free prescriptions,
the people clained for mninmal conplaints such as a comobn col d,
a small cut or graze etc. Also partaking of too frequent eye tests
and dental checks, all freely available in those early days as
were the health care and numerous other hand outs (all at the tax
payers expense). Al this also given to ANY foreigner who happened
to enter the country.

O these, however, the popul ace tended to criticise only those
who happened to have a col oured skin even though nost of those
were proven to have British entitlenents. Another heavy charge on
the tax payer has been the cost of hospital neals for in-patients
when a snmall charge for these would conpensate for the food cost
t hey woul d have spent at hone. Their visitors and the out patients
complain if charged for parking their cars in the hospita
grounds, thus showi ng no regard for the poorer carless ones who
wi t hout conplaint have to find the necessary bus, taxi or train
fares.

Trade unionismthat is normally such a benefit to the down trodden
becanme very strong but began to give credence to the old adage
“The bi ggest eneny of the working class is the working class' for
they used the “strike' weapon not just for urgent causes but nore
and nore for increasingly silly purposes, e.g. an electrician

hel ping a nechanic lift sonething heavy was regarded as doing

anot her nmechanic out of a job! | recall also the engineers seeking
a shorter working week that woul d abolish Saturday norni ng work

wi t hout | oss of wages. This we gratefully achieved but the union
reps i medi ately sought to get Saturday working re-introduced at
overtime rates! | always thought it wong too for nen to fight for
continued overtinme working when their unenpl oyed col | eagues were
on the dole during hard tines.

Many of these unenpl oyed were not bl anel ess either! for they
woul d think nothing of staying on the dole (or clainng sickness
benefit) while doing tax free work on the side, sone even claining
child benefit for non-existant children etc. Miuch of all this
shows why I'mnot at all proud of the British nor noved at all by

our so called British heritage. Believe me, we are all incessantly
conned t hroughout our lives into inmagining that we are the nicest
people in the world. O course | imagine nost foreign countries

have simlar problens but are surely no worse than oursel ves.

Many of the above nentioned anonalies could be tolerated by nuch
hi gher taxation (which doesn't win votes) or by sorting the wheat
fromthe chaff (which does) but clearly illustrate the grow ng in-
built greed of the people at the expense of their fell ow nen and

203



the weak and still weaker |laws that have allowed its creeping
progression since the start.

Such is the greed inherent in everyone, for we've all been dragged
al ong al nost conpelled to join in the schenmng just so one isn't
left at the waysi de. This easy greed has encouraged the incessant
growm h of capitalism and the slow demi se of the true socialism
once the backbone of the Labour party which allows greed and
capitalismbut tries to help the resulting poor, and the Conmuni st
party whose rules are very rigid and woul d ban the profit notive
entirely and ensure fair shares for all. Geed however would take
centuries to eradicate and was the main cause in the late eighties
of the demi se of the eastern bloc countries and the former Soviet
Union, but all (as | wite) are now slowy showi ng signs of a w sh
for areturn to fair shares and the policy of jobs and homes for
all that was the accepted norm

Since our marriage, old style disciplines have declined in the
hone with nany parents fooling thensel ves that they're kindly,
never having heard the old saying about it being “cruel to be
kind' and others practically ignoring their children, virtually
allowing themto bring thenselves up! Discipline in schools becane
al nrost non existent. The old fashioned cane and the clip around
the ear were banned. Police being sel domseen on the beat, the
kids often drifting fromearly child-like devilnent into juvenile
crime and their later devel opnent into hardened crimnals. At the
present tine (1994) parents are still not resposible in law for
their children's nm sdeneanours!

A ranpant crime increase seens to have been the result with

m ni mal prison sentences neted out or perhaps a paltry fine. Those
in prison may be confined but have trendy living standards
(including T.V. and videos etc) enjoying far better anmenities than
t hose of npbst pensioners.

People with neans (rather than join the fight to retain all the
good aspects of equal schooling opportunities for all) frequently
opt for private education of their children as though there is
sonme God given right for their kids to be better educated than
anyone el ses! They are the kind who al so think that paying for
private health care plans should entitle themto junmp hospita
gueues or have a nore specialised treatnment. That these options
are pernmitted I find frankly immoral. It amazes me that many
teachers and even doctors go along with it allowi ng one |aw for
the rich and another for the poor thus lining their pockets nore
readily.----So nuch for the Hi ppocratic oath.

Do you wonder why sone oldies talk about "The good ol d days'? They
are wong of course. |I've tried to tell you about all of my good
ti mes but have been careful to point out those that were bad as
well. 1've asked nmy children fromtime to tinme to notice that

al t hough nuch of life is very bad i ndeed, nore days are good than
bad, that living is a great deal easier than it used to be,
science bringing nore and nore for us to | essen the struggle to
live. So the world is in general a much better place than it was
in nmy day. Renenber that |life for the poor, even a hundred years
or so ago was dreadful indeed, as any Di ckens novel w Il indicate
Even with things so much better now, the worst aspects of nodern
living indicated above are really quite easy to put right if
people would just apply a little thought, conpassion and a bit of
action.
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The bl essings of science are true enough but not of course the
atom bonb and ot her weaponry and | never cease to wonder what kind
of people are willing to work in factories that make it all, and
worse still are willing to see it sold to countries abroad. This
shows clearly the type of people we |ive anpngst.

| therefore fear the prospect of future wars. You see it's not
just the major powers we have had to fear but little nations too
have nore and nore acquired the wherewithal to blow the world to
bits! So sonehow we nust find a way to stop wars ever starting or
are you one of those who say "There will always be wars"? ----
VWll | don't think there has to be. Not if we strive to keep the
United Nations Organi sation going, but sonme najor changes to it
woul dn't go ami ss: -

I magi ne a branch of The United Nations Organi sation being a | arge
and wel | equi pped arned force having nore than enough teeth for
entering a country to quickly put down any invasion, coup
uprising, riot, revolution etc. Then to organi se and oversee a
denocratic election according to a U N accepted procedure and
remain in control until a properly elected basic governnent is up
and runni ng.

The administration of the force could itself be changed
peri odi cal |y perhaps by sone voting schene. Thus obviating any
feelings of it having become a formof world government.

Following a few warlike acts it would be apparent that no success
could cone fromviolence or territorial ains, so such attenpts
woul d naturally | essen and eventually stop---for ever

This fighting force would thereby becone the accepted protector of
all its menber states.

This means those countries prepared to conmit their authority in
respect of arned forces to the U N thus preventing any pl ans of
expansi oni smto devel op

However, mnixed contingents of these new forces could be stationed
in each menber state to a size and in strategic positions as
desired by its own governnent but always |arge enough for the job
in hand. Contributed personnel and equi pment costs to the U N
being in proportion to a nenbers neans as agreed by the ot her
partici pating nenber states.

I magine it! Peace for always, throughout the world. Well why not?

In fact, already having the U N we already have the germ of the
idea that could, with a bit of push, easily cause it to rapidly
grow. but its present forces would no | onger have to serve in a
nmere buffer capacity but would utilise its own arny as described
above when full military action is required.

Nevert hel ess the size of the total forces avail able would have to
be retained substantially larger than any renai ning nation's own
force or alliance of non-participating countries.

The systemcould start slowy by those agreeing to certain basic
principles without interfering with the present arrangenments so
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that it could be tried and gradually nodified where found wanting
and pernitted to grow with the addition of new nmenbers.

Conpare the above idea with the present one that not only permts
any nenber nation to have its own individual forces but actually
allows it to formhuge alliances (supposedly to aid the keeping of
t he peace) though in fact posing a threat to other nations at any
time, that allows nmenbers to conpete with each other in the design
and nmanufacture of weapons of death and actually permts
conpetition in their sale to other countries. Don't you think
that's all pretty disgusting ? (it even purports to be in the nane
of peace!).

Pl ease don't throw up your arns in horror at the alternative idea
above. Are your country's own forces really required as a separate
entity? If so why? Just ask yourself "What's really wong with

t hem bei ng pernmanently part of and nmanaged by the United
Nat i ons. ?"

Just debating its virtues or feasibility would at | east be a
start, shouldn't we then do sonething to get the idea or sonething
very like it off the ground?

Hal f the wars have been, and still are the result of religious
argunent and that's a shane because it seens that all religions
teach right fromwong, its the other bits that cause the trouble.
Many are said to accept only one God but we Christians include
Jesus, that is, as part of God and we include the Holy Spirit
hence the so called “Trinity' because we count themall three as
one.

Qops! Not me though! and its as well that you know where | stand.
Through the years |I've read a ot of religious literature and much
of the Bible, nost of the latter is a book of beauty but it is
i nterspersed with inunerable contradictions, and many fairy-tale
like inpossibilities---quite nice as nmere stories to guide
children, so for that reason | would not |ike them del eted.

| find it irritating however that so nany fol k take the view that
"If it'sin the Bible, it nust be true!' because by disnissing al
that fantasy stuff, the rest is easier to understand anyway! 1've
found it best to assess it all by the viewthat 'If a Bible story
is feasible, there is no harmin accepting what it says'.

You may not agree with nme and |I'm not asking you to, | nerely
want to express why my own brand of religion works for ME but |
do actually include nyself anpbng Christians. Christianity is the
worl d's biggest religion having nunerous branches, and hundreds
of groups all varying their interpretation of it! so why cannot |
i nclude m ne? At best there can be only one that has actually got
it right!

So it's pretty obvious that nobody has! In ny case | worship H m
because he was exceptional anobng teachers of righteousness, his
every act was an exanpl e of how we should all act, he taught the
principle of sharing, the virtue of conpassion, of the |ove of
one's fellow nmen, and of giving. In short (as ny friend Joe Popham
once said) "He was the first true socialist".

However | do not believe in mracles, either Hs or those of the
old testanent. So | dont believe He wal ked on the water (whatever
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for?), O turned water into wine, (for that you need grapes and a
fernentation period don't you? ) or fed the multitude with only
five fishes, or ascended bodily into heaven, or was resurrected in
bodily form (He wasn't recognised at first when he appeared in
the garden anyway). | don't believe He put those denmons into the
pi gs who'd done nothing to deserve them (The Jesus | revere would
not do that to harmless animals). Nor do | believe in the virgin
birth story, surely Jesus was Joseph's (or another man's) son? (or
why didn't God make himout of the soil, |ike AdanP). Do you
really think Joseph was gullible enough to believe such a tale? So
for me God was not his father, and incidentally the star that
nmoved al ong until it stopped over the stable did what all stars do
(due to their vast distance away fromus) i.e. try walking a nile
or two at night and see that the sane stars are in the sane pl ace
as you saw them when you first set off and are incidentally in the
sane place for soneone as far away as in the U S A

However | do not seek to put you off, but if He was really the son
of God surely the entire popul ace woul d have been keen to watch
every aspect of His childhood, but in fact it hardly gets a
mention. | feel that |ike other thinking boys he devel oped a
gradual realisation of the gross injustices in the world and with
maturity decided to do something about it.

| can just about accept that he was so good at it that God then
found himto be sonething really special and maybe brought about
the events and His ultimate crucifixion so that the world m ght

thereafter regret its past and becone as a result a much better

pl ace.

Frankly | can't for the Iife of me accept that He died for MY
sins! I've nade many mstakes but I'mtired of being told that I'm
a sinner, often by those who (maybe unknowi ngly) have jolly wel

si nned agai nst ne.

Theres no real evidence at all that Jesus ever even exi sted,
except, just a small sentence in the witings of a Roman dignatory
who refers to a trouble maker known as “Jesus'. | feel sure He DID
exi st but |ike many do-gooders today had too little witten about
Hm outside of the Bible. | feel | do have to accept Christianity
t hough, after all it has survived for two thousand years! There
surely must be sonmething in it if we could only get rid of the
cobwebs.

Then again I'"'mnot at all sure about God. He's a bit hard to take

in you know. He surely didn't make the world, all Iiving things,
the sun, sea and sky. All the planets too and the stars! Mst of
themmllions of light-years away. Watever would he want them

for? Fromwhere did he get the materials for these and all the
rest? | do tend to have a belief in sonmething God |ike, but |
can't seemto accept his opponent the Devil's existence except as
some comic figure. Funny that. | suppose | should really, if I'm
accepting a God.

Al this, Iike much of the old testament is too hard for ne to
swal | ow, such as God conpelling that snake to slide on the ground,
did it first have legs then? and what of all the other snake
breeds wouldn't they still have their legs? and to procreate did
the first humans practise incest? Wuld you really believe that
Lot's wife was turned into salt? Wat of the Jonah and the Wale
story? or the tale of the twelve plagues?----they get funnier and
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funni er as you read through them and so it goes on. | acknow edge
that a lot of folk feel the need for a bit of magic in their

lives, if it's not clairvoyance, fortune telling by astrology etc.
it's Bible tales |ike these |'m sure.

ME? | can't go for all that stuff, | don't think there ever was a
begi nning unless there really was the “big bang' that sone
astrononers believe. | reckon that there is just an "always' wth

everything being, created, existing for a tinme and then dying,
then it all happening again. So perhaps there is a form of
reincarnation, or naybe what we call "God' is really a grand

m xture of all the souls of everyone (and everything?) that has
lived and di ed.

' m convinced we each have a soul, you can practically feel it
inside you, it sort of declares that it's YOU, that it is your
eternal self---well | see it that way, and one thing | know is
that if | feel the need to contact ny nmother or father in heaven
have nerely to clasp my hands in a certain way and am convi nced of
their presence. To sonme extent it applies also to other relatives
and cl ose friends that have passed on

Li kewi se in prayer to Jesus or God (I can't tell who) | just fee
that He is actually there and listening to ne. He does not
verbally reply as many say he does to them nor does he give ne
direct verbal nessages as sone would claim but good or bad | sure
get results!

You will have noticed that nass prayer in churches or even across
the entire world just doesn't seemto work. Paradoxically though
in my case individual prayer nearly always does! That is to say,

if I have an insurnountable problem| have only to pray for a
solution and generally the prayer is answered, but |I'mcareful to
avoid praying for things or solutions to problens that | should be
able to solve for nyself.

If you find my own Christianity | aughable well so be it, but do
believe that for me it works! That God or sonething like it does
exi st but can do nothing to stop terrible accidents, famine, the
death of little babies, prevent pain, stop earthquakes and ot her
nat ural phenonena. etc. etc.

"Faith will nbve nmountains' they say and |'mall for it but what |
cannot abide is BIIND faith which is quite a different thing! THAT
is the blind leading the blind, with no effort at all to seek the
real truth yet it's TRUTH that really matters. Jehovah's Wtnesses
are typical of these and their reluctance to bend even slightly
is the cause of so many fanily break ups, but they'll quickly
change the rul es whenever their Anerican | eaders say so! Catholics
too are anong these groups for if the Pope says "Black is Wite"
they will pronmptly believe it! To me you are hol di ng back

know edge and real progress in the world if you are that gullible.
Blind faith (in any branch of religion) is a curse! However, |et
me close this work with that | ovely prose read to us many years
ago by King George VI.:-

| said to the man who stood at the gate of the year

"Gve nme alight that | may tread safely into the unknown"

And he replied "Go out into the darkness and put your hand into
the hand of God. That shall be to you better than |[Iight, and
safer than a known way!"
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Questions |ike whether or not God nade the world we can argue for
ever. First though one should notice just what a beautiful place
it is, well isn't it?

So for His and everyone el se' s sake, including you and your
descendents, DO LOOK AFTER | T!---- PLEASE !

ADI EU.
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