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CHAPTER ONE
Early Years

My mother and father were married at St. Joseph's Catholic Church, Brighton, on
April 16th 1891. She was then two months short of her 18th birthday - he a widower
of 21, with a small son aged four (Teddie). Their wedding photograph showed a
serious pair standing side by side, he wearing a short jacket with very small lapels,
and tight trousers in a lighter tone. He wore laced-up boots - a style he was to retain
throughout the rest of his long life. The bride, with hair piled high, and gown almost
touching the floor, looked older than her few years. The wedding dress was of applegreen crepe; I discovered this fact years afterwards when a fancy dress was made for
me from a remnant of the dress.
In Preston Park, prior to this marriage, two sisters habitually watched two young
men playing football for their club, the 'Hornets'. Carrie and Ellen Greenfield were
the sisters, Charlie Kilmister and Charlie Donovan the friends. Carrie became Mrs.
Kilmister before my parents married - in fact my cousin Beatrice (Trissie) was
already born.
I was born on May 1st 1893, at 53 Clyde Road, Brighton and soon became aware of
my brother Frank looking at me from his cot, no doubt. He was born on January 29th
1892, and from now on we were almost inseparable companions until our marriages,
both in the same year.

'Dadie'
So there we were - a compact little family, Papa, Mama, 'Pannie' and me, 'Dadie'. At
that time Teddie was but a shadowy figure, for he was living at Grandma Donovan's
(owing, no doubt, to Mama's youth and inexperience).
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When I was a year old we moved to 48 Chester Terrace, and it is from there that
my memories begin. My earliest recollection is of sleeping in the same cot as Frank,
one 'up' and the other 'down', so that we each had the width of the bed. We had
measles at the same time, and squabbled over the hand-mirror in which to see our
spots.
I learned to walk and talk; though, throughout my young life, was seldom allowed
to speak, as my small voice could not compete with those of my noisy brothers.
Consequently I came to accept my position of stooge to the boys, who teased me
unmercifully most of the time. On one occasion the worm was driven by desperation
to turn, and Pannie so maddened me that I snatched up a hammer and threw it at him
failing, as I did so, to notice a window between us! A favourite trick of his consisted of
slipping a spoonful of salt into my drinking water whilst my attention was elsewhere
- and I fell for it every time.
Day by day we played together indoors or out, according to the weather, after
sitting side by side on the kitchen table having our boots put on our feet. I can still
feel the sensation of a button-hook weaving its way up the buttons of my boots Frank had lace-ups. Our toys were few - not much more than a small watering can
and a tiny wheelbarrow, which we shared. We did have a doll each, though. Frank's
was a Japanese doll called 'Titti-Poo' and he refused to be parted from it. I was not so
keen on mine and soon discarded it, in spite of the fact that Mama had made a bed for
it out of a show-box.
Papa introduced us to cricket as soon as our hands were big enough to hold a ball,
and we both grew to love the game, which we played with no little proficiency,
eventually. Mama used to take us out in a remarkable dual carriage; made of cane
and wicker-work, it was in effect two chairs back-to-back, over a single pair of large
wheels. l, being the baby, sat in the seat facing Mama, whilst Frank took most of the
weather facing the other way. One evening, returning home at dusk, this equipage
came to a stand still, whilst passing gentlemen searched the ground by the light of
matches. Poor little Mama (she was still only about 24) had missed a ring from her
finger and was in great distress at her loss. It was not found that night, but in the
morning, by great good fortune, Papa found it lying in the gutter.
One evening, while we were preparing for bed, I escaped through the front door
and toddled down the road to 'get the milk'. As I was carrying a jug and wearing only
a short vest, it was lucky that the first person I met was Papa, who promptly turned
me round for home. At about this time, I recall walking on a swing pier - no doubt the
Old Chain Pier, in fact. As it was wrecked in a great storm in 1896, I must have been
no more than three years old at the time of this recollection. I remember, too, riding
on a 'sea-car', a table-like platform on long legs, which travelled from the beach into
the sea in a large arc, before returning further along the beach (this was at Black
Rock, near the terminal of Volk's Railway).
Early one bright and shining morning, Papa took Frank and me to bathe in the sea.
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It was a very long walk for little legs, but we arrived, and I remember turning
somersaults in the shallow water and being surprised to see some bathers in striped
costumes laughing at me. The Front was deserted at that early hour except for a man
selling fish from a hand-cart; Papa bought some and we went home, still in brilliant
sunshine.
Our road had very little traffic at any time - and then only horse-drawn or handcarts - consequently, street singers had the freedom of the middle of the road. I was
always glad when one of them burst into song, for then I could watch and listen as he
or she made slow progress down the road - to the accompaniment of pennies striking
the ground, at intervals. People would throw money from their windows to the
singers, thus interrupting their songs as they darted about picking up the spoils.
Sometimes a lavender lady would come by, holding out the flowers and singing
Won't you buy my sweet, blooming lavender?
Sixteen good branches for a penny.
Once a 'One-man band' came, much to our delight, and we had a weekly visit by a
man with a barrel-organ. On Sunday evenings, just at tea-time, a man came along
with a bell in his hand and a tray of crumpets on his head. Another brought watercress, at tuppence a handful. Occasionally - oh joy! - someone offered paper
windmills in exchange for jam-jars; his hand-truck was a fascinating spectacle of
fluttering colours, I remember.
I have seen a section of road between the two pavements covered with straw to
minimise the sound of horses' hooves, passing a sick-room. Every evening we
watched for the lamp-lighter, who walked briskly with a long pole from lamp to lamp,
pulling on the gas-light. Funerals were occasions of the deepest gloom - jet-black
horses wearing tall plumes on their heads, adding to the general unhappiness.
My spirits soared high on Christmas Eve, however, when we looked through the
Venetian blinds at a group of carollers around the lamp outside our house - heavenly
music indeed! Christmas was a time of great happiness for us, beginning with the
pre-dawn fingering of the filled stockings hanging on our bed-rails. Downstairs holly
branches decorated the picture frames, and there was a little Christmas tree which
was certainly not there when we went to bed. During the day we ate exciting unusual
food and played with our presents. In the evening papa would battle us with his
conjuring tricks, after which he produced his long flute and played to us many
plaintive tunes. Mama accompanied him on the piano and, after that, we all gathered
round and sang carols. She was a moderate player only, but she loved to practise, and
I often listened to her when I was presumed to be asleep. Boxing Day was spent in
much the same way, except that we all went to the Grand Theatre in North Road in
the evening to see the pantomime - altogether a really magical time of year for me.
Dr. Fred Pearce, looking very much like pictures of Rudyard Kipling, was a kind
little man, always brisk and cheerful. He had a practice at his home in Rose Hill
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Terrace; he also had a horse-drawn carriage with a smart coachman up on the box.
One day he hopped out of the carriage (being a 'Victoria', it had no doors) and trotted
to our front door. He had come to nip out Frank's tonsils, and this he proceeded to do
without fuss. So well did Frank stand up to it that he asked for tomatoes for tea. Dr.
Pearce never seemed anxious to leave, and would always hold his large watch to my
ear for me to hear its ticking. I learned afterwards that he would take little or no
payment for coming all that way to see us and our childish ailments.
Papa's interests included ball-games, music and soldiering; he was able to
combine the two latter by becoming a Staff-Sergeant in the 1st Volunteer Battalion
Royal Sussex Regiment, in charge of the bugle and fife-and-drum bands. He was also
a rifle-shot of merit and attended Bisley Meetings each summer. One evening he took
us to band practice in the Drill Hall in North Road and we sat swinging our legs,
listening rather apprehensively to the loud noises all round us.
During one Bisley meeting Mama, Frank and I stayed at a local cottage, to be near
Papa, who was under canvas at the ranges. I have a clear picture of walking behind
spread-eagled marksmen, in hot sunshine, to the accompaniment of staccato riflefire. One night at bed- time Frank incurred Mama's displeasure by wanting to go
outside; this meant walking to the end of an unfamiliar garden and, as I did not want
to be left alone in a strange house, I went with them. I remember very well the weird
journey in the dark, and the stars shining through the trees. There was a sweet-shop
opposite our lodgings, and on wet days we went over to it and bought crayons and
drawing books - we also asked for 'crack-nuts', in reality, of course, hazel nuts.
Although Papa was never a Queen's Prize winner, nevertheless he took home
many smaller prizes, silver spoons, a rose-bowl of chased silver, presentation cups,
etc., as our sideboard testified.
After each day's shooting, Papa would come down from the ranges and we all
went for a stroll through the country lanes or to the woods; I loved every minute of
these walks. Sometimes he brought a friend with him - one such being Sgt. Jack Chart,
I remember. When that happened I was even happier than before, for I enjoyed the
sound of cheerful conversation. I was surprised to be told that one greeting to
passing acquaintances was enough, and that I was not to say Hello to them if we saw
them again during the same walk - I thought that very strange!
From that holiday onwards, 'Bisley' conjured up visions of hot, sandy tracks,
bracken, gorse bushes and crowds of muscular men in uniform, with strange
headgear; also the chairing of the Champion at the end of the Meeting. I was
fascinated by the little trolley which ran up to the ranges on rails, on which the
marksmen propelled themselves and their rifles by 'punting' with their feet. I could
never understand why I was not allowed to ride with them, particularly as Papa was
there. During this holiday Frank looked very smart in a while sailor-suit, with turnedup straw hat with the name of a ship in gold letters on the black band.
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Papa went to Bisley every summer and it was a great thrill to be sent to get a cab
to take him to the station. I would race down to the cab-rank at the end of our road
and whisper my message to the driver, who invariably said, "Jump in, Missie," and I
rode home in solitary state - and perfect bliss.
Papa's ceremonial, military dress consisted of a bright scarlet tunic, dark trousers
with red piping and a round hat with shiny black peak. Sometimes there would be a
Regimental Ball or Dinner, and on these occasions we would watch fascinated as our
parents put on their finery. They certainly made an attractive picture and we were as
excited as they when they left for the festivities.
Teddie had joined the family by now, so he took charge of Frank and me - though
an aunt or other arrived to 'baby sit'. It was quite a novelty to have a big boy in our
home and I was suitably impressed, especially when another one came in to play
with him. He went each day to St. Joseph's Church School, Elm Grove, and Frank and I
were soon to join him in this. Our breakfast was invariably bread-and-milk (%lb. of
bacon, 6d., on Sundays) and it was Teddie's job to help with preparing it.
And now began a series of long, long walks, for there was very little transport for
anyone in those days; and in any case no buses ran on our route. We went by way of
Chester Terrace, Grantham Road, Southdown Road, over the bridge at London Road
Station (where we always hoped a train would run underneath while we were on it),
Shaftesbury Road, Union Road and so up to Elm Grove.
We made this journey four times a day, for we had to go home to meals (the only
food available being a snack we had taken in a paper bag to eat at playtime). No
wonder our shoe-leather was so often in holes. We seem to have had only one pair at
a time, for we were sent to 9 Gladstone Place frequently. Here we met George Fuller,
looking, in his shoe-maker's apron, very different from the splendid figure in red
beating the big drum in Papa's bugle band. Here in his workshop we would sit in our
stockinged feet watching while he banged new leather on our shoes. Then we would
run home, delighted with our clean and shiny soles.
St. Joseph's School consisted of two rooms, the larger divided into two by a
curtain, the other being a small one for the 'infants', as the little ones were called. I
worked in the big room on my slate, and can remember being able to write and spell
well. One day the Infants' teacher was absent and I was sent to keep the babies
occupied. This I did by helping them to unravel small pieces of cloth.
Our Headmistress, Miss Hunt, sat at a high desk with steps up to it, monarch of all
she surveyed. She called for silence by means of a wooden article which emitted a
loud click when she pressed a lever. She also had a strap which I felt on the palm of
my hand one day – for being late - hardly my fault, surely. My job was to keep with
Frank and often he would stop at a sweet-shop in Islingword Road, kept by an Italian
family, the Dinaris. There he would buy tiny fireworks, crackers, which he let off in
the playground - much to the alarm of the girls, including myself, I must admit. At one
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end-of-term concert we girls were transformed into 'Japanese Ladies' by waving fans
and having chrysanthemums (paper ones) in our hair. The item was an 'action song'
but I doubt if my voice carried as far as the girl standing next to me.
The schoolroom was used at night for concerts etc., organised by the parishioners,
and at one time our Uncle Frank was appearing, with blackened face and banjo, in the
"Nigger Minstrels". I was intrigued by these and always failed to find him for myself.
This uncle, my father and their sister Minnie were the quietest people possible, but
their younger sister, Auntie Flo, was different altogether She had a splendid singing
voice and an aptitude for acting, so was always very lively and jolly to us children.
She became a student at the Brighton School of Music, where her considerable talents
were developed, and she eventually emerged as a professional soprano. On one
occasion she played in a series of Gilbert and Sullivan operas in Tangiers. There is no
doubt that she was the apple of her father's eye.
About now Teddie, too old for our tiny school, disappeared once more. He was
sent as a boarder to the Xaverian College at Mayfield, and we saw him only during the
holidays. This allowed Mama more time for her bobby, piano-playing, and we used to
trot along beside her to a house in Lewes Road, where we sat watching her having a
lesson from a Miss Boon. This lady came to our house, sometimes, to teach Frank and
me, but we did not respond too well, and soon the visits ceased.
Our young mother was an absorbing comfort to us with her voluminous dresses,
furs and scent of violets, which she loved. She carried a fur muff on which was pinned
a spray of artificial violets, and a veil fell from her hat, covering her face. Every
Monday she went to see her sister in Hove, so we missed school on that day, each
week, and went too. We walked to Seven Dials, where we found a horse-bus waiting
for us. This was a real thrill for us and we enjoyed every inch of the journey, riding
behind the two horses, and watching the jolly driver if we were lucky enough to get a
seat 'on top'.
One day when we were at Aunt Kitty's I became ill, and soon found myself at
home, waiting for Dr. Pearce. I remember well seeing him in the candle-light,
conferring with my parents. Next I found myself being wrapped in a blanket and
carried by a strange man downstairs and out into the street. He put me into a van,
lighted by a swinging oil-lamp, and we were off to the Sanatorium, for I had
diphtheria. The horse clopped his way up and down the steep hills, but I could not
enjoy my strange ride.
On arrival at our destination, I was put to bed in a ward full of other children and
immediately had a needle stuck in my thigh, whilst a nurse with a large pair of
scissors cut off my long, black hair and popped it in the stove. Although ill I felt
outraged at this robbery. I spent a week (which included Christmas) in that ward and
then transferred to another, where I stayed a fortnight, getting up each day and
playing with the children. At the end of that, Mama arrived with my outdoor clothes
and we walked home - after three weeks in hospital! On arriving in Chester Terrace I
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saw my baby brother playing with his toy horse. He was Arthur, who had been born
on December 19th 1899, the year before my illness
On Sundays Papa took Frank and me to Mass at St. Joseph's, treading our same old
school-route (so there was no respite from this even on Sundays). After the service,
joined by Uncle Frank and the two aunts, we would toil up Ditchling Road to see their
parents (our Grandpa and Grandma). They lived in a tall house, 5 Prince's Crescent,
at the top of the hill. Grandma was always in the kitchen, poring over a hot stove,
when we arrived, whereas Grandpa seemed always to be in bed. He suffered from
asthma and his bedroom reeked of herb cigarettes. (l only saw him out-of-doors on
two occasions, once when I met him in Preston Park, and the other when he took
Frank and me to the Theatre Royal to see Uncle Tom's Cabin.) Always on these
Sundays we played with their dog, a collie called 'Gyp', and went through their
collection of cigarette-cards for duplicates for Frank, who was also collecting (he
called them 'jubicants'). On leaving we always took an apple and orange each to eat at
home.
Once when we arrived home from church, Frank turned his jacket back to front, to
hide his collar and tie, then put on one of my starched white pinafores - he was
making himself a priest! Next he put a chair behind a folding screen, then mounted
the chair and 'preached' over the top of the screen. Mama made a Madeira cake every
Sunday, which we demolished at tea-time. It was decreed that Frank and I should lay
this meal on Sundays, but always he became engrossed in a book at this time and I
did the bulk of the task myself
We were a happy little family, with Arthur being first with Mama, and myself
Papa's favourite. He used to call me his 'little ewe lamb' and his nick-name for me
was 'Teresa'- why I cannot tell. Whether this name registered with Teddie or not is
unknown, but years after he gave it to one of his own children. I was extremely shy as
a child, and remember diving underneath the table, and staying there, whenever a
certain George Leppard – a friend of Uncle Frank's - arrived whilst I was at the
Princes Crescent house. George had such a rubicund face and such flashing eyes, I
simply couldn't look at him, and was glad when he went out with Uncle, and I could
come out from under the table.
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A Diversion
My Grandfathers
The contrast between my two grandfathers can
hardly have been greater. Each married 'above his
station', but even these stations were dissimilar.
Grandpa Thomas Donovan, in appearance very like
Charles Dickens, wore a top-hat and owned a
photographic studio at 1c St. James Street, Brighton.
When young he had been a member of a Youth
Orchestra which had been summoned to play
before the Queen at Buckingham Palace. His bride,
Victoria Gibbons, was disowned by her family (who
were connected with the Welsh peerage) when she
married him.
Grandpa William Nathan Greenfield wore a flat cap
and toiled in the bakehouse beneath his baker's
shop in Kingsbury Road, making bread and cakes to
stock the shop. He had been the boy who carried
sacks of flour to and from the mill at Hurstmonceux.
Harriet Martin was the daughter of the miller - a
person of some note in the Sussex village. That
worthy man must have overcome his dismay at the
prospect for his daughter, for the young couple
were married, and installed in a confectionery
business in Ringmer. Here were born two sons and
five daughters, one of whom was to become my
mother. After some years at Ringmer they moved to
Brighton, where my parents met.
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CHAPTER TWO
School days in a new century

And now occurred three matters of major importance - the Boer War, the death of
Queen Victoria and the coronation of Edward VIIth.
The war caused a great stir in the Greenfield family, for Uncle Charlie Kilmister
joined the C.I.V.s and went to South Africa with them, leaving Aunt Carrie and my two
cousins behind.
Papa and his Band escorted the Volunteers to Brighton Station, he leading the
procession, twirling his ceremonial stick in fashion, I have no doubt. Uncle Charlie
liked South Africa so much that he returned to it after the war and founded a
footwear business in Durban.
Meanwhile, Teddie became military-minded and used to drill us in the garden,
with sticks for rifles, and wooden swords at our sides. I became the canteen keeper
after 'Dismiss' and dispensed plates of raw rhubarb to the troops with cups of water
(representing tea) using my doll's tea-set. Arthur was not of much use during these
games; he was hardly able to walk, much less keep up with us 'troops'. Papa
evidently promised Teddie a place in the band if he would learn to play the drum, for
one appeared in our home and he rattled away with a will. In no time at all he, too,
was donning a splendid red tunic and going off to band practice.
Papa marched in the Queen's funeral procession, but carrying a rifle instead of a
gay, ceremonial staff. This rifle was his pride and joy, and it always stood upright in a
corner of his bedroom. I often saw him doing physical exercises with it in the early
mornings.
To celebrate the coronation of Edward VII there was a vast jollification in
Brighton. All the schools took part and Frank and I had to join St. Joseph's contingent
in the Corn Exchange. From there we marched in a huge procession, bands playing
and flags flying, to Preston Park, where we spent the afternoon watching various
displays - military, naval and fire brigade, etc. There was not an inch of space
unoccupied in the park, and we had to huddle together in our school group for fear of
losing each other. There were fireworks in the evening, but we were not there - it
was our bedtime.
Easter Monday meant an all-day outing to the country. Mama would make large
quantities of ham sandwiches and jam tarts, and we would set off. On one occasion
we went to Falmer Pond and spent the day running about with a ball, cricket, mostly
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The evening came and we started for home, very tired. We welcomed the sight of a
train drawing into the station but, alas, it was not for Frank or me. only Mama and
Baby Arthur got in, leaving us to foot the 3-4 miles to home and bed. It was dark by
now, and Papa spent the long journey telling us the story of a Shakespeare play.
On another Bank Holiday we were to have gone out with a party consisting of
wives and children of Papa's Company. The rain came down in torrents so the train
trip was abandoned, and we all repaired to the Drill Hall in North Road, where we
managed to have an enjoyable party. I can truthfully say that I have played cricket in
that hall.
Now came events that were to change all our lives. Papa was a very competent
photographer - in fact an Honoursman of the City and Guilds of London Institute in
that subject. By day he worked with his father at the studio in St. James' Street, where
they took portraits of distinguished persons of their era, including Dame Clara Butt.
Also working there were Uncle Frank, Aunt Minnie, Alice Stodhart, Bob Stagg and his
brother Roland. (Several evenings a week he taught photography at the Brighton
Technical College, and this went on for many years.) There was an older brother,
Henry, but he had emigrated to America, founding a photographic business at
Buffalo, U.S.A., so I never saw him.
Grandpa was a collector of Fine Art and would sometimes entrust Papa with as
much as £10 (quite a sum in those days) with instructions to spend it to the best
advantage at Sales, etc. This must have set his feet on the road to making a collection
of his own, for he did indeed build up a valuable array of Early English drinking
glasses.
I was now 8 years old, with great changes before me. Grandpa's health
deteriorating at this point, he stopped working and the business was formed into a
Limited Company - 'Donovan's Studios'. This meant a reshuffle of the staff. Uncle
Frank took a very surprising step for one of such a retiring disposition - he sought
and obtained a post of photographic assistant in Singapore. He did not stay long in
that job, and went on to an equally surprising role - that of wood-cutter in Canadian
forests.
Papa now had the ambition to own his Studios, independently of Grandpa.
Therefore we moved into a corner shop in Edward Street, No.49. This was a
tremendously different situation for us, for we were now in the middle of a noisy
shopping area . Next door was occupied by a butcher, whose raucous voice could be
heard shouting out the prices of his meat, especially on Saturday nights, when the
shop would be open until after 9 o'clock - presumably until everything had been sold.
Across the road were two sweet-shops, almost side-by-side. I was in one of these one
day, 'Jordan's' I remember, and heard a man complain that a penny for 4 ounces of
Wine Gums was too dear, and hadn't they anything cheaper? We were surrounded by
every type of shop - very nice from the shopping point of view. At the baker's they
would weigh the loaves, and if not right at first, would be made up by the addition of
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a small piece of bread put on the scale with the loaf. At Christmas-time I have seen
stacks of heavy black boots in Freeman, Hardy and Willis, with a notice indicating
that they were for distribution among poor boys - a gift from the Town Council.
There was very little wheeled traffic at that time, so that the road seemed always
to be filled with pedestrians. Consequently, many dramas could be seen from the
windows of the room above the shop. More than once I have seen street-fighting
(with a crowd surrounding the contestants) and the arrival of a policeman to break it
all up. Street organs were much in evidence, and were usually accompanied by young
girls who leave the pavement to dance to the music. No-one took much notice of
them, for they were a common sight, pirouetting there with their long frocks, white
pinafores and black buttoned boots.
A new school was now needed for Frank and me, and Papa took us to a house in
Clarendon Place. We were shown into a parlour and were joined by a nun - the first
we had ever seen at close quarters. She talked to Papa over our heads, and I gathered
that we were accepted as pupils. The sum of 1s.6d. a week was mentioned, but
whether for one or both of us I did not hear.
This school was the day-school section of the Blessed Sacrament Convent, Walpole
Road. We enjoyed our work and play here, among the kind nuns and their charges.
Every afternoon the girls did needle-work, whilst a book was read aloud to us by a
big girl – we enjoyed this very much. I envied the boys, though, for they went to
another room for Drawing, a subject that appealed to me. French was presented to us
for the first time and Frank learned a poem called 'Le lion et le rat'. My own output
was small; I was too shy. In due course, Frank became too old for this mainly girls'
school, and left to go to York Place School for Boys. Meanwhile, Arthur had grown big
enough to begin, so I now went with him instead. At the age of ten I made my 1st
Communion at the Convent. I wore a white muslin frock and veil, and white buckskin
shoes. Papa took me in a horse-cab, and I was very excited. We had breakfast at the
Convent after the Mass.
There was no garden at the shop for us to play in, as a studio had been built over
the ground at the back, so Frank and I spent our holidays running along the Front,
visiting all the Concert-parties we could find. Among these was one called 'The
Highwaymen' and these romantic gentlemen included Tom Walls, who afterwards
became a well-known actor.
Alas for my poor father's ambitions. It was not long before it became evident that
he was losing money heavily. He had engaged a staff consisting of a young man and
two ladies, and we had daily help in the house. Teddie had left school and was going
daily to the Technical College as a 'Lab-boy'. I do not expect he had any reward for
this, but only 'experience', and therefore could contribute nothing to the family
exchequer. I am certain that Father was entirely guileless and that his only failing
was over-generosity in his attitude to others. He neither smoked nor drank and his
only relaxations were the study of Shakespeare and, of course, his soldiering. But, on
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the one hand he was committed to maintaining his family of six and staff of assistants
(4), and on the other he was so lenient to customers that he only charged 3s.0d. A
dozen for post-card sized photographs - and printed twice as many, in order to be
sure of twelve good ones. Naturally, this mode of business would never pay, and
signs of disintegration soon began to appear. Teddie was sent to a pawn-shop with
items of Papa's prizes very frequently but, of course, this procedure made no
difference.
One day he was giving us our tea, of plain bread and syrup. Suddenly he said, "If I
don't find some money tonight I shall go to prison tomorrow." We were very worried,
not knowing how money could be 'found'. Anyhow, two large Bailiffs Men appeared
and draped themselves over chairs in our living-room, getting in everyone's way for
a day or two – so evidently things came to a head. These conditions could not
continue, and we were soon told that we were going to move back to a private house
in North Brighton. This proved to be 108 Waldegrave Road.
Whilst still at the studio in Edward Street, Frank and I received invitation-cards
from the Mayor to a grand Fancy-dress Ball for the children of Brighton - splendid
gold lettered cards. We went, Frank as a footballer, and myself dressed as a Puritan
maiden. Mama made my dress, from pale grey and white materials, and I wore black
patent shoes. The Ball was held in the Royal Pavilion, where all the State Rooms were
thrown open to us. The spectacle of hundreds of children dressed in fancy costumes
milling around the fantastic, brilliant rooms was truly magical. During the evening
we all went over to the Dome, by way of the underground passage, to see a game of
'Living Chess' being played there by children dressed as the pieces. Back in the
Pavilion, we visited the buffet frequently (l was intrigued by the 'water-ices') and
rushed about looking at each others' costumes. There was dancing in the Music
Room, but that was somewhat 'sissy' to us, and we found our way to a quieter spot
where Frank and several other boys kicked his football about - surely the only time
such a desecration of a Royal residence has taken place.
Papa still kept up his activities with the Volunteers, and was once under canvas in
Arundel Park - Teddie a true drummer-boy there, too. We, the family, stayed in
lodgings nearby, and I was thrilled with it all, the bugle-calls, the bright red uniforms,
the stags wandering about the Park. Teddie used to take my white shoes to Camp to
Blanco them at the same time as he cleaned his belt.
Soon after this we again began a new life. Papa was re-installed at Donovan's
Studios and I continued at my school in Kemptown. This meant a journey of, literally,
miles every day for me. To break it up a bit, I took sandwiches and ate them at the
studios, but still had much walking to do. Every afternoon Papa gave me ½d. to spent
on sweets. During months or even a year of passing up and down St. James' Street
twice a day at lunch time, I met a Brighton College boy, wearing his speckled straw
hat, going in the other direction. We couldn't help noticing each other, but were
equally embarrassed, and did not even get as far as smiling in friendly fashion. I
wonder who and what he was. Which shows that I was still a very shy child. At
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school, however, Madam Philomena decreed that I should learn and speak a poem for
the end-of-term concert. This news was agonising to me, but I obeyed orders and did
the horrifying task. Here is the poem:'Tis said, that ages long ago,
When God had formed the earth and Heaven,
He called the flowers, one by one,
Until to all sweet names He'd given.
To one, pure Lily - another, Rose,
Others, Violet - or Daisy fair,
As each bright flower before Him passed,
To wear anew its Father's care.
But oh! - one day a tiny flower
With bright blue eye and little tear,
Came back to Him and said 'Dear Lord,
I've quite forgot my name, I fear'.
Then, looking upon the flower that
Trembling stood with bended head,
Without reproof or look unkind,
'Forget-Me-Not', he gently said.

I enjoyed my days at that school, and seemed always to be washing my hands,
with red carbolic soap, or polishing the brass cover of my ink-well. I must have
studied too for, over the years, I won many brook-prizes. One of my friends was an
attractive little French girl, Lucie Gendron, of 6 Villa Longchamps, Paris.
I recall many amenities available in Brighton at that time, on the Front especially.
At the side of the promenade were many horse-cabs, waiting to be hired, and a quiet
drive in one was a treat I enjoyed ecstatically, though rarely. Bath-chairs, pulled or
pushed by their attendants, were there for those wishing to take the air in slow,
solitary fashion. For children, in addition to the usual donkeys, there were goatchaises - miniature carriages on two large wheels, and with shafts into which small
goats were harnessed (poor things). I think the R.S.P.C.A. Would step in today, though
the goats appeared to be happy enough, holding their heads high as they trotted
through the crowds with their young passengers. An attractive type of baby-carriage
seen at this time consisted of a basket-work pram on two wheels, pushed from
behind, so that the child faced forward. In front was another, smaller, wheel which
carried two gaily painted little horses. As the carriages moved forward the horses
rocked up and down, giving an impression of galloping.
Always, on the Front, there was music and singing - concert parties, including 'The
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Highwaymen', with Tom Walls, Punch and Judy, bands and Salvationists. There was a
harpist of real talent, who accompanied his violinist partner for very many years
round about the quieter Squares of Brighton. Once I witnessed a water-spout on the
sea off Brighton; it happened at a point some twenty yards from the beach and took
the form of a whirling cone of water rising up from the surface of the sea. When it
had reached a height of about fifteen feet it collapsed and splashed back into the sea,
narrowly missing a small boat that was passing at the time.
Brighton now had new trams running round the town and we were delighted at
being able to glide effortlessly up the hill to our home. Frank discovered that he could
make cute little daggers by putting pins on the line and waiting until a tram ran over
them. He would then run out and retrieve them - not so dangerous as it sounds, for
we could see traffic coming for miles.
Once more Papa left his job, and now opened a very humble little shop in George
Street, where he worked without help at photography and picture framing. I went
there at lunch times, and Frank joined us from his school. Sometimes we had soup,
made ready on a gas ring by our father, following by plum pudding (at 2d. a slice)
which Frank had run to buy at a cook-shop in Edward Street. Sometimes, when funds
permitted, we went into that shop and had a whole dinner, then we would return to
our respective activities for the afternoon. Frank had a school friend, one Tim Watts,
whom I never met I think, though his name was often mentioned by Frank.
When I was 12 years old I left the convent and was accepted at Ditchling Road
School, a much larger establishment with some 400 scholars, girls on the groundfloor, boys upstairs. It was much nearer home, too, for which I was grateful. I began
in Standard IV and finished in the top place in ex-VIIth.
Now we were back at St. Joseph's Church and I was confirmed there by Bishop
Amigo. It was nice to be back on old ground, and in fact our new home was a stone'sthrow from the Chester Terrace one. We needed plenty of space now for our ball
games so we often played in the road outside. This was a practice not at all frowned
on in those days; indeed, all children living in a street came out to join in communal
play. In any case, they would not dream of leaving their homes except to go to school.
There lived opposite us a girl named Katie Gravett, who went to my school, and I
called for her each morning. I was tormented by the delicious smell of bacon coming
from her kitchen every day so - evidently - I was still eating Spartan food at home.
Her family invited me to go rambling over the Downs with them on one occasion, but
I had to confess that I had no proper shoes to wear so could not join them. However, I
did go, in a borrowed pair of Katie's!
One day my Class went down to Preston Park to run off some Heats for the coming
Elementary Schools Sports. I was elated at this and ran on air. I won my heat and was
entered for the 80 yards dash. The Great Day came and I lined up with girls from
other schools. To my own complete surprise I came in 1st and received my prize (an
umbrella) from the Mayor at the end of the day. Playtimes at school were taken up
16

with the new pastime from France, Diabolo. This was a difficuIt-to-master form of
aerial top-spinning, and many of the girls became very skilled at it, sending up the
tops to great heights and then catching them on their strings.
My teacher was Miss Holman and the Head was Miss Emily Comley. My best
subjects were Composition, Dictation, Spelling and Drawing. The latter ability was
purely fortuitous, for not one of the staff could or did teach the subject. Indeed, I was
more than once asked to paint on the blackboard the 'brushwork' patterns that were
to be copied by the class in the afternoon. For the rest, we were presented with an
object and told to draw it. Invariably I received full marks and this was just as well, in
view of my failure in some other subjects. In Arithmetic and Singing I was way down
partly, I think, because my teacher fixed me with an eagle eye directly we began one
of these things and I wilted under the strain.
A scheme arrived whereby one could, by paying 1s.Od. per week for a term, buy a
violin and receive early tuition in playing it. Of course, I was interested, and my
parents agreed to my joining in. We made our hideous noises after school-hours, but
the difficulty of practising in my small home meant that my career as a violinist came
to a quick end. We had the usual school concerts, and I was once given the part of
Simple Simon, which should have included a song, but I made such a weak effort at
this that, much to my secret joy, it was cut out. We had at the school a girl, lvy Parker,
who possessed a glorious contralto voice. She stood up on the platform once,
wonderfully composed for her age - only about 14, and sang "The Holy City" in a
voice comparable with that of Kathleen Ferrier. lmagine the sorrow throughout the
school when she became ill and actually died. We couldn't get over it.
One day Miss Comley came into our room with a nice little framed picture and
announced a competition. We were to gaze at it for a set time, memorising its story
and colour, and then go away and describe it in writing. I won this competition and
bore home my prize - the picture itself - with smug satisfaction.
Evelyn Balchin and I were Monitors, which meant that we had access to the
cupboards. Miss Holman always seemed to forget a biscuit or two from her tea-break
paper bag, and we pounced on them like starving kittens, sharing our loot with
absolute fairness. I was always hungry at school (there being no food available there
at any time). Especially was this so during Physiology, when we were instructed in
the process of digesting food. I studied Cookery, too, but there was no chance of
pilfering, even there (By a strange trick of fate Evelyn's cousin, years after, became
Frank's wife.)
Back at home, Frank and I continued to play together, bowling hoops. He had an
iron one, I a wooden one, he controlling his with a 'skeeler' - an iron hook set in a
wood handle - and I using a small baton for mine. We whipped tops along the
pavements and played conkers or marbles, according to the season. Teddie was a
deadly shot with marbles, and I thought it was wasting time to play against him. We
now owned two old tennis racquets and a ball, so became aware of our ability to send
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hot shots to each other. One day I was knocked down by a boy riding a bike - I was
more offended than hurt, I think. Another time a girl playing with us fell in an
epileptic fit. We were aghast at this unexpected happening, and thought she was
dying until a lady arrived and told us not to worry, she'd be all right. Papa always
urged us to read books, and I was deeply into Oliver Twist. One day I left the play
outside and went indoors for a read. I came to the description of the murder carried
out by Bill Sykes, and this shocked me so much I left the book unfinished.
Our neighbours were Mr. & Mrs. Midwinter (Mrs. Fred to us) and on the other side
the Swann family, who actually had a resident maid. We thought that was very posh,
and I sometimes went in and watched her doing the ironing. She kept their front
doorstep spotless; I noticed this and started doing ours. It was the custom to whiten
the step with 'hearthstone' which we bought for ½d. a lump. We rubbed it on the
step and then spread it round with a wet cloth. It dried a bright white, but what a
waste of time. Mrs. Fred seemed to live in her bed, and I went in and made tea for her
every afternoon. After a time the Swanns moved away and as their house was judged
to be better than ours, we took it. What fun for us - all we had to do was take the
furniture in and put it round the other way. We had a long-haired ginger cat at that
time called 'Prinny'.
Sometimes Frank and I would join a group of our friends for a game of cricket in
Preston Park. Once there, we were immediately faced with Authority, in the persons
of park policemen. We had names for them ('Cherry', 'Bullock' and '4O-Guts' spring
to mind) and they seemed to spend their time spying on us from behind bushes. If
one of them came out into the open the cry would go up from our party 'Bill-o,
Rozzer', someone would snatch the stumps out of the ground and we would race off
into the distance. This was essential, because anyone caught received a thwack on
the head from the policeman. To this day I have no idea what wrong we were doing.
Papa's motto was 'be brave' so, when I had raging toothache he took me to the
Dental Hospital in Queen's Road to have the tooth out. They did just that after giving
me a dose of gas, and I walked home in a daze which lasted a long time, before
wearing off.
Frank and I saw our first film, 'bioscope' (or simply 'moving picture' to us in those
days) in a Hall in either West Street or Western Road, I forget which. It was called
Our Navy, we were simply amazed. l went to Brighton Races only once in my life.
That was when our father took us one sunny day - certainly not to place any bets, for
such a thing would never occur to us. We wandered about among the crowd, not
even glimpsing a horse, until suddenly a Western-type covered wagon arrived and
out stepped 'Buffalo Bill' (Colonel Cody). Perhaps that was the reason for our visit to
the race-course on that particular day.
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CHAPTER THREE
Growing Up

When I was 14 it was decided that I should leave school and take a situation as a
domestic servant. A place was found for me at the home of Alderman Sendall in
Stanford Avenue, and Mama went with me to make final arrangements with Mrs.
Sendall. I was to live in, and my duties and mode of dress were explained to me. All
seemed ready when a letter arrived from the lady which quite put the cat among the
pigeons. she said she had decided that I was, in her opinion, much too 'superior' for
domestic work and advised that I be put to something better.
So - what to do with me? Miss Comley was contacted and she said, “let her come
back to school for another year." Actually, I enjoyed that extra time at school- for was
I not virtually the senior girl now? I was still a tongue-tied ninny, but I liked seeing
my name at the top of lists (simply because I had outgrown the curriculum, no less).
Also we were now put to studying Shakespeare's King Henry V, from which we
learned long passages by heart. I became dedicated to the period and spent many an
evening at home drawing pictures of romantic knights in armour, which I took to
school next day.
We were taken to North Road Baths to learn swimming, but all I ever did was to
put on a baggy striped costume, lent by the baths, and walk slowly down the steps
into the water. No-one actually taught us to swim, consequently I never did.
At the end of my extra year at school, Miss Comley announced that she had
recommended me to the Head of the Art School for an Evening scholarship. This was
granted and I attended classes on three nights a week. To cut a long story short, I
obtained another Scholarship at the end of that year, and continued evening work
until I was 17. Then I sat for a Day Scholarship which I won, with the princely grant
of £10 a year. The following year I again won a Scholarship, this time to the tune of
£15 a year.
Aunt Annie, the eldest of the Greenfield sisters - and perhaps because of that fact was a Dragon. She ruled, if not with a rod of iron, then certainly with a cane one, and
it rested on two nails on the wall where all children present could see it. For some
years she had lived at the bakery with her parents, sisters May and Carrie, and the
latter's two children, my cousins Trissie and Mabel. Then Uncle Charlie (a handsome
man if ever there was one, with blue eyes and a dimple in his chin) came again from
Durban to fetch the family. They stayed there until the children were about 10 and
14, when the girls came back to finish their schooling in Brighton. A house was
rented for them, and this is where Aunt Annie comes into the story, for she took
charge of everything - very efficiently, let it be said. Trissie studied piano and singing
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at Brighton School of Music, and Mabel went to a small private school. Sure enough,
the cane appeared on the wall wherever they lived.
With so many of the family gone away, Grandpa and Grandma now retired from
business and returned to Ringmer. 'The Briars', where they went to live, was a true
country cottage – a square little doll's house affair, with roses peeping in the
bedroom windows. The stairs ran straight up from the front door and led to four tiny
bedrooms, two at the front and two at the back. The kitchen was bricked-floored and
had a shallow slate sink over which stood a water-pump. A long vegetable-garden
stretched out at the back, whilst at the side of the cottage was a very large orchard
where chickens, ducks and sometimes piglets strolled. Truly a wonderful place for
children's holidays, as we were to discover. We went in varying numbers, and I was
once there, on my own, for eight whole weeks, very happily 'helping' my
grandparents. Sometimes Mama and Aunt Annie would take the whole brood, and
then it would indeed be a case of 'full up' - four adults and five children in that small
house. We loved every minute of it, from the time we boarded the train at London
Road for Lewes, where we walked to the 'Wheatsheaf Inn'. The carrier's cart stood
there, and we all piled in that and sat where we could, on sacks of potatoes or
anything available, and then began a heavenly three-mile ride behind the plodding
old horse.
When we were within seeing distance of 'The Briars' we could just make out a tiny
Mrs Noah-like figure, round and dumpy, standing there shading her eyes (the sun
always seemed to be shining at Ringmer). This was Grandma, and we fell on her like
a load of puppies. Almost as soon as we had touched the ground, Frank said, "Come
on, cricket," and I would go with him to play on the Green. This was the common-land
belonging to the village - a beautiful stretch of country only a stone's throw from 'The
Briars'. The high road ran along one side of it, and the other was bounded by an
enclosed park-like estate. We were always warned not to let our ball go into 'Mr.
Christie's (the owner of the secluded residence). Long afterwards that mythical man
(to us) was to emerge as the John Christie of Glyndebourne fame. We 'boys' spent
many hours playing cricket with the local lads - our cousins preferring to sit sewing
(!) under the apple trees in the orchard. They did join us, though, when we climbed
trees, played on the swing or sang together in the barn when it rained.
In days of haymaking we had a wonderful time, spending every minute with the
men and wagons, and getting rides across the fields as often as possible. Grandma
would give us each a blue sugar-bag containing bread and cheese and cake - how we
enjoyed it. One evening some big boys put on a concert in a hay-wagon. It must have
been a squeeze, for the audience sat on chairs at the end away from the stage, but it
was fun.
When we arrived on one holiday we found that Grandpa had made us a handcart.
This gave us endless amusement, as we could ride in it one at a time and we took
turns to be the horse. Grandpa was a simple soul but, young as I was, I could sense
that he was regarded by his many daughters as a 'bad lad' - too fond of beer. I am
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quite sure that the reputation was unfounded, for the only time he went to The
Anchor was at mid-day, never at night. If we were out with him he'd say, "I'm just
going in here to see the time - tell Grandma I'll only be a few minutes" - and he was.
Maybe Grandma, too, thought he was in need of redemption, for every morning after
breakfast she would read aloud from a large Bible. He would listen politely, digging at
his pipe with a knife as he did so. He would send us to the general store a few doors
away when he needed 'baccy' - ½ oz. Dark Shag, price 2d. We watched a pair of bowllike scales being pulled down from above, then held up like 'Justice' until weight and
tobacco were level. After that the scales were stacked together and returned to the
ceiling by a spring. On fruit-picking and Flower Show days we had to go about with
bated breath, for fear of upsetting Grandpa's balance or judgement, or both. We were
jubilant when we found that he had won several prizes with the neat plates of fruit
we had seen him arranging at home during the morning.
Attracted by the music of the blacksmith's anvil, we went to the forge every day.
We would stand in a silent group, watching horses of all shapes and colours being
fitted with new shoes. I could never understand why they were not jumping with
pain through having nails hammered into their feed. The blacksmith had a few
bicycles for hire, and we took one, for 6d., and taught each other to ride. Aunt Annie
joined us in this exercise, and we were later hugely amused when she arrived at 'The
Briars' on the back seat of a tandem, behind a young man, George Pocock, having
ridden from Brighton. They returned by the same route in the evening, and we saw
George no more. Of course we didn't dare say what our mirth was all about. George
took me for a short spin on the back seat of the tandem, the only time I ever travelled
on one. There was a dog at 'The Briars' - a black hairy beast called Snatcher. True to
his name he would snap at our legs as we sat at meals. There were also a great many
wasps (Grandma put traps for them, jam mixed with water) and one day Snatcher
swallowed one. He spent a whole day tied to a tree, leaping and snarling - a fearsome
sight indeed.
A working windmill could be seen from the kitchen doorway of 'The Briars' and
this was a favourite reason for taking a wonderful walk through the fields, and corn
as tall as ourselves. Halfway up the hill on which the mill stood we went into the cool
of a small spinney, called The Shaws, where we picked primroses before emerging
for the assault on the last steep ascent to the windmill itself Standing beside a mill in
action is really something uncommon; the great sweeps thundering round
relentlessly, creaking and groaning, present an awe-inspiring spectacle to the
onlooker. After wondering about it from a safe distance in the front, we would go
round the back, sit on the shuddering steps, and drink from a bottle of water Frank
had brought. We had no money, nor need of any, but were perfectly happy up on the
hill in the sunshine. The return journey was easier, downhill most of the way, and all
through lovely country, fields and lanes all the way. At one point Grandpa showed us
two tiny houses, the rent of which was 6d. a week. Although used to low prices, we
thought this very cheap. And so we arrived home to Grandma's welcoming smiles,
tired and hungry, but content. I am sorry to say that the mill, that almost human
structure, was allowed in later years to fall into decay and actually, in the end, it fell
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to pieces.
Grandma was a very quiet, soft little person, given to singing to herself such tunes
as Abide With Me and Lead Kindly Light, and she devoted her time to looking after
Grandpa. When meals were ready she would stand at the back door and blow a
whistle she kept for the purpose of calling him from wherever he was in the garden
or orchard, or simply scratching a pig's back with a stick - a favourite pastime of his.
Trissie was the senior of us all, and at the end of one of our Ringmer holidays, the
School of Music claimed her before the rest of us need leave for Brighton. Aunt Annie
was to take her back, leaving Mama to cope with us. When the time came for them to
leave, Trissie burst into floods of tears, and we felt like doing the same. Such was the
pull of that happy place - but all too soon our own departure time would arrive. So,
just one more night of lying in bed listening to the hum of voices downstairs, and the
occasional clatter of horses' hooves approaching from the direction of Lewes, the
light of the gig-lamps growing stronger on the wall every moment as the vehicle
came by the house. Then, next day, Grandma would put a banner of paper in the
garden hedge, Mr Turner would stop his carrier-cart and we all climbed on board for
the journey home, secretly elated at the prospect of just one more ride in that
wonderful chariot.
Thus we arrived back in Brighton, bearing bunches of flowers in our hands, and
the scent of sunny fields on our skin and clothes. Pa would always greet us with an
exciting meal, laid out with his own hands. He, poor misguided man (i.e., not charging
enough for his excellent photography) had now to admit that he would never make a
fortune nor even a living, by having to maintain a hired studio. So, to reduce
expenses, we moved house again, this time into a quite small one, 46 Osborne Road,
at 10s.0d. a week.
Teddie was a young man by now, and had gone to be Companion to a friend we
met at church. He was a Hugh J.G. Wigan, M.A. Oxon, and he lived at 212 Preston
Road, with an Irish manservant. (l suspect that he took Teddie to live there, too, in a
mood of charity.) Anyway, Teddie made himself useful in the matter of looking after
the electrical details etc. necessary in any house. Every now and then Mr. Wigan
would ask all the family to supper and music. These evenings were enjoyable in a
rather solemn way, for we were expected to behave in exemplary fashion throughout
a long supper and afterwards sit still during even longer symphonies on records.
Actually, these sessions were useful in laying the foundations of music appreciation
for us.
Brighton, at this time, boasted of a Municipal Orchestra, a really fine company of
players, under the direction of Lyell Tayler. Here was a very engaging Conductor,
powerfully built, with a shock of upstanding white hair and ruddy complexion. He
had a small white dog which followed him at all times, during concerts it would curl
up at the foot of the rostrum, unmoving throughout the most powerful Wagnerian
strains. At the first note of the National Anthem, however, it would spring to its little
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feet and bark furiously at the glad sound of release. More about the B.M.O. later, for
now I was only 15 and people of that age did not go out at night, even to concerts.
Except for an amusing incident that happened one Sunday afternoon when I was
alone, for once, in Preston Park. The orchestra had finished playing and were packing
up after their usual open-air concert, and I moved away too. Then I noticed a cellist,
Herr Abbas, coming towards me, clutching his bulky instrument in his arms. I fled at
the sight of this florid German coming so close on my heels, but the more I hurried
the closer he seemed to come tome. The chase continued through the park and up
Preston Drove, with me only a little ahead, for I did not like to break into a run. It
turned out that I was unduly worried, for the poor man came to a halt at Beaconsfield
Villas - and waited there for a tram!
Our house and garden being too small for much activity, we were sent out 'for a
walk' on Sunday afternoons (We must have been singularly naive, for there we were,
two of us having left school, yet still trooping about like children.) Dutifully, we left
home - always with instructions to 'look after Arthur', to all intents and purposes out
to do just that. Arrived at our usual haunt, up Surrenden Road, a nice grassy spot,
Frank took from inside his jacket an uninflated football, blew it up, and we kicked it
about happily for an hour or two. After that the ball was flattened again and returned
to Frank's hiding place and we went home to tea.
Pa now decided to do 'visiting photography' and to assist him in this, bought a bike
on which to carry the camera. So now he had to learn to ride it, and this he did with
the help of Frank and myself, after dark, on a flat piece of Ditchling Road. Although he
took many photos, he had no facilities for processing them and, much against the
grain, had to get prints made for him. There is no doubt that we were very poor at
that time, for on returning from our games in Preston Park, we would buy ¼lb.
Butter, 3d., for tea - for five people. Teddie very kindly bought me a bike, on the H.P.
now, which pleased me greatly. He also introduced to me the grandness of playing
tennis on a real court; not that he liked games, he did not. It always annoyed us to see
him knock a ball in the wrong direction deliberately - and laughing his head off as he
did so.
Next door there lived a boy of my own age, Edward Boys, known as Dick to his
friends. He was our hero in no time, for did he not own, and use, a racing bicycle? We
watched him skimming round the racing track in the park and envied him his luck.
He was also a talented pianist, and we heard him playing every day - the sound
coming through the thin wall between our houses. His favourite piece was The Rustle
of Spring and we became fond of it, too. The London, Brighton and South Coast
Railway were running excursions to Victoria from Brighton, for half-crown day trips.
Dick's mother wanted to visit friends in London, and suggested that Ma and I might
like to go with her. 5s.0d. was somehow found and we actually went. Never did a
journey hold such magic as that first visit of mine to London.
In 1908 the Olympic Games were held at the White City. We, and this from now on
included our new friend, Dick, fell completely under the spell of these glamorous
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events, especially as some of the competitors trained in Preston Park. We spent every
available minute gazing at the American team, wearing tiny Stars and Stripes on their
vests, practising every type of Athletics (l remember the name of one of them - Hayes
- he did well in the actual Games, I believe.) Especially were we fascinated by the
athletes flying through the air in the Pole Jump. Of course, before long Frank decreed
that we must have Olympic Games of our own, so he worked out elaborate lists of
heats and handicaps etc. and we embarked on the long programme, using our
gardens in the evenings or other spare time. We solemnly High and Long Jumped,
and even vaulted over the brick wall between our gardens, using clothes props,
probably - a highly dangerous pastime surely. The final event of our 'Meeting' had to
be the Marathon race, in order to follow the true pattern of The Games, and the
example of our distant hero in London, Dorando. Frank's solution to the problem of
running a long race without attracting too much attention to ourselves was this – we
were to go in two's, starting at the house but each facing in the opposite direction.
Thus I found myself running alone at top speed round a considerably long 'block',
meeting my rival at some point along the way. I only know that I developed a severe
'stitch' from which I did not recover until the following day. Of course, I kept this
secret to myself
Frank had an interesting job now, as clerk to an auctioneer in St. James' Street,
who dealt with horses, ponies and traps. In September I made my first journey to the
Art School, wearing a pink frock which Aunt Carrie had made for me and sent from
Durban. Having left day-school I was now free in the afternoons, so it was arranged
that I should mind two children every day. They were brother and sister, aged about
6 and 7, and they lived all the way down Southdown Road. I tramped about with
them for several hours and then took them back to tea – which consisted of bread
and dripping every day. For this service I received the handsome sum of 2s.6d. a
week. I saved every penny of this and eventually was able to go with Ma to the Lanes
and buy a Jacobean oak bedroom suite for £8, a proud day for me, indeed.
We continued to play cricket whenever possible, and Frank's bright new idea was
to take a list of professional players and give each of us five innings, each under a
different name: for instance, Dick and I were one team, say Sussex, and Frank and
Arthur might be Kent, and we solemnly went through the list of real players, as given
in the Argus, until the match was completed - a somewhat protracted process, as may
be imagined. Both sides joined in fielding and writing down the score. Once when
fielding I trod heavily on a stone and bruised my heel so badly that I could not put it
to the ground for weeks - again I said nothing.
Aunts Minnie and Flo took Frank and me to the theatre once, and I had no mittens
for the occasion, so we walked along London Road to the rendezvous, on the way
calling in at Pocock's for a pair of white lace ones (for my cricketer's hands) for
which I paid 6d. on another occasion they took us for a picnic in the fields at Patcham.
We travelled on top of an open bus. On the way back Frank caught the hot contents of
a smoker's pipe full in the eyes, which rather spoilt the trip for all of us.
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On Saturday afternoons Frank played football for the York Place Old Boys, among
whom was one Les Browne. I had to go to a shop in Preston Drove one Friday night,
find Les and tell him that Frank would not be able to play next day, as he was in bed
with quinsy. Aunt Carrie sent a pair of boy's brown boots, destined for Frank, but
they were too small for him and too large for Arthur. But, they fitted me like a glove;
what a pity they were for a boy. Undaunted, I wore them on long winter walks, with
cloth gaiters to cover up the masculine lacings. Pa and I walked to Hove Recreation
Ground on Saturday afternoons to watch a football match, always the same team,
which included a dentist-friend of his, named Rupert Messent - a very pretty young
man, clean and pink. Once the ball hit me hard in the tummy, but the game went on.
We now made a serious effort to teach Ma to ride my bike, but after running madly
along with her, on the road beside the cricket ground, and she shrieking to us not to
let go, we all, including herself, decided that cycling was not for her. She never did
learn. Winter arrived and with it, snow. We played fiercely at snowballing, and once
when I had gone indoors, Arthur followed me in a state of hysteria, through
excitement and the cold. I made him lie down until he felt better (our parents were
out). Dick was an only child, and all the time we knew him, did no work of any kind.
He had his piano, racing bike and a billiards table, so never lacked entertainment. Yet
he was not spoilt in any way, and remained a nice, friendly boy, whom we all liked.
On Sundays we went to Mass at the Lourdes Convent, in Preston Road. pa did
photography for the nuns and their pupils, discovering as he worked at the convent
that one of the former had had family connections with saint Bernadette herself
Ma's brother, Harry Greenfield, and his wife Laura had a son, Cecil, two years
younger than I. He was petted and idolized to an unnatural degree, and actually wore
Little Lord Fauntleroy suits with lace collars, and patent-leather shoes. Small wonder,
then, that he grew into a red-faced, giggling boy with a taste for playing practical
jokes on us. Once he arranged that we should all receive an electric shock, and then
rocked with laughter at our discomfiture. He went to a 'School for Young Gentleman'
- Hove College? - and on Sundays wore a small bowler hat! A Professor of Music was
found for him, and he studied violin and piano-playing. To everyone's amazement, he
soon forged ahead in both of these branches of music, passed with credit in exams,
then turned to organ-playing, and eventually became organist in a Hove church before he was 21.
Aunt Laura frequently gave elaborate parties, around twenty people of all ages
sitting down to the 'groaning board'. Strict etiquette had to be observed, the senior
ladies being seated first, for example. And there were several of those, for Aunt Laura
was the youngest of eight sisters. Each year, it seemed, these became fewer, but the
survivors sat in their black silk gowns (with a touch of violet at the neck, and wearing
white mob caps) smiling and applauding Cecil's antics. Everyone younger than this
had to join in all the games - though the pattern changed with the years. With Cecil's
progress in music the accent now fell on that brand of entertainment, and I took my
violin along and wailed my way through many a classic masterpiece. As Auntie was
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thumping the piano and my talented cousin and a boy-friend were sawing away at
their violins, my noise passed unnoticed, probably.
Uncle Harry bought a very large billiards table so a room had to be devoted to its
use, and this changed the pattern of the parties. As soon as tea was over Uncle would
sweep all the males up and take them upstairs for a 'hundred up', leaving the females
to play cards, and strictly no gambling! This dreary programme did not appeal to
Frank or me, and he used to whisper to me, "Come on upstairs, old man," whereupon
I would sidle away from the ladies preparing to play their tedious card-games and
join the men playing billiards. Uncle was always pleased to see me and gave me a cue
at once. I had many a happy game of billiards in this way, thought there was always a
hint of resentment among the ladies, and guilt on my part.
Uncle ran a small open car, just big enough for him and Aunt, with a 'dickey' seat
behind. This seat was as hard as concrete, but I did not know that until after I had
gladly accepted a drive into the country. Aunt was swathed in furs 'gainst the
weather, but my perch at the back was exposed to all the winds of Heaven.
Consequently, with that drawback, and having been tossed about like a pea on a
drum, my journey cannot be described as a great success, especially as it left me with
a badly bruised coccyx!
Uncle liked children, and once at Hassocks, after a Flower Show, enjoyed himself
immensely by showing several boxes of brightly coloured rubber balls to the kids
milling around. Then he lined them up for a race, said 'GO', and as they shot forward,
threw the balls into the distance for a grand scramble. There were so many of them
that I helped by throwing some at a quick rate until all had found an owner. How
Uncle laughed!
Aunt Carrie now arrived from Durban, to collect her children and take them back
to Africa. She was to stay in Brighton for a long holiday, and brought her mandolin
with her. Trissie owned a piano so we had musical evenings at their house in Yardley
Street. She gave me a few lessons in piano-playing, and I was quickly interested in the
subject. The lessons could not continue, however, for the family sailed at last, the
house was given up, and Aunt Annie went into a bed-sitter in Ditchling Rise. Not long
afterwards the sad news came that Aunt Carrie had died. In due course, Uncle Charlie
married again, and my cousins were looked after by Aunt May (the youngest
Greenfield sister, who was married to Fred Oldfield, of The Gum Tree Pharmacy,
Durban) until they married and had homes of their own. Both had four daughters no sons.
When Frank was 17, he was taken to the Sanatorium at the top of Bear Road. He
had Scarlet Fever, caught, it was thought, from someone on the beach whilst eating
his lunchtime sandwiches. It was his habit to go there each day, to save too many
journeys to and from our home, from the job in St. James Street. One day I walked
alone to see him and take him some fruit. I was not allowed to see him, instead I
found myself standing on a mound overlooking the hospital, waving to him when he
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appeared at a window. Evidently someone arranged the rendezvous, or we would not
have known where to look for each other.
Meanwhile, I had worked my way through the year at Art School, and began my
second Scholarship in September, at the age of 16: still only in the evenings, but more
of them. Pa now had a new idea, to open an Antique Shop, and this he did in Union
Street, near Ship Street Post Office. I went there every morning (walking! - of course)
with him and minded the shop whilst he sometimes went out taking photographs. At
other times I did odd jobs, such as dusting the stock, and arranging things to the best
advantage. We had some large purple irises growing in the garden at home, and once
I took a spray of them to the shop and put them into a large antique vase. I do not
remember seeing many customers come to the shop, and indeed, the venture was not
to last long.
In December1909, Grandpa Donovan died, at the house in Loder Road to which
the family had moved when Uncle Frank had gone abroad to seek his fortune.
Several important happenings occurred in 1910. First, there was the laying of the
foundation-stone for the proposed new Catholic church of St. Mary, in Surrenden
Road. This was performed by Bishop Amigo, in the presence of a small crowd of us,
future parishioners. The crypt was already built, and everyone went down there after
the ceremony to meet the bishop. He had a word with all those presented to him, and
he asked me, "are you French?" After living years without a nearby church, when this
one was completed, we had left the district and had to travel to it from a distance!
Our first Parish Priest was Father Frederick Hopper, an emotional man, near to tears
at all times. It came as a surprise to learn that he was living in the crypt, entirely
alone, whilst the church above him was taking shape. In spite of a somewhat frail
appearance, he served St. Mary's for over twenty years.
At about this time, news came that the Xaverian Brothers were opening a boarding
school at Queen's Park, and that all would be welcomed at the Reception on the first
day. We went in company with some friends, the Cleary family - Mr. and Mrs., and
Blanche, Hubert and May. We were all very impressed with everything, and wished
we were boys of the right age. In fact, Arthur became the lucky one, for he did
become a pupil there - his age now 11. Among the people walking round the school
and its grounds were families who had brought sons to join for the first term. Albert
Whelan, the Australian 'society Entertainer', a tall, dark man, was there with his boy.
Also an exotic group, the ladies wearing Chinese costume, brilliant in the sunshine.
They had with them their son, Low Choon Mong, come to study at the new college.
Unhappily both of these boys were later to become involved in tragedy. Cyril
Waxman (Whelan was his father's stage name) joined the Royal Flying Corps on
leaving school, and one day he and his cousin were solo-flying. They approached each
other too closely and indeed collided - Cyril was killed. Low Choon Mong was playing
with a revolver in an upstairs room at the Xaverian College. It went off, shooting and
killing one of the Brothers, who was walking in the grounds below - a sad
occurrence! Kind and genial Brother Cyril, Teddie's Headmaster at Mayfield Xaverian
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College, occupied a similar position at the Brighton newly-opened one. Arthur now
emerged as a good footballer; also, he had an aptitude for drawing. He was a dayboy, and used to bring home his work for my appraisal - I being the ARTIST of the
family - hem, hem! Mr. Ralph Greysmith of the Art School, was also Art Master at the
College.
Having worked my way through two Evening Scholarships, I was now awarded
another called 'Class D', which admitted me full-time. There cannot have been any
money attached to this, for I was always penniless and had to ask Ma for a few
coppers to buy paper and pencil when necessary. In spite of these conditions, I was
very proud at being allowed to mix with such mighty people as senior students.
There were two tables in the Women's Rest Room, where we drank tea brought from
home; one was called 'the gods' and the other 'the fishes'. Needless to say I started at
the latter table, eventually rising to the former.
As I entered the Art School on my first Monday morning, little did I know how the
place was to dominate my future life, and even health, during many years. Soon it
was decided for me that I would take the Art Teachers' Course - I was not consulted!
Then my murky past was uncovered - I had not taken any public exams at any of my
day schools! This had to be put right, of course, so the Education Officer himself used
to come in and quiz me on general knowledge, and set me essays: one subject was
'International Arbitration', I remember. Also, I was sent to the Technical College to
study French, and to the Training College for English Literature. I enjoyed the French
lessons, given by old M. Joye, a kindly soul, and passed the exam in Intermediate
French. At the training college in Eastern Terrace I studied Twelfth Night and
Paradise Lost I travelled on Volk's Railway as far as Paston Place, and then climbed
the steps to Madeira Road for these lessons. A dreadful bore, but it not occur to me to
rebel. On Wednesday afternoons I trudged from home to the Booth Museum in Dyke
Road, where I drew birds, in company with the Nature Study Class. I also had a Pass
to go to the Aquarium when I had a few minutes to spare (!) in order to make studies
of the live fish. This was a popular side- line with those of my group, for we could so
arrange things that the B.M.O. and we could be there at the same time -'music while
you work' in fact. My time was now fully occupied, from Monday morning to mid-day
Saturday, with homework on Sundays, but I was young and enthusiastic, and revelled
in the work.
Fraternisation between men and women students was neither allowed nor
expected, and at rest intervals we retired to our respective rooms. Much cigarette
smoke and laughter emerged from theirs, but I never even peeped in there in all my
life. There was a piano at the top of the building, and at tea-times we girls went up
and sang part-songs. 'They', included John Mowels, Charles Bicknell, Gustavus
Burridge, William Marshall, Raymond Lintott, Charles Phelps and Herbert Valcees, to
name but a few. 'We' were Elizabeth Clapp, Katharine Leigh (a girl who always
dressed in blue, and who afterwards became the wife of Ernest Raymond, the
novelist), Gladys Leigh and my particular pal, Dorothy Newbury. She and I went
about together a lot, and even sported scarlet berets, exactly alike. So it was not long
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before we were known as the heavenly twins. She was one of a large family living at
Feltham, and I once went there with them for a holiday. I was immensely impressed,
for here was not only wonderful food and comfort, but, actually, a pony and trap!
Dorothy's mother also had a summer cottage almost on the beach at Lancing, and I
was invited there, too. We went up to the Downs for a picnic, the trap carrying the
food and some of us; I had gone over from Brighton for the day.
Kitty Leigh was the daughter of a doctor, living at 68 Grand Parade. Her brothers
were Conrad, a leading Brighton artist, and Andrew, a Shakespearean actor,
afterwards a producer at the Old Vic. Conrad had a studio in West Street, reached by
a narrow path at the side of a church, whose name I forget [At this point in her
typescript Grace has pencilled in the words, St. Paul's?]. I was in the Modelling Life
Class at the same time as Kitty, and she asked me to join her on Saturday afternoons
at her brother's studio. Here we carried out models using a boy-model; she was
always working at figures, and made an excellent set of characters from
Shakespearean plays - an inexhaustible subject. The Staff at the School included Louis
Ginnett, Douglas and Lilian Andrews, William Hartley, Geoffrey Baker, Miss Giraud,
Mr. North, the bookbinder, Miss Bullen and others. Bill Girling was the Secretary in
the Office.
In 1911 we moved house once more, this time a much more important change for
all of us. Pa took 35 Ditchling Rise, and we filled it thus:- our parents had the top
front room, I slept in the tiny room next to theirs, Frank and Arthur were in the top
back one. Grandma Donovan and her two daughters had the back room on the middle
floor (their sitting-room in the front) and we had the whole of the ground floor. The
basement was turned into a Dark Room, and Pa now tackled photography in a big
way. He engaged an assistant, and used the garden as his studio; sometimes great
groups of sitters arrived, once a whole Dancing Class, I remember. It meant, of
course, that Ma was never free of people all over the place! Pa spent much time
working downstairs, and I often heard the plaintive sound of his flute as he waited
for something to develop. He kept it down there for that purpose.
Roedean School played a large part in our fortunes now, for Pa seems to have
secured the position of School Photographer there, taking groups of the various
teams of cricketers, hockey and lacrosse players; and these changed every term of
course. Not infrequently I helped in this business by delivering parcels of the finished
work, which I carried on the back of my bike. At any rate, things were looking up a
bit, for now Ma embarked on buying a piano, on H.P. This pleased Frank and me and
we almost wrestled for possession of the keyboard when we found that we could
both play very fluently by ear.
The Gilbert and Sullivan Operas were occupying our minds just now, as there had
been a week of D'Oyly Carte at the Theatre Royal, and we were bitten by the bug,
climbing up to the gallery as often as we could find the necessary 9d. Consequently
we both played the songs repeatedly, until we became quite good, I must say. An
intriguing event happened during the week in question. A lady and gentleman,
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introducing themselves as Mr. and Mrs. Alfred Donovan, called and asked for Pa. How
proud we were on learning that he was a clarinettist in the D'Oyly Carte Orchestra,
and his wife the Wardrobe Mistress of the Company! It transpired that he and Pa
were cousins, of some degree. We did not see them again, however. We often had
music in the home now that a piano was installed. I learned to accompany Pa's fluteplaying, and my brothers' singing. All of them had good voices, especially Teddie,
who sang with a melting quality. Frank made for himself a one-stringed fiddle out of
a cigar-box and a violin string, and on which he played very creditably.
Having Aunt Flo living with us meant that we now had plenty of fun, for she was
young and lively. At Christmas we all went to Midnight Mass at the newly-opened St.
Mary's Church, which was functioning with the altar at the street end, to start with.
All eight of us had Christmas Day upstairs, and what a riot it was! After a huge dinner,
amid much noise and laughter, Aunt Minnie declared herself unable to move,
whereupon Flo, Frank, Arthur and I formed a plan. We suggested a walk in the park
and Aunt Minnie, always a good sport, consented to go too. Directly we were inside
the Park (there were gates to it at that time) we caught her arms and literally made
her run, laughing and protesting, along the lower road. Back at the house we plunged
into games, singing, charades and eating, which lasted far into the night. Frank was
lying exhausted but still roaring with laughter, on a couch at past midnight. All of
which must suggest some kind of drunken orgy, but there was never anything
stronger than ginger wine in the house, I do know.
At about this time, two young people were emerging as potential stars in show
business - Evelyn Laye, daughter of a Brighton Pier-master, was beginning to act and
sing in local theatres, with much promise. Ivan Samson was the other name to
achieve success in the world of entertainment. He lived in Ditchling Rise and Frank
invited him to his birthday party at our house in January. lvan had fair hair and a
beautiful face, and he could both act and sing well, so it was obvious that he would go
far. Unfortunately, though, tragedy struck the family, for a young brother, Desmond,
was killed by a cricket ball whilst playing at the nets in the park with his schoolfellows.
I was coming up to 18 now, and it was high time I put my hair up. Hitherto it had
hung in a long plait down my back, but now, no more of that! The plait was still there,
but it was discreetly rolled up and pinned to my head and finished with a big black
bow at the neck. Meanwhile, at the Art School, I was being taught to model and draw
with meticulous care, from morning till night - 9 o'clock at night, in fact. I was
expected to be indoors, eating my supper at 9.40 precisely and if, by any chance, I
was later than usual, Pa would be at the gate with his watch in his hand!
I was asked to go to a dance once, by a William Gibbs, a large Rugby-football type
(his sister married Tom Walls) who was an evening student. Of course, I had to put it
to the family, and Pa's answer was, "Yes, provided you go and come back by taxi!"
Gibbs complied with this decree and I had a nice evening. Another chap, Ronald
Peters, used to ride as far as the Art School with me in the mornings, and catch me up
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in London Road whenever I walked home at night. And here, en passant, let me
declare that I was by no means a Romantic Miss. To me, boys were only people, who
were either good at games, or not. Peters was a nice, quiet youth - but, hopeless at
tennis, as I was soon to find out. The senior students engaged the courts of a Tennis
Club in Stanford Avenue for our own use at 'off periods', until we could find a ground
of our own. I went with them, feeling ten feet tall at the great honour of being invited
to play with such giants. In time we did get a ground, at Kemptown - St. Mark's Place,
I think. We had very many happy hours there, and took turns in getting the tea ready.
Our Tournaments were first class, everybody taking them very seriously - even to
playing off Heats in Preston Park before breakfast. I was never in the Finals, but fairly
near to it. Miss Adamson, a rather craggy lady, nearing 50 I would think, and I played
off a Heat in Queen's Park one morning at 8 o'clock, after which we had breakfast at
her house, nearby. Then I dropped down Carlton Hill to begin another long day at the
Art School - what energy! She asked if I would like to join the Downs Ladies Cricket
Club. Needless to say, I was delighted, and said yes. We played against ladies or Prep
School boys; among the latter was Rottingdean, where I think Kipling had some
schooling. Other fixtures took us to St. Mary's Hall, Kemptown, and to Bosham, where
I made my highest score, 34 runs. I was also a bowler of some ability. Pa was
intrigued by my entry into real cricket and went round with us, at a respectful
distance, of course. I enjoyed playing very much, but never lost my fear of the first
ball aimed at my wicket; if I survived that all was well, and I revelled in the feel of a
springy bat punching the ball into the distance.
The Brighton and Hove Operatic Society at this time was extremely competent and
of a class comparable with the professional D'Oyly Carte Company. They were busy
now with The Gondoliers, and as Aunt Flo and Teddie were to be in it, excitement ran
high at home. I had permission to pin up some hand-bills in the Art School,
whereupon my stock soared. The excitement at home reached its height during the
week of the show, at the Theatre Royal, with Aunt Flo coming in at around midnight
every night. She made a wonderful Tessa, her voice carrying sweetly to every part of
the theatre - there were no microphones in those days. Teddie was one of the chorus
of gondoliers (and, incidentally, he met his future wife, Mary Tebbs, in the Operatic
Society). On the Saturday night, after the final performance, a great many large
bouquets which had been handed up to Flo on the stage, arrived home in the taxi
with her.
Pa was going to Fittleworth for a week's photographing and, as it was holidaytime,
it was decided that I should go with him - all 20-odd miles by bike. His was draped all
about with camera bags and tripods and things, and I wore a large hat and a long
skirt. We stopped at The Chequers at Steyning for refreshments, and arrived at our
destination at teatime, after riding during most of the day. I was quite ready for the
two boiled eggs that followed. We stayed with the village postman and his mother,
and each day we rode out to other places where Pa had appointments. Altogether it
was an enjoyable experience, cycling around West Sussex, and by the time we
reached home again, we reckoned we'd covered a hundred miles. Everyone was very
kind to us, but I really became tired of parsnip wine, for it gave me a pain between
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the shoulders, and I was too quiet to say so.
It was now 1912 and, having spent two years working on our set syllabus, several
of us, including Anne Scurfield, Alfred Gasston, Raymond Lintott, Eric Pain and
myself, awaited results News arrived that most of us had indeed been awarded the
Art Class Teachers Certificate, though the actual papers did not arrive until the
following February. That winter we had an important Prize Distribution in the
Permanent Art Gallery, a very suitable setting for such an event. Our Staff were in
force on the platform, and an address was given by Stanhope Forbes. I had some
prizes, including a set of compasses, a box of pencils and four books.
That winter, too, we women organised ourselves into a basket-ball group and
played on Saturdays up at our tennis ground. I was always frustrated and hoppingad because Nancy Scurfield's superior height gave her an extra long reach, so that she
could almost put the ball into the net without trying, whilst I was struggling to send
the thing up from my level. Never mind, we enjoyed it.
Now, I and one or two others, including Raymond Lintott, were appointed Art
Pupil Teachers, still without pay! We were given different teachers to work with, and
wandered round their classes pretending we were wise to everything, but really
feeling scared stiff. I was pitched into a children's Class on some afternoons and into
an evening Training College (which included some nuns). I had sole charge of some
deaf-mutes who came for modelling (rather unnerving, this) and one afternoon a
week I went to York Place Girls' School and helped Miss Beatrice Constable with a
class of youngsters, at the end of which she sat back and let me get on with it. I hated
that, but I think the system of introducing students to teaching gradually, in this
manner, a good one.
We now had a good idea - to practise roller-skating in the Life Room at tea times.
All went well until someone ran into a picture on the wall, and a clamp came down on
the whole enterprise. It was up there, near an open window, that I smoked my first
cigarette, feeling very daring but not enjoying it. We once had a vast Fancy Dress
Masked Ball at which everyone had to be in costume and wear a mask. It was
marvellous fun, trying to pierce the disguises of one's friends. The whole building
was thrown open, and we spent most of the day putting up decorations and making
bowers of greenery, etc. My dress was that of an Indian squaw, though I'm sure it
must have been most unconvincing. An outstanding costume was that of Andrew
Leigh, who went as the mummified Rameses. He had made himself a ghostly green,
from head to foot, and had evidently studied the garments and headdress in great
detail – but who better to do that than a Shakespearean actor? I had my first taste of
lettering on a blackboard, for the directions to dancers was left to me to write and
put up in the hall.
Grandma did not go out very often, but spent much time sitting at the window
looking at the passing scene. So, for a change, it was decided to take her for a holiday.
Aunt Flo and I went with her to a cottage in the heart of a wood, near Fittleworth.
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There was only a cart-track through the trees, so a method had to be found to convey
Grandma from the station. This was done by getting a man with a horse and flat cart
to tie an arm chair on it, into which we hoisted placid and unflappable Grandma. We
must have presented a wonderful sight as we made our way to the cottage! The week
passed quietly, cooking and walks in the woods being our only activities, surrounded
by Nature sounds, cooing doves and barking foxes, for instance.
The B.M.O. were a band of about thirty talented musicians and very popular with
us students. They played every morning and evening, mornings on the Pavilion lawns
if fine, and in the Aquarium if wet. On warm summer nights they would play on the
'lid', which means the roof of the Aquarium - these concerts were very pleasing and
attracted many people. In those days we really listened to music and I often went on
Saturday or Sunday evening, sometimes with Frank, and we would meet a student or
two, bent, like us, on hearing every note played. Mr Lyell Tayler was a very pleasant
man who welcomed 'requests' from the audiences, and made a point of answering
letters from B.M.O. fans. He had a very young harpist, Walter Hayward, looking not
much more than 20; we were always glad to watch him play. The first violin was
Harold Ketelby and Francis Mathers first viola. I can't think how we came to talk to
the latter, much less by what means Pa enlisted him into the cricket team, yet such
was the case. Pa started the St. Mary's Cricket Club, consisting of youths we met at
church plus himself and Frank. A part had to be found for me, so I was appointed
Official Scorer. That meant learning the technique of such work - not so simple as it
might sound, for no-one is more serious about his score, both in batting and bowling,
than the cricketer taking part in a match. They would look over my shoulder at the
book as soon as they came off the field, and I had to keep everything up to the
minute, including runs and bowling analyses. I was surprised by the number of
scorers who came with our opposing teams who had no idea of correctly keeping a
score-book. We played many matches, at places like Hove Park, Stanmer Park (the
Earl of Chichester was a player at that match) and Portslade, etc. Francis Mathers
went with us if the ground were near enough for him to get back to the evening
concert at the Aquarium. Frank distinguished himself when we played the Hove
Police by taking eight wickets for two runs.
Cricket must have been in our veins, for a Ringmer cousin of Ma's, Fred Parris, had
played for Sussex - before I was born. And now, Ringmer came into our news, and we
heard, sadly, that Grandma had died. That meant the end of our association with
Ringmer (except for some distant cousins of my aunts), for Grandpa went to Hove, to
live with Aunt Kitty. He must have felt the change keenly, poor man, giving up
country life for one room in a street of houses. He took with him his great joy – a
phonograph. That was a machine with a large horn and cylindrical records, which
had to be wound up by hand. It then scraped its way through faint sounds, mere
echoes of sturdy military bands and the robust songs of Harry Lauder. Grandpa
thought it was wonderful.
Elizabeth Clapp was a senior student and very capable at her subject, sculpture.
From the first she took an interest in me, and I was very bucked when she looked at
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my work. Her home was at Eastbourne, 303 Seaside, in fact. I was very pleased to
receive an invitation to stay with her for a week, especially when I found that she
lived in a grocer's shop. This was something quite new to me and I was intrigued by
the scents that wafted up to the living quarters – coffee predominant, I would say.
The beach was but a stone's throw away, so we carried deck chairs to it many times. I
played tennis and went to concerts, and generally enjoyed the holiday very much.
John H. Mowels was tall, dark and handsome, and had the distinction of being Big
Brother to a baby all of 20 years younger than himself He lived at the top of
Beaconsfield Villas, and was a day student at the same time as I. My only reason for
introducing him into this story is that, later on, he plays a part of some importance in
the narrative.
Raymond Lintott was a silent youth, both in voice and movements; and much
given to riding alone on a spidery racing bike. He did not join in any of the school
social activities – but, not until long after, did I learn that he had been even more
desperately poor than myself He was the youngest of nine and the last one still at
home with his widowed mother. Like me, an unpaid Pupil Teacher, he spent all his
time working except on Friday nights, when he went to the Drill Hall as a Territorial
soldier, in the Royal Field Artillery. (One night he surprised me by meeting me after
my French lesson at the Tech. - he was wearing full dress uniform, spurs and all! We
walked the short distance to Ditchling Rise, where Pa must have been waiting, watch
in hand, for he referred to the incident later on.) All he seemed able to afford was the
3d. necessary to get into the Aquarium and the B.M.O., for he was usually there at
week-ends.
I have intimated that I was always at work, and that is literally true, during term
times. My timetable was filled to capacity, from Monday morning until Saturday
lunch-time – from 10.0a.m. till 9.0p.m., with never an evening off. I had been doing
this for the past four years, so it was no wonder that my health gave way. If I was a
willing slave, there is no doubt that I had an equally willing slave-driver in Mr.
William Bond, the Principal, who couldn't bear to see anybody idle. He would even
butt in if he saw two people talking during school hours, with "Don't lose time!" He
even asked us P.T.'s to come back during the holidays, and we'd fiddle about reframing pictures for the walls, etc. By the age of 54 he had worn himself out. I feel
very strongly about my treatment at the hands of others at this time, for it is quite
certain that I was grossly overworked, at a time when I should have been allowed to
grow up naturally - between the ages of 17 and 21, that is.
In the event, one evening I felt so ill I had to go home, and my subservience being
what it was, I was unwilling to let anyone see me leaving by the front door. Instead, I
went down to the basement, opened a window and climbed out. I called at Dr.
Pearce's, who said, I remember, "You certainly look darned pale" and gave me a
certificate which said I was suffering from 'Nervous Debility'. I was ill for all of three
weeks, most of the time in a state of near-blackout. After that, I resumed my yoke at
the school, apparently cured, but in reality never to be the same again.
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My 21st birthday was marked by my friends, who gave me tulips and a set of
wood-carving tools, for which I was more than grateful, having none of my own. Pa
gave me a real, golden half-sovereign.
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CHAPTER FOUR
First world war years

In the summer of 1914, Ma and I decided we would like a country holiday, though
we could not go to Ringmer, we knew. I had the bright idea of looking in the railway
time-table for a nice-sounding place, and then to go and look for lodgings there. I
chose Forest Row, and found it a charming little village, where I managed to fix up
rooms in a small cottage. We had a very nice time, and indeed returned there in later
years. The lady of the house charged us 1s.0d. a night for our joint bedroom! It was
here that my interest in harmoniums began, for I found that I was able to turn out
tunes on the one in the parlour at the cottage. Always after that I tried instruments
wherever I could.
In July, back in Brighton, I met, by chance, Lintott (as we all called him) in York
Place. He was in khaki uniform and said he was off to summer camp with his battery
and a post-card arrived from Alton, Hants to confirm that they had arrived. Soon
after that another card came, saying that all troops were being mobilised, and that he
was going overseas - destination unknown. Little did he know he would be away for
four years, without so much as a good-bye to his mother.
And so the Great War began, without fuss, so to speak. In Brighton, at that time,
nothing much happened beyond the commandeering of many horses, which were
tethered in drooping lines in Preston Park - for what purpose no-one seemed to
know. A more serious note soon followed, however, with the news that Lintott's
brother, Alfred, had been killed at the Battle of Mons, on September 8th, whilst
serving with the Coldstream Guards.
After that came the unusual sight of wounded soldiers, in hospital blue, crowding
the railings of the Grammar School in Dyke Road, which had been turned into a
military casualty centre. People crowded round, listening to the strange stories of
war, and passing small gifts through the railings. Soon it became fashionable to ask
some of the chaps to one's house to tea, and to arrange concerts for them in the
hospital. Aunt Flo took part in these, and I proudly went with her.
It was not long before Teddie and Frank volunteered for active service. I went
with them to a recruiting rally in Hove Recreation Ground, where they enlisted in the
Royal Sussex Regiment, the 1/6th (cyclist) Battalion. They stayed in Hove for several
months, patrolling the Front as far as Rottingdean, and living on the Palace Pier,
which was now closed to the public.
At the Art School, things went on much as usual, except for the disappearance of
man after man, into the Forces. One evening the whole town was plunged into a
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black-out, much to the dismay of everyone - especially us students, for we had to tidy
up after our classes by candle-light. I had my bike that evening, and, taking a chance, I
mounted and rode slowly towards home, with no lights on, of course. In London Road
I ran into a hand-cart standing by the kerb. No damage was done, only surprise
resulted, and I walked the rest of the way. Searchlights were raking the sky, but
nothing further occurred that night.
A great many troops now arrived in Brighton, and their officers went to every
house in suitable roads, fixing up billets for them. Pa would not consent to have any!
Ditchling Rise became a military area, with soldiers living in the majority of the
houses. Every morning a bugler stood on the corner of Yardley Street and blew the
'Fall-in' call, whereupon the troops came running from their billets and paraded
along that side-street. Route-marching was the order of the day, and every day,
thousands of men could be seen tramping along London Road, going in one direction
or the other. It was a time of excitement and unrest for Pa, with his love of things
military. He would go outside and watch the parades, and it not long before he
announced a desire to join up. Previously, he had had an idea for a source of food for
us in the future, and Teddie and I went to a pet shop in North Road and bought four
baby rabbits. Grandpa had come in from Hove and made a strong hutch, into which
we put them; knowing quite well that we would never be able to skin and eat them,
I’m sure. In fact, I was taking 'Douglas', the one survivor in a basket to the Art School,
on the back of my bike, for my students to draw. This went on for a year or two, and
Douglas was such a household pet, he would actually go upstairs.
Now, men went round the streets seizing anything made of iron, and people's
gates and railings were relentlessly cut off and thrown up into carts and taken away.
Protests were unavailing, for their was no appeal or compensation, as we discovered
when they took ours. We felt curiously exposed and cold.
The Prince of Wales spent a day in Brighton about now - an event only memorable
because we had a very good view of him from a window at the Art School.
In the early days of 1915, Pa finally decided to join up - for did not everyone know
that the war would not last long? They had said it would be over by Christmas, so it
must end soon. People did actually talk like that, but, how wrong could they get? Pa
was sent to Aldershot on a Refresher Course, back to his beloved musketry and
soldiering. Very soon he emerged as Staff Sergeant-Major Instructor Donovan, Corps
of the School of Musketry. Ma and I eventually followed him to Aldershot, staying in a
house at Ash, a small place nearby, for a short holiday. Every day Pa would march
with his men past our house, on the way to the Ranges, which were further up our
road. He would join us at mid-day and we ate bully beef and tomatoes, his army
rations, with relish. We saw Pa's quarters in barracks and were horrified at the sight
- a small brick room, with iron bed bearing two thin straw mattresses. He wasn't
worried, however. We walked around Aldershot, admiring the lovely scenery, and
happened to arrive at the Army Gymnasium. As we stood there, the door opened and,
without warning, out came King George Vth, Queen Mary and Princess Mary. They
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walked past us within touching distance, much to our amazement.
On another occasion, in the same landscape, an important looking officer on a
horse rode straight at us shouting, "Put that camera away" . Wondering, we obeyed,
and then saw a posse of riders emerging from a gateway, turn in our direction, and
gallop past us. They were led by none other than Lord Kitchener! The women of
Britain were now being asked to help on the land, so I went, during the holidays, with
Kitty Leigh, to friends of hers at the Sussex Pad Farm, at Lancing. There, armed with
swaphooks, we cut down whole fields of nettles daily - monotonous, but necessary,
we supposed. At night, however, we enjoyed the usual farm relaxations, music, cards,
etc., with the family and their students.
In the same year, I was awarded a Short Course in Modelling at the Royal College
of Art, together with lrene Seymour, who was a painter. We stayed at a boarding
house in Earl's Court Square, and went by Underground to the college daily. It was
my first spell of being away from home on my own, and I was rather scared.
However, I felt mighty proud at being among the top modellers of the country's Art
Schools. We worked at Modelling Life, interspersed with demonstrations by the
College professors. As usual, money did not come into it, and all we received was our
train fare.
An incident or two come to mind, connected with my stay in London. 'Jane'
Seymour and I called on a Miss Rose Conroy, who was a companion or something to a
titled lady in Knightsbridge, and whom I had met at Grandpa Donovan's. The point of
mentioning her will become plain later on in this narrative. We went around the
well-known Galleries, of course, and one day, in the Victoria and Albert Museum, for
some now forgotten reason, I had charge of Jane's watch. When she asked for it back,
I could not find it. Consternation! I reported the loss to a policeman, and he must
have told me to call again at the museum, for now another policeman was leading me
along a vast corridor. Now and again we stopped at a door, which he unlocked locking it again behind us. After passing through several of these doors we came at
last to a room with a large man seated at a desk. Wonder of wonders, he produced
the watch, and I retraced my tortuous way back to the museum, marvelling at my
good fortune.
One evening at our boarding house, in the large Drawing Room, someone
suggested 'Table Turning'. I had heard of that sinister diversion, but that is all. Not
wishing to be the only one holding back, I joined in. The table was a large circular
one, and we stood around it, hands spread out and touching, so that there was a
complete circle of living hands round the table. Perhaps there was someone under
the table or another trick being played, but quite certainly it began to buck and jump
all over the place, and it was a heavy piece of furniture. I never solved that mystery.
News of our long-lost Uncle Frank came now, in a letter saying that he had been
logging in the backwoods of Canada, and only on calling at Toronto had he learned
that there was a war on. He at once joined the Canadian Army, and would be coming
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to England on leave, and, incidentally, to marry Rosie Conroy! Surprise, surprise.
Celebrations were called for, so I wrote a play, with parts for most of the family. The
subject was old-English glass collecting, with pa was an ancient collector named
Professor Yoxall (that name was authentic in the collecting world). I cast myself as a
rather slutty maid, with missing front teeth, brought about by black paper, stuck on.
The plot involved myself being careless in dusting the professor's precious glass, but
beyond that I forget what happened in the play. Suffice it to say that the wedding and
subsequent celebrations went off very well; with Grandma's sitting-room full to
capacity. Actors and audience nearly collided, but we all enjoyed the occasion. Mr.
Wigan was there, much amused at my sloppy appearance, and from then on he called
me 'Jane'. He had moved house by now, nearer to us: we still had musical evenings
with him, Frank in uniform, of course.
Unhappily, there was a sad ending to Uncle Frank's brief spell of reunion with his
family. He joined his regiment in France, and all too soon we heard that he had been
killed at the infamous, for Canadians, Hill 60. It was difficult to keep the bad news
from Grandma, but we managed to.
In 1916, Pa was sent to Southport, to be near the Altcar Rifle Ranges, at Hightown,
where he trained recruits in musketry. The war was hotting up now, and food was
getting scarcer. We had to make do with less bread and potatoes, for instance, and
there was no grain, like rice or barley, only maize.
The Royal Pavilion was now turned into a Military Hospital for lndian troops; that
meant boarding up the valuable walls to protect them, and fitting wash places, for the
various castes' requirements. A Brighton firm, Bostel Brothers, had charge of this
important work. Arthur had left school by now and was working for this firm, so we
heard many tales of the inmates of the hospital - in fact, he obtained autographs of
several, including that of Subadar Mir Dast, V.C. It was a common sight in Brighton
streets, groups of picturesque, turbanned Indians in hospital blue, wandering along,
scanning everything with their bright eyes.
I was still slaving at the Art School, broken only by winning 'Throwing the cricket
ball' at a sports meeting put on by the Students Union at Withdean sports ground. I
was now getting letters from Ray, as he signed himself, describing his life in India, on
active service. He asked me to go and see his mother, and this I did, at 42 Round Hill
Crescent; eventually it became a weekly visit.
Arthur was becoming restless with three of the family gone into the Services. He
was only 17, but he added a year to his age and enlisted. Pa got him into the South
Wales Borderers, for he knew some people in that regiment, and they looked after
Arthur for a while. I had to send Pa a wire saying Grandma was ill; he came, in time to
see her just before she died. So now the house had become much depleted, only Ma,
the two aunts and myself left.
Early in 1917, after nine years at the Art School(!) the worm turned at last, and I
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wrote to Mr. Bond suggesting that perhaps the time had come for me to seek a job. He
agreed, but why hadn't he helped me years ago? I registered with Truman and
Knightly, and secured a post at the Girls' Collegiate School at Leicester. This was a
drastic change for me, for I was to live at the school, with all that implied. I was
unhappy for the word Go. There were two Principals, one mild and the other a
demon. The latter lady was in charge of everything not involved in the actual
teaching in the school. That meant that she should have paid me some money;
instead, I had to keep writing home for sums to borrow until I got paid; consequently,
when the lady did come up with my salary, on the last day of term (e 15 for the whole
12-13 weeks) I owed much of it to my parents.
My bedroom was in a house across the road from the school and even there I was
not free from her supervision, for she went in and looked round whilst I was in
school. I knew that because she would move things from the cupboard and put them
on the bed, such as a few biscuits which I had been forced to buy to combat hunger.
Food was hard to come by now, though the school people did their best in the
circumstances. At 4.0 pm there would be a cup of tea, accompanied by a minute oatcake each, and one could feel the urgency with which the staff hurried to reach the
table early in order to see if there were an oat-cake slightly larger than the others!
The same worry was attached to the small wedges of bread which appeared at
dinner. Meal-times were occasions of great boredom, for the Heads served all the
girls first, without help, and only then began their own, so that one could have
finished eating before they had begun, yet we had to wait until everyone in the room
had finished. Sometimes this could run into 45 minutes.
There was neither Art Room nor materials, and pencil drawings were made on
small pieces of paper floating about on the desks; by the end of a week or two I knew
I was not going to stay more than one term, and I began ticking off the dates to the
holidays and freedom, on my wall calendar. I had to do my share of evening duty,
visiting all the dormitories at the children's bed-time, and there were walks to be
taken, in crocodile, which I loathed.
Apart from all these drawbacks, I enjoyed living in Leicester. I joined the Art
School there, and soon made a few friends among the students. In due course I sat for
the City and Guilds of London Institute's Examination in Embroidery, at the school
(and obtained a 2nd Class pass). I was surprised to see two men taking the exam with
us. I went on an outing with a party from the Art School to some ruins at Ashby de la
Zouch, and came face-to-face with the principal in a tiny opening hardly large enough
for one person. We laughed and he remarked on the drollery of meeting there.
On Sundays it was my privilege and pleasure to attend the Holy Cross Priory
Church, a large building open to the public, and run by Dominican Friars, O.P. That
meant 'star' sermons every time, and I enjoyed them very much. One of these gifted
preachers was Fr. Vincent McNabb, who became an outstanding priest before his
death. Whilst I was there he gave lectures on social subjects in a hall next to the
church, and was most entertaining and interesting. I discovered that I could have a
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lovely, solitary supper back at my school by asking permission to go to evening
service on Sundays. The friars presented a picturesque appearance in their white
habits, and a real monastery garden, bright with flowers, could be glimpsed through
a door in the church.
However, I gave in my notice to leave, and it was accepted. There were several
things I was sorry to give up - the Art Gallery, the quaint cobbled side-streets, and
Leicester itself which I thought a clean, pleasant city. I had a happy neighbour next to
my lodgings in the house I slept in. To my knowledge, I never set eyes on him, but the
dividing wall was sufficiently thin for me to hear him retiring and getting up; his
boots thumped on the floor as he threw them off, but all the time he sang in a rich
voice and quite cheered me up. A small thing, but it was nice to hear someone being
happy.
Back in Brighton I now had to start again looking for a job. Aunt Flo married,
quietly - as most war-weddings were conducted. I was disappointed that her
bridegroom was not a wonderful singer, but rather drab little Dan Bostel, one of the
brothers mentioned before in this story. They went to live in Ditchling.
York Place School was now a military hospital, and the boys evacuated to Ditchling
Road School, where I had some of my own schooling. There was a job going for a
part-time Art Teacher and I got it. It seemed strange to be back in my old
schoolrooms, but now in the role of teacher. Facing thirty or so lively boys soon
brought me back to reality, though, and life became tough for me. At first they played
havoc with me - indeed, on one occasion, I fled from a baying mob and brought their
form master to restore order for me. However, I was not brought up with boys for
nothing, and before long I had established control. One of my pupils was a quiet, 16year old Jew boy named Solly Bellman, whose mother had a tiny garment shop in
Baker Street. On leaving school Solly became 'Sidney' and set up in business himself,
and, to cut a long story short, established a chain of stores which must have put him
in the millionaire class.
At home things were grim. Pa was in the North, all my brothers were in France, the
grocer opposite had joined up and was posted as Missing, and Fred Hood had lost a
leg in the fighting. Food was hard to come by, and many shops were shuttered, whilst
the jars in sweet shops contained only coloured paper. Sometimes a notice would go
up, 'Potatoes at 11 am' and immediately a queue formed, out of all proportion to the
probable amount available, so that many were unlucky after waiting hours. At night I
could hear, from my top front bedroom, the actual sound of the guns in France.
At school I had as Headmaster one William Stainer, ferretty in appearance, who
promised to work out my salary. This he did by coming up with the astonishing sum
of ?85 per year, that is, astonishing to one who had just worked a term for ?15!
George Witcomb was the Music Master, and he and I made a pact: he would give me a
piano lesson at his house in exchange for a drawing one for his young daughter. We
did just that for quite a time, with mutual satisfaction. He lived in the Queens Park
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district, so that, too, suited me, because I was now teaching at the Xaverian College.
Here, whence I had been sent by Mr. Greysmith of the Art School, I found once more
no facilities for drawing. Among my pupils here was a younger son of Albert Whelan Gordon, I think - who became Accompanist to a star singer; also there was the son of
Ethel Revnell, music hall artiste. Orr-Ewing was another with an unusual name.
So now my week was full, and the war went on, with only Ma, Aunt Minnie and me
at home. With 1918 came the news that Teddie had been taken prisoner! This was
something we had not envisaged, and we worried very much, not knowing what it
entailed. However, we were able to correspond with him and we hoped for the best.
The prison was in Westphalia. During this year the last of my grandparents, in the
person of Grandpa Greenfield, died at the age of 81.
I was getting letters from Ray Lintott throughout the war years, describing his life
on active service in Mesopotamia and India, with its accompanying bouts of malaria,
and also his work with horses and guns. A more personal note now appeared, in a
remark he made in one letter. He said, "l don't think your father likes me, so after the
war, I shall go and see him." That was a reference to Pa standing outside our house,
watch in hand, if I arrived later than 9.30, no doubt. And there the matter rested for
the time being.
A frightening epidemic now swept the country, attributed to our low state of
malnutrition, and the excess amount of germs reaching us from the battlefields. It
was variously known as 'Spanish flu' or 'the Plague' but we never did get a fixed
name for it. Suffice it to say that it was very virulent, and that Ma and I caught it at the
same time. So there we were, in the top bedrooms, and only Aunt Annie coming in
each morning, and always with a tale of woe, about the latest victims she'd heard of. I
don't know what we did for food or drinks, I only remember lying there ill and alone.
When I did recover my hair fell out in long strands. My cousin Cecil also became ill,
and died in a few days. Things looked very black indeed now, and everyone was
feeling exhausted and fed-up by the time of the Armistice, on November 11h. Aunt
Minnie had given up her lonely life and gone to live with a friend, so now we had the
whole house, and could spread out more.
A great deal of straightening out had to be done in the world; as for us, our men
gradually arrived back home all intact, in body at least. After a time, the schools
returned to their own premises, and the Pavilion was restored to its old splendour.
The lndian Government gave and erected the lndian Gateway to the Pavilion Gardens,
in gratitude for the care taken of her wounded and sick soldiers. I was now teaching
at York Place School, the boys having returned from Ditchling Road to there. John
Mowels was Head of Department, and under him William Gibbs, Leslie Baxter and
myself. Baxter was an earnest young man, much given to playing the Moonlight
Sonata. In fact, it became a joke, shared by himself, whenever he started the opening
bars yet again. A nice boy! Things began to get on top of me now, and my old
symptoms came back, so that again I had to go home from school one day. Mowels
was not impressed.
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In time, Ray presented himself at the door to speak to Pa as he said he would. He
was looking thin and pale after the ordeals of the past four years. I was sent out of the
room whilst they talked, and Pa graciously allowed us to 'walk out' (and we were just
on 26!). We became engaged later, but now Ray had to begin studying again in order
to meet the new Art qualifications, so he went back to the Art School and painted all
day long. I, also, went on a few evenings, instead of staying at home. Our walk home
together was about all the companionship we managed in those days. He obtained
the Diploma, but time had run into 1922 before he was ready for a job and marriage
(there being no money, as usual).
Before he went to the war he was ready to take up a Travelling Scholarship he had
won - at the école St. Julien, in Paris. Naturally, he did not take it, but I thought that
surely something was owing to him in lieu. So I went to the Education Offices and put
the case to them, for we were very short of cash. The answer was No money, but he
can still take up the scholarship if he likes. I have always thought that an unjust
decision. His first post was at the County Secondary School, Wood Green, and he
stayed in London during the week. I spent a week-end at his lodgings in order to see
a performance of Iolanthe that the school were doing. It was excellent. A real peasouper came down as I started for home on Sunday night, and my bus to Victoria
took about two hours to do the journey; I have never been in such a fog, before nor
since. One of Ray's boys was Jack Hawkins.
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CHAPTER FIVE
Marriage and Parenthood

We were married at St. Mary's church at 9a.m., on August 21st, 1922. There was
no money for a honeymoon, and we went by bus to our flat in Ditchling - 'Eversley',
Lewes Road. This was the house that Aunt Flo and Dan had taken, and we had the
first floor from them. The large front room, which we had furnished nicely on H.P.,
overlooked the Downs; then there was a bedroom and attic studio - no kitchen. That
was the worst part, having to cook downstairs. I had a bike again, my first having
been stolen from school in Brighton. Again the lack of funds plagued us, and I began
married life with 25s.0d. a week to spend on food for the two of us. Ray journeyed to
London on Sunday nights, and returned on Fridays; during the week I went to
Brighton to my job at the Xaverian College.
Pop and Momma, as we now called them, had settled down again, taking the big
room for their bedroom, and Yes, the rifle was standing in the corner as of yore. on
November 4th Frank married Rose Cane, a solicitor's daughter, and they went to live
at 35 for a start, on the top floor' I visited my mother-in-law each week and
eventually met Ray's eldest brother Harry and his son 'Young Harry'. Harry had been
in Edinburgh since Ray was a small boy and went to Brighton for the holidays. As Ray
grew, he was sent out to make a given number of sketches in a day which he had to
submit for his brother's appraisal. This early training surely played a part in Ray's
choice of an Art career. Harry was a portrait painter, an R.S.A. and Lecturer in
Anatomy and Painting at Edinburgh college of Art. Young Harry was 14 when I met
them, and he was studying at Edinburgh Academy. The two of them thought nothing
of walking over the Downs to see us at Ditchling and returning the same way to
Brighton in the evening. I had a piano by then and Young Harry played Chopin on it
very confidently and well. we actually played with a ball, too, chucking it to each
other, in the Ditchling lanes _ tut, tut!
Life in that nice little village flowed on peacefully, and I liked it, apart from my
new-found loneliness' Except for the days I spent in Brighton, teaching, I wandered
around alone; at one period, I resolved to find at least one mushroom every day which gave point to my meanderings. Flo was still teaching singing, and was herself
involved in The Messiah once, and I assisted by playing the accompaniment whilst
she practised. There were point-to-point races and also a Carnival, with torchlight
processions, while I was there. Among well-known residents at that time were Frank
Brangwyn, Evelyn and Alec Waugh, Eric Gill and Edward Johnson, the Lettering
expert. By 1924, teaching was becoming a bore, and I left my schools, after seven
years. I encountered George Leppard before leaving York place school - he was the
school carpenter, and by now I felt no necessity to dive under a table on seeing him!
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Arthur was married about now, so we were all launched on our several ways.
Frank and Kitty (Rose) took a flat in Preston Road, and Momma let the top flat to
some friends of pop's. After the war, Pop had gone back to photography, but it was
not long before he was falling about on the floor. A doctor was consulted, and he said
that pop should go out in the air more, after his Army life. He was 56 by now, and
every morning until he was over 70, rode his bike to Windlesham House School,
southern cross, Portslade, where he was known as sergeant-Major, and where he had
charge of cricket, soccer and Boxing, at that very good Prep. School. He was proud of
his musical family, and offered to give a concert at the school. The outcome being that
he, flautist, Aunt Flo, soprano, and Teddie, Frank and Arthur, baritones, and l,
accompanist to them all, indeed gave such a show one evening, and were afterwards
entertained at dinner. Whilst Pop was in the Army he enrolled in a University
Extension Lecture Course on Shakespeare, passing the written exam which ended the
Course. He now joined an amateur Shakespeare group, under the patronage of Sir
Donald Wolfit, in Brighton; they put on plays, in costume, and Pop had several small
parts. He was a very strong man, and was always quite fit at this time.
In 1926, when I was preparing to be a mum, we decided to move back to Brighton,
largely, I suspect, so that Momma could help with the babe! We took a first-floor flat
at 55 Tivoli Crescent - and we must have been gluttons for punishment, for there was
no sink, and no garden. The moving job was fixed for the first day of the Easter
holiday, so that Ray could spend the time putting the flat straight before the new
term. Suddenly, out of the blue, came the great General Strike, which meant that all
public transport came to a halt. Here was a dilemma; Ray in London and the removal
van due in the morning! However, to use a quotation frequently spoken by Pop,
'Heaven tempers the wind to the shorn lamb', and help was at hand. A colleague of
Ray's had a motor-bike and he very kindly offered to do our transport for us. The two
of them duly arrived at our packed-up flat, and I noticed a side-car attached to the
motor-bike, which I gathered was to be my chariot. We all spent the night on
makeshift beds, and in the morning the moving-job began. When the van had gone on
its way, we set out in our unusual vehicle - Ray on the pillion seat, and I in the sidecar. Our Good Samaritan had to turn round and ride back to London, having done us
a very good service. Fortunately for us, the lady occupying the ground floor was away
from home at the time of our arrival; all our furniture went up the stairs quite easily
with the exception of the piano, which could not be negotiated round a curve in the
staircase. It had to stay for several days in the hallway until a special team of men
came and manoeuvred it upstairs.
There followed, for me, week after week of increasing discomfort, and I missed the
countryside very much. However, August at last came to an end, and preparations
proceeded accordingly. With the arrival of September there arose a toss-up between
Ray and myself as to which would come first, his return to school, or my retiring to
my bed. The school won, and Ray departed to London for the week, leaving me at a
very tricky time, and with no phone. However, Momma hovered around as often as
she could, and I survived the week somehow.
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On the following Friday evening, with Ray returned from London, and Momma
prepared to stay the night, we were having supper (there were stewed pears, I
remember), and Ray had to rush off on my bike to call the nurse. The message he
brought back was that she would be along in about three hours! It was a very long
night, for the others too, for Ray set out again, this time for the doctor, at about 4 am
the next morning. My babe was born at 4.45 am on Saturday, September 18th 1926,
conforming nicely to tradition by weighing exactly 7lbs. A fawn pram and a cot
arrived, but both seemed much too big in these early days, and the little chap rested
comfortably in a 'Pilgrim' or 'Moses' basket, for the time being.
Ray left for London on the Sunday evening, and I was now in the hands of Momma,
Aunt Annie and a nurse who came in every morning, to bath the baby. Whilst lying
around recovering my strength I had plenty of time to devote to the important
matter of giving him a name - for Ray had said that this decision was to be entirely
mine. Knowing that names are for life, I mulled over several before deciding. Julian,
Geoffrey and Gabriel were in my mind, but I reflected on the probability of one being
contracted into 'Juley' and another into 'Gabey', neither of which would go very well
with Lintott, and in the end chose Geoffrey. That name I thought to be fitting for any
time of life, and incapable of being twisted in any marked degree. It also had an oldeworlde ring which I thought quite pleasant. The second name, Charles, was a 'must',
in my opinion, for it was not only a calm, dignified name, but was also borne by both
sides of the family - Pop on mine and by a brother of Ray's, who had died in Hong
Kong while in the Army. So, when Ray returned home on the following Friday, though
still in bed, I had the name Geoffrey Charles Lintott ready for him - he liked it.
On the Saturday, the 25th, he lowered the new pram with the new little Geoff in it,
down the stairs and out into the street for the first time. I worried until they came
back! It was not very long before I was able to do the same thing myself, and life fell
into a new pattern. I still had to spend the weeks without Ray, but now had the
company of my small son. One day my doctor, a kindly old soul, not much given to
words, called for a routine check-up on us both. He lifted the blanket covering
Geoffrey in his basket, examined the sleeping mite, then made a most cryptic remark,
"I think he'll be a credit to you," he said, at the same time flinging the cover
completely over the child. What he meant I did not know, but I remember thinking,
"Not if you suffocate him first."
I took the pram out every day - pulling it back up the stairs was the worst part and stayed all night at Ditchling Rise on several occasions. When this happened, Pop
would kindly let me have his bed, whilst he went in the spare room. We took the
pram upstairs, and Geoff slept in that, at the side of my bed. He used to crawl over
Momma and me in the morning, and once I managed to catch him just as he was
disappearing, head first, between our twin beds. The pram was very useful in those
early days, for it enabled me to keep him in one place, and I wheeled him about the
house whilst he was still unable to walk. One morning after breakfast, sitting beside
the table in his usual place in the pram, he suddenly grabbed at the tablecloth,
whereupon the tea-pot descended into his lap - luckily the pot was empty.
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Prior to these happenings, on Sunday, October 1Oth, to be exact, we had taken him
by taxi to St. Mary Magdalen's Church to be baptised. 'We' being Pop, Momma, Aunt
Minnie, Ray and l, Pop and Minnie acting as godparents. Monsignor Wallis baptised
Geoff, who responded by giving way to a huge yawn at the precise moment of
Baptism.
Time passed and he was soon able to move around on the floor. On one occasion,
when someone picked up a xylophone belonging to him, he darted across the room at
lightning speed, using one foot and one knee, to recover it. I put him in his cot in the
evenings, with the bedroom door open and the light from the corridor trickling in.
Sometimes he was not ready to sleep, and would stand up and rattle the cot-side
against the door. Once when he was doing this I went to him, only to be shocked at
what looked like blood running down his chin. It turned out to be the dye from an
Armistice poppy that he had reached out for and found and chewed happily.

Geoffrey Charles Lintott aged 9 months
He walked, in due course, and we dispensed with the pram in favour of a pushchair, which was lighter and better. Now I had to watch him more closely, and indeed
it was a good thing I did. One day I found him standing beside the gas cooker, quietly
turning on the taps, one by one. I had to smack the offending hand and he remained
standing in exactly the same spot throughout the howls that followed. We fixed a gate
at the top of the stairs and he used to hang on it, and call to the lady downstairs. Her
name was Forrester, but the nearest to it he could get was 'Auntie Foggy'.
We were now tired of being so surrounded by houses and looked about for
something more rural. William Travers offered half of a bungalow, 'Penn Croft',
Reynolds Avenue, where he lived with his wife and sister, to us and we took it - for,
although the rooms were tiny, there was a garden, and a whole field beyond that.
Before we actually moved in I would wheel Geoff round there, carrying some of my
more fragile things in the push-chair pocket. One day he saw me unloading them and
proceeded to follow suit. He picked out an old English ale glass, tripped on the step,
and I brushed up the pieces. He tried to explain, in his limited vocabulary, that he was
only helping me, and we left it at that. Life, for me, now became a little more
expansive, with Geoff able to trot around the garden. Frank and Kitty often came and
we had cricket in the afternoons, followed by 'Mah-Jong' at night. Pop now took the
unexpected step of opening a gymnasium, at Hove, and he begged me to join. This I
did, with Momma baby-sitting for me; I continued until my muscles complained, then
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I stopped.
A new arrival, in the shape of a beautiful young puppy, a Sheltie or Shetland sheep
dog, came, under Ray's arm one Friday night, much to everyone's delight. Inevitably,
his name was 'Jock', and he and Geoff were soon firm friends; except that when the
two ran together, the dog would always manage to bump into Geoff and send him
flying. Then Geoff would rise in wrath and beat Jock with his two fists, crying out
"Naughty Jock". Miss Dolly Travers was an elderly spinster, much given to sitting in
the garden on their side. She would entice Geoff round to be with her, though she had
a horrid cough when we arrived at the house. Unfortunately, Geoff caught it - in
reality it was whooping cough, and the poor child went through all the stages of the
nasty thing. I blessed Aunty Dolly!
Early one Sunday morning, while riding my bike near Patcham, after Mass, I came
upon a small elephant, complete with mahout sitting on his neck, poking about in a
hedge with its trunk. I could not believe my eyes. Another day, whilst hurrying down
Tongdean Lane towards a dental appointment, I tripped on a rough paving-stone and
fell with both knees on the edge of another. There was nothing else to do but pick
myself up and stagger home with blood streaming from my knees.
In the summer of 1928, Aunt May and Uncle Fred were in England with their
daughter Gladys, then about 19. They had a car, and sometimes called for us to go
picnicking. When the time came for their return to Durban, Uncle Fred offered Ray
the car for £50, plus free instruction on how to drive it. Ray accepted and was soon
driving around without Uncle Fred,s protection. Now we had a new interest, at least
at week-ends; on Sundays we went to St. John the Baptist's to Mass, and afterwards
called at Ditchling Rise on the way home. Ray and I took Geoff for a seaside holiday
during the following year, at Lancing, where we had an enjoyable week, mostly on
the beach.
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CHAPTER SIX
Life in Lancashire

And now came a series of events that was to re-shape all our lives. John Mowels,
now holding the position of Principal of the Southport School of Art, wrote to Ray
calling his attention to the advertised post of Head of Painting and Vice-Principalship
at the school, and asking him to apply, as he would like to have Ray to work with. All
we knew of Southport was that Pop had been billeted there back in 1916, and that it
was a very long way away. However, Ray did apply, and was appointed. He started in
September, without us, the idea being to find a house during the Term for us to go to
at Christmas or soon after. He stayed with the Mowels family during that time. He
leased a house, 'Broadacres', 55 Richmond Road, Birkdale, from a Mr. Stringfellow,
for three years, before returning to Brighton to fetch Geoff, Jock and me. It was a
fairly large house, with front and back gardens - but more of that later.
One day at 'Penn Croft' there was the strange sight of an airship hovering,
stationary, over the country - looking, indeed, as if it were resting on the Dyke Road,
and it disappeared as unperceived as it came. Another time, whilst sitting in bright
sunshine in the garden, we noticed a long line of very black cloud advancing quickly
across the sky. It soon blotted out the sun, and immediately there blew up a
tremendous gale, and we rushed to the shelter of indoors. We read in the paper next
day that there had been a huge wall of water up the beach and people in deck-chairs
were swamped before they had time to escape. A very strange freak of Nature and
rather frightening.
Autumn wore on, and Ray sent me a new coat, bottle-green with a grey fur collar,
to wear in Lancashire. Christmas came and went and the time for our big change
arrived, and we set off on a day at the end of December, 1930, I in my new green coat
and Geoff wearing a brown coat and matching beret, made by Aunt Annie. I was
feeling very dejected at leaving the family, and facing the prospect of an unknown
place and a big, empty house, especially as I could see that Pop was upset to the point
of shedding tears, as we waved good-bye.
The journey seemed endless, and in fact lasted some eight or nine hours. Arrived
at Birkdale, we made our way to the Mowels home, Geoff and Jock riding in the pushchair (we found this a quicker method than waiting for them to walk). Ever since our
student days, I had never felt easy in the presence of Mowels - he seemed to me to be
highly supercilious, yet here I was, under his very roof! Actually, it was very good of
them to put us up until the arrival of the furniture van, a day or two later.
I was already depressed with the prospect before me - life in a densely built-up
area, of good quality, certainly, but having a minimum of trees. From an upstairs
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room at our house in Richmond Road I counted over 100 houses. Now began the task
of getting things straightened out and, as Ray was away at the Art School all day and
every evening, progress was slow. I was working, without help, throughout every
hour there was. Our neighbours were Mr. and Mrs. Huke and their son Nigel, aged
about 9, and they had a resident maid, Winnie. Mr. Huke was a pleasant, quiet chap,
oddly matched, it seemed, with the second Mrs. Huke, who spent her time at golf,
leaving everything domestic to Winnie, including Mr. Huke's meals. Nigel played
nicely with Geoff, in spite of the difference in their ages. Between our gardens there
was a hedge, and Nigel would say to Geoff, "Come to the talking place," which was a
gap where they could see each other and talk over their plans.
Ray now began to invite people from the Art School to our home; a frequent visitor
was Ian Grant, a Scottish painter, kindly, but whose speech I had great difficulty in
understanding. He ran an open sports car, in which he would show the beauties of
the surrounding country to us, afterwards taking tea with us. One day he took us to
Parbold, a hill with a wonderful view. On the return journey, heavy rain fell, and
Grant unfurled the soft top and buttoned it down over us - I felt like a parcel, unable
to move or even see out. He and Ray formed a habit of returning to School on
Saturday mornings and painting portraits. Ray executed a very successful one of
Grant (which eventually found a home in the Permanent Collection).
Frank and Kitty came up from Brighton stay with us, and we had a very enjoyable
time together. We played tennis on courts at the end of our garden and, inevitably,
Mah-Jongg in the evenings. One day Frank brought a bottle of cocktail from
Southport. We all had some, but our afternoon was spoilt, in consequence One by one
we felt ill, and all were forced to lie down; we laughed afterwards, but not at the time.
We seized on any excuse for a giggle, and one evening, when Kitty was taking a bath,
we three others planned to go up and visit her. Without a word being spoken, we
opened the bathroom door and solemnly filed in, whereupon the absurdity of the
situation struck us all and we shrieked with helpless laughter.
For the most part, however, Geoff and I were on our own, and I used to trundle
him around, looking for things of interest. One evening I took him to the Observatory
in Hesketh Park to look at the stars through their giant telescope. In his little brown
coat he looked a dot amongst the astronomers queueing up on the platform and had
to be lifted to the telescope when his turn came. Another night, in winter, I heard that
there would be skating in the garden of the Crown Hotel if the ice held. They flooded
the bowling green during the day, and by the evening it was ready for skating on. So I
took Geoff and we enjoyed the sight of many skaters whirling round in the floodlit
darkness. We saw Father Christmas, of course, in the Southport stores, and always
had the usual fireworks on November 5th. Once, in the street, we passed a man with
an outsize white beard. Geoff was intrigued and said to me, "Mummy, how can he
eat?" When he was only five or six years old he won a painting competition in the
Southport Visitor, the prize being a box of water-colours. There was a tiny school in
its own grounds, at the back of our house; it was called 'Clive Lodge' and the
owner/teacher Miss Bertha Tasker. Our garden wall was low enough to climb over,
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so we took advantage of these facilities, and entered Geoff as a pupil of the school at
the age of six. He had no roads to cross and was quite safe inside the grounds - a
great comfort.
Students Margaret Thompson, Nancy Drake, May Bilby, Frank Bass, David
Harrison, Lancaster and Fisher came to our house in turn, and we were friendly with
the Librarian, Trevor Stevenson, too. Margaret Thompson taught in a prep school at a
place called Formby once a week, and knowing that I liked the country, invited me to
bring Geoff along for the drive out. We did that quite often, and came to enjoy the
change.
Ray was never fond of dances, but had to face up to the Christmas ones, in view of
his position on the Staff. I bought a long white satin gown trimmed with silver and
pink threadwork - Ray in his evening suit. My reason for describing this is that, on
this occasion, being all ready to go (and having obtained Winnie from next door as
our baby-sitter) the kitchen chimney chose that very moment to catch fire! We
managed to damp it down without mishap to our clothes, and went on to the dance.
On another occasion, we had to go in fancy dress. I hired a simple costume of some
sort, but Ray had the brilliant idea of going as an lndian Rajah in European dress.
That meant that he had only to wear a turban (which I made, to his instructions) and
make up his face to the required hue. The result was quite magnificent, and a bit
startling to our taxi driver. The Art Gallery adjoined the Art School, and we went
through a secret door, covered by a large picture, into the Gallery for the actual
dancing.
Apart from these functions and the occasional car-ride, I was always at work,
cleaning the large house, shopping, cooking, washing, etc., and all without help.
Consequently, after two years my health began to suffer, and my weight fell from 9
stones to 7. I had my old symptoms, a sense of imminent black-out, and general
wretchedness. Ray consented to my appeal for some help in the house, and I secured
a cheerful young woman, who came every day for 10s.0d. a week, the current wage in
those days. l was grateful for her presence, but should have had her years before. As
it was, I was in for a long period of illness once more.
We were going to Brighton for a holiday in the summer of 1932, and had let our
house, furnished, for a fortnight, at two guineas a week. We had booked at Mrs.
Pettitt's, Reynolds Avenue. The night before we were due to leave home I was so bad
that Ray had to vacuum round without me, and had to ply me with brandy
throughout the train journey next day. I spent my holiday sitting in the long grass
outside our lodgings, whilst Ray took Geoff into Brighton. We were lucky in our
house-letting, for we found everything even tidier than we left it. Not so lucky,
though, over Geoff's pram, which was stolen from me by a confidence trick. A woman
had been coming to the door with lovely flowers, for which she asked very little. I
began to quite like her, until she arrived one day with a crying child and said could
she buy the pram she had seen in the garden? I thought it was about time to get rid of
it, so said alright, she could have it for 10s.0d. She was overjoyed and promised to go
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and get the money, at the same time giving me her address. Of course, she did not
return, neither was there such an address, as I found to my cost when I tried to find
it.
Nancy Drake lived in Freshfield, and, as Geoff would soon need a more advanced
school, she began to speak of Bishop's Court, a prep school near her home. She even
took me to look at it; I was delighted with Freshfield, for here were lanes and fields,
and the school, too, was attractive. When, soon after, she reported that the house
next door to her was to let, we jumped at it and thus we moved house once more.
How glad I was to leave Birkdale and its bricks, and begin a new chapter among trees
and open spaces. The house, 'Ash Lynn', Grange Lane, was about the same size as the
one we left, but had a very long back garden, and in front faced a convent and its
grounds, instead of rows of houses, as before.
Geoff was seven when he first joined Bishop's Court. He could still get there
without crossing many roads, for a path beside the cricket ground took him nearly to
the school grounds. He was now wearing the school uniform of grey shorts, dark
blazer and school cap, in bright shades of two blues and red and yellow stripes, and
grey stocking with coloured tops. He also had an Eton suit, which he wore for his
First Communion in the school chapel. I was invited to that ceremony and to
breakfast afterwards, during which I noticed that Geoff was not sufficiently expert
with his knife and fork, and I made a mental note!
It was now 1933, and one day we were told that two men were to fly the Atlantic
and we were given the probable route and time. There being little night flying at that
time, we were indeed able to hear the plane as it passed over to its destination in
Ireland. On another night at 'Ash Lynn' I awoke with a feeling of disaster and as I did
so, my bed jerked to one side under me. It was no dream, for next day we learned
that there had been an earth tremor across Lancashire.
At last we were living near a Catholic church, for St. Anne's, in Timms Lane, just
around the corner, had been built about a year ago. Looking at it one day I noticed
that exactly opposite the gate was a bungalow to let. It was surrounded by a huge
garden, and it appealed to me at once, especially by its nearness to the church. Ray
liked it, too, so we took it, and made our last move - in Lancashire - in about 1935-6,
at a rental of £65 per annum. 'Lane End' was a triple-fronted bungalow, measuring
47 feet from end to end, three rooms in the front and three at the back, with the
kitchen at the side. At about ten feet from the back door was a space for a garage.
This meant that the garden measured some 67 feet in width and it was more than
100 feet from back to front - a lovely big space - enhanced by the fact that we had
only to step through the back fence, cross a small piece of grassland, and we were in
the Formby Cricket Club Ground, one of the prettiest in Lancashire. In our garden
were apple trees, a cherry tree and many ragged raspberries, bordered on both sides
with privet hedges. A line of young willows at the end of the garden gave a very nice
background to it all. I soon dug out the old raspberry canes and set about making the
space gained into a lawn, so now the whole garden was under grass - a wonderful
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place for playing in.
Our neighbours were, on one side, Mrs. Daisy Jones and her two sons, Arthur and
Frank, both grown up. On the other side lived Mr. and Mrs. Murphy and their baby,
Leslie; he was left out in his pram in all weathers. Immediately opposite our front
gate, across a tiny road, was the gate of the Catholic Church of St. Anne. This building
had been in existence only a few months, so was not yet in full swing, and, having no
Parish Priest, was locked up all day, except for the porch. It stood in a large field,
which had been given by a benefactor for the purpose of eventually erecting a large
church and presbytery. In due course the latter was built, and, in response to an
appeal for help in making it habitable for a priest. A small army of people, each with a
piece of furniture or household equipment arrived at the house one evening, and
proceeded to transform it into a home. Some put curtains, others laid stair-carpet,
etc., whilst the rest arranged furniture and we were quite pleased with the results by
the end of the evening.
Previous to this a Fr. Pilson had arrived in the district, and he literally went round
begging for lodgings. A kind family took him in, and he stayed with them some
months, until the presbytery was ready for him to move into. A housekeeper was
found for him, in the person of Nellie Brooks - the eldest of three local sisters - and all
was ready. Fr. Pilson's mother sent large quantities of linen and china; in fact there
was such a large surplus that he asked us to dispose of some of for him. We did this
amongst ourselves and our friends, each contributing what we thought to be a fair
price for the things we bought.
One day I found standing in the church porch, unable to go any further because it
was locked at that time, as usual, a pleasant-looking priest (as I thought). He said,
simply, "I am Archbishop Godfrey and I have come from Liverpool to look up a few
friends. Unfortunately, they are not at home, so I must go back without seeing them."
I said I was sorry to hear that, and would he care to rest awhile at my house just
across the road? He thanked me and we walked over to Lane End, where he sat and
talked for a short time and then left to catch a train to Liverpool. Here, indeed, was a
truly humble soul, for he held high rank in the Church - Archbishop of Liverpool
(afterwards Archbishop of Westminster, and eventually becoming a Cardinal), yet
here he was, travelling about unattended and on foot, hoping to greet old friends.
There was a very pleasant electric railway, running between Southport and
Liverpool, not far from our home. It was swift and clean, and so spacious that in
every doorway there was room for a bike or pram. There were excellent shops
immediately outside Chapel Street Station, but, except for that convenience, I was
never very fond of Southport. When it came to travelling in the opposite direction,
however, I soon found myself under the spell of that wonderful city, Liverpool.
And now, at long last, it was agreed that I should have Saturday evenings 'off',
leaving Ray to supervise Geoff's bath and bedtime, on one occasion a week. Although
it meant wandering around alone, I enjoyed my moments of freedom, and the
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diversion refreshed me. Sometimes I would go no further than the local cinema, the
'Embassy', just around the corner, in the next lane to ours, but I had, too, a spell of
boldly joining the queue at the Liverpool Empire! In this way I saw such stars as
George Formby and Anton Dolin - not together, let me hasten to add. I revelled in the
Markova-Dolin ballet performances, but had always to watch the time towards the
end, for fear of losing the last train home. I well remember Dolin rendering Ravel's
Bolero, dressed in gold-braided pink trousers, with high black shiny boots, and
nothing else. He occupied one spot on the stage throughout the ten-minute long
piece, and his 'dance' consisted of rhythmic movements of arms and legs, stamping
and clapping in time with the music - a truly magical performance.
Occasionally I visited Blackler's, a fantastic store, more like a small palace than a
shop, with its high ceilings, chandeliers and wide stone stairs. I was sorry, in after
years, to learn that it had suffered greatly in a fire. Having a taste for the theatre, I
often went to the Garrick, in Southport, and there I saw several of the Ben Travers
farces, with Tom Walls, Ralph Lynn and Roberson Hare appearing in person. I also
went to George and Margaret and another play whose title I forget, but which was set
in a lighthouse, and whose principal character was played by Gordon Harker, an
Xaverian College boy at the same time as Arthur. An outstanding evening at the
theatre was when Alfred Evans, an Art School friend, called for me in his car and took
me to the Garrick to see Six Men of Dorset - a wonderful production, starring Lewis
Casson. A very kind gesture by Evans (he went by that name to his friends) and much
appreciated by me, unused to having an escort.
In a large detached house not far from ours lived a theatrical family named
Neilson; he large, florid and cigar-smoking and she slender and somewhat precious.
Their daughter was at that time actually on the stage, I think. I became friendly with
Mrs. Neilson and she showed me round the house - a very interesting experience for
me, for not only was the d6cor exotic, but there were souvenirs and signed
photographs of famous theatrical personages in profusion. I once saw Tom Walls
walking in at the gate. Mrs. Neilson's housekeeper lived in a small bungalow in
Timms Lane, at the rear of her own house and when Mr. Neilson died, she sold the big
property and moved into the bungalow with the housekeeper - rather a come-down
for the poor lady!
At other times in Liverpool I would walk freely into St. George's Hall, on St.
George's Plateau, where Organ Recitals were given. Here there was no formal seating
arrangements, and one could wander at will among the pillars, on the ground floor or
around the galleries, pausing to admire the rich tessellated pavement immediately in
front of the organ - drinking in glorious music the while. At no time was I asked for
money, indeed, the entrance doors stood open, inviting all who wished to enjoy the
music to walk straight in.
When young I had been keen on Natural History, and made a collection of wild
flowers at one time, so I was interested to see a series of lectures advertised, to take
place in the museum adjoining the Walker Art Gallery (opposite St. George's Hall). I
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wondered if Geoff would like to go to one of these, so one evening we sat happily,
among the greybeards, through an illustrated lecture called 'Nocturnal Animals'.
Again there was no charge for this, and I found this generosity and freedom from
money-grabbing very refreshing, and typical of those kindly people - the
Liverpudlians. I think that their big-hearted attitude to others must have sprung from
living with their six miles of docks, with the consequent influx of things and people
from all parts of the world.
A fleet of comfortable ferry boats plied between Liverpool and several Cheshire
seaside and riverside towns, across the Mersey, among them Birkenhead, Wallasey
and New Brighton. As usual, there were no tickets to be bought on the Liverpool side,
and one simply walked on board, and paid a few coppers on reaching the other side.
An obvious possibility was that people could stay on board and travel freely to and
fro, just enjoying a trip. No-one appeared to bother about who went on or off the
ship. Frank and I discovered this when we went on the river for the experience of
crossing the Mersey. We did not want to disembark, and stayed on for the return
journey but none of the crew would take the money we offered them for our trip. I
have crossed the Mersey many, many times and have always been thrilled by the
sight of great ships lying at anchor, or, at night, by the lights on both shores shining
across the dark water. To travel like this on a moonlit night, on the quietly throbbing
ship, was a treat indeed
At school, Geoff was working very well, in fact he came home on Fridays wearing
the Top-boy-of{he-week badge in his lapel with almost monotonous regularity. His
nearest rival for that honour was Michael Purcell, who sometimes filched it from him.
Geoff was, however, still backward in the art of cutting up and eating his food, so we
decided that he should stay at school for mid-day dinner (an extra 3 guineas). He did
not take at all kindly to this idea, and one day a woebegone little boy stood on the
doorstep when he should have been in the school dining-room. On my enquiring the
meaning of his coming home at that time, he said tearfully that he didn't like dinner
at school - "It's carrot soup again!" t couldn't take that, and I promptly got out my
bike, made him sit on the carrier, and pedalled him back to the school. As bad luck
would have it when we arrived at the door it opened and Miss Doherty, his Form
Mistress, emerged and she said to him, "You are rather late, aren't you?", so the poor
chap came under fire from all quarters - but he did not try it again! Sports Day at
Bishop's Court was always a formidable affair for us parents, for the first race was
run at 1.30, and we were expected to be present at the prize-giving on the lawn at 6
o'clock. We were luckier than some, however, as we lived only a stone's throw from
the school and could nip back home if we liked. Geoff's generous spirit would never
allow him to win a race, for if, as sometimes happened, he found himself in the lead,
he would look round to see if his friends were coming along too. Naturally, they made
the most of this and passed him smartly.
When little Leslie Murphy began to walk, he used to toddle through our garden
fence and come to play with me. One day I was holding a rope just clear of the ground
for him to jump over. He managed it several times, and then, to my horror, fell flat
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with the sound of a sickening crack. His mother rushed him to the doctor, who
decided at once that the leg was broken, and the poor babe spent several weeks with
it in plaster - how easily accidents happen!
Ray brought home from the Art School a Commission for the two of us to work on
jointly It was to record the Loyal Address to His Majesty King Edward VIII from the
people of Southport, on the occasion of his accession to the Throne. We worked on it
during many hours, Ray doing the raised gold lettering and I writing the script - a
waste of labour, as it turned out.
Teddie came up from Brighton bringing his son Tony for a short holiday with
Geoff. Tony was a Xaverian College boy and about a year older than Geoff. We did the
usual things for the boys, picnics on the shore, etc., and at the end of the holiday,
Tony returned to Brighton alone.

Geoff and Tony on the Mersey Ferry Boat and climbing trees
His was a remarkable character, unexpected in so young a child; he was highly
intelligent, yet self-effacing to a degree, and as for discipline, I had only to touch him
on the shoulder to rouse him in the mornings, when he would immediately flop out
on the floor, still asleep, and begin dressing. I felt quite sorry for the poor kid
sometimes, and left him to the last minute' as he was always the first to be ready.
Ray's mother, now 81, became ill at this time and his sister, Cissie, Mrs. Baxter
Hooper, arrived in Brighton to nurse her. She did not recover, however, and Ray,
who had been sent for, stayed to see to affairs with Cis for a few days.
We spent Summer holidays in the vicinity of Brighton as a rule, and to this end
would take a cottage or rooms - not a very brilliant idea, as it simply meant that I still
had the work to do, only in a different place. We took a XVth Century cottage, 'BoPeep', Church Hill, Patcham, once, and were accompanied by a boy of Geoff's age,
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Jackie Knuckey, from Bishop's Court, so I had an extra one to cater for on that
occasion. The cottage was truly ancient, in fact I wondered how it could still be
standing. There were gaps in the upstairs floors through which one could see the
room below, and everywhere one had to stoop to enter doors, one bedroom had an
opening no higher than three feet - most claustrophobic! During all these years, our
dog Jock trotted along beside us, he was a dear creature, no trouble at all' and very
handsome. In fact, the firm of Bob Martin, the dog-care people, had photographed
him for their newspaper advertisements, and, incidentally, sent me a cheque for 10s
0d. One day' whilst we were having a meal at Ditchling Rise we all heard the sound of
the front door opening, but no-one coming in. Thinking this odd, one of us went to
investigate, only to find that some sneak-thief had filched Geoff's pretty new Bishop's
Court cap from the hat-stand in the hallway. We never saw it again, of course, and he
had to finish the holiday wearing the old one we had brought with us for wet
weather.
At the age of about ten, Geoff took up Entomology seriously, concentrating on
Moths. Professor Fraser, of College Avenue, Freshfield, took a kindly interest in him
and showed him how to 'treacle' the trees, for night work, in his garden. I became
involved in this, and went with him on these jaunts. I must say, he worked valiantly
at his hobby, and achieved some remarkable results, setting up whole cases of neatly
tabulated specimens' with Latin and English names in clear lettering. My own stock
soared when I actually found a live Lime Hawk-moth. Bedtime became a 'moveable
feast' at the height of the season, for, of course, we just had to wait for dusk, and then
begin our rounds of the garden and the nearby street lamps. At one time Geoff
became so keen on the subject that he wrote to L. Hugh Newman, to ask if there
would be any future in it for him. The answer was that they did take students at the
Butterfly Farm, but not before the age of 15; by then, of course' he was busy in other
ways' one night we saw in the sky above our house the most beautiful sight, red and
green veil-like shapes weaving about like coloured fire, very bright and everchanging' All who saw it agreed that it was a slight revelation of the wonders of
Aurora Borealis'
Lawrence Tippett was a Bishop's Court boy, about two years Geoff's senior. His
father was the Master of the Formby parish Church school, in a building dating from
the XVIIth century. Mrs. Tippett was a masterful woman, used to getting her own
way: her chief topics of conversation were religion and medicine, rather specialised
subjects for general use' but we had them always on meeting her, and she became a
distinct bore' she must have known the Medical Encyclopaedia by heart, and enjoyed
every minute of it' Poor Lawrence had everything wrong with him that she could
wish, real or imagined, and she was never happier than when she had him ill in bed.
In these early days of his life, his mother decreed that he should become a doctor,
and the amazing thing is that he actually did that! He passed through Lancing College
and on to Cambridge, and when I last heard of the family, he had become a
Surgeon/Major in the British Army in Germany - most surprising, for he did not seem
very bright when young.
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Miss Grace Trevor, owner of Bishop's Court School, was a perfectionist, so it
followed that all her Prize-giving Days were successful and highly polished annual
events. The Victoria Hall, in Timm's Lane, would be hired, and a programme of plays
and other items, given by the boys, would follow the distribution of prizes. For that,
all the pupils, looking very pink and scrubbed, in their Eton suits, were grouped on
the platform around Dr. Downey, Archbishop of Liverpool, in his bright robes. (Geoff
usually received one or two book prizes at these times.) At the end of these
proceedings, everyone turned their attention to the prospect of tea, and that meant
getting back to the school; our little lane became a crowded highway, as boys and
parents jostled their way along the narrow road. Tea was served in a huge marquee
on the sports field, Dr. Downey mingling freely, and signing innumerable autograph
books preferred by the boys. After tea we watched the gymnastics team put through
their paces by Mr. Bullen, the P.T. Instructor. At one point he played the piano for the
drill movements himself - a comical twist! At last it was time for the Archbishop's
departure, and to the sound of ringing cheers, his car disappeared, and a long and
successful day ended.
Frank and Kitty came up from Brighton to stay with us - at Sports Day, one year and we were always glad to have them; one had to play games whenever Frank was
around. Once they bought Railway Runabout tickets, and these allowed travel every
day to some new place; in that way they went as far as Ayr one day. We played
miniature golf in the garden by day and cards or Mah-Jongg at night, and the holiday
was enjoyed by all of us.
'Miss Trevor's Birthday' must have seemed like magic words to the 50-odd small
boys who peopled B.C., for everyone was allowed freedom to follow his own pursuits
during the morning, and in the afternoon there was the annual picnic on the shore.
That involved walking along Fisherman's Path - a really beautiful ramble through
fairy-like glades and pine-woods, on a footpath wide enough for only one pair of feet
at a time. At the end of the walk, one came to sand and sea, all quite natural and as it
must have been for thousands of years. (l note with great satisfaction that this
fantastic beauty spot has been listed for preservation.) After the picnic, there would
be films at school, and a good time had been had by all, I'm sure. Then there were the
school cricket matches, which took place in the adult cricket ground just behind our
bungalow. I was always interested in these, and went round to watch when possible if not, I liked to hear the sounds of bat and applause. Miss Trevor always welcomed
me, and I liked her, and her happy little school.
Geoff and I had a daily routine whereby, in summer, we got rid of homework and
his supper, after which we knew how much time we had for mothing, etc. before
bedtime. He had a table in the garden on which I put his supper tray, and he put his
homework books, and he got on with both. (He was fond of banana crush and he
drank Bovril very often.) He and I were 'thrown together' a great deal at that time, for
Ray was away at the Art School all day and every evening, and at week-ends was too
tired to do anything more active than reading. Occasionally Purcell would call for
Geoff, to go to the 'flicks', just around the corner.
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Formby Asparagus was famous and much in demand all over the country - in fact
an Asparagus Train ran every day during the season, to London. The Farm consisted
of acres of sand within yards of the sea, planted with asparagus, a beautiful view, set
as it was among the pine trees and sandhills. The season was very short, only about
three weeks long, so it was important to recruit as much casual labour as possible
and quickly. Every kind of person went there and worked, from housewives to
students and school-children. I stood watching the animated sight from the road one
day, when the farmer beckoned to me, calling out at the same time, "Come on down."
I always resolved to go and help, but never got round to it. It was possible to buy
cheaply the asparagus that was not quite large enough or otherwise unsuitable for
bunching, and that was a boon to us local people, coupled with a delightful journey to
the sea. Actually, I rode my bike down that pretty road several times every week - it
only took about 15 minutes - and often I would just walk about in the water for a
little while, let my feet dry, and then ride home. No fuss and no preparation, and it
often happened that I would meet no more than ten people.
That particular part of the sea was actually the fringe of Liverpool Bay, and I once
saw it in reverse, i.e., from the deck of a ship, well out in the bay. I had embarked at
Liverpool on a half-crown cruise, on an attractive-looking pleasure boat, all gleaming
white and gold. Down below there was a bar and a dance floor, which became very
animated when the band struck up, and I watched for a time. Then it seemed to me a
great waste of an interesting experience, so I went up the stairs to the top deck to pay
attention to the cruise. From time to time the captain addressed us, telling us our
position, etc. We went up-river first, past Birkenhead, then turned and made for the
open sea, following the light-ships along Liverpool Channel. I was surprised to see a
number of shipwrecks sticking out of the water - evidently not very deep just there. I
stood in the bows with several others, and we talked about the scenes before us, and
it was one of these people who pointed out the coast stretching between Liverpool
and Southport, with little or no building on any of its 20-odd miles. At length, the ship
turned, and we sailed crisply up the river, past great liners, to tie up again at the
Pierhead, after an exhilarating trip lasting two hours.
Now that we had so much space in the garden - indeed, there was a concrete base
ready for a garage and large double gates to the road - we began to wish for a car
once again. Ray wrote to our landlady asking for a garage to be built, and she agreed
on condition that we paid 2s.6d. a week extra rent. A man arrived, and proceeded to
build a very satisfactory garage, strong and of good design, with double brick walls.
When the rambler roses I planted round it had grown up it looked like a tiny cottage,
and we were pleased with it. So now we were all ready, and waiting for a car to
occupy it. Sure enough, one day Ray arrived home in one, which had bought in
Southport and bravely driven himself - though he had not been at a wheel for some
6-7 years.
Now life became a lot more interesting, as we could all go shopping or sight-seeing
at week-ends. One of our first jaunts was to Liverpool, where, at Lewis's, we bought a
Spring coat and dress for me, in readiness for Geoff's gala days. The coat cost two
59

guineas, and was of a bright butter-colour; I was very pleased with it. We took Jock
with us, and usually a boy came too; on this occasion it was Knuckey, I remember.
Other times we went to Southport, where we bought Bishop's Court things for Geoff.
Our first long journey was to Chester - quite an undertaking, as it involved going
through the Mersey Tunnel. We all felt some alarm at the prospect of going
underneath that wide river, and there were so many rules to be observed whilst
using the tunnel. One had to choose either the Fast or the Slow Lane, and stick to the
decision all the way to the other side, a distance of some three miles. There was no
question of changing speed or even of stopping in the tunnel, indeed a stiff penalty
was imposed for breaking-down. There was constant supervision by the police,
through a series of port-holes in the walls and ceiling. For our first trip Ray wisely
chose to drive slowly, and we were able to notice everything about us - the curving
roadway, with its four lines of traffic, and the lights every few yards in the roof,
flashing on the cars passing in procession below. I went many times through the
tunnel subsequently and it always thrilled me. We enjoyed exploring the fine old city
of Chester, with its cathedral and city walls. At one point, Geoff and I went off by
ourselves - secretly to buy a birthday present for Ray - so it must have been April at
that time. We toured the shops in the Rows, and decided on a St. Christopher
medallion of blue enamel, to fix in the car.
After several small excursions of this sort, came to the great decision to go all the
way to Brighton by car. 250 miles in one day seemed rather formidable, so we fixed
up to stay a night at The Blue Boar, Chipping Norton, which we judged to be about
halfway. We arrived there in the evening, had a meal, looked round the quaint old
town, then went to bed - in the one room, Jock and all. The next morning was bright,
and we made an early start, aiming at Stratford-on-Avon, which we decided to visit
en route to Brighton. All went as planned, and we spent an hour or two in
Shakespeare-land.
We stayed at Ditchling Rise for a few days before going on to Fittleworth, where
we had booked rooms for a fortnight. We took Tony for the first week, and he was a
bright little companion for Geoff, very sociable. For the second week, we took
Arthur's two daughters, Eileen and Maureen, both a little older than Geoff, but that
was not a very good idea, as they seemed too shy to even speak, so that I had to point
out to Eileen at last how quiet everything was, and we might as well go home. At that,
she made an effort to be more chummy. Pa came over to spend a day with us at
Fittleworth, and I saw him off at the Station at night. On our return to Freshfield, we
did the journey in one day, taking about eight hours, which was about the same as by
train.
We had two horrifying experiences whilst we had the car; the first occurred when
we were going from Brighton to Hastings, to see Ray's sister and her husband Baxter,
who were living there at the time. It seemed at one point that the road turned inland
too much, and we decided to see if we could follow the coast more closely. A small
turning off the main road appeared to be what we were looking for and Ray took it.
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We went on upwards quite happily, and then noticed that it was getting narrower - in
fact, we were being guided to the cliff edge! When we could stand it no longer, we
stopped, and I got out to investigate. To my horror, I found that there was only a
space the length of the car in which to turn round and go back. There I stood,
watching helplessly, whilst Ray coaxed the car, inch by inch, into a position of
comparative safety - one false move and he and Geoff, sitting beside him, and the dog,
would have been at the bottom of the cliff. Needless to say, we didn't try any more
short cuts. We met Cis and Baxter again, when we stayed the night with them at
Woking, on our way home from Brighton; we were put in a tiny room, with
mattresses on the floor! The result, very little sleep for any of us, and Geoff and I
voted the night 'hot and crushed'.
Stonyhurst College, the famous Public School of the Jesuits, was well-known to us
by repute, for each year one or two B.C. boys went there on scholarships, and their
juniors played rugger matches at 'our' school sometimes. Our interest being aroused,
then, we resolved to go and see it, now that we had the car. So, one day we took a
packed lunch and Jack Knuckey and the dog and following a route given us by a
student, Ruth Bright, successfully reached our goal. We were very kindly received by
Fr. Belton, the Principal, and were shown round the magnificent building and many
of its treasures, during a whole afternoon. I came away most impressed and wishing,
with all my heart, that Geoff might one day be privileged to join such a worthy
company - but seeing as yet no likelihood of it ever happening.
Geoff was growing into a sturdy chap, of average height, and seldom ill. He
knocked himself out, however, one day, purely accidentally. There was an L-shaped
corridor in our bungalow, and an oak chest stood against the wall just at the junction
of the two parts. He was running joyfully from his bedroom, ready for school, when
his foot slipped as he turned the corner, and his head struck the corner of the chest.
He was knocked out and I put him on his bed and rang the school to tell them what
had happened. Apart from bruising, all was well soon after; in fact, he taught himself
to ride a bike - mine - at about this time, entirely in our garden.
Formby was a place prominent in sporting circles, with resulting huge open
spaces. Golf was the most important activity, and the local club had a very beautiful
course stretching for miles over open country to the sandhills and the sea. One year
the Ryder Cup was held there and the prince of Wales arrived, unheralded, and
followed the players round the course. The news of his presence soon spread and a
crowd gathered, of course. We took several snaps of him. Very good cricket was
played in the Cricket Ground every Saturday in the summer, and in winter hockey
was played. The whole ground was given up to an International Tennis Tournament
one summer, with spectacular results. Most of the Wimbledon players of that Season
were present and there was much traffic in autograph hunting.
Across the fields there was a quiet air-field, handling only a few sober civilian
planes. One of my interests was to cycle to the spot, sit on the grass and watch the
slowly circling planes, ascending and descending gracefully in the sunshine. There
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was an abundance of wild life in the district, and I often saw red squirrels running up
and down the tree-trunks, and heard the sound of owls and doves coming from the
cricket ground area.
In addition to the many local activities, with their resulting large open spaces, we
were conveniently near some national events, such as the Waterloo Cup and the
Grand National, in fact, £2 per night for a bed in our area was frequently offered by
visitors to the Meetings' Flower Shows were held on a vast scale by both Formby and
Southport, and included high class Show Jumping. So, all in all, it will be seen that life
in Formby held many and varied attractions for me, with a high percentage of good,
sunny weather - whilst there was always our large garden as an additional asset.
By 1938 Geoff seemed to have begun to outgrow Bishop's Court, so there were
consultations about his future schooling. Stonyhurst was the ultimate goal, but at the
moment could only remain a dream, unfulfilled through insufficient funds - our usual
failing! So, in collaboration with Pa and Ma, we sent him to Brighton, to live with
them, and go daily to the Xaverian College. I missed him terribly, of course, but it
turned out that I had to get used to it, for, in fact, he never actually lived at home
again. We drove him down to begin his new life in Brighton, stopping on the way to
look at Oxford and Henley, both very beautiful in their own way. Gran and Gramp
were delighted to have him, and he met Cousin Tony at school each day. He settled
down all right, and was soon pursuing his study of Entomology.
At Christmas-time, we were due to go down again, to spend the holiday in
Brighton with my parents and Geoff. Thick snow covered everything as we prepared
for our journey, and we studied weather reports, etc. gloomily. However, we decided
that we must go, and thought we might just possibly strike better conditions further
down England. It was bitterly cold when we moved off, before daybreak, I wearing
slippers and having an eiderdown round me - there was no heating system in the car.
Things did not improve, and poor Ray struggled on in impossible conditions until
darkness again descended on us, and we were only about half-way! When we
reached the Cotswolds we found dozens of cars abandoned in thick snow at the foot
of a hill we ought to have taken.
There was a notice directing us to go via Banbury, and we found ourselves on a
small road so covered by snow that it was not possible to distinguish between
roadway and footpath. By the time we reached Guildford, bumping uncomfortably on
chains, which the A.A. had advised, it was 6.0p.m. We stopped for a breather, and I
stepped out, in my slippers, on to a sheet of ice, which was the High Street. It was
quite late when we arrived at Ditchling Rise, nevertheless, Geoff was peering through
the Venetian blinds, I saw.
The icy conditions continued throughout Christmas, and we faced another bad trip
on icy roads. As the day of our departure approached, Geoff showed signs of distress
at the prospect of being left behind. This presented us with a problem, because he
was due to go to school in a few days. However, no-one could really go off without
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taking along that woebegone little face, and we arranged for Arthur to travel north by
train a few days afterwards, stay a night or two and then bring Geoff back to
Brighton. Poor Geoff's joy at going with us took the form of singing at the top of his
voice throughout most of the journey, whilst we splashed our way through melting
snow, mile after mile. We made much better time than the 15 hours it took us on the
outward journey.
In times of snow, in our part of Lancashire, there were, after dark, curious
electrical disturbances - taking the form of bright flashes in the sky. Many thought
they were caused by the electric trains passing over frozen points, but this was
discounted by the fact that they continued after the trains had stopped for the night.
One snowy night Ray failed to come home at the usual time, and my worry may be
imagined, as the clock went on to show 11.11pm and then midnight! I continually
looked out of the side door, but all was stillness, excepting for the weird lighting-up
of the sky at short intervals. He arrived, tired and hungry, at nearly 1.0a.m., having
been trapped in a train, which had run into a snow-drift.
Teddie's daughters. Patricia and Teresa, were showing signs of following the
Donovan love of music and acting. Pat, now about 19, was already taking part in
ballet and musical shows, and went on to open her own School of Ballet, and to the
Producing of many important stage shows. At the age of 12, Terry, her sister, won a
silver medal for soprano singing, at Brighton Musical Festival. I once saw Pat in a
pantomime at the Dome, Brighton, in which she played Dick Whittington's cat; a
perfect reproduction of feline grace, I thought, as she leapt silently and effortlessly
about. She sang, too, in an appealing cat-like wailing voice; moreover, her disguise
stood up well to close inspection, for she mixed with the incoming audiences in the
Dome corridors, looking remarkably like a large black cat.
Of course, I wondered whether Geoff had any hidden talent for music, and to find
out. I arranged for Miss Tasker, his first school teacher, of Birkdale, to give him
lessons in piano playing. She duly came, and Geoff did his best, I'm sure, but he was
not impressed, and we dropped the subject after one term. Like Ray, he enjoyed
listening to music, without any desire to make it.
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CHAPTER SEVEN
Second world war years

1939 meant the start of things like air-raid sirens, evacuees, food rationing,
'Dunkirk' and a thousand other ingredients of War. At first, all we had were siren
practices, frightening in their menacing wailing, but we became used to the sound,
and took little notice. This complacency was not to last long, however. Troops arrived
and were billeted in Formby, so the Catholic Hall, 'The Gild Hall', was used every
evening as a canteen and games centre; this meant that a staff of helpers had to
volunteer to keep it going always. I came to enjoy my one or two evenings there,
making tea, cutting sandwiches, etc. from 6.00p.m. until 10.00p.m. When business
was light, there was usually an invitation to a game of table-tennis, and my ability to
play improved rapidly, with men as opponents. I made many friends, meeting thus
regularly, week after week, the same team of helpers and our customers. An incident
of that time was the hush that fell over the hall when someone came in from hearing
the B.B.C. News and announced that Calais had fallen. No-one spoke, and it was a
little time before anyone moved.
On a lighter note, a marriage was arranged between one of our helpers and a
soldier in our midst, which shows that the canteen was no mere temporary affair, but
a serious source of comfort in dark days. I was invited to the wedding of Charles and
Nila Forster, and they remained my friends, for they settled in Formby when he was
demobilised.
At the outbreak of war, Pa was 75, but looked and acted more like a man in his
fifties, so it was no wonder to anyone that, when the Home Guard was formed, he
announced his intention of joining. The age-limit was 65, but here was the first lie of
his life - he put his age at 63, and was accepted. So there he was, back in his beloved
khaki, and with his old rank of Staff Sergeant Instructor, going several times a week
to a Drill Hall to teach musketry. In time, he became a little disillusioned, however,
and I suspect that the reason was the fact that now he had charge of part-time
veterans, who could more or less attend when it suited them, instead of the young
men who comprised his captive audience before. Nevertheless, he stuck it out until
the end of the war; surely an outstanding achievement for a man of his years. He had
by now given up the daily ride to Portslade, but not in order to rest, for he took a bus
to a job he was now doing at Pannell's, the photographers, in Church Road, Hove,
every day. At the age of 80 he was still striding out strongly, and was entirely fit.
At this time, Nancy Drake left Formby to take up an appointment in Exeter, and
she asked if I would care to go on with a couple of small teaching jobs locally that she
would have to relinquish. It was fifteen years since I had done any of that work, but I
said I'd have a go, and she introduced me to the owners of 'Girls College', Miss Violet
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Mason and Miss Dora Cartwright. They ran a very nice little school in two adjoining
large houses in Freshfield Road, and we fixed up for me to be their part-time, visiting
Art teacher. It was within easy cycling distance of home, and I soon settled back into
school life. Afterwards I realised that I was on trial for the first term, for only after
that was I invited to take the other small job. It transpired that Miss Mason lived at
Hightown (a small village towards Liverpool) with her sister Dorothy. The latter ran
a one-room school at their home, for very young children. Ray took me by car to
interview them there, and again I became a part-time teacher; and quite enjoyed the
camaraderie that my ventures brought.
We were at war in name only, so far, and nothing more war-like than our canteen,
and the building of a large barracks (the Camp) near the shore, to house a contingent
of the Lancashire Regiment, had any bearing on the situation. A few barrage-balloons
floated lazily over Liverpool, looking quite attractive in their silver-grey, airy way.
Our front door and that of the church being only a matter of yards apart, I was able
to cross the space between them in a few seconds. This was a great boon to me, and I
went over several times a day - especially when I discovered the possibility of being
allowed to play with the organ. It was only a humble harmonium, but I had always
had a liking for organ noises, and here was one within reach. A Mrs. Formby came
and played for Benediction, and after a time I asked her if she thought I could have a
practise on it: she was delighted, as I think all organists would be, at the prospect of
an understudy. So it came about that I familiarised myself with the hymns, and
suitable tunes to play at the ends of Services, and a very satisfying hobby I found it.
Inevitably, the evening came when Mrs. Formby could not play and she rang up to
ask me to do it for her. I was petrified, but no-one seemed to notice anything strange
or different, and I was encouraged by that fact, and went on practising, almost daily,
in fact. That was the beginning of some fifteen years of organ-playing, which I
enjoyed very much.
One evening, I heard Mrs. Formby telling Fr. Pilson that she would have to give up
playing, for family reasons. He at once turned to me and said, "We'll manage, won't
we, Mrs. Lintott?" -so there I was, well and truly hooked! Everyone, from then on,
regarded me as the organist, in spite of the fact that I was entirely untrained in any
branch of music-making. To report truly, I did reach a fair level of achievement,
fostered, no doubt, by the sheer enjoyment I experienced in filling the church with
music. I played on Sundays and Wednesdays, and on any other special days, such as
Christmas and Holy Days, for many years - neither expecting nor getting payment.
When it came to weddings, though, I was paid - usually a guinea; over the years,
this happened eleven or twelve times. When I protested (about taking payment like
this) to another organist, she said it was only fair to others in our profession (!) to
take a fee for our services. She, by the way, said once that my playing was excellent,
so my cup of pleasure was full, for she was a real professional.
I cannot resist listing the places where I have played an organ; they were these: St.
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Anne's, Freshfield; Clumber Lodge Convent; The Camp Chapel (Midnight Mass for the
troops); Bishop's Court Chapel; Our Lady of Victories, Hightown; Montfort House
Chapel (Missionary Fathers), Blundellsands; the church at Boreth-y-Gest, Wales; The
Sacred Heart, Newhaven; the Convent of St. Jeanne Antide, Burwash; St. Thomas
More's, Seaford; as well as numerous private houses. To my lasting chagrin, I once
missed an opportunity of trying my hand at a magnificent Hammond, through sheer
lack of courage to speak up. It was at an open-air procession at the monastery of Our
Lady of England, Storrington, when, the service being ended, people crowded round
to look at the organ, and several tried it. It would have been the easiest thing in the
world to have followed suit, but my nerve deserted me.
However, I had an interesting experience at the big Formby church once. A
wedding was about to be celebrated, with nice, old Fred Boraston presiding at the
organ. I asked him if he would mind my watching him play, and he not only
welcomed me, but made room for me on the bench beside him; and then explained
each item of his programme as it came. Afterwards he said he'd like to give me some
lessons if he ever had the time, but that time never came, for the grand old man met
with a tragic end. He was a picturesque figure in his cut-away coat and butterfly
collar, and was invariably courteous and kind to everyone. In order to keep his
appointments during the war, he was not deterred by air-raids and no trains running,
but would actually walk through the black-out, as far as Bootle and back, a matter of
about sixteen miles, ignoring the possibility of bombs falling near him. However,
none of these hazards caused his death, though it happened during black-out hours;
he was on his way to play the organ at Our Lady's when, stepping off the footpath, he
collided with a dimly-lit taxi. He was greatly missed by the people of Formby.
One day I saw from our house across the road, a team of men unloading an organ
from a van and taking it into the church. Greatly intrigued, for I had heard nothing of
its coming, I hurried across to investigate. I found that a large American Organ was
being pushed into place; it was too big to go up the stairs, and had to be left on
ground-level while the men went away to think out a plan for getting it up to the
gallery. At first, it frightened me, it was so huge, and I continued with the one upstairs
for a while, until I had had some practise on the fresh one. It had two manuals and
fairly bristled with stops, nevertheless, I was soon on good terms with it, and
revelling in the abundance and beauty of the sounds I was able to conjure up by the
manipulation of keys and stops.
At length four or five men arrived to tackle the job of hoisting it up to the gallery;
they brought ropes and a ladder and I watched the proceedings in wonder. They
wound the ropes around the organ, turned it on its back and leaned it against the
ladder, whose top rested on the balcony rail. Then, as I watched with bated breath,
two of the men pushed and went up the ladder with it, while those up top pulled on
the ropes until it reached the rail, where they all eased it to the floor - a hazardous
operation, I thought, and most creditably performed. So there was my pride and joy,
duly installed within yards of my home, and all ready to give me much enjoyment for
many years to come; whenever I felt dispirited, a tune on the organ soon put me
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right.
In his capacity as Curator of the Art Gallery, Ray came into close contact with
Southport's Chief Librarian - for the Departments of Art School, Gallery and Library
were under one roof, in the Municipal Buildings. Trevor Stevenson and his wife Betty
were an intelligent and loveable pair, and we all became good friends, visiting each
others' homes to tea frequently. Trevor, especially, was a simple soul, easily pleased,
and interested in everything.
One day we found him teaching himself to drive a second-hand car he had bought,
by steering it round and round the trees in his not very large garden, grinning like a
schoolboy as he did so. His efforts succeeded, and we sometimes went about in our
two cars. One such jaunt took us to look for samphire, an edible sea-plant, which
Trevor had become interested in, and he led the way to a likely spot on the Ainsdale
shore. We did indeed find some and took it to our house and boiled it - but volunteers
to try eating it were few, I fear. Geoff and Trevor nibbled at it, I think, but at least we
had had pleasure in hunting it!
Ray, at this time, was responsible for getting together an Exhibition of Chinese Art,
and succeeded very well. It entailed many hours of work, contacting owners of
Chinese objets d'art and persuading them to loan them to the coming exhibition.
Trevor Stevenson was very interested and indeed helped with the project. At the end
of our lane there lived a Mrs. Herron and her son Leslie, last of a family of decaying
gentry, so to speak (she used to describe to me how her doctor-husband's carriage
and pair drove up to the door). Certainly the large old house was fast falling into
decay, and was largely abandoned excepting for the back part, where the mother and
son had their quarters. They were highly intelligent people, and very interesting.
When they heard of the exhibition, they invited us to ramble at will over the house,
looking for specimens. Sure enough, Ray found some handsome Chinese tables and
vases, and they were conveyed on loan to the Gallery.
In due time, the exhibition was ready, and the Chinese Consul, (Mr.?) Y.C. Tseng
and his wife (in native costume) came from Liverpool to open it, in the presence of
the Mayor. Ray asked the Consul to visit us at a later date and he came one day to tea!
This was a frightening experience for there he was, a shiny black-haired little man, all
white teeth, shovelling food into his mouth whilst talking at the top of his voice; at
the same time pushing his plate and cup and saucer around the table in an alarming
manner. He was interested in Geoff, and showed him the Chinese way of reading
books - from 'back to front'.
Poor Leslie Herron was a consumptive, and did not live longer than about 28
years.
We were now instructed to allow no lights to show from our windows after dark.
This gave everyone quite a lot of work and the run on black sateen was enormous;
though some people made frames of wood and cardboard and pressed these into the
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window spaces. A new type of official appeared on the scene, called 'Air-raid
Wardens' - rather overbearing persons, in my view, at least during the early days of
the war. Some would lurk about the blacked-out streets just ready to pounce on
anyone they saw smoking a cigarette and, in a loud voice, order it to be extinguished.
All very lawful, no doubt, but hardly proportionate to the situation at that time.
Early one sunny morning the ladies of the W.V.S. called at each house and asked
for a towel, which they said would be needed for some troops on their way to our
village. We were not kept long, wondering what this might mean, for soon we saw the
lanes full of tired and dirty soldiers, their clothes in rags, in many instances. People
were inviting them in, in groups of two or three, and we followed suit; in our case
four wandered into our garden, and we gave them tea. They were desperately tired,
but brimming over with news of their experiences of the past 48 hours or so.
This, then, was how we came to hear of Dunkirk - at first hand, absolutely. Each
had a hair-raising tale to tell and it was easy to believe them, for the confusion
attending the action was mirrored in the fact that they all belonged to different
regiments. I took out my needle and thread and sewed up a few of the more gaping
holes in their uniforms, for which they were grateful. They were not in the district
long, but were soon re-grouped and sent off - not before I had heard Sussex-by-theSea ringing round the lanes, though! I was thrilled. Soon another party arrived, this
time they were Continental officers, also in a state of disrepair. So conscious were
they of their untidiness that they asked Ray to tell them where they could buy new
clothes. For answer he got out the car and we took them to Southport shops - three
French or Belgian chaps and Ray and me, quite a squash! I was much moved
subsequently, to learn that two of the Liverpool's ferry boats, 'Daffodil' and 'lris', on
which I had often crossed the Mersey, had played a leading part in the evacuation of
Dunkirk.
To my great satisfaction, in 1940, Ray decided that he would at last be able to
afford Stonyhurst fees for Geoff, so things began to move in that direction; by the
time all was ready, it was in January 1941 that he set off on his new venture.
Evidently he was not very skilful at tying his tie neatly, for, on the evening before his
departure, there was a practise-session before the mirror, to the accompaniment of
Ray's cri-de-coeur, "How can you go to Stonyhurst not knowing how to tie your tie?"
We took him by car the next morning, and at once ran into an amusing incident,
which, however, did not seem at all funny at the time. We took sandwiches, etc.,
which we ate before turning into the long drive leading to the college. We were met
by Fr. Leo Belton, S.J., who welcomed us with the words, "You are just right - lunch is
all ready," and led us to the Stuart Room (portraits of these personages hung on the
walls, hence the name), where we found the table laid for the three of us and two
priests, one our host. A serving-man glided about, handing us turkey, mince pies and
wine, and I never spent a more uncomfortable time wasting a good meal as I did on
that day! Fr. Belton set out to bewilder Geoff, at one point, by saying about a plate of
cakes, "those are out of the garden, would you believe it?" We all had a good laugh at
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this quip - probably a hardy annual for new boys.
When lunch was over, he suggested to Geoff that he might like to go and look
round for a while; when he'd gone, we discussed him openly, before rising to leave.
We were shown large areas of that lovely building, Stonyhurst College, and where
Geoff would eat, sleep and work, and I went home thanking God for the privilege of
leaving him in such ideal surroundings - with their endless possibilities for Geoff, in
every way open to a boy of 14. It always seemed to me that he had not been truly
happy at the Xaverian College, for his end-of-term Reports were mostly poor ones,
and he was placed as low as 9th in his last exam results there. My theories appeared
to be justified by the fact that he actually rose to the top position in his class, in his
very first term at Stonyhurst; better conditions, better teaching, perhaps? Anyway, I
was proud of him at that moment. Before long, however, we had news that he was in
the Infirmary with Chicken-pox! I suffered a mother's anxiety, but he was nursed
very efficiently, and returned to his normal routine in due course.
Our next-door neighbour, Mrs. Murphy, had her new daughter, Roma, about now,
and many a time I had her in her pram in my garden while Mummy went shopping;
Leslie, too, was a frequent visitor, trotting between the two gardens freely.
Violet Mason, smiling as usual, said casually to me one day that she thought of
having a minor, outstanding operation during the forthcoming holidays. I thought no
more about it until I was suddenly told that she had died under it; one wonders
whether she made a wise decision, in the sad circumstances. Her sister, Dorothy, was
inconsolable.
I do not propose to describe our war experiences in detail or chronological order.
We had five years of general discomfort, entailing genuine danger, near-starvation
and its attendant ill-health (both Ray and I had a series of painful boils on our faces),
and memory boggles at the task of fitting dates to the grisly incidents. Instead, I will
put down memories as they occur to me.
At this time, Tony's future career was being discussed, and it was decided that he
should enter the R.A.F. under a 12-year contract. I deplored this, but had no say in the
matter, and he entered Cranwell College at the age of 15. After about three years of
this training, he called on us one day - a well-set-up young fellow, quiet and
unassuming as ever. Geoff was at home on holiday, so they were able to see each
other.
St. Anne's Church was still not a Parish Church, and so was not strictly looked
after. Fr. Lawrence Anderton, from Our Lady's, knowing this, called and asked if we
would keep a look-out for incendiary bombs which might fall on the church or on the
grass round it. Of course we promised to do that and, ever after, during lulls in airraids, went into the garden to make sure the church was all right.
It was estimated that, in one week, 2000 bombs fell on Merseyside, so it was
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inevitable that some fell on Formby. Words cannot describe the sheer misery
experienced throughout the course of air-raids, great or small. First there came the
warning siren, itself a spine-chilling wail; we were supposed to get into a shelter
when we heard that, but we didn't have one. Then came a pause, during which all
ears were strained to catch the first drone of enemy planes, approaching, in our case,
from the north as they followed the coast into Liverpool. Sometimes, all Hell would
be let loose over us as guns from our camp down the road got in some shots to try
and head them off. This succeeded sometimes, only spoiled by the fact that they got
rid of their bombs on us. I have seen tracer-bullets curving prettily over our garden,
and it became a habit, when Geoff was on holiday, to search the garden each morning
for scraps of metal blown there by explosions the night before.
I put a camp bed in the hall-way of our bungalow for him, and he slept there
during the holidays - which I came to dread. On one particular night I tried to hide
from him the fact that the Nazis had set fire to the pinewoods, and were dropping
bomb after bomb into it, thinking they had got a good Liverpool target, no doubt. It
was no use, he peeped through the black-out curtain, and saw what we had seen,
everything lighted up with a red glare, amide the roaring of flames and choking
smoke and flying ash - truly a night to remember! I was doubly thankful when the
time came for us to deliver him to quiet Stonyhurst.
During these night raids, it was peoples' habit to go into the garden after the 'Allclear, siren had sounded, and look up at the sky as after a thunderstorm. I remember
hearing a cock crow on one such early morning turn round the garden - a blessed
sound after all the hate-noises that had gone before! Meanwhile, 'Young Harry' was
making a way for himself, and doing well as Principal Private Secretary to the
President of the Board of Trade, Lord Chandos.
Soon after came the news that he had received a knighthood, in the order of st.
Michael and St. George.
Up to now, I have not mentioned our dog Jock very much, which proves, I think,
how quiet and well-behaved he was; but now, time was catching up with the poor old
thing, and he was becoming increasingly fearful of air-raids. So much so that he
became hysterical at the mere sound of the warning siren; one night there came a
sickening crash of crockery when he pulled the tablecloth, laid for breakfast, on to
the floor. After that, it was obvious that we could keep him no longer, for his head
lolled on one side, paralysed, and his distress was apparent. Ray rang a vet, who
came to fetch him - he loved a car ride and readily jumped in. That was the last we
saw of our faithful old friend; he was all of 14.
Food and clothing were getting scarce now, and we were supposed to exist on
such small rations as one egg, ¼lb. margarine, ½lb. sugar and ½lb. meat per week,
whilst one could not buy even a handkerchief without presenting a coupon with the
money. Consequently, I was interested in an appeal for professional men to offer
their services in the armed forces, in an administrative capacity. Ray talked about it,
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and I hoped that he would decide to go; my only consideration was that here was an
excellent opportunity to get some proper food and clothing, at last. However, he
hesitated just a shade too long, and, whilst he still turned it over in his mind, John
Mowels jumped in first and went himself. He was an army Colonel at Catterick Camp,
being driven about in a Staff car, in no time at all, leaving Ray in charge of the Art
School, in his old suits and with poor food. So, coupled with the fact that he was in the
school during all its working hours, it was not surprising that his health began to
suffer. I started to keep a few ducks in the garden, so, at least, we had eggs to help our
meagre diet.
Large numbers of refugees now began pouring into Formby from Liverpool, and in
consequence, 'Rest Centres' came into being, in church and other halls, our Gild Hall
including. Whole families slept on the floor, and a devoted band of the W.V.S. served
meals and washed the babies! Such heroism was not for me, I fear, though my turn
was to come. Soon, cars bearing school-children toured the roads, and a child or two
literally dumped at each house, in spite of protests by most people. My quota should
have been two small girls, but I shied at that prospect, and compromised by saying I
could only take one, and that a boy. They had no more boys on board, but said we
would find one at a certain schoolroom in the village.
On arrival there, we found several unhappy youngsters waiting to be taken into
billets. I'm afraid we picked the cleanest-looking one, and took him home with us.
Even then, my first action was to put him into a bath, and his clothes into a sack. I left
him to soak while I rounded up some clothes of Geoff’s to dress him in, and when I
returned to the bath-room, I found the poor kid fast asleep in the water. He was
Kenneth Chipchase, aged 11 or 12, I forget which, and he went daily to the village
school with his Liverpool pals. We had some surprises with his table manners, and he
would shout to his friends as we passed them in the car; Ray drew the line at that, of
course. Otherwise Kenneth fell in with us fairly well, and eventually offered to help
me by volunteering to polish the brass door handles. On the first Sundays he was
with us, all his family turned up to see him: the parents and several brothers and
sisters arrived, complaining of the hardship of being parted from him! How did they
think t was enjoying having an extra one to feed and work for? He was with us for
some months, and actually came to visit me about three years later, which quite
pleased me.
Just before Christmas, 1942, I became desperately ill. The noises in my head
resembled jangling tin cans, accompanied by many hard brooms sweeping many
pavements. I was reduced to lying flat out, listening to these sounds, for I could hear
nothing else, and obsessed with one thought - to hold Fr. Scott's hand! Geoff offered
to read to me, and fetched a book about Sussex, which he proceeded to read whilst
perched on the foot of the bed. It was a very kind thought, but I could not bear it for
long and was glad when it was over.
Fr. 'Paddy' Scott was a burly Irishman, with the usual fund of jokes and anecdotes,
which he poured out generously. He looked the picture of health, with his tanned face
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and thick, curly hair. Actually, he was on permanent sick leave and did only light
work, which took the form of helping with the services at St. Anne's. He had lodgings
in the house opposite us, so we knew him very well. I achieved my ambition, for
when he came to see me, I stretched out my hand, and he held it. Geoff was on the
other side and I gave him my other hand - we must have made a pretty picture, but
my dearest wish of the moment was being fulfilled, and that was all that mattered, to
me. Poor Fr. Scott died in middle-age, of what, we never knew.
On Christmas Eve Geoff told me that the local Silver Band were playing carols
outside. I could hear nothing but my private noises, and he opened the window,
hoping to bring the music to me in that way but I still couldn't hear it.
Dr. Arthur Sykes was a nice old man, with the perfect bedside manner. Never in a
hurry, and ever ready to listen, a visit by him was more like a social call than a
medical occasion. [At this point, Grace has inserted a press cutting: "Dr. Sykes, who resided in

Freshfield Road, was the family doctor in those days (1916). He was held in high regard as a gentleman
and a sportsman. His rather unusual hobby of keeping ducks of rare breeds won him many prizes in
various shows. He was also president for many years of the local football club. ] We first met him

when Geoff started at Bishop's Court, where he was the school doctor. He had four
sons, of whom he was very proud, though to his great disappointment, none of them
followed him in Medicine. He used to talk about them to me, and I gathered that they
were all doing useful work in other fields, one a scientist, another an aircraft
designer, another, rather vaguely, in Australia, whilst Peter was an artist (A.R.C.A.?).
Ray called him in at the start of my illness, and he gave me tablets to swallow they were called 'M. & B.', I remember. He sat down as usual, though at the first visit, I
was in no state to carry on a conversation. I never really knew what was the matter
with me at that time, the only clue I had was a remark by Dr. Sykes to the effect that
he'd never heard of a pneumonia patient failing to respond to M. & B., so perhaps that
was what Ray and Geoff nursed me through for three weeks. At the end of that time, I
was able to get up for part of each day, and I congratulated myself on the fact that all
my chilblains had disappeared in the warmth of my sick-bed!
Ray proposed a short car-ride one day, and this was to provide our other hairraising experience with the car. We had set off in the direction of Liverpool, intending
to go only a short distance, as it was my first time out and I was still a bit weak. We
had gone along the motor-road until we came to a gap in the centre grassland,
through which we could drive, in order to face the other way, to go home. Ray put out
the right-hand indicator and drew into position to turn, I making sure nothing was
following behind. Before he had time to make the turn, however, something crashed
into us and passed by on our near side, mounting the grass verge as it did so. It came
to a standstill in front of us, and a man fell off it into the road. It was a flat, open lorry
and crowded with men, surely travelling at too great a speed for their safety. Luckily,
it dealt us only a glancing blow, but our back axle was damaged, and Ray had to leave
the car at a garage nearby. So there was l, spilt out on to a cold January landscape on
my first day out. Ray thumbed a lift for me and I went home and into bed, while he
72

and Geoff followed later, when they had made statements to the other driver and the
garage people. That same evening a policeman sat taking notes in my bedroom,
where we were all gathered, by the fire.
The car was mended, and we had a few more half-hearted drives, but soon petrol
rationing arrived, and we were allowed only about one gallon a week. This was not
enough to justify the expense of running a car at all, and Ray suddenly decided to get
rid of it. He sold it for ?50, saying at the same time that he would never be able to
trust the repaired axle. No doubt he had had a shock, too.
Meanwhile, Brighton too was having its share of war-time incidents. A German
airman came down on a parachute and landed in the road a few yards from 35,
Ditchling Rise; he was surrounded and taken prisoner, of course. Pop and Momma
were walking in Stanford Avenue one day when they suddenly became aware of a
plane which was spraying bullets on the road; they had to take shelter behind one of
the big trees while it lasted! But their really serious experience was when a bomb
was dropped at the end of their road. It went through a house in Argyle Road and
exploded on the giant viaduct which carries trains across the valley between
Brighton Station and East Sussex. A whole section of the bridge fell into Preston Road
beneath, carrying with it masses of masonry, tons of bricks and lengths of twisted
railway-lines. In the event this was as well, for the electric current was thus cut off
and an approaching train stopped before it reached the scene. The din and shock of
that night must have been colossal, and few houses in the vicinity escaped damage.
No-one who ever heard the whine of falling bombs and felt their blast could
possibly forget the grisly experience. At the first wail of the siren, I would get out of
bed, if in the night, and into our hallway under the apex of the roof - the strongest
part of the house, we supposed. One night during a raid, I opened a bedroom door,
only to have it pulled out of my hand by the blast of a nearby bomb, whilst our whole
house seemed to leap and settle again in a shower of plaster from the ceilings. I was
always worried about Liverpool, and would gaze nightly at the fiercely red sky
hanging over its fires. I opened the window one night and heard a noise rushing
towards me like an approaching train. When it reached me it actually felt like a blow
in the chest, and the window was wrenched from me.
The Nazis did not always wait for darkness before releasing their bombs though
they preferred black nights, obviously. We always expected them when there was no
moon, and searchlights prodded the sky. Conversely, we grew bold on moonlit nights,
and public concerts etc. were arranged to suit those periods, and the dates of fullmoon printed on the advertisements. One afternoon I was over the road having a
tune on the organ; I had the church to myself, and was enjoying the jolly noise I was
making. Suddenly, literally out of the blue, a bomb fell and the impact of the blast on
that empty building was truly frightening. I was surprised to find that I was still in
one piece, and music was forgotten for the rest of that day, as I hurried home in fear
and trembling.
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On another sunny afternoon, hearing cricket being played, I went round to the
ground and found soldiers from the Camp enjoying a match between themselves. I
heard the drone of a plane and looked up at some small clouds drifting along, very
high up. The plane appeared to be weaving in and out of these as if trying to hide
itself and at the same time travel with the clouds. One by one the cricketers also
looked up, then consulted others. Whatever their conclusions (for everyone speaks in
whispers at cricket) could only be guessed, but with one accord they all - batsmen,
fielders and umpires - left the field together, to return to camp and man the antiaircraft guns, was my guess!
Sunday mornings provided scenes of much interest in the road outside our house.
Some sixty or so of the King's Regiment, billeted in Formby, marched to Mass at St.
Anne's, at 8.00a.m. They came out to the sound of bag-pipes, and saw a colourful
contingent of chaps, in kilts, arriving for the following Mass. These were lnniskillin
Fusiliers, also billeted in the Village. They were highly intelligent and likeable
Irishmen, as we at the canteen discovered, and we became firm friends with many of
them. On arriving at the church they would put the bag-pipes on top of our privet
hedge (and never before did it bear such a bizarre burden) and 'Fall-out', soon to
watch with interest the King's march off. These latter seemed highly embarrassed at
being appraised by such a crack regiment, for they were humble recruits only.
Sometimes I was asked to play a hymn for them, and then I was very proud indeed
of being the only woman at an Army Church Parade. The Fusiliers were very smart,
highly-trained troops; in fact they were ready for service overseas when they came to
Formby, so it was quite thrilling to see with what precision they formed up outside
church and marched away, drums beating and pipes playing. Unfortunately, there is
no happy ending to this story, and many a Formby family felt a sense of personal loss
when it became known that the casualties among those gay young men had been
very heavy. It seemed incredible that so many of those we had been playing tabletennis with at the canteen last week, so to speak, were now dead - killed in battle.
Especially mourned was a mature, fatherly man, a sergeant, who seemed to be in
charge of the welfare side of things. He had a cheery word for everyone, and the
whole Village knew and loved him - though he was only a visitor in their midst.
At this time I thought it might be a good idea if I took on the task of selling Catholic
newspapers in the church porch on Sundays, as the paper shop was a fair distance
away, and people might be glad of the service. I obtained permission, and set about
ordering some papers from a Liverpool wholesaler, who put a bundle of about 3
dozen on the train every Friday. I would collect them at Freshfield Station, take them
home, fold each copy and write the customer's names on, and leave them in the porch
to be collected. The profit to me was ½d. on each paper, after deduction of carriage
and stamps etc., so I don't think I could have been accused of doing it for gain. For the
record, I performed this service for a total of fifteen years, which represents
something like 24,000 newspapers sold!
I used to deliver a few to remote addresses, one such being 'Clumber Lodge,, a
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convent housing nuns and their charges, unwanted babies. Les Soeurs des Petits was
the title of the Sisters, and very valuable work they did. I would watch the children
dancing in their swing harness in the sunny nurseries, when I took the papers to the
convent, and the nuns always welcomed me. Clumber Lodge had been the residence
of a family of Reynolds, descendants of Sir Joshua, they claimed. Francis was an old
Boy of Bishop's Court and Stonyhurst; he joined the Navy during the war and was
killed at sea.
In 1943 I spent a week at Stonyhurst, lodging at the house of the College
carpenter, at about half a mile's distance from the main buildings. Each morning I
would walk beside the cricket fields until I met Geoff coming towards me, and we
would chat until it was time for him to go back' Occasionally I asked him to bring a
friend to tea at my lodgings - this was a treat for all of us, and was sanctioned by the
boys' tutors. On the Saturday a cricket match was arranged with Rossall and, being in
England, of course the morning opened with heavy rain. I went up to the pavilion,
where I found several people laying tables for lunch. After watching for a while, I
asked if I could help, and my offer was gladly accepted - so I can add to my activities
that of preparing lunch tables for a Public Schools cricket match. The weather
improved very slowly and only a very sketchy game was possible.
One day Geoff took me to see his bedroom-study, in 'Quality Street', as the corridor
outside was named. I liked the room, with its feeling of history and quiet study. He
had asked our permission to take German as a subject, a suggestion that did not
immediately appeal to us, for just then, anything German seemed not to be very
popular! However, we decided to encourage him in anything that appealed to him in
the line of study, and he went ahead with it. Apparently, we were not misguided in
our outlook on his behalf, for, in no time at all, it seemed, his German-born professor
told us that Geoff was the best student he had ever had. As proof of his ability with
the language at that time, the Formby Police had his name down as a possible
interpreter, should the need arise, during vacations.
He and several contemporaries, 17-year-olds, went, with permission, to the
Recruiting Office at Preston and volunteered for military service, and were accepted.
They were told that they would not be required until they were 18, though, and with
that they went back to their studies.
I went again to Stonyhurst, this time by invitation, to see a play put on by the
Seniors. It was the Cardinal by Louis N. Parker and was excellently done. Geoff had
the part of Andrea Strozzi, an Italian villain, and maintained a broken-English accent
throughout a long and exacting performance. At the buffet supper afterwards it was I
who received congratulations -on the brilliance of my offspring, presumably! Fr.
Belton suggested to Geoff that he should take me back to the Shireburn Arms, where I
had booked for a night, and we walked up the long drive and down the lane leading
to the hotel. I returned home the next morning by bus, for we had no car, of course.
Leslie Murphy was now growing into a comely lad, and when I found that he liked
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cricket I often asked him into our garden for a game, and, indeed, set out to coach
him seriously in bowling and batting. I may or may not have had any part in his
development in these arts, but the fact remains that, a few years afterwards, he
became one of the Formby 1st XI's best bowlers.
At about this time, Ray was summoned to serve as a juryman at the Liverpool
Assizes. That meant daily attendance, a lot of waiting about and no payment, even for
meals. He came home tired, but full of admiration for British justice, in general, and
for Mr. Justice Stable in particular.
Colonel Mowels came from Catterick Camp to spend a week-end with us, and,
although I maintained a feeling of unease in his presence (since the age of 15!), I had
to admit that I had a certain snobbish pride at being seen with such a god-like
creature in his pretty uniform; we three strolled out together during the week-end.
Ray and he were stalwart figures, and had been taken for detectives in the days when
they walked to the Art School daily, side by side, with measured tread. In direct
contrast to this pampered, full-o'-beans gentleman, was a young recruit, lately
arrived at Harington Barracks (the Camp). Army life appealed so little to this youth
that the poor, unhappy thing climbed a tree in Cricket Path and hanged himself one
owl-hooting night. At the time there was so much of tragedy everywhere, with the
bombing, that no great attention was paid to the incident.
And now, over at St. Anne's Church, the congregation was growing, and people
were getting to know each other. It was decided that, in order to build ourselves a
hall for social occasions, we must put up a temporary structure, and make a start
with that. A disused Army hut was obtained, and one Saturday afternoon six or so
men voluntarily arrived to assemble the sections. I arrived in the background, chiefly
to watch, but ready to help if I could. They toiled until dusk, and two sides of the
building were completed. Next morning when Mass-time came, those of us who had
been present at the raising of the two walls looked at each other -the wind had blown
down everything during the night! Even that setback was not sufficient to deter
people with a purpose, and they were soon starting the job again, from scratch.
Fixing the roof on was a very tricky job for amateurs - one false move and it could
have come down on top of the workers. However, the shell of the building was
completed and then began the task of decorating the inside and putting down a floor.
It was decided to cover the walls with tin sheeting, to make it fireproof. Large
quantities of thick tin, barrel-linings, probably, were dumped in the hall; I guessed
they came from a Liverpool warehouse. They all had to be uncurled and lines drawn
on each to show where they were to be cut. This was where I could come in, and I
measured and drew lines on tin sheets day after day, ready for some brave souls to
come along and cut them. The cutting was done with a pair of giant shears, and was a
tricky business, for one was apt to cut one's fingers - not with the shears but with the
severed edge of the tin. I hated doing it at first, but persevered and became quite
skilful at it. When all the sheets were ready, they had to be nailed to the wall, and a
devoted chap called Eric Hagerty spent most of his spare time for weeks doing just
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that. There was not much I could do at that stage, so I spent many an evening simply
handing him nails. At last, all was ready enough, with cloak-rooms and a kitchen, and
we began having whist drives and jumble sales, with the object of making money to
provide ourselves with a permanent hall. Living opposite as I did, I was considered to
be the most suitable person to hold the key, a trust that I enjoyed for many years.
When Geoff was 17½ the Army called for him, and sent him to Glasgow for
training in their ways. He left Stonyhurst full of honours, having certainly made the
most of his stay there; with proficiency in four languages to prove his industry. Until
now, his only contact with things military had been membership of the college
officers Training corps. But here, on leave from Maryhill Barracks, Glasgow, was the
real thing, precision-walking and foot-stamping all there, as expected. This untypical
phase did not last long, however, and soon he was back at book-study' He received a
Commission, and by virtue of his knowledge of languages, was directed to a course in
Chinese at the School of Oriental Languages at London University.
In the Autumn of 1945, I received a totally unexpected wire from Momma asking
me to go at once to Brighton, as Pop was ill. on my last visit, he had been perfectly fit
though he did distress me one day by remarking, "How can I possibly live much
longer?,, - so it seemed that he had a premonition of things to come.
I telephoned Ray at the Art school, and we agreed that I had better take the
midnight train from Liverpool, as we did not know just how bad Pop was. I therefore
packed a suitcase, and went into Southport to say good-bye to Ray, before catching a
train to Liverpool Exchange. Rather foolishly, for the black-out was still in force, I
elected to walk from Exchange station to Lime Street, and it was not long before a
character sidled up to me and said, ,,Carry your bag, lady?" only then did I realise that
I was taking a risk by being alone in the dark at about 10.30p.m., and I redoubled my
pace to the station.
Arrived there, I found that the platform was packed solid with servicemen of all
kinds. There was nothing for it but to board the train with them and I found myself
the only woman in the carriage with seven men of mixed uniforms, among whom
were several Americans. The only light was a tiny bulb in the roof and, as the train
got under way, one of the men turned even that off and everyone, except myself,
settled down to sleep. That was the most weird journey I ever remember taking,
made as it was in complete darkness, surrounded by strange men' one of the
Americans had offered me a sandwich before the train moved off. Not liking to
offend, I took one and was immediately sorry that I had done so. It had a horrid taste,
mostly of rancid butter and I disposed of it under the seat as quickly as I could
without detection.
I arrived in Brighton very early in the morning, and saw pop in bed for the first
time in my life. He seemed quite calm and untroubled, and it was no surprise to me to
hear that he had quite recently been coaching the altar-boys of St. Mary's in games
and boxing. The end of a very active life was, however, here, and in a few days he died
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as he had lived - quietly and without fuss, on October 1Oth aged 81. Curiously, this
was the 19th anniversary of the day when he stood as godfather at Geoff’s baptism.
After the funeral, when I was making my way home, I met Geoff in London in the
evening and he took me to a restaurant for a meal, before putting me on my train at
Euston. And so t returned to Lancashire, so much the poorer for the loss of my pop for we were invariably on the very best of terms.
At this point, our landlady wrote a letter offering to sell the bungalow to us for ?
600. Ray said, "No", and went on to pay just that amount in rent. Altogether, he paid
twice the sum asked, with nothing to show for it at the end. I have no comment to
make about this.
The Girls' College could not continue without Miss Mason, and gradually came to a
standstill. That meant the end of my small job there, and I left, bearing a small
portable blackboard as souvenir. I continued to visit Miss Dorothy's school at
Hightown, though; in fact she and I became firm friends, even to staying at each
other's houses for holidays.
My pattern of life consisted at this time of household chores, shopping, organ
playing, a little sacristan work, an evening over at the Hall, another at the canteen,
and a day at Hightown, teaching. I was alone all the week, for Ray was always at the
Art School, from breakfast until bedtime.
News came that Tony was progressing so well in the R.A.F. that he was now
piloting jet-planes. As he said himself, "It's great, we can get to Paris in five minutes",
at which point I wondered who would want to do that.
Young Harry (Sir Harry), in Government service since 1932, was making good
progress, and in 1946 became an Under-Secretary at the Board of Trade. This was
followed by eight years at the Paris Headquarters of Organisation for European
Economic Co-operation, of which he was Deputy Secretary General. Here he met and
married his wife, a London University graduate working in the same organisation.
They had two children, and all four were completely bi-lingual, French/English.
I went again to Brighton before long to be with Momma, and to find out what she
intended to do. She had always wanted to leave the big house in Ditchling Rise, and
now seemed the right moment to move from it; but, to our complete surprise, she
elected to stay, after all. After a time her two sisters, Annie and Kitty, left their house
in Hove and went to live with her. Whilst in the south I arranged for a short holiday
in Tunbridge Wells, and Geoff, resplendent in the uniform of a Lieutenant, went with
me to the Mount Edgcumbe Hotel. We walked and talked during most of the days, but
he found it too quiet and returned to the whirl of London, leaving me to find my way
back to Brighton on my own.
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CHAPTER EIGHT
Life in the post-war years

Now the war ended, and with it went any idea of Geoff being sent to China. He did,
however, gain a scholarship to Greece, where he took part in archaeological work;
and incidentally began a deep liking for the country. Ray and I now waited for him to
announce his choice of a career involving his knowledge of languages. Instead, we
were astonished to hear him say one day, “It's no use, it'll have to be Art" - and he had
not yet had a serious drawing lesson in his life. Determined to leave his future in his
own hands, however, Ray set about getting him into the Brighton College of Art, and
he embarked on the Teaching Diploma Course at that institution.
In 1947, St. Anne's Church became the Parish Catholic Church of Freshfield. That
meant the appointment of a Parish Priest, and he came in the person of Canon John
Bennett, who did not move into the presbytery for some long time to come. Fr. Pilson
continued to live there, holding the fort, so to speak, until the Canon could be
released from his other duties, in Liverpool.
Fresh news came of Tony, this time that he had married at St. Mary's Brighton, his
lovely bride, Molly - a really attractive girl, I thought. Frank was Best Man. After the
wedding they had a flat with Teddie and Mary, until Tony's future was made clearer.
He was now a senior pilot and before long was drafted to Malta, leaving Molly to live
with the family at Kemptown (l fancy she was an orphan).
And now, Ray began to have mysterious pains in the legs. Dr. Sykes could find no
reason for them and suggested a thorough examination by a second doctor. He came
one day and after exhaustive tests, confessed himself baffled, adding that he would
like Ray to enter hospital for observation. The one chosen was at Fazackerley, which
was reached from Bootle station, a long bus ride, in fact. He was there for three
weeks, a worrying time for me, for I did not know what the verdict might be, and the
hospital people did not tell me anything when I went there to see him. As it
happened, he came home looking much as usual, with the pains in the legs returning
at times, but otherwise in his normal health; and he went back to school as if nothing
had happened.
In September 1948 I applied for, and obtained, a job at the Formby Evening
Institute, teaching Leatherwork. As usual, crowds of prospective students turned up
at the opening class, and I was swamped with the weight of their numbers; but the
hard core of serious people soon became apparent, and we were able to settle into a
pattern of manageable proportions. I enjoyed riding my bike along to the school in
the dark, three times a week, and receiving 9s.0d. an hour!
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The brothers John and Cecil Moores were, up to the time they dreamed up the
schemes that emerged as Littlewoods Football Pools, humble residents of Freshfield.
As their fortunes mounted, and they entered the millionaire class, the change became
clear to all. One by one, large houses were bought, and lavishly decorated, and their
gardens expensively laid out; each was destined for a member of the family,
seemingly unending in numbers. It was rumoured that one house, in Victoria Road,
had a room 'papered' with real gold leaf, and from the evident pouring out of money
on the exteriors, the story was credible.
I do not propose to dwell unduly on Ray's death. Suffice it to say that he became ill
on the evening of April 11th 1949, his 56th birthday, was taken to a nursing home,
and died there at about two o'clock the next morning (he was just three weeks older
than I). Fortunately for me, Geoff was at home for the Easter holidays, and he was a
great help to me at this time. Harry came from Edinburgh for the funeral, and several
of the Art School staff and students. Among the former was one Raymond Geering,
whom I had known in Brighton in my student days there. He lived two doors from us
in Ditchling Rise, and followed his schooldays at the Grammar School by taking the
Teaching Diploma Course at the Art School. Needless to say I was surprised when he
arrived on the staff at the Southport School of Art, and wondered just how many
more Brighton teachers would find themselves in Southport.
Now, with Geoff living and working in Brighton, I was truly alone, without my
husband and without means. When Ray had been in Fazackerley Hospital, our
landlady had again offered to sell us Lane End, only then the price had jumped up to
£2000. I begged him to consider it this time, as she was hinting at the possibility of
her son taking it over, and I could not face the prospect of finding another house
whilst he was away. A Mr. Scowcroft, living near us, came to my aid and explained
how to go about getting a mortgage, and, armed with this information, I put it to Ray
when I visited him in hospital, and he at last agreed. So we went forward with the
project, but he lived to pay only the first few months' instalments. This, then, was a
crippling debt which fell on to my shoulders, and I cast round for a means of getting
some money to live on. I was selling ducks' eggs for a few shillings a week, and now I
added a few more by taking in doggy boarders - one at a time, of course. I had no
trouble at all getting customers, as the word soon spread and I often had to say,
"Sorry, full-up." They came in all shapes and sizes, and each had a separate character.
Only once in my life was I ever scared of a dog, though upwards of 20 of them
passed through my hands. This one was a particularly ugly-looking white bull terrier,
massive in size, but with tiny, evil eyes. A girl left it with me, but dog and I had no
point of contact from the start, and whenever I approached it, it bared its fangs and
growled menacingly. The prospect of this going on for a week or fortnight was just
not good enough, and I rang up the owner and told her to come and fetch her darling.
She came, protesting as she did so that the dog was quite quiet and harmless - I did
not agree.
Usually, when a dog was left alone with me, a stranger, it would be unhappy, but
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not aggressive. After a day or two, during which I let them feel the strength of my
hands, they would gradually relax, and begin to follow me around. One of them,
Sandy McArthur, became so attached to me that he came to see me every morning
after he was supposed to have finished his holiday with me. I had to give him a gruff
order to go home, and if we met in the street I had to hide my face or he would follow
me. Poor little Sandy!
Another dog I had, a small black one, spent most of its time being hysterical- a
clear case for psychiatry; so much so that, in order to get some sleep myself, I had the
notion to shut it in the church hall at night, hoping the neighbours would not hear it if
and when it howled. I had no complaints, so perhaps it slept. I was glad when it went,
anyway. I found dachshunds to be quite pleasing characters, in spite of their
unprepossessing looks. I think it was one of these that literally would not let me out
of its sight, so that I had to put its basket in my bedroom doorway before it would
sleep at night. As long as it could see me, it was all right. I had a Corgi many times; its
owners, people from Crosby, went away frequently, and the time came when it
actually had to be forced to go home with its master. All very flattering, and I only
charged 3s.0d. per day, including food.
My method of exercising the dogs was to attach a long rope, a washing line in fact,
to their collars, then mount my bike, and we were off. This became literally true one
day when the Corgi stopped dead, and in doing so dragged me off the bike. I fell with
my shin against the kerbstone. There was no blood, but the blow forced the bone out
of line, so that I could never kneel on that knee again. Knowing I was looking after
these animals, a local invalid lady I knew asked me to exercise her golden spaniel,
Laddie, and this I did for half a crown a time. He was a lovely dog, very intelligent,
and needed no lead, and we pounded along, side by side, through the pinewoods to
the shore; then a short rest before the return journey and a cup of tea with its owner.
I took in many dogs after those first few, and they taught me many things about
themselves. Of first importance is the fact that each has its own personality, which
must be understood by its handler if a happy friendship is to be established between
dog and owner. Above all, animals have a certain dignity, which must be respected.
Now I turned to the renovating of church statues, and made a start at St. George's
(Reformatory) School, where I re-painted two large ones in the school chapel.
Sometimes I had an interested audience of small inmates, who called me 'Miss' in the
course of their whispered conversation. Fr. Scott paid me £1 for the job. I also
secured much work of the same nature in St. Anne's Church; then I went further
afield and called at Burns and Oates Showrooms in Liverpool and asked if they could
give me some work. They entrusted me with a small and rare Madonna and Child
which I took home and worked on; they were pleased with the result and paid me
30s.0d. Afterwards I painted statues at Hightown and, much later, Newhaven, in
Sussex.
A new and interesting project now arrived in the shape of a letter from Miss
Trevor, asking if I would care to accommodate a small boy for sleeping only. I did not
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hesitate, of course, and said Yes at once. Richard Rawsthorne, a well-mannered, clean
little boy, arrived with his nannie, who explained that his parents, hoteliers in Seaton
Carew, had thought of this plan in order to make Richard's entry into boarding school
life as smooth as possible. As for myself, I was delighted to have a Bishop's Court boy
in the house once more, seeing him off In the mornings, and taking him in in the
evenings. Nannie was pleased to leave him with me, and, before she left, arranged his
clothing in the drawers and cupboards in the room that was to be his. She came back
at the end of term to take him home for the holidays, and this went on for several
terms - and with complete success on both sides. At Christmas she brought me a
present, which he handed to me. Eventually he entered B.C. as a boarder, so I still saw
him, when he was playing cricket or rugger.
During one holiday, Geoff and I decided to spend a few days away, so I fixed for us
to go to Anglesey and we set off, little knowing what lay in store for us! We ran into
trouble at once, by the simple decision to go by sea. We boarded the St. Seiriol at
Liverpool and had been afloat only a short time when we ran into horribly rough
water, so that the quiet-looking people we had started with were now transformed
into a screaming mob as each succeeding wave hit us. Geoff remained his calm self,
and I did not join the ill ones, but I absolutely hated being tossed about as we were
throughout the journey. At last the ship came to a standstill at Menai Bridge, and we
all trooped gratefully off.
Now followed a long bus ride to the village of Valley, which we knew to be an
R.A.F. station. We found it to be a deserted-looking place, with few inhabitants. There
was one taxi, and as it was out on a job, we had to wait until its return before we
could get to our destination. It duly came and we drove off towards the sea across
sand-dunes; all we could see in the way of houses were two in the distance right at
the water's edge. At last the taxi could go no further, for thick sand prevented any
more progress - that meant finishing the journey on foot, laden with our bags.
Arrived at our lodging, we were glad of a meal, though we viewed our isolation with
some alarm. The house was comfortable enough, but at high tide the sea actually
lapped the wall of the dining room! Five or six others were staying at the house and
when the tide went down we all went outside to look at some curious little lights like
glow-worms which had been left by the tide - probably some marine life.
I did not relish much the thought of going to bed on top of the sea, so to speak, but
it had to be faced, and I went to my room at last. The airfield runway was at a
distance of a few yards only from us and at intervals plane after plane rose up and
made towards us, seemingly with the sole object of removing our roof, but missing us
at the very last moment as they thundered deafeningly over. I did not expect to sleep,
but put out the light and lay down. Immediately, I discovered that a bright red light
flashed across the wall at regular intervals, and I looked out of the window to find the
cause of this latest disturbance - it was a warning beacon on the airfield, not a stone's
throw away! While I was gazing balefully at that, my eye caught sight of something
else - a raging fire, of great extent, with flames leaping high. Well, there was nothing I
could do about any of these eerie happenings, and I suppose I slept.
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Things looked much brighter in the morning, for the sun shone and the sea looked
lovely. We discovered that we were at right angles to a line of beach, and that the
water which touched our house was part of a channel between us and a tiny island
not twenty feet away from us - meaning that we were not in any danger from
possible waves, as these would break on the beach. We spent part of the morning
sitting on this beach, enjoying the sunshine and watching a lone bather diving from
some rocks. A yacht, crewed by two men and a boy, wearing yellow oilskins, drifted
slowly by our house at no more than hand-shaking distance away. We noted its name
(though I afterwards forgot it) and admired its spick-and-span appearance. All the
time planes were taking off at rooftop level and that was distinctly depressing, as we
felt obliged to cower down each time one came over, quite unnecessarily, no doubt.
We took a walk round to the front of the house, but found the going hard, with
sand almost up to our ankles. Looking across at the airfield, we were startled to see
what looked like a dozen or so men walking, close-packed, bearing on their shoulders
a large black coffin! As they changed direction we realised that it was in fact a boat
that they were carrying from the sea, but the illusion had been very real indeed. Now
the tide was out and our stream had retreated, leaving a stretch of very wet and
treacherous-looking sand. As if I had not had enough to try me for one day, Geoff
elected to cross this sand, in order to reach the small island on the other side.
Nothing happened to him, but I followed his progress with bated breath, expecting
him to be caught in quicksands at any minute; he reached the island, and then I had
the worry of watching his progress across the wet sand on the journey back.
By afternoon there came a dramatic change in the weather, the wind rising to gale
force and whipping up the waves so that they pounded on to the beach with
mounting fury. That was not all, for, marooned as we were between a boiling sea and
a desert of sand that stretched for miles, we were in no mood for the next shock.
News came by telephone, probably from the R.A.F., that the beautiful yacht that we
had admired in the morning, passing so gracefully by, was now in difficulties out in
the bay. A mood of depression settled on our company, and a few of the more hardy
ones started out to walk along the beach, though all they could hope to achieve was
to gaze helplessly at the sea.
Time went on, and by tea-time those of us still in the house were gathered in the
greenhouse, anxiously peering through the glass. Now we began to worry about our
friends, on the beach in that raging storm, out of our sight. Twilight came and news
that the Holyhead lifeboat had been contacted glued us more firmly to our look-out
posts. Darkness fell and the search party returned, wet and dispirited, saying that
they had seen the lifeboat. We could see the searchlight flashing to and fro across the
waves, as the men sought their hapless victims of circumstance. At about ten o'clock
the news reached us that the boat had been spotted, empty and with its mast broken.
Thoroughly depressed, we all went to bed, and before I entered my eerie room with
its flashing red light, I had decided that I wanted to go home. Geoff agreed that he,
too, had had enough of this type of excitement, and we left the next day - not, I must
add, by sea (the gale was still blowing) but by bus and train. We had to change at
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Chester, and while there we read, in a paper Geoff bought, the final chapter of the
sea-drama we had been so close to. It said that the bodies of two men and a boy had
been washed up on the Welsh coast. We reached home sadder and wiser people, with
none of the buoyancy of returning from a holiday, that one would expect.
And now, in lighter vein, I became involved in events in the household of a real,
live admiral named MacKenzie. Evidently he had a shore job, for, in addition to a wife
and two young daughters, he had a large house on the fringe of Freshfield Golf
Course. He and his smart little wife wanted someone to jolly the children along in the
three R's, temporarily, and I went along to offer my services. I called on them one
morning, and, when the door opened, was irresistibly reminded of H.M.S. Pinafore;
for, if they were not exactly polishing the handle of the big front door, they were
indeed polishing the floor of the big front hall. Both wearing natty slacks, he was
wielding a vacuum cleaner and she a mop - at no time did I see any servants. They
approved of me, and Geoff helped me to carry my blackboard down to the house.
I was allotted two attic rooms, and introduced to my new charges. They were an
attractive pair of sisters, very bright and intelligent - the elder, Fiona, aged about 9,
and the younger, whose name escapes me now, about 7. We all liked each other, and
they made progress. Their mother was pleased when I said I could add drawing to
the other subjects, and asked me to supply the children with water-colour boxes,
which I did. I enjoyed teaching these two unusual little girls - they were so eager, and
somehow courteous in an unexpected way. One day, apropos of nothing in particular,
Fiona said, "Would you like me to sing Bless this House?', Of course I said, "Yes," and
her clear young voice soared through the plaintive melody, while her sister and I
listened in silence. t had an uneasy feeling that the sound might reach her mother,
who might think we were wasting time, but no word of it reached me so all was well.
By 1950 Ray Geering had become Second Master at the Art School, with a Mr.
Ratcliffe as Principal. (Mowels had disappeared, I knew not where - and cared less.)
Geering was always kind and pleasant to me, and he suggested that he would put in a
word for me regarding some part-time teaching, if I liked. I went to see Mr. Ratcliffe,
and he offered me Lettering, Design and Modelling Life. The Lettering was evening
work, Design for afternoon Juniors and Modelling for day Seniors. The latter, being
my life's chief subject, interested me the most. I found the standard at Southport
pretty low, and I hope I helped to raise it a little. I certainly introduced iron supports
- z-shaped, and lead piping for holding the clay firmly in place while working. I
cannot imagine how they had managed any modelling before this innovation. No-one
at the school seemed to know anything about casting, either, and I had to start from
scratch, even to demonstrating the proper method of mixing plaster. I held this job
for some three to four years, but, as I have indicated before, I never felt happy in
Southport, and resigned after that period. Mr. Ratcliffe asked me to change my mind,
but I had had enough; in my opinion, the only good thing that ever came out of
Southport, for me, was our friendship with Trevor Stevenson.
Although I was living entirely alone at that time, with an occasional dog only, I
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never felt isolated, due to being literally surrounded by completely friendly people.
Neighbours on all sides, church-people, shopkeepers and a good proportion of
Freshfield's inhabitants, generally, knew and spoke to me, and I was always sure of a
smile and a chat wherever I went. On Sunday evenings, after Benediction, I would go
down from playing the organ and join almost the entire congregation in the hall.
There, someone would put on a record and dancing would begin. When all were
assembled, the gaiety became infectious, especially as most of the dances were of the
'progressive' type. These revels were entirely spontaneous, and cost us nothing but a
few coppers for a cup of tea.
Sometimes we would decide to go in fancy dress with prizes to be won. I disguised
myself once in an Arab dress that Ray had brought from India; the flowing robes and
head-dress covered me from head to foot, and I wore a heavy black beard. I had much
amusement, as people tried to pierce the disguise, though it was necessary not to
answer their remarks - my unsuitable voice would have soon given me away. On that
occasion I was awarded a Gift Voucher for 10s.0d. (at Boot's). Another time I dressed
up as Charlie Chaplin, and rather fancied my appearance, when, to my great chagrin, I
found another Charlie already in the hall when I arrived! I knew who she was and we
had a good laugh over it, but it was a waste of time for one of us.
Pleasant people continued on up the line, t found, and I had friends in Formby and
Hightown for many years. At St. Anne's, we now formed a Table Tennis Club, of which
I became Secretary, and the game became an enjoyable part of my week. It may seem
to some that table tennis is a simple matter of patting a ball back and forth over a net;
actually, there is scope for great skill, especially in angling the bat so that the ball
becomes deflected over the net' In that way there is economy of effort, and the game
works up to high speeds with ease. The champion of Our Lady's team was a lady who
actually had difficulty in walking - which proves my point that skill in the game does
not consist of rushing around, but more in keeping close control of the ball. There
was friendly rivalry between our two parishes and we sometimes met for a match,
and though we always lost, being but newly formed, we enjoyed the encounters. They
began a Badminton Club, and I felt highly honoured to receive an invitation to join
them; I complied, and thus added another interest to my collection. I was mildly
involved in this, to me, new game, but preferred table tennis always.
Fr. Pilson was now appointed Parish Priest of Euxton, and departed with his
housekeeper, from St. Anne's Presbytery. In his place came Fr. Patrick Duffy who
moved in before a housekeeper had been found for him, and various ladies
volunteered to get meals for him for the time being. Fr. Duffy was of middle-age, fond
of golf and the possessor of a lovely singing voice. we were always pleased when he
came in the hall for a game of table tennis and his enjoyment was obvious.
After he had been among us a short time only, he knocked on my door one
morning. t found him leaning against the wall, looking ill, and he said, "l think I have
the ,flu, and must go to bed - can you come over and mind the house?" I went, and did
what I could for him, with hot drinks and so on. When night came, he seemed so bad,
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I decided not to leave him, and I slept in the housekeeper's bed. This continued for a
day or two, and then I began to feel not too good myself and I had to tell him I would
not be able to look after him any longer as I thought I'd caught the 'flu myself - and so
it proved. I had to stay in bed for several days.
I never discovered anything about Fr. Duffy's recovery, but he was up and about
by the time I emerged once more. I used to leave the front door open for possible
callers, whilst I was ill, and one day he sang out that he'd brought me an egg - I found
two on the kitchen table, when I staggered out there to look. Soon after this, a
housekeeper arrived and took charge of his welfare. She was from St. Helen's, near
Widnes, and her name was Hilda Helsby; full of fun and very hard-working, she soon
became one of us. From our two houses, she and I could see one another, and she
used to call me over for an odd cup of tea by the simple act of holding up the tea-pot. I
was glad when that happened, for it always meant a jolly half-hour, and sometimes
we would have a hand at cards at the same time. We became good friends, though
she never failed to give me my full name, whilst expecting me to call her Hilda surely a mark of old-fashioned courtesy on her part.
A letter arrived from Teddie,
saying that Terry, his younger
daughter,
had
begun
a
professional stage career by
joining the Bless the Bride
company which would be
playing
at
the
Garrick,
Southport, for three weeks, and
could I have her for that period.
I was delighted, of course, and
basked in my handsome niece's
glory. I took her to the Art School, showed her round, and gave her tea one day, after
which we went to the theatre, where she showed me round her domain. For the first
and only time in my life I walked on a real stage, and found that I literally had to
watch my step; the floor was far from flat, and had to be negotiated with care. It was
time for Terry to begin dressing, and I saw at first hand how an actress sits at a huge
mirror and makes herself up, before putting on her costume for the show. On this
occasion she was ready early, in order to show me the way from the dressing room to
the front entrance - for I was to see the show that evening. So I found myself walking
along many corridors with this gorgeous creature, a character straight from the 18th
century. I enjoyed the evening very much, and I waited for Terry at the stage door,
then we went by train to home and bed.
In the mornings she slept late, and went to Southport after lunch each day. We
formed the habit of asking Fr. Duffy if he could play table tennis with us during the
morning, and sometimes he did; at which we all played hard, amid much laughter
and shouting! On the Sunday night Terry went with me to the Social, and both of us
were taken by surprise when a spokesman for the company said how pleased
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everyone would be if she would dance for them. She explained that she would
willingly do so if she could borrow something suitable to put on. Someone went
home, and came back with a voluminous pink silk frock - just the thing for the
graceful ballet performance that she now executed before the delighted audience.
Not having any ballet shoes with her, she simply danced in bare feet; the music was
from a record she picked out for its suitable rhythm. I was pleased that she had been
so generous in giving this token of her talent - and the people sent her chocolates.
And then came news of a tragedy! Teddy wrote again, this time to tell me the bad
news that Tony had crashed and was killed instantly. He had been stationed in Malta,
and had just bought a house there for Molly and their two baby boys, Peter and
Christopher, to live in as a family. It would have been their first real home. Teddy was
heart-broken, naturally, and he asked me to tell Terry the sad news. I broke it to her
gently, when I went to call her in the morning. She took it very well, and after the first
shock, settled to the idea that she would not see her big brother again. As for myself,
it seemed the fulfilment of my foreboding when he first joined the R.A.F. There is a
saying that the show must go on, and Terry appeared at all the performances at the
Garrick in true trouper fashion.
My stocks of ducks became depleted and I sent to Kortlang and Kortlang, Dutch
breeders of pedigree ducks, in Ashford, Kent, for a dozen day-olds. They arrived in a
box, all their little heads facing inwards to a central point - a triumph of packing, for
all were alive and happy. Unfortunately, I had been too optimistic in acquiring them,
for, when I released them from their confined space, they found the world much too
big for them, and they began to die off like flies; they should have been put into an
incubator, of course. Panic seized me and I grouped them round the gas oven, which I
kept lighted, day and night. To add to my embarrassment at that time, a phone call
came, saying that a box of ducklings awaited collection from the station. I went down
to get them and rang up Kortlang's for an explanation. They said the mistake was
theirs and would I please keep them! Now my troubles were doubled, but I struggled
on, in an endeavour to keep as many alive as possible, but I suppose only about 15
survived up to the next stage of their development.
I was due to visit Brighton, and, they being still too young to put out of doors, I had
to think of an alternative for them. Now it happened that there was a boiler room
from which heat ran through to the church. Here, I thought, a boxful of small ducks
could surely be kept warm and alive for a week or so. I got permission to leave them
there and a Miss Formby kindly took on the job of feeding and watering them and I
went on my way. The plan worked well, and the only comment was from some of the
congregation, who wondered where the loud cheeping of birds could coming from,
all through the Mass - they were not informed.
Meanwhile, Geoff pressed on with his studies at the Art College, gained the
Diploma and took up the post of Art Master at the Xaverian College; in effect, the job I
had held before he was born - a curious coincidence, surely. At the end of my
Brighton visit, he went with me to the station, and, before the train started, he
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uttered the most magical words I had ever heard in my life. He said, "l must take you
to Paris." Paris! Me?? No-one had ever said that to me before, and I was excited and
thrilled at the prospect. I had always been interested in things French, and now put
into effect a scheme that a friend and I had formulated.
She was a Mrs. Lilian Kent, wife of a ship's officer, living in Freshfield with their
three children, Michael, a Bishop's Court boy, Jocelyn and a toddler, Andrew. She had
been born in Indo-China, of French and English parents - but after all that, I would
mention that she looked entirely English. She liked Art subjects and we arranged to
exchange lessons in our hobbies - | to show her how to make a modelled head of
Andrew and she to teach me French. We devoted one afternoon a week to these
pursuits, with benefit to both of us. She had something solid to show for her efforts,
as we even reached the casting of the head she made.
Hearing that a Cercle français was to be formed in Freshfield, we were interested,
and joined with the first applicants. We met at the house of a man and wife, and sat
(in numbers about 15-20) around their comfortable room and exchanged what we
hoped was French with one another. (We paid 1s.Od. for the inevitable tea and
biscuits.) Sometimes Lilian's French mother went with us, and on those occasions we
had the real thing. I enjoyed those evenings, but my old reticence flared up when it
was my turn to address the meeting in French. We were encouraged to take some
subject well-known to us and say a few sentences about it. I chose 'Mes canards', and
no-one appeared to laugh at me, though the subject amused them. Fr. Duffy joined us
sometimes, for he, too, was interested in languages. He and Geoff loved to speak
together in Italian; indeed, one evening I could not get a word in edgeways - until
they switched to French, and gave me a chance to open my mouth.
It was not long before Terry was again playing in Lancashire and she stayed with
me as before. This time the show was Pyjama Game, with Pat Kirkwood, Shani Wallis
and Syd James - at Manchester. I went with her one day and stayed for the evening
performance; to me the music was brassy and deafening and the scenery crude, and I
did not enjoy my evening out.
We went to the social on Sunday and this time we worked out a plan for a double
act; she to be a huge prima donna and I her short and bald accompanist. She wore
cushions inside her dress and I made myself a bald wig with straggly moustache and
glasses. (l already had a man's evening suit - from a jumble sale.) We made much of
our entrance, I tripping over her train, etc., and so to the piano where she sang in an
exaggerated style an operatic air, with pauses to syringe her throat and so on. I was
busy at the piano and did not see all that she did. To round off the act we abandoned
all and I clasped round her enormous middle and we waltzed towards the exit, both
falling as we reached the door.
We were more ambitious on the following Sunday, and the story then was the
rescue of a maiden by a knight on horseback. We spent the day making a full-size
maiden out of a bolster dressed up in a long frock, and Terry made a most convincing
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head and face, with long golden hair and painted features. We took the maiden over
to the hall and hid her in the ceiling beams until the moment for her entrance. I was
to be the knight in armour, and had made my suit out of corrugated cardboard,
painted silver, with a colander for my helmet. Terry was the horse, and, with
characteristic thoroughness, she had hired, in Liverpool, a complete animal costume.
Our story was in mime only, and we spent some time selecting suitable records
which an accomplice agreed to put on for us. I opened the act by riding round the hall
on a child's bike, having mislaid my horse, apparently. On the second or so time
round, the door opened and a horse put its head in; I abandoned the bike and seized
its bridle. Now came the difficult job of getting on its back, especially with my armour
and the fact that Terry was inside the horse and couldn't speak to me. But we had
practised the mounting quite a lot and I sat on her back safely once or twice round
the hall. Then I spotted the maiden, slid to the floor and prodded her with my lance and she fell to the floor, whereupon I gathered her up and danced round the hall with
her. This did not suit the horse, which became jealous, and followed us round
menacingly, finally wrenching the maiden from me and dancing with her itself.
Quickly told, but actually the act lasted the length of several Victor Sylvester records,
and how we enjoyed it!
Every two or three years Aunt May came from Durban to spend three months with
her sisters, Momma and my two aunts, at Ditchling Rise. I joined them for a fortnight
- May and I having bed-rooms in the house next door. That arrangement allowed us
to go out in the evening, a thing unheard-of with the older ladies. Though in her
seventies (to their eighties) May was a most active, energetic person, and she would
say to me, "Let's go on the pier to-night"; so we went, not in secrecy, but more to an
atmosphere of incredulity. On one such occasion, we did the round of the side-shows
on the Palace Pier, she feeding me with handfuls of pennies, and each of us took
home a gardening tool that we had won.
At the end of her England trip, she liked me to see her off, and three of these
farewell journeys occur to me. Once she engaged a taxi to take us all the way to
Southampton, and bring me back to Brighton - after having tea at the Dolphin; the
taxi driver included. Visitors were not allowed on board at that time, so I said Goodbye to May at the hotel. On the next occasion, I went with her only as far as the boattrain, and left her in the midst of a dressed-up, scented group who were to be her
companions on the voyage to S. Africa. Finding myself in London quite early in the
day, I decided to make use of the opportunity to see something worth while, so took
the Underground to the Tower of London. There I spent several hours really soaking
in the history and the spirit of the place.
May was able to get a Pass for me to go on board with her when she was next
going back to Durban, by saying she wanted me to help with unpacking her luggage. I
was very interested in the idea, and we went by train to Southampton, and so by taxi
to the liner, one of the Union Castle Line. We walked up the steep covered gangway
on to the great ship, and spent a long time looking at the luxuries that were going to
be at May's disposal for the next three weeks. She took me to lunch in the First Class
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dining room, where a white-coated chef presided over a buffet table piled high with
cooked meats, which he carved at one's direction. She also showed me the Captain's
table, and proceeded to ask a waiter - in loud undertones - to reserve her a place at
the great man's table. I didn't hear his answer. Her cabin was roomy, with pleasant
bedroom furniture and a window over a washbasin; there were flowers on the
dressing table. Everything looked very comfortable, and I rather fancied a trip myself.
However, the time came for me to leave the ship, and as I handed my Pass to the man
at the head of the gangway, he looked at it and said, "Oh, Lintott! That's my name,
too!" A curious note on which to end my day, I thought.
Fr. Duffy's friend when he was working in Liverpool was a Fr. Donelly, who was
now appointed to a very remote spot in wild Wales. Hearing that he felt cut-off and
lonely, some of St. Anne's people thought it would be a good idea to hire a coach and
take Fr. Duffy to see him - and it would be a day out for all, as well. The day was fine,
and the coach filled up outside my house (another advantage of living opposite the
church), and we set off, through Liverpool and the Mersey Tunnel, then turned right
at Chester into Wales. Our first stop was for lunch in a hotel overlooking the beautiful
Vale of Clwyd, on the edge of Snowdonia, then on the Llannrst, near which was Fr.
Donelly's little church. It was nice to see the pleasure of the two old friends meeting
and we followed them around, looking at everything. We went on to Bettws-y-Coed
for tea, after which we returned to the church for Benediction - then it was time to
start the homeward journey.
Our driver took the coast road, and we passed through Colwyn and Rhyl, both
resorts gay with coloured lights. Now came a real surprise, the secret of which had
been nobly kept by someone all day! The coach stopped, and the Neep family of three
passed between the passengers with sandwiches, and enquiries as to what each
would like to drink. There was sherry, beer and soft drinks and the feast came out of
crates hidden near the driver's seat. After this very generous gesture at the end of an
enjoyable day, everyone became very merry, and when we moved on again, a
veritable concert began with people, including Fr. Duffy, standing up at the front and
singing songs, in which we all joined. A highly successful trip, especially from my
point of view - for was I not delivered to my front door?
Early in 1951, a Mrs. Lloyd-Jones came to me and said that a young cousin of hers
was shortly to arrive at Harrington Barracks as dentist to the troops and he would
like to live away from the camp - would I consider giving him a room and two meals a
day? After considering the suggestion, I agreed to try and he emerged as Captain
William Wishart, L.D.S., a true Scot. He was a son of a Presbyterian minister, of St.
Lawrence Manse, Forres, Morayshire -very high up on the map. Well, we sized each
other up and almost at once he asked me to call him Bill; he was only a couple of
years older than Geoff and a bit of a mother,s boy, I discovered. He paid me three
guineas a week, and we ate our meals together, at his request. This was nice for me,
as I now had someone to talk to twice a day. I would be waiting for him at the
breakfast table each day and his quick military step brought him to his place with
great punctuality. We talked about many subjects, and were interested to find that
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we both played the organ. In a short time he was playing on the large one in the
Parish Church (C. of E.) and he begged me to go there one evening and hear him play.
I therefore went round whilst he was practising - the only light coming from over the
keyboard - and listened to his rendering of Jesu, Joy of Man's Desiring. It was evident
that here was a true organist and, indeed, he told me that he had played in St. Giles'
Cathedral, Edinburgh.
We jogged along very comfortably, with much good-humoured banter, especially
on the subject of Scottish idiosyncrasies. He always seemed to be on the defensive
when it came to comparisons between his and my country, and we had many a laugh
about it. Geoff once asked him about haggis, and he brought one home for us to try - I
did not comply, l'm afraid. He was invariably well-mannered and correct, and
grateful for services rendered. His Orderly came to the house frequently and, I
suspect, ran an eye over Bill's uniforms hanging in the wardrobe, for they were
always spotlessly clean and neat.
Thing were expanding over at the church, and it was decided to run a giant garden
fête, to get money to build a new hall. A committee was formed, and I was elected a
member of this band of some fifteen people, to work out a plan. The Reverend
Mother of Vaughan House Convent School let us use the grounds surrounding the
house, and we were lucky enough to have a fine, sunny day. There was everything to
bring out the money, and we totalled the magnificent sum of nearly £900. True, we
had had a few whist drives beforehand in aid of the fund, but, even so, it was a good
effort. A friend of mine, Dorothy Lythgoe, offered a live hen for a raffle prize, and I
made a drawing of it to show what the prize looked like. She was giving up poultrykeeping, and offered me a bale of straw, to use with my ducks. I told Bill about it,
adding that I would collect it in my wheelbarrow. He was horrified, and insisted on
going with me and wheeling it home. We must have presented a very strange picture,
an Army Officer wheeling a large bale on a small barrow, with a woman walking
beside, steadying the load, and both laughing their heads off.
My house was becoming a dormitory for Bishop's Court, and now another small
boy, Christopher Hall, arrived to sleep in the spare room. He was a nice kid, but a
little on the dreamy side, and Bill came in handy here, by getting him to smarten up
his pace in the mornings. (Poor Christopher met a sad and early death, when clearing
snow from a roof, and falling through a skylight; he was only 22.)
I still boarded the odd dog, and on one occasion Bill met me as I stepped off the
train from Southport and the Art School. I could see by his long face and the lead
dangling from his hand that he had lost the dog I was minding at the time. There was
nothing else to do but go in search of it, and I set off on my bike at once. By great
good fortune I found it wandering around aimlessly and I caught it and took it home,
to our great relief. Bill liked dogs, and asked if l'd mind him having one of his own. I
said it would be all right and soon a pleasant-looking mongrel arrived. All went well
until it was left alone one day in the sitting-room. I was first home, and the sight that
met my eyes was unbelievable - strewn all over the floor were shreds of leather and
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mounds of stuffing, where the dog had gone berserk when left alone, and attacked
the settee. Bill was terribly angry and the dog had the biggest hiding of its life. The
settee went away to have a new cover, and the dog had to stay at the camp.
Dorothy Mason was extremely proud of her little school - of about fifteen pupils and so determined to get them on, she almost bullied them into learning. Whatever
may be said for or against such a method, she certainly had them reading well at the
age of 5-6. She worked madly at her self-imposed task of running the school, singlehanded except for my assistance once a week. She gave them prizes, parties and endof-term concerts; once Geoff was roped in, to entertain with conjuring tricks, which
he performed very convincingly. He made a successful wizard, dressed in black and
waving a magic wand, and the children were most impressed.
Every summer I had them in my garden for an outdoor party. Then they would
come up the lane two-by-two, all dressed in their little green and gold blazers, in very
orderly fashion, from the station, with Dorothy, as pleased as Punch, walking beside
them. We were always lucky with the weather, and the children were able to sit on
rugs on the grass to eat. After tea we called on various ones to give us a turn, a song,
recitation or dance - there was no lack of volunteers. Dorothy and I always enjoyed
this annual event.
Now Bill said he would like to bring the M.O. along for an evening meal, and I met
Captain Vernon Something-or-Other (my vagueness about his name was caused by
my being asked to call him Vernon) - a gay and interesting person. I saw him
frequently after that, once in his capacity as doctor, when he came to visit Bill, in bed
after an operation. The Army Red Cross car had taken him to hospital somewhere to
have varicose veins removed and he was told to rest in bed for several days
afterwards. So now I had a convalescent on my hands and suitable meals to prepare
and take to him. Various soldiers called to see him, including Vernon, so he had
plenty of company, and was soon up and about again. Not long after that he was able
to return the compliment, for I had to stay in bed for a short time, with 'flu, and he
brought me hot drinks, etc. until l, too, recovered. I was rather proud of my
involvement with the British Army at this time, and now came a startling extension
of the feeling - I had a bad tooth, and Bill offered to fill it for me. That meant going
into the heart of the barracks, to his surgery. I went, and he did the job, very expertly,
and his orderly made tea for the two of us, then I cycled home again.
Summer came, and I heard that the cricketers needed someone to run the tea
pavilion on Saturdays. This sounded all right, and I applied, and got the job, though I
said I could not do it on my own. Eventually I asked Dorothy Lythgoe to go with me
and we started. We arrived at the ground at 2 o'clock, and began steadily cutting
sandwiches for over an hour, then laid places for the 20-odd players, and put cups
ready for the general public. After serving all those teas, there was a mountain of
washing-up and we finally dragged ourselves home at past 6 o'clock - for all that
exertion we received 10s.0d. each. There was never any time to look at the cricket,
but I do remember seeing Learie Constantine bowling, the sun flashing on his boot92

studs.
Our Parish Priest, Canon Bennett, took up residence at the Presbytery, with Fr.
Duffy and a housekeeper; this entailed the finding of a new post for Hilda and a
garage for Fr. Duffy's car. I could supply the latter and Hilda went to The Montfort
Fathers at Blundellsands.
Bill was to be lent to an Army unit in Chester, and one evening at a function in the
Hall, he asked me if l'd like a day in that city; I agreed, for I always enjoyed being
there. Canon Bennett was sitting next to us and heard the arrangements being made.
He said that he would be going to Chester on the day we fixed and could give me a lift
if I liked - so I travelled in comfort to the rendezvous, the car-park behind the Market.
Bill was waiting there for me, and we arranged with the Canon at what time I should
be there for the return journey. Then we went to lunch, after which we toured the
Cathedral and walked around the Walls, and so the time passed very pleasantly, and I
returned to Freshfield well content with my day spent with a kind priest and a ditto
soldier.
Bill came back in a few days, and resumed his work at Harington Barracks. He
stayed with me for thirteen months altogether, and I missed him when he left, for he
had been great company; we could say exactly what we liked and he was always
ready to laugh at a joke, especially if it were against himself.
Terry came North again, this time in a show called The Talk of the Town,with
Jimmy Edwards and Tony Hancock in the Company. It was at Blackpool, so she could
not stay with me, but had to take lodgings in the town; I managed to see the show
and have a look at Blackpool.
Perhaps the latter trip prompted me to take my next step. I bought a railway runabout ticket for 15s.0d., with which I could have unlimited travel, over a specified
area, for a week. Each morning during that period saw me starting off, resolved to
make full use of my ticket. I went to Windermere, savouring the beauty of the Lake
District, and I liked it so much that I went on that line again, this time to Ullswater.
Here was great beauty, too, with mountain streams crashing along at the side of the
roads. I enjoyed a steamer trip on Lake Windermere, with its wonderful scenery and
clear fresh air. Approaching the station the train crept slowly up a single track of
almost toy dimensions; that, too, I found intriguing.
Of course I went to Blackpool - indeed, I spent a whole day there, really appraising
the place about which there was much controversy. I decided that I liked it - I found it
gay and colourful, and very much a breezy, sea-side resort. At the foot of the giant
Blackpool Tower, stretching East and West, on the landward side of the promenade,
was the famous Golden Mile. This consisted entirely of side-shows, shooting-galleries
and all the other attractions expected by certain holiday-makers. The sea side of the
prom was lined with huge set-pieces -fairy stories, nursery rhymes, historic scenes,
etc. - all waiting to come to life when darkness fell. In the centre of the road were
93

tram-lines, on which ran observation trams (having glass ceilings), several hitched
together at times of waiting queues. I had a lunch in the Tower Restaurant, a colossal
place, then boarded a tram for Fleetwood, a matter of some six straight miles from
Blackpool, still in the middle of the road - and what better way of separating the
traffic? We ran beside the sea all the way, passing the public school, Rossall, standing
literally at the water's edge. At Fleetwood I was just in time to see a great trawler
gliding into port. Fish seemed to dominate the place, and I could have bought, quite
cheaply, a box of Manx kippers but I rejected the idea of carrying them, delicious as I
knew them to be, notwithstanding.
I toyed with the idea of taking the ferry across the mouth of the River Wyre, close
by, but I wanted to see the illuminations back in Blackpool and it was now evening,
so I took a tram to the Tower and waited for them to be switched on. when that had
been done, the effect was truly magical- everything came alive; light, colour and
movement in all directions. windmills, a blaze of coloured lights, began to turn, Jack
and Jill worked at pumping water and all the other items became animated. over the
road the bustle of the side-shows seemed to increase as their cavernous depths were
revealed by the glare. Loops of lights hung everywhere and the whole scene was
dominated by the Tower, outlined with winking flashes, rearing high into the dark
sky' It was impossible to remain unmoved by all this excitement and I joined the
crowds boarding the trams for a slow ride along the track for a really good look at all
the marvels spread out along the promenade. Progressing with us were coach-loads
of sightseers, out from every conceivable Northern town. The distance covered must
have been considerable, for the trip lasted quite a time, and I mentally raised my hat
to the ingenuity of those responsible for such a wonderful show. However, I was
conscious of the fact that t was some thirty miles from home, so at last t turned my
back on the gay scene and made for the station. I had two changes to make, at
Preston and Southport, so it must have been quite late when I went to bed - after my
full day, during which I had spoken to no more than three people.
Miss Trevor rang me from Bishop's Court to say that she would be short-staffed
for a week, and would I help out by taking charge of Form ll for that period? I agreed,
and went every day, keeping the class busy with the 3 Rs plus occasional drawing.
There was Benediction on one afternoon, after lessons, and I stayed to play the organ
for them. For my week's work I received £1. This was not the first time I had taught
in one of Geoff’s early schools after he had left, for I had given drawing lessons at
Clive Lodge, Birkdale, once a week for a term or two.
At this time, I knew that my cousins, Trissie and Mabel, intended to take a holiday
in England from their homes in Durban, but t was quite unprepared to find them on
my doorstep, as I did one day. At a time when it was difficult to buy an English car,
they had bought one easily - on saying it would be going back with them, and
therefore exported. Although we had not met since we were in our teens, we knew
each other at once and soon fell into easy conversation' I offered them beds for the
night, and we greatly enjoyed talking over times, as we spent the evening driving
quietly round Freshfield and Southport. Theirs was a touring holiday, and early next
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morning they left for Scotland, and I saw them no more - but it was a very enjoyable
re-union for all of us.
My friends at church heard of an impending marriage between two young
Nigerians (probably working in our district) and we set out, very discreetly, to find
out whether or not they would have any kind of reception or, indeed, wedding
clothes. The answer was no, so we produced, between us, a complete bridal outfit,
gown, veil and all, together with a simple meal, which we spread out in the Hall. we
attended the wedding in force, I playing the organ, and the whole thing went very
well. The young couple were very grateful, and, indeed it was a rather wistful
occasion for all of us, seeing this dark little bride in her bridal array. We were glad to
know we had helped.
Our new hall was very nice, with wood-block floor and useful kitchen and anterooms. The bill had not quite been settled so we held many cash-raising projects,
including the usual whist drives and bingo, etc. I ran a football pool on my own, on
the accumulator plan, the weekly entrance fee being only 3d. Even so, I amassed the
sum of £118 for the fund, after paying out prizes such as £3, £2 and £1; hard work,
but I enjoyed it. Then we had colossal Christmas Draws - once with two bicycles as
prizes. At one of these I won a box of a hundred cigarettes; as a non-smoker I sold
them at once, for 13s.0d., and bought a pair of fur-backed gloves with the money.
A certain soldier had a habit of leaving Harington Barracks whenever he had some
free time, and joining us, either for a church service or table tennis - or both. My
reason for mentioning him is that he added to my list of unusual experiences by
inviting me to an Army Boxing Meeting. I arrived at the Gymnasium door and he took
me inside, where we watched from ringside seats. The proceedings went with
military precision and discipline - no applause during bouts, for example. The
occasion remains with me, though the identity of my escort does not!
Riding my bike along a grassy lane one day, I came upon a sizeable fire making its
way towards a high wooden fence. There was no-one about so I decided it was up to
me to call the Fire Brigade. I rode along to the Station and reported it, and went back
to watch proceedings from a hiding-place nearby. It was an interesting scene, with
three or four firemen - called out by me - fighting the fire; I liked to think I had helped
to keep it small.
I still went to Brighton for holidays and once I found Gladys, my cousin (Aunt
May's daughter) there. Her husband was in London on business and they had come
from Durban by jet-plane, in some fantastic time as three or so days. Gladys hated the
journey, chiefly because they were not allowed to sleep, as they had to walk from the
plane every time it touched down for re-fuelling. She refused to go back the same
way, and followed Cyril by boat, as soon as she could get a berth.
A neighbour of mine, Mr. Crisall, a Customs and Excise Officer, asked me if I would
have a colleague of his as a paying guest - as usual I said Yes, and Mr. Barnes arrived.
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His work took him to Liverpool and beyond, to the famous glass-works of
Pilkington's, St. Helens. How shall I describe poor, little unprepossessing Mr Barnes?
He was short and dumpy, dressed entirely in navy blue, and had black oiled hair reminding me of a beetle in horn-rimmed glasses. I was not drawn to him at all,
though he tried to be bright; I daresay I was contrasting him with Bill, of happy
memory. I was glad it was not suggested that we have meals together for, in my
opinion, he was a greedy feeder. I would take him dishes of food enough for two,
hoping some of it would be available for tomorrow - only to find he had demolished
the lot. He was a stranger to our district, so I was surprised when he said he had
friends in Southport -after he had been in Freshfield a week or two only. They must
have been very attractive, for he now rushed off to Southport every evening, and did
not return until long after I had gone to bed; and then, as often as not, in a taxi. The
station was only a few minutes walk away, so I concluded he was unable to walk. He
was a Freemason, and brought from his home, somewhere across the Mersey, a box
containing the regalia which he was to wear at a forthcoming dinner. On that
occasion he did not come back at all - until the following evening, for his meal.
Something made me lock my door when I went to bed (the first and only time I had
ever done so) during the stay of Mr. Barnes. Fortunately, he became tired of having to
take a train back home at night, and announced that he was going to stay with friends
in Southport in future. Hurrah, I thought.
Just for fun, one year I grew and tried to cure, tobacco. The plants were easily
grown from seed and soon reached a height of 4-5 feet; when the leaves could be
gathered measuring some 8 inches. These I hung to dry on strings stretched across
the inside of the garage, like washing - only they stayed there for weeks on end.
When they were shrivelling up with loss of moisture, I packed them in layers in a
wooden box, each layer spread with saltpetre and black treacle, resulting eventually
in a somewhat gooey mess. However, by manipulation I managed to get it looking a
bit like tobacco and I disposed of it among my priest and old gardener friends; their
verdict, rather strong and difficult to keep alight. It was fun while it lasted.
I went once to an open day at the Woodvale Aerodrome, a short cycle ride from
home. There were displays of stunt flying, a competition in estimating the height at
which a plane was flying overhead (l entered this, but did not win) as well as a
chance to look inside various aircraft on the ground. I did not take advantage of this,
for nothing could part me from my bike, even for a few minutes. A real giant, a
Lancaster bomber, stood toweringly among the lesser fry, and I walked around and
under it with other admiring spectators. Soon, however, we were to wish we had
never set eyes on it; the time came for it to move off, and we saw, through the
transparent cockpit, as high from the ground as the roof of a house, three or four
lords-of-the-air majestically take their seats. Then began the revving-up of this fourengined monster; the first screw to turn we viewed with some interest, though it was
distinctly noisy, we thought. When two were whizzing round together the racket
became too much for comfort, so, when all four were in action, the effect was
absolutely paralysing. It was more than a noise, for it actually caused a sense of pain
in the ears and chest, and people were running about screaming -especially children.
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Fathers gathered up their little ones and covered them with their coats, and I found a
wall to get behind - which didn't help much. I really think that incident was quite
inexcusable - surely we could have been warned to retreat to a safer distance. Never
was a disappearing plane viewed with more relief than that one by us.
I numbered among my friends an R.A.F. officer and his family, the Culshaws. He
came to me with a problem - a young airman had painted a portrait of the Queen and
presented it to the Officers' Mess. Unfortunately, it was not a true portrait, and
therefore useless; would I care to put it right, so that it could become acceptable?
Although my only contact with portrait painting had been a life-long familiarity with
the smell of paint and turps, I decided to have a go. I had the illustration that the
youth had used - Her Majesty wearing her scarlet tunic for the Trooping the Colour
ceremony, and all t had to do was to copy it a little more nearly than he had done.
Evidently I was successful in this, for I received thanks and £3.
Mrs. Culshaw was an intelligent and cheerful person, with a fund of interesting
pursuits; she had a little pony and trap, with which she would take her two younger
children, Elena and Nicholas, to school. There was an elder brother, Simon, who
arrived one evening with his father to mow my grass, quite unexpectedly. As this job
usually took me two hours, I was very grateful for the kind thought. They had a field
at the side of their house, in which their pony grazed, and Mrs. Culshaw, in the
goodness of her heart, decided to offer winter quarters to a couple of Blackpool
donkeys - in response to an appeal in a newspaper. She now had three animals in her
field, and, to my surprise, offered me the donkeys when my grass grew long again.
Always ready to try anything new, I agreed, and presently she arrived with one on
each side of her not very large figure. There was nothing to do for the quiet animals,
beyond seeing that the gates were not left open. Around their necks hung medals
bearing their names - one was called GRACIE! They were a source of amusement to
passers-by, and their only snag was a tendency to stand by the bedroom windows at
night, stamping and snorting. My grass became short during their week's visit, so I
forgave them: and I helped Mrs. Culshaw by leading one, while she took the other,
through the lanes back to her field.
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CHAPTER NINE
Travels with Geoff

At last, in 1953, Geoff asked me to get myself a passport; for now, he said, we were
going abroad. These magic words sent me racing to Southport for photographs and to
Liverpool for the passport itself. Soon I was in Brighton in readiness for the Off.
Unfortunately, it was a case of more haste, less speed, for I found myself in the grip of
a heavy cold, and all I could do was crawl miserably round to Dr. Eyton-Jones and tell
him my troubles. He said I must stay in bed for a few days; as I had only a makeshift
one at 35, this was poor news indeed - but I was glad to lie down anywhere at that
time. But at last he pronounced me fit and said, "You can go to France now." At that I
rose and we went off that night to Newhaven to catch the midnight boat, much to the
consternation of Momma and the aunts - not that I was feeling any too good myself,
but I was so tired of that bed!
The Channel was crossed without incident, except that I was quite sure I was
dreaming and would soon wake up! We must have slept a little during the journey,
for we knew no more until the early hours of the next day. This was no dream - we
were actually in Dieppe Harbour, and allowed to stay on board until 8.0a.m., so we
had some breakfast and then left the ship. We were not to stay in the town on this
trip, but to go on by train into the unknown. I was feeling a bit groggy by now, after
my recent illness and the excitement of the journey so far, but I had complete faith in
Geoff, and followed him like a lamb.
Although the Station was only a matter of yards away, he called a taxi, and we
were there in minutes. Everything was novel and interesting to me - so this was
France! Marvellous! We boarded an electric train in Dieppe's bright and clean station,
and were soon bowling merrily along through the green countryside, with here and
there wonderful, broad views of the Seine as it meandered about among the fields.
I did not know which to study, the scenery or our fellow passengers - everything
was so unusual and intriguing. Meanwhile, we sped on, stopping now and then at a
pretty wayside station (one I remember was called 'Vernon'), until at one of these,
Geoff said, "We get out here." We descended the train steps on to the track - there
being no platform - and I saw the name of the place, St. Pierre du Vauvray. Leaving
the station, we walked along a country lane which was bordered on one side by tall
trees, and on the other by a wide stretch of the Seine; all was peaceful and I found my
strength returning quickly. In a few minutes we arrived at l'Hotel Bellevue, a Vshaped low building, one side facing the lane, and the other almost touching the river.
Geoff had been here before, so we were warmly greeted by Mr. le Patron et sa femme,
who showed us our quarters, then we walked in the garden, to the water's edge, in
fact. There we met the gardener-handyman, Pedro, wearing such a wide-brimmed
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hat that it was not possible to do more than catch a glimpse of his eyes; He was very
pleased to see Geoff, and was very polite to me. Out in mid-stream were several small
boats, each holding a patient, motionless angler, out there by way of a tiny jetty
thrusting out from the hotel garden. Occasionally there came the pop-pop of a long
barge, carrying cargo to and from Paris, plus the family dogs and washing lines, all
complete.
On the Sunday we went over the level-crossing and up a steep little hill to the
village church. As it was July 26th and therefore the Feast of St. Anne, I was able to
distinguish that name within the priest's talk about the Saint (when listening to
French, I feel comforted if I can at least understand the subject-matter). As the Mass
wore on, we were highly amused at a little incident, the like of which we had never
encountered before. A very nice choir was singing their way through the Service, and
as soon as the priest had intoned Credo in unum Deum they seemed to take charge
during the event that followed. Divesting himself of the chasuble he gathered up the
collecting basket and trotted round the church himself, taking the collection with no
assistance from anyone. Apparently, the congregation was used to this procedure, for
no-one turned a hair and the choir contrived to reach 'Amen' at the exact moment of
his return to the altar.
One day we were returning from a walk when the sky became black and
threatening, great drops of rain began falling on us, and thunder crashed behind us,
and with everyone else we quickened our pace. Out of a house there burst a woman
in great distress; wringing her hands and looking up at the sky, she cried to a passing
man, "Monsieur, monsieur, l'orage!" He answered, without so much as a glance in her
direction or even turning up his collar against the gathering storm, "Quel orage?"
How funny it sounded, I thought, as we hurried back to the hotel.
Our dinner table was beside a window, with the Seine flowing just outside - a good
setting for the moonlight which came each night of our stay. We discovered that the
lone fishers of the daytime became husbands and fathers in the evenings, and we
exchanged a few words with them and their families in the dining-room - a little
surprised to find that they could talk at all, after sitting motionless and alone all day.
At night we usually strolled along the lanes to the level-crossing to wait for and
watch the passing of the Paris Express, heralded by a bell ringing continuously in the
keeper's box. The great train made an impressive sight as it thundered by, and I came
away wondering what I would find at the end of that line.
I had not long to wait, for soon we said farewell to all at St. Pierre, promising to
return some day, and so began my first introduction to beautiful Paris. The train
journey fascinated me, so different was it from any I had made previously; the
interesting people and the lovely scenery were so new to me. Perhaps it was not
surprising that I was glad to reach the haven of our hotel and pause awhile to take
my bearings. I learned that we were in l'Hotel d'Alsace, in Rue des Beaux Arts,
situated on the Left Bank, within a stone's throw of le Seine; further there were
notices posted up in the hotel that it was here that Oscar Wilde had worked and died,
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also that American officers had been held during the enemy occupation in this very
place. We were given an enormous L-shaped room, curtained off to contain two beds.
I was all for resting on mine for awhile, but Geoff said it would be a waste of sunshine
to do so, and I soon rose and we went out.
During the next few days he took me to all the places that had until then been only
names to me. I became adept at riding standing up on the back platforms of buses (it
was cheaper thus) and in that way we soon found ourselves speeding down the
Champs Elysées, that broad avenue flanked by gardens and immense hotels - among
which I remember seeing the famous King George V. And so, on to the Arc de
Triomphe, where we alighted, and joined the milling crowds trying to cross the road
to inspect the Unknown Warrior's Tomb. The plan seemed to be to gather into
sizeable bunches and then storm across the road in force, bringing the cars to a
screaming halt - with luck! Sometimes we took a bus from here to the Palais de
Chaillot, which housed some of the N.A.T.O.-type offices, and which brought us very
near the Eiffel Tower. At the time, we were not quite sure of Young Harry's
whereabouts, though it was virtually certain that he was within those buildings then
- but we decided it might take too long to hunt him up, and we did nothing about it.
This part of Paris had a restless, panting quality about it that was infectious, and
we scurried with the rest. Montparnasse was in this category - and is remembered by
me as a sea of faces outside innumerable caf6s, hustling and bustling of waiters
weaving about among hundreds of tables, and everything dominated by deafening
chatter. In contrast, it was possible to experience absolute quiet on the lower paths
by the river, and we often walked there. Once we were amused to pass a 'Tramp's
nest' as Geoff had always called their hide-outs; this one was half hidden by a piece of
railing, and we could see that he actually had a piece of mirror hanging on the wall.
We were within easy walking distance of the Louvre Museum - along the
Embankment, across a bridge and we were there. We chose a Tuesday for our first
visit, only to find that it did not open on those days. When we did get in, Geoff's first
action was to find on the floor a wallet stuffed with notes. It looked lovely, but he
handed it in at the pay-desk, and we went in. At once we were back with frenzied
Gallic crowds, their footsteps and voices echoing through the vast spaces of the
museum; the only difference from outside was that there were no cars to harass us in
here. The Louvre was magnificent, I thought, and well worth visiting: the setting,
especially, impressed me - wide stone halls and staircases for the large marble
sculptures (at one point there was a long vista from the stairs, with the Venus de Milo
right away in the distance - very impressive) and then cosy, warmer galleries with
polished wooden floors, for the priceless pictures. Here we found many students
copying the works of the Masters, their easels standing inside the protecting ropes.
At one point, a party of hushed and reverent school-girls joined us as we gazed at the
Mona Lisa, a truly remarkable painting.
And so, back to our hotel, where we were quite ready for bed, after such exciting
days. I was very glad, In the mornings, that Geoff was there to answer the tap on the
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door, for he was able to say the appropriate words on receiving our breakfast trays! I
came to welcome the French breakfast of coffee, hot milk, fresh rolls or croissants
and our little bowls of butter.
At the end of our street stood, not unnaturally, considering its name, l'Ecole des
Beaux Arts. We looked round it one day, and found a typical Art School during
holiday time - empty and dusty. Ian Grant had often regaled us with tales of his life as
a student of this school (including his dog Michel which, he assured us, could
understand only French), so it was interesting to visit the scene of his adventures.
One famous district we had to miss during our Paris visit was Montmartre, but we
did have coffee at a table on the pavement in front of Les Deux Magots, and gazed
across the road at l'Eglise Saint-Germain-des-Pres, that beautiful Left Bank church. I
enjoyed everything except travelling on the Metro, which I found vastly more
claustrophobic than the London Underground; there seemed endless corridors with
no turnings or stairs, so that one had to go and on into the distance, without pause.
At last it was time to go home, after a really wonderful holiday, and I took with me
many mental pictures - of the lively police, especially those on traffic duty, dancing
about in the centre of the road, gesticulating and blowing their whistles at the cardrivers continuously' Then there were the charming little children, immaculately
dressed, sitting with great dignity in gossamery baby-carriages, and young
schoolboys hurrying along in their dark blue frock-like overalls to school; altogether
a very interesting people, set in beautiful surroundings.
Arriving back at Ditchling Rise, I found Aunt May preparing to go North with me'
and suggesting that Momma go too. She, poor dear, was not at all well, but she
consented to make the journey, and we set off. At Euston, the crowd waiting for our
train was five or six deep - we happened to be in the frontline. May got hold of a
porter, gave him our bags and asked him to get us seats. As the train drew slowly in,
we were forced forward by the people behind' so that it was inevitable that the
porter, swinging himself on to the moving train, hit Aunt May with one of the
suitcases; she went down like a stone, her head inches only from the platform edge.
There was no time for thought, and we were swept forward into our seats which, at
any rate. the man had managed to grab for us; he was most apologetic, and it was
clearly an accident. as May said. She gradually recovered as our journey proceeded,
but what a lucky escape from serious injury she had had!
During their stay with me, May and I managed to get Momma as far as Chester on
a bus one day, but her footsteps dragged, and we were glad to return. After all, she
was then 79, whereas May was a mere 73, and furiously active (and a very generous
person - wherever she stayed she had a habit of catching up a basket and trotting off,
hatless, to fill it with nice things to eat). One night at this time, we were a party of no
less than five women sleeping at my house, Terry having arrived with her mother,
my sister-in-law Mary, up from Brighton to see Terry in a show. I took May on the
Liverpool overhead Railway (since dismantled) for her to get an idea of the war
damage in the city; although now eight years after the war, she was appalled at the
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devastation still evident.
Not far from me, across the fields, lived a family, Watts by name. Miss Watts had a
string of ponies, and it was a daily sight - she riding on one of them, followed by the
young pupils of her Riding school, children of all shapes and sizes looking very
serious and dedicated' Her brother, Tony, was frequently to be seen on the back of a
huge horse - of necessity' probably' as he was a towering 6 feet 3 inches. His job,
whatever it was, though, kept him away from home for long periods. came the
coronation, and I was invited to see it on T.V. by some friends of mine; the room was
packed, and r noticed Mrs. watts sitting there. It was soon pointed out to me that
Tony was the Life Guard, resplendent in plumed helmet and gleaming cuirass, riding
immediately behind the Royal Coach, beside the on-side back wheel, in fact. Sitting
among his family and friends, as I was, made it very interesting viewing for me. At
one point, as 'Dean's Yard' came into view, a shout of laughter went up from our
company - the point being that we, too, had a Yard of that name, only ours belonged
to Mr Dean, the builder and plumber. We spent most of that day at the 'box'.
A very strange whirlwind swept through Freshfield and Formby one night about
this time; we knew it only as a normal breezy evening, but in the morning we heard
that a strip of the district, only about a dozen yards wide, had been cut through as by
a scythe. Everything in its path had been badly damaged, brick walls thrown down,
trees uprooted and roofs taken off - for a long distance.
Geoff came to stay with me as often as he could, and on one of these welcome
visits, I borrowed a bike for him, and we rode around the country; sometimes I sat on
a bank, waiting while he made a sketch. One night a strange thing happened, so
curious that I decided to write about it in narrative form - here it is:An Unsolved Mystery (A True Story)
The night was warm, and, fortunately for me, my bedroom window and
door were open to catch the evening air. I climbed into bed, read a few lines
of my library book, then turned out the lights. As I was settling to sleep, a
sudden, heavy thump on the floor beside the bed roused; I thought of the
book I had just been reading, and decided that it had fallen to the floor, from
where I had thrust it, by my pillow. Without switching on the light, I leaned
out of bed and felt around on the floor for it, slightly annoyed at the
disturbance. To my surprise nothing came to hand, and I felt around the
pillow - the book was still there! Much intrigued by this fact, I began to
search for a reason for the noise on the floor, expecting to find something
that had fallen from the bedside table. Again, nothing, but my groping
fingers touched a gas-tap - turned ON! Quickly I shut it off, recalling as I did
so, that during the day I had found my two dogs romping in the bedroom, so
it must have been those rascals which had knocked the tap on, and nearly
gassed me. With a sigh of relief at my lucky escape, I once more settled down
to sleep, glad that everything had been explained. Did I say everything?
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What about the thump on the floor? Imagination, or a dream, perhaps?
Then, why, in the morning, did my son ask, "What was that bang in the
night?"
***************************************************************************
At Christmas I went to Brighton, after moving my ducks, - wire-netting, bedding
and all -into a kind neighbour's garden. Frank was in the choir at a church in
Portslade; he travelled about by motor-bike in those days, and offered to take me as
passenger to Midnight Mass. I demurred at first, but decided to take a chance. He
called for me and we set off. I soon discovered that he had not lost his love of teasing
me, for he roared with laughter each time we went over a bump in the road. As for
me, I never had a less enjoyable journey in my life; it was like riding on a swaying
tightrope - and in the dark, too. When we plunged down the steep hill between Dyke
Road and New England Road, I was quite sure my last hour had come. It had not,
however, and I duly returned to Freshfield and set about retrieving the ducks, by
means of my wheelbarrow, shuttling back and forth several times.
Soon after this I saw an advertisement in the Universe for a Catholic woman to act
as Housemother to 15 boys at Eton College. This intrigued me, and I wrote offering
my services (more out of curiosity than anything else, I suspect). I had a reply
inviting me to visit the College. I did that, after first settling myself at Momma's. From
the moment of stepping off the train, I seemed to be walking in another world;
immensely dignified creatures were all about me, and I found myself actually
addressing one of them (in great curiosity as to what would happen). I asked him to
direct me to Mr. Wilkinson's, Keate House - the address I had been given by Mrs.
Birkett, who had written in answer to my application. I had chosen a very young boy
to help me but, even so, he took charge of the situation by saying, "l will take you
there," and we walked side-by-side along rows of delightful Period houses, each
having on its door some personal touch, as for instance, the Housemaster's name, or
other title appropriate to the occupiers. Keate House was somewhat larger than the
average, and stood back from the road, in its own garden; I thanked my guide and
rang the bell. I was ushered into the presence of a pleasant lady - who emerged as
Mrs. Birkett, the House Matron of Keate's. We talked in her expensive-looking sittingroom, before she showed me round what would be my domain if I got the job. The
work entailed, she explained, looking after the rooms and checking the laundry of the
15 resident boys, in addition to making up a tea{ray for each. Unfortunately, the
rooms were on two floors, and I viewed with misgiving a steep staircase of scrubbed
bare boards that would have to be negotiated many times a day. As we went about
the place, we encountered silent figures which flattened themselves against the wall
until we had passed - evidently some of the fifteen comprising the House.
My day's work would begin with bed-making; no small task, fifteen beds to tidy
and push up into the wall-surface. I noticed an absence of plumbing, too, so that
water-jugs would have to be filled daily, and carried up or down stairs. Mrs. Birkett
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opened several of the rooms, and I was interested in the individual trophies, cricket
bats, rugger caps, etc., for here was represented the things that went to the making of
this ancient and world-famous college. I was then shown my own room, and if the
boys' were of Victorian vintage, this one went back to the 18th century! The bed was
of iron scrollwork, and the wall covered with pink roses; the whole thing quite
revolting, I thought. Evidently, it was thought fitting to keep the house in its original
style, but a little modernising would not come amiss, surely. At 4.00p.m. I would have
to retire to my small kitchen and get fifteen trays of tea ready, delivering each to the
fifteen rooms, afterwards collecting them and washing up, phew! I was already
feeling tired, and this increased when I learned the reward for this job would be £2
5s.0d. per week, with board, of course, but - even so - !
I had already made up my mind when we returned to Mrs. Birkett's room that
such concentrated domesticity, for so little pay, was not for me. I was genuinely
sorry, as I had been prepared to take the opportunity of a peep into High Society, if
only for a term or two, in order to - perhaps - write a few essays on my experiences.
My companion appeared to like me, and to think that I was willing to take on the
work, but she added, "Are you sure you could do it?" -to which I replied, "l'm quite
certain I could, but not at that price, l'm afraid." She was immediately downcast at
that, and said she was always trying to get it improved and, anyway, the boys gave
tips at the ends of terms. When I asked how much that would be likely to amount to,
she said, "About 5s.0d. each," adding naively, "If they don't forget, that is." But my
mind was made up, and after she had given me the train-fare to Brighton, I took my
leave, she restraining me as long as possible, so much did she want me. Indeed, that
was not the end of the matter, for there was a letter waiting for me at Freshfield,
asking me to telephone to say would I change my mind and come to take the job. I did
phone, but only to disappoint her once again; I was not disposed to do sweated
labour, even in those exalted circles, I decided.
Leaving Keate House, I filled in the time till the next train by wandering around
Eton's environs and savouring some of its atmosphere. I went into a small sweet
shop and bought an ice-cream; there I mingled with small boys dressed in white
braid neckties and black tail-coats, who were sprawling about drinking pop and
reading - Comics! Outside I saw a bunch of town boys following and making fun of
some strolling tall and willowy young gods, dressed similarly to those in the shop I
had just left. Then I wandered a little way across a field I came to - there was no-one
about, and I picked up from the path a clockwork mouse. Then a boy came towards
me on the same path and I asked him the name of the field and he answered, almost
clicking his heels, "This is Plough Meadow." So ended my visit to Eton College (yes, I
did see the playing fields of Eton) and altogether it was a very interesting outing.
One day I answered the door to a distressed-looking lady, who asked me if I could
accommodate her and her family for a short time. This was a new idea to me, and I
asked her in, and we talked about it; she said her boy was at Bishop's Court, but it
was difficult to get him there on time in the mornings from Thornton, where they
lived, also they were having a house built at Freshfield. Whilst I hesitated, not
104

knowing how to answer, for I had never seen her before, she suddenly said, "Do you
know Canon Bennett?" Of course I did, extremely well, so those few words broke the
ice, and I agreed to take them - Captain and Mrs. John Hughes and Philip, aged 8. They
moved in soon after that and we became very good friends, on Christian-name terms,
in fact. A sturdily-built Irishman, with crinkly reddish hair, John was, like his father
before him, a captain in the Merchant Navy. His voice was more of a bellow, as is
usual with those giving orders against wind and waves; so when he spoke to me in
his Irish words and intonation, as often as not Agnes would say, in a patient voice,
"Now John, would you mind repeating that slowly and quietly, for l'm sure Grace
hasn't understood a word." She was quite right.
As befits a sailor, he was very handy about the house, and was quick and active; on
Sundays we all went across to early Mass, and before I had left the church after
selling my papers, I would hear him calling out, "Come on, Grace, your breakfast's
ready", and on looking out I saw him at the back door waving the frying-pan in my
direction. It was very nice to be included in the family like that, and I enjoyed my
new-found companionship with them. John's work on the Mersey was arranged in
shifts, of three days on and three off, so we often had him at home, and in this
connection Agnes remarked one day, rather wittily, "Who would want a husband
who comes in and out with the tide?" She was a very capable wife, but inclined to fly
off the handle somewhat, but as John at no time answered these outburst with
anything but a puzzled frown, nothing like a row ever developed between them;
indeed, he had the most gentle of natures, and I liked him very much. Philip was a
wan little boy, though, as it turned out, he had cause to be for, soon after they came to
live with me, he went to hospital for a kidney operation; he picked up after that and
grew quite fast. Agnes told me that they had adopted him as a baby, from the
Liverpool Catholic Rescue Society; that was how she knew Canon Bennett, who was
in charge of the arrangements for the adoption.
When they had been with me for a month, I was summoned to Brighton to
Mamma, who was now 80 and ill. I had no worries about leaving Agnes in charge, as
she knew all the ropes by then, and could cope with the ducks for me. I was away for
a week or two, and came back after Mamma's death on May 30th 1954. My aunts,
Annie and Kitty, continued to live at the Rise after this, with a family in the top flat.
Agnes had carried on my job of selling the Catholic papers, in the course of which
she had visited the babies' home, Clumber Lodge (on page 69 of this narrative I wrote
of my weekly journey to that Home). It came as a surprise, though, to hear her ask
me, "Which baby do you like best at Clumber Lodge?" Without hesitation I was able
to answer "Stephen", for I had noticed him, sitting on a nun's knee, his little mouth
opening like a bird's every time the spoonful of food came hear it. He looked perfect
in wind and limb, and taking food so easily was surely a good sign. Then Agnes
amazed me by saying that she, too, had picked out Stephen, and, if I didn't mind, they
would be fetching him quite soon! I was delighted, of course, as he was an attractive
little chap, and l'd like to help in such good work. Soon we were all baby-minded, a
pram and cot arrived, and we looked forward to his arrival.
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Meanwhile, their new house was taking shape, and Agnes was pleased that I was
willing to enable her to incorporate the baby into the family before they moved into a
new district; she did not want to have any explaining to do, she said. The great day
arrived and John and Agnes brought him home in a taxi; he could just about toddle,
and was wearing a red coat with a hood. John's first action was to carry him into the
church and set him down at the altar rails, from where he wandered up and down the
aisle for a time. After that we settled down to the job of bringing him up, an enjoyable
task, for he really was a charmer. I was gratified at being asked to suggest a middle
name for him. I gave it much thought and eventually came up with the idea of Joseph
- they liked it and so the little chap became Stephen Joseph Hughes; a reasonable
enough name to grow up with, I thought.
John discovered that I liked and played cricket, so, as he did too, it became a habit
of his to knock on my sitting-room door and say, "Grace, finish your tea and come and
play cricket." It seemed like an order, to be obeyed, but I readily complied, and the
spectacle of two grown people playing with a full-sized bat and hard ball could often
be seen in my garden. Philip took a dim view of the proceedings as he hopped about
on the perimeter, for we whizzed the ball about mercilessly - the very ducks were in
peril, but escaped injury, fortunately. Stephen was safely indoors, and I really think
Agnes viewed us with some concern for our sanity, but we enjoyed the exercise and
battles of wit, which we repeated often.
In the summer of that year Geoff proposed taking me to the Provence district of
France - a suggestion that I fairly jumped at, and we left Brighton for Dieppe on July
31st. From there we went by train to Paris, alighting at the Gare du Nord, and going
by bus to the Gare de Lyons, ready to go off early the next morning by train to the
South. Geoff found lodgings for us almost in the station yard, and we spent the rest of
the day sight-seeing (we were now on the Right Bank, so I had a different view of the
Seine to explore). We again found tramps' nests, and admired the sight, after dark, of
brightly-lit trains snaking over a bridge above our heads. As a matter of interest, we
calculated that we were now about 178 miles from Brighton.
Bright and early the next morning we stepped out of our hotel on to the train for
the South coast of France - the Côte d'Azur, Geoff expressing a wish to break the
journey at the ancient town of Orange. At no time had we any pre-booked rooms so
could drop off anywhere, with our train tickets - eminently sensible, I thought. Our
plan was always the same; I sat in the station with the luggage whilst Geoff sallied
into the unknown to find accommodation. He was soon back, at Orange, for he fixed
up at the self-explanatory "Hotel de la Gare" and I washed out some smalls and dried
them in the sun there and then. At sunset we walked in the town and sat outside a
restaurant for supper. this was immediately opposite the towering structure of the
old Roman theatre which was used for musical performances of a high order. As we
sat we became aware that something would take place that evening, for crowds of
well-dressed people began to arrive at the arched entrances; while, further down the
road we could see a gathering of people in costume - soldiers, some on white horses,
mingling with other types in character dress, quite evidently the members of the cast,
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in numbers running into hundreds, I would say. Musicians, carrying their
instruments, hurried across the road - and altogether the sense of excitement grew.
At length we heard the sound of applause, and the orchestra swept into the Overture
of L'Arlesienne all this clearly audible, for, of course, those Roman theatres were
open to the sky.
We sat on, enjoying this unexpected treat, as darkness fell on that warm, romantic
evening, until at last we decided to return to the hotel; the grand music followed us
all the way, and Geoff said it would probably go on all night. It seemed as if he could
not bear to shut it out, and, before we turned in, he gave me quite a fright by climbing
out on to the window-sill - at an unknown height from the ground - for a last listen.
As it was, I fell asleep to the sounds of what must have been massed voices,
punctuated by the guttural voice of the porter in the adjacent station uttering a
mournful "Or-ange" every time a train drew in at the platform.
The hotel was run by two elderly sisters, both dressed in black. One of them kindly
spoke to me in a slow, easy French, so that I could understand all that she said to me a gesture that added quite a bit to my enjoyment of the moment. When we left the
next morning, August 3rd, she gave me two pictures of the Roman theatre (described
as the most impressive in the world).
We calculated that we must now be 567 miles from Brighton - quite a thought! but we pressed on, ever more southward, and arrived at Marseilles, where we had a
wait of three hours for our next train. We did not go down into the town, wishing to
conserve our strength, but looked at it from the steps outside the station, and then
ordered a meal which we dawdled over - in a garden restaurant nearby. Our fellow
eaters provided a wealth of interest, and the time soon passed. Now we turned east,
in our new train, and were soon running along by the actual sea-coast, the scenery
becoming more exotic with every mile, with palm trees and cactus plants rising up
beneath them to quite a height.
We alighted at a small wayside station at a place called Bandol, and as usual, I
waited with the luggage while Geoff went out to look for lodgings. He was gone
longer than usual, but came at last, saying that he had been twice round the whole
place, with only partial success -not that hordes of visitors had swamped the hotels,
but simply that there were only a very few of these, and they were occupied. The best
he could do was a tiny hotel where we could stay if we agreed to accept a bed for me and a mattress on the floor for Geoff! There was no alternative, and we walked down
a lovely country road and arrived at a really attractive low building, called the
Auberge du Relais Flori. It seemed to be surrounded with flowers and trees, so we
approached it with pleasurable anticipation on that warm, sunny evening. Inside we
found it equally attractive, with floors of small patterned tiles in pleasant designs. I
began to think we must be in the Tropics, for the windows were covered with antimosquito netting!
The next morning, I was surprised to hear a very ordinary cock-crow - it seemed
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all wrong, somehow, this Sussex-like sound. We breakfasted in the pergola, an open
air terrace entirely covered by green branches of the trees growing around the edge
of the terrace, with quiet music floating discreetly down to us, as we sat at our meal,
and with the hot sun filtering through the leaves. Outside, a sandy road ran
accommodatingly round the garden in a hair-pin bend downhill to the little town and
the sea; we explored all this during our first morning, and found everything very
beautiful, enhanced by perfect weather. There were the usual groups of children
playing on the church steps, while flower-sellers displayed their heaps of colourful
blooms in profusion, and all this almost on the water's edge, only a few minutes walk
from our hotel.
We got on well with M. le Patron, Mons. Henri Leclercq and his wife, the latter
taking me into her kitchen at one point. They had two small sons, the elder of whom
was learning to be useful at a very early age by opening the bottles of wine ordered
by the guests at table.
On our second day, August 5th, Monsieur gave us tickets for a trip to an off-shore
island, Bendor by name, and we travelled in a boat, under a canvas awning, with
about 25 others, and crewed by young men in dazzling white uniforms. The water
was so transparent, one could see through it to the darting fishes and waving plants.
We disembarked on the tiny island, finding there a most interesting museum set in a
pleasant garden, with flocks of exotic birds fluttering about. We enjoyed this trip very
much and, on the return journey, were able to appreciate the beauty of Bandol as
seem from the Mediterranean Sea.
On a garden wall near the hotel, I found a large bottle full of wasps - evidently a
nest, for they were flying busily in and out; but it was not a sight to examine too
closely, and we left it behind smartly. A most pleasant sight was that of green grapes
growing profusely in private gardens, much as we in England have shrubs bordering
our lawns - so common that no-one took any notice of them. Our Monsieur liked to
air his English, and on one occasion murmured to me as he put a plate of them before
me, "Nize feesh" - he was quite right, of course - they were delicious.
But this fantastic holiday was not by any means over yet, and the next morning
saw us walking up the pretty road to the trains again, and we started a journey of
four hours, all along the coast, passing through or stopping at stations large and
small. At times the train seemed to be running over the sea, and then would plunge
through miniature tunnels piercing the rocks. In this fashion we saw such places at
St. Raphael, Cannes, Juan les Pins, Antibes, Monte Carlo and Monaco, all set in
magnificent scenery. On the landward side were miles of trees, each carrying large
cushions of mistletoe - the first I had ever seen growing. Soon our train arrived at the
Franco-Italian border and bronzed, handsome Customs Officers came on board to
examine and stamp our passports; that done, they alighted at the next station with
us. This emerged as a small, village-like place called Ventimiglia. High mountains
closed it in on the land side, only about a few hundred yards from the sea. This
resulted in the railway station, with one short wide road lined with trees, leading
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directly to gardens and a promenade beside the sea.
So here we were, actually in Italy, and now at the end of our outward journey some 880 miles from Brighton. I waited in a handsome station, with mosaics on the
walls, while Geoff went to find lodgings, as usual. He returned with the news that we
were to stay with a Signorina M. Sala, at a flat in Via Martiri della Liberta, almost on
the sea front. To me this was the least desirable of our resting places, for it was part
of a block of modern flats, not very tall, but with the usual concrete steps leading to
impersonal front doors, all alike. Still, we had no need to bother about it, for the
weather was very sunny and hot and we lived outside, getting our meals at caf és just
below the flats. I thought it very droll, going out for breakfast, on the first morning
serenaded by an old man playing an accordion, whilst weaving his way among the
tables on the pavement.
A river-bed wound its way to the sea beside us, probably a sizeable volume of
water in winter, but reduced, in this hot weather, to a formidable stream. A bridge
crossed it at the sea end, and Geoff read a poster proclaiming that there would be a
firework display on a ship off the beach opposite the other end of the bridge; so, with
the world and his wife, we marched across in the direction of martial music which
came drifting on the warm evening air. Arrived at the spot indicated, we found a huge
crowd surrounding what we would call a 'silver band' seated in a large circle in the
middle of the road, who were dispensing cheerful music. There was a sense of
excitement as the lively, chattering Italians gazed out to sea, trying to pick out the
ship in question; meanwhile, darkness closed in and the musicians played on. As far
as we were concerned, the matter ended there, for, although we waited far into the
night, no ship arrived - nor any fireworks!
On Sunday, August 8th, we went to Mass at 8.15, at the church of Sant Agostino. I
was mildly surprised to see, among the flowers on the altar, pots of Aspidistra plants
- which we in England had long before written off as old-fashioned.
In that little gem of a place in which we found ourselves, there was no need to go
far afield, everything was in sight of the flats, and we had only to descend our steps
and we were immediately in charming surroundings. To our right there was a fruit
and flower market, straight ahead was the flowing stream and to the left a curving
path leading to public gardens alongside the deep blue Mediterranean. Added to all
this, the weather was sunny and so hot that I took to wearing a newspaper on my
head, as did many others. We watched some craftsmen constructing an ornamental
pool in a space beside the gardens, and I was sorry that we had to leave without
seeing a pottery tortoise cemented into place.
After Mass on that Sunday we bought cheese, bread, fruit and tomatoes and went
along the river bank to look for a view for Geoff to sketch. I sat beside him while he
worked, and soon had plenty to look at myself. On the opposite bank of the stream a
man carrying a bundle of plants, herbs perhaps, came into sight; following close on
his heels was a young white goat. The man paused when they were level with us, put
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down his burden, felt in the grass and brought out a pair of thigh boots, which he put
on after taking off his shoes - the goat standing patiently by meanwhile. Then the two
of them waded through the water over to our side and up on to dry land - evidently a
recurring episode, for the goat knew just what to do. I then watched a party of small
ducks faced with the job of fording the stream which, to them, was quite swift; they
ran to and fro despairingly until one of them discovered a narrow passage across,
when all seemed almost to queue up and one by one braved the current and splashed
to the other side. Small incidents, but full of interest to me.
When lunchtime came, we picked our food parcels up from the grass - only to find
that ants had got there first! I do not recall how we reacted to this misfortune, but the
shops were close at hand, and Geoff certainly introduced to me that delicious Italian
ice-cream, with embedded nuts and cherries - Cassata by name.
We had dinners on the pavement at night at the Pollo d'Oro - delicious food, soup,
fish, veal cutlets, cheese, fruit and always lettuce. Here we struck up an acquaintance
with a young Dutchman who heard us speaking and told us he was studying English.
After the meal we would walk about in the warm darkness, and once came upon a
noisy game of 'boules', the equivalent of our bowls. This Continental game bore little
resemblance to the staid English version, though, for these chaps really enjoyed
themselves, with great shouts, and foaming tankards within easy reach. Any piece of
hard ground was suitable for playing on, and this particular battle was being fought
on the road beside the river, to the accompanying choruses of cicadas in the trees
and frogs in the river-bed. The method of play was for each man in turn to take a
short run, as if bowling at cricket, then suddenly to release the ball with a quick jab,
and it should fall amongst and scatter the balls already on the ground, in play. I did
not describe them as 'bowls', for they were truly silver (steel?) balls, about tennisball size. There were trees beside the game in progress, and electric lights had been
looped among the branches, whilst a large sawn-off trunk served as a table for the
drinks. We enjoyed the unusual spectacle and the antics and shouts of the players
until it was time to turn in - rather sadly, for tomorrow we were due to leave this
happy spot.
We spent our last few hours looking at things for the last time, and I watched
various women doing their Monday wash in the stream. Afterwards they spread out
sheets, etc., on the grass, anchoring the corners with large stones; evidently they did
not expect thieves, for they left their property and went home.
Our train was to leave Ventimiglia at 6.15p.m., and we were at the station in very
good time, along with a large number of other would-be passengers. The Customs
Office remained closed, however, and everyone became restless. At last, at 6 o'clock
in fact, the window opened and business began, under the leisurely direction of a
swarthy, black-eyed Italian. Thinking myself safely hidden under my English tongue,
I said to Geoff, "He's just got up from sleep" - he heard, and quite surely had
understood my remark, for he stared at me, banged his fist on the counter and said,
"The train's gone", which was the most frightening thing he could think of, in English,
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I supposed.
In spite of the rush, Geoff found us seats as usual, and we were off, through the
tunnel into France again - this time to stay in the train for 17 hours! Somewhere on
board there was a crate of snakes - we had seen it on the platform, ready for the
journey to Paris. While daylight lasted, we could admire once again the beautiful Côte
d'Azure, and at Nice Geoff pointed out the resplendent white-painted Onassis Yacht.
A dapper little matelot, in smart white cap with its red pom-pom on top, joined the
train somewhere along the coast, probably en route for Toulon, we thought.
Darkness fell, and we settled in our corners to doze the night away, for we had no
sleeper tickets, but I was awake long enough to see, quite near, the famous Pont
d'Avignon.
We arrived at 11.00a.m. on Tuesday, August 1Oth, and now poor Geoff's usual
good spirits deserted him for a time. In contrast to the heat of Italy, here there was a
positively cold breeze blowing, and he didn't like it. We had a wait of two hours
before our next train and, this time, Geoff sat with the luggage while l, greatly daring,
left the station and went to the shops to buy a small souvenir. True, we were heading
for home, but our holiday was by no means over yet, and we arrived at St. Pierre du
Vauvray once more and made straight for the Bellevue. There we found a hushed
silence as people listened to the radio many times during the day - the reason being
that the country was in the grip of the annual cycle race, and it can best be described
by quoting the following from the book Your holiday in France:"Without a doubt, cycle racing is France's national sport and the Tour de
France the greatest sporting event of the year. It is certainly arduous for the
contestants, for during the greater part of a month they cover 3,000 miles
through towns and countryside and mountains. To be in France during this
tour is to witness a national excitement almost without equal. Sports writers
fill columns and columns, and the most vital crises get pushed into a small
paragraph. You have to be a Frenchman to be fascinated by this race. In
every town and village through which cyclists are to pass you will find all
ordinary work at a standstill and the whole population lining the route. For
at least an hour, preceding the bunched group of competitors, there is a
motley procession of advertising cars, many with raucous loud-speakers;
and samples of this or that are thrown out of the cars, to be rushed for by
small boys. When the riders come into view, the atmosphere is tense, almost
hysterical; bouquets are even thrown, causing upsets and uproar. A few
minutes later most of the spectators are back at work again."
All this was apparent when we arrived at the Bellevue, and we hardly dared
breathe such dedicated air, and it needed no effort to learn that a Mons. Bobet was
the hero of that year. As on our previous visit, there were many fishers at the hotel
and, in that connection, another quotation from the book would help, I thought:"A typically French scene is that of a Frenchman with his fishing-rod stuck
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out over the bank of a river while he half-slumbers. Beside him is his picnicbasket, and a bottle of wine cools in the water. The fact that his catch at the
end of a day may be nil does not worry him; he has had a very enjoyable time
musing and looking out over some lovely part of la belle France. I have
envied these anglers their placid contentment."
Sadly, we now had to admit that our funds were running low, nor surprisingly! We
walked by the river to talk over the situation, when, to our amazement, there on the
grass, were several French coins, which we gathered up like manna. A neat little
house-boat was tied up to our small jetty, with an equally neat little lady, in a white
trouser-suit sun-bathing on the boat's roof. Geoff's agile brain took in the situation
and he set to work accordingly. Opening up the sketching gear he always carried, he
began to draw something in the distance - tongue in cheek, so to speak. Sure enough,
the plot worked, and, in no time at all, the boat's owner strolled over to watch. They
exchanged a few words and, as we hoped, he asked if he might buy the sketch. Geoff
agreed and promised to deliver it in the evening. The couple introduced themselves
as American citizens on holiday in Europe (Mr. and Mrs. English), and they invited us
to join them for a drink when we took the picture to them that night. I thought it a
very romantic moment when we stepped aboard the little craft in the moonlight. We
descended the few stairs to the tiny saloon, where they produced drinks and we
chatted in friendly fashion. Then Mr. English took from the wall a guitar, sat on the
stairs and serenaded us with pleasing airs and songs - a most unusual and enjoyable
encounter - and our funds stepped up as well.
Next morning we took a bus to Les Andelys, an ancient town a few miles away
from St Pierre. The church seemed to me to be in imminent danger of collapse, large
cracks in walls and ceilings heightening my
fears. But it was the castle that really
frightened me - from our position in a treelined, sunny square, where we sat having
refreshments (in the company of a party of
British schoolboys) we could see it, rearing its
head into the sky' It had an air of faery
inaccessibility up there, but we tackled the job
of scaling its heights. At first it was no worse
than a walk up a country lane, but this became
steeper with every step almost' until it was
really hard work to keep going - whilst the
castle still sailed above our heads
tantalisingly. At long last we left the trees and
toiled up grass slopes, finishing with a truly
vertical rise' which frightened the rife out of
me - so much that, while Geoff strode easily up
to the castle walls, I was reduced to crawling
up on hands and knees. once there my fears
subsided, for the ground was flat and people were walking round admiring the XIIth
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century fortification. I even had a few words with one of the boys we had met down
in the little town some hours before.
The time came for us to descend thither, and if I was scared before, I was now
petrified, for we were now facing outwards, with nothing between us and the sky,
and a sheer drop to the Seine, far, far below. With no head for heights at the best of
times, I could only get down by clinging to Geoff's arm as we stepped into space! My
relief was very real as we regained the square and prepared to leave for the hotel.
When we looked for a bus to take us, though, we were told that there would be no
more that day (it was mid-afternoon only). Having no money for a possible taxi-ride,
there was only one thing left for us to do, we must thumb a lift, so we positioned
ourselves by the roadside and waited. Several vehicles passed by without interest in
us, and then we saw a yellow van coming towards' and slowing down. To our
satisfaction, the driver invited us up, and we started the drive home - literally, for he
told us he was on his way to deliver Ricard Vermouth to our very hotel. Arriving
there he asked us into the bar with him to take a glass of his firm's produce, and so
ended happily a day mixed, for me, with worries!
On Thursday, August 12th, it rained during most of the day, and we stayed around
St. Pierre quietly, for we were to leave on the following day. We did this, regretfully,
at 9.00a.m. and headed for Dieppe; en route we changed trains at Rouen and, having
an hour to wait, Geoff hailed a taxi and showed me the cathedral and Joan of Arc's
place of martyrdom. Arriving at Dieppe at 11.30a.m., we went straight to La Sole
Dieppoise, which Geoff already knew. It was a hotel-restaurant, and smelled
pleasantly of coffee and cedarwood. After a meal we went, inevitably, to the castle but this one, though high up, had a gentle approach, so that one did not realise the
long climb. Inside there was a very interesting museum and Art Gallery, with wide
views of the sea and town from the windows and turrets. In the evening we came
upon a large fairground in full swing; this I found fascinating - all the fun of the fair
carried on in French! Geoff had a go at the shooting gallery and, although he got all
six shots on target they were not all exactly on the bull's eye - the condition for
winning a bottle of wine prize.
On Sunday, August 15th, we went to the ten o'clock Mass at the Cathedral of St.
Remy, just behind where we were staying (the deep baying of its bell occurred
throughout the day, at intervals, and became part of our life at Dieppe. The day was
the Feast of the Assumption and after the service, right round the outside of the
church, there was a long procession; Geoff took colour photographs of it.
In the evening we found a large crowd of people on the lawns by the sea, waiting
in front of an open-air stage, with 'Pernod Fils' printed everywhere round it. The
weather was lovely, and we admired the view of the dominating castle, sitting up
there bathed in artificial lighting. Soon the concert began and it went with a swing
and much laughter and handing out of small bottles of Pernod - none, alas, in our
direction though. Charles Trenet, a leading French artist, sang his own song, haunting
melody La Mer, among a group of other, comic, ones. That was to be the finish of our
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gallivanting, for tomorrow we were to cross the channel and head at last for home.
Our sailing time was 1.00p.m. on Monday, August 16th, and we spent the morning
touring round our old haunts for the last time. Calling at a tiny caf6 in a side-street
whose name we translated as Sword Street, we found a big, heavy man, slumped in a
chair on our side of the counter, his large hand covering his face. In answer to Geoff’s
enquiry as to the cause of his distress, he pointed to the ceiling and stated that his
daughter was upstairs dying of cancer; we felt sorry, but helpless at the news. A
customer then asked Geoff for a game of bar-billiards with him, but guessing that I
would like to play, he waved me forward and I did, indeed, enjoy this unusual game
with an anonymous Frenchman.
In brilliant sunshine, we at last boarded our boat, and a perfect crossing rounded
off a magnificent holiday. During seventeen days we had covered some 1800 miles,
stayed at six different addressed, and enjoyed excellent food and every kind of
diversion - a huge success, in fact!
With my head stuffed with pleasant memories, I returned to Lancashire, to my
small teaching job at Hightown and to life with the Hughes. October 30th was little
Stephen's first birthday, and he presided over his birthday tea from his high chair. I
had made him a Fair Isle beret, and this was now perched jauntily on the head of
Canon Bennett, who was the guest of honour at this feast. Stephen blew out the
candle on his cake, then gazed at us in wide-eyed astonishment as we suddenly sang
"Happy Birthday to You" to him.
Unfortunately for me, their new house was nearing completion - I really enjoyed
my life with them, but soon I was to lose their company, though not their friendship.
In his capacity as a sea-captain, John was allowed to use a private wave-length radio
set, on which he received code messages from ships at sea. When he himself was at
sea, Agnes would tune in at an agreed time, and we could hear his huge voice
booming over the waves. What he said would make no sense to those not in the know
- for instance he might saying something like "Mickey saw Auntie Flo today", which
Agnes could interpret as "Coming home usual time tonight". These messages were
delivered in a quick staccato manner rather like an auctioneer, the sentence repeated
over and over again; I found it fascinating. When John was at home and listening to
his pals at sea, he might remark something like, "Poor Fred" running through a
storm, then." I wondered how on earth he could tell that from the jumble of words I
heard.
In November they moved into their new house, "Edgmoor", St. George's Road, and
I was again alone in my echoing rooms, and missing them very much, after seven
months happiness. However, we soon fixed a weekly arrangement whereby Agnes
and I would get a break from daily routine; she would take a whole day off, and I
would take her place. This meant that I had charge of Stephen all day, and of Philip
when he came home from school. Food was always ready in abundance, so I had
nothing to do but dish it out to the boys, and wash up afterwards. I usually took
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Stephen back to Lane End during part of the day, in his pram, and we would look at
the ducks and eat grapes, he perched on the kitchen table. This weekly arrangement
continued for some three years, to our mutual satisfaction. Agnes enjoyed her
complete freedom for the day, and I liked my job of baby sitter. After tea and a game
or two, Philip joining in, came bath and bed-time for all- I stayed until the following
morning. After breakfast, Agnes gave me ?1 each week - very generous reward for a
job so enjoyable to me.
My little friend grew apace, but did some very silly things, such as opening a
cupboard, hauling out a bag of flour or sugar and promptly dropping it on the floor this bringing down on himself Agnes' wrath and very heavy hand. Only once did I
ever make him cry, and then not by beating him; he was to go next door to a
children's party, and I filled in the hour or so before it was time to go by playing with
him in a room overlooking next door's garden, in order to see when any children
arrived. It was tedious for the poor kid, waiting about like this, all dressed up and
ready to go. At last it really was time, but at that moment I noticed that a cool breeze
had blown up and, as I knew he was not wearing a vest, I said, "Just a minute while I
put your vest on." He gave me one look and burst into tears, saying between sobs,
"After all this time", which showed a remarkable use of English for a child so young,
only a matter of 36 or so months, in fact. Soon the tears were dried, and I took him to
the party, but I was sorry to have upset him like that.
We were the best of friends always, and we had a little dialogue together which
never failed to amuse people. I would ask him, "Etes vous un bon garçon?" and he
would roar out "Oui-i-i!" - it was a great success always. Father Duffy heard it once,
and was visibly impressed. I enjoyed introducing the little chap to new skills, and was
the first to take him on a train; we had often watched them go by, and he was
intrigued when I suggested riding in one. I took him to Hightown to see Dorothy's
tiny school, and he sat on the train seat, legs straight out before him, savouring the
new sensation. He said, after a few minutes, "Do you like it, Auntie Grace?" - as if it
were my first journey, too; I found him vastly entertaining. On another occasion, I
showed him how to kneel by his little bed and say his prayers. We had arrived at
about the middle of the Lord's Prayer, when he suddenly stood up, said "I've had
enough of this," and climbed into bed. He very soon grew out of the pram stage, and
now, when the family came to Mass on Sundays, he arrived pedalling himself along
on a tricycle. They always came into the house for a while, and Philip stayed for a
drawing lesson - he showed such an interest that I was glad to help him like this.
Canon Bennett now received the honour and title of Monsignor and, to mark the
occasion, a Reception was planned. This took place one evening in the Hall, I lending
my gold chair (the one Geoff always called "the king's chair") which we rigged up on
a simple dais. The event was a great success, with toasts, presentation of a cheque
from the congregation, and music afterwards - Father Duffy singing solos in his
beautiful voice. The money we collected was for buying the new robes that were
appropriate to the recipient's title - which later came from Stephen as "Monseenoo",
a word that rubbed off on Agnes and me, too.
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Miss Trevor now asked if two of her staff could sleep at my place, and again I said
Yes, for I knew the young chaps already. They were a lively couple, and I liked them
coming and going - it made it more interesting for me. We shared a joke at the
younger one's expense once, in this way:- they had gone separate ways one evening,
and he had not returned when the other decided to go to bed. Unfortunately, he
forgot to ask for the key, so found himself locked out. From my own room I could
hear scurrying noises round the house, together with frantic tapping on a window,
then hurrying footsteps and the unlocking of the front door. They apologised in the
morning, but I had not been disturbed, more amused in fact, and anyway it was not
really late.
In April 1956 Geoff and I were off again, though no further than Dieppe this time;
we spent an enjoyable week, really getting to know the place. Curiously enough, we
ran into a friend of Geoff's, a member of the staff at Brighton's Art College. He invited
us to his rooms facing the harbour, from where he painted daily. In return, we asked
him to our place for a drink several times during the week. I managed to get Frank
interested in Dieppe, and arranged that he and I should go for a few days during the
following June. When the time came, he was not well so, rather than cancel the
booking l, greatly daring, went alone. It would be wrong to say that I was completely
relaxed over there by myself, but I was on good terms with the wife of the proprietor,
Madame Henry, and so had her to turn to on occasions. For the rest, I took a rather
fearful pleasure in wandering about, rubbing shoulders with the French populace;
indeed, I even went into shops to make small purchases. My opening remark was
always, "Parlez vous Anglais?", and when they almost invariably answered "Non", I
could then go ahead with my inadequate French with a sense of one-upmanship.
Only twice did anyone address me in the street. I was in a crowd listening to a
band contest in which the competitors each took the stand, played their piece and
then gave way to the next band. Next to me was a tall fellow in a fancy uniform, who
had just been playing. As the following music got under way, he turned to me and
made a remark in advanced French; it was beyond me, but I nodded and gave him a
cryptic smile, which seemed to fit the bill, for he smiled too, and turned away.
Another time several youngsters stopped and asked me a question, to which I could
only reply, "Je ne comprends pas," at which point they dashed away, shouting
"lmpossible" - I shall never know what kind of joke I made that day. Standing on the
ramparts of the castle on another occasion I talked with a friendly keeper, finding
subjects for conversation in the wide view spread before us. I liked the challenge of
these exchanges, though could not contribute very much myself.
Corpus Christi was a very special day in Dieppe, for some hundreds - it seemed - of
children made their First Communion then. From very early in the morning I could
see little family groups escorting their candidates on foot to the ceremony, each child
lovingly dressed in gleaming white - the girls like tiny brides, their skirts to the
ground. In the great church of St. Remy, every seat had a fluttering label with a name
on it, evidently those of parents and friends of the children. I perched on something
at the back of the church during the Mass, which was most impressive, especially at
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the end, when a procession of the singing children went right around the aisles - how
truly angelic they looked! After Mass the whole contingent followed the priest into
the road outside, where he addressed them; the road was most effectively blocked by
the crowd so that nothing could get through until the children dispersed. The whole
day was theirs, apparently, for they walked about with their families while daylight
lasted - still in their morning finery.
As if to confirm this theory of mine, the lady at La Sole showed me a display of
presents, toys mostly, which were ready for the young boy of the house, making his
First Communion that day. After I had gone to bed there came sounds of a party
getting under way, immediately beneath my room! It was by no means a children's
one, for the voices were very grown-up -presumably belonging to the family of the
little boy. Speeches, cheers, songs and laughter came up to me until the early hours,
followed by the arrival and departure of many cars; they apologised afterwards, I
must add. And so came the end of my solitary stay abroad, and the seatrip home was
made in perfect weather. I spent the time talking with a French girl.
Seeking to add to my duck population, I went one day to Haywards Heath Cattle
Market to look for some to take North with me. I watched ruddy-faced farmers
bidding for the fat beasts, in a straw-littered ring, and then went about looking at the
smaller exhibits. A line of cages at eye-level ran around the perimeter of the market,
and contained such things as a single hen, a few rabbits and even a bunch of flowers
or a cauliflower. Ducks were conspicuous by their absence, though there were six
little grey things huddled together, waiting to be bought. Had I known better I would
have left them alone, as did most of my fellow-bidders; as it was, the rogues fell to me
for a very small sum, and I bore them to the Rise in triumph.
I made a box to put them in for the journey to Lancashire next day, and set them
free among my other ducks. To conclude this unhappy story in one narrative, those
ducks grew into handsome, exotic birds - grey bodies, with red, white and black
heads; Muscovy Ducks, in fact. In spite of their beauty, they had black hearts, and it
was not long before I began to thin them out by cooking and eating them - and very
good they were, too! From the first they were aggressive to the humble Khaki
Campbells and bullied them around the garden until, the final sin, they actually
drowned one by holding its head under water. Such a possibility would have been
difficult to believe, but I had the evidence of my own eyes a few days later, when t
saw two more bodies floating in the pool, and their murderer standing on the edge
peering at them. All I could do was to dig a hole and bury the poor things. In addition
to these misdemeanours, the Moscovies had other bad habits to add to my worries
about them; they would rise up and fly away, so that I had sometimes to visit my
neighbours' gardens in order to drive them back. They would perch on my roof in a
tantalising way, especially at bed-times, so that I had to wait or take the risk of their
being absent in the morning. One day Frank Jones, next door, said, "Come and look at
this." I climbed the fence and he showed me a hollow in the grass containing a dozen
eggs laid, of course, by a wayward flying duck. We took six each, though I never heard
whether or not they ate them. Not long after this, I had the last Muscovy for dinner 117

and very nice too.
At about this time I read in the Formby Times that a captain at Harington Barracks
had been found guilty of embezzling funds entrusted to him, and had been dismissed
the Service with ignominy, or some such words. I thought no more of it until one day
Monsignor asked me if I could shelter a family in distress, until they could make
other arrangements; of course I said Yes and they moved in - a father, mother and
two children. They had no furniture or luggage, and it soon became evident that they
were poor; and it was only when the wife told me that they had been living at the
camp that I put two and two together and remembered the Court Martial. The wife
had been a nurse and now went into a job that kept her away for most of each day,
whilst the husband stayed around at home, in an agony of misery, I would say. He
was an intelligent, handsome man, now reduced to such an unhappy state; it was
impossible not to feel sorry for him. It was fortunate for him that he had an entirely
loyal wife, who went about the task of providing for the family with an enviable
serenity - she never discussed their circumstances with me, but left me to my own
conjectures. I sensed their predicament in little incidents like seeing him mending his
son's shoes while the boy was in bed - surely a pathetic job for an ex-captain to have
to do! I learned, incidentally, that there was another son, who was being cared for by
the grandparents, as an economy measure. After several months of sojourning with
me, Monsignor found the family a job of running a home for deprived children, in
Liverpool. This they carried on for some time, but evidently the father's heart was
completely broken, for I heard that he had actually died - and in the prime of life, too.
I thought the whole story extremely sad, all because of a man's lapse from honesty,
for which he paid very highly indeed, and his family with him.
Once again Terry was to play at Southport's Garrick Theatre, this time in Carousel.
Her schooldays friend, Jacqueline Jefferson, was with her in the same show; indeed
they were among the principals, another being Edmund Hockridge. Terry asked if
Jackie could stay at my house with her, so I had a lively three weeks, with two
actresses about the place, and there was no sleep until they returned at midnight
every night. One day they brought Mr. Hockridge to tea - that is, he brought them, in
his posh car. I glimpsed an archery outfit inside - evidence of one of his hobbies
(another being painting). He was a big and burly Canadian, with a voice to match; he
addressed me as "Ma'am", in true Canadian style, and when I called him “Mr.
Hockridge" he said, "My name's Ted", but I don't think I was brave enough to use it.
After tea they had to get back to the theatre - they all had leading parts, as I saw
when I went to the show during its run.
Thinking it would be better to have someone in the house when I next went away,
I answered an advertisement for holiday accommodation. A youngish couple with a
small boy (they looked Jewish) arrived by car, and immediately booked the bungalow
for a fortnight - at a very cheap rent, I would say. On returning, I was told by my
neighbours that two cars had been driven into my garden, and I could see the cut-up
state of the grass, of course. My suspicions were roused and I asked them how many
people had stayed in the house. It transpired that two couples and their children, five
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of them, had occupied the three small bedrooms. What annoyed me most was the fact
that the original pair had pretended that there would be only the three of them - yet
no less than nine turned up directly my back was turned. Usually slow to anger, I saw
red this time, and I rang up the woman and demanded an explanation. She had no
excuse, of course, but kept repeating that it was only her sister who'd come to visit
them. I wrote her a letter expressing my disgust at their meanness and underhand
conduct, but the thing was done.
John's job now took him to Ellesmere Port, so he had a long journey to make to get
home to Freshfield. At the same time, Philip had left Bishop's Court and gone to
boarding school. There was strictly nothing to keep them in Formby, then, and my
growing fears were soon to be realised - they began to look for a house in Cheshire. I
went with them on one of these jaunts, staying outside with Stephen and the car
while they inspected a few at Bromborough, a very pleasant village near Birkenhead.
On the way back we stopped at New Brighton's Pleasureland, where we all rode on
the Miniature Railway, and Stephen had a go on the Children's Roundabout. Then
home by way of Birkenhead, where John called at an estate office, through the
Mersey Tunnel, and a meal at their house rounded off a pleasant day for me.
On another lovely Summer afternoon, John brought home some friends of his, a
Dutch sea-captain, his wife and small daughter. Captain Hazenburg brought a cinecamera and took pictures of the children playing in the paddling pool in the garden.
After tea he produced a portable electric organ, and some of us played on it - this was
a pleasant and unusual tea party.
In July, 1956, Geoff took me to Holland. We crossed the Channel at Dover, for
Calais, where we boarded a train for Brussels. Arrived there in the evening, we had a
meal and booked for a night at a hotel, near the station. Early next day we started out
for Holland, and I found this a very quiet and pleasant journey, in a spotlessly clean
train, with a white-jacketed boy dispensing refreshments and hot coffee all the time.
The usual Customs officials boarded the train at the frontier, but without fuss, and at
last we reached our destination, Delft. This was a charming spot, with a canal and
trees occupying the centre of most of the roads, and rows of very pretty houses, each
bearing the name of the owner on the front door. I missed, however, the sunshine
one anticipates abroad, and there was a persistent wind, which rather spoiled things.
It gave point to the love of windmills in Holland, though.
We went by tram to The Hague, but were unable to look round the town because
we simply could not stand upright in the fierce wind, and we quickly regained the
shelter of the tram and returned to Delft. Our hotel dining room had a huge window
level with the street and, as the traffic consisted almost entirely of bicycles, there was
constant diversion from that source alone. All the people riding by seemed to be
acrobats as well as cyclists, avoiding collision by a hair's breadth, even while carrying
up to three passengers, draped about a single machine. There was a small bridge
immediately in our view, and the way in which this affected the traffic was
remarkably ballet-like.
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A strange fact came to my notice in Holland - the number of large church buildings
which, on inspection, turned out to be only empty shells, literally empty, or housing a
few museum pieces; in fact we had to pay to go in the ones we visited. The Catholic
one was there all right, but was locked until a few minutes before Services; I did not
get to the bottom of this. On the contrary the church towers came to life very sweetly
with carillon music several times a day. Other typically Dutch melodies came from
street organs; these were huge, and needed at least three men to handle them, due to
their weight and the many small bridges to be negotiated. They were wonderful
instruments, elaborately carved and painted, and haunting tunes poured from them
at the turning of the handles. I was surprised one day to hear someone whistling the
air I've seen tulips from Amsterdam, which I had thought a purely English invention
and unlikely to reach Holland - yet here it was. Another unexpected item was the
sight of a butcher, in striped coat and straw hat, engaged in smoking a fat cigar whilst
he cut up meat in his shop. I bought a paper kite to take home for Stephen; the
assistant made out a bill for it, and I saw that she had written it down as 'a fly'curious.
We decided to take a trip round the canals lying along the centre of most of the
roads (about six feet below the street level) and with this in view, we called at a
house which had a notice on the door advertising boat-trips. We were taken inside,
down some stairs and out of a door on to a long, flat barge. Off we went, with the
boatman pushing us along by means of a long pole; it was a unique trip, drifting
slowly along beneath trees and bridges, in a stretch of water not more than ten feet
wide, which curved to and fro with the bend of the roads. At times the bridges were
so low we had to crouch in our seats to avoid contact with them - this I did not like!
The amount of food offered to us at the hotel was fantastic, especially at breakfast,
which consisted of slices of ham, sausage, two or three varieties of bread, tomatoes,
jam, cheese, desiccated chocolate and - boiled eggs! This off-putting, gargantuan type
of meal faced us on every morning of our stay in Holland.
Before we left England we had promised to try and find Mrs. Captain Hazenburg's
parents, just to give them her good wishes. So one day saw us in a train from Delft to
Breda, where they lived. We had a packed lunch with us, and we ate this in a pretty
little park near Breda station; for liquid refreshment Geoff bought a bottle of milk.
Our alien palates could make nothing of this, however, and we had to dump it in a
litter basket - perhaps it was goat's milk. Whilst walking round the park we came
upon an elderly couple wearing national costume and looking very picturesque and,
on getting their smiling permission, Geoff photographed them. After that, we
continued our journey into the unknown, pausing only to buy a sheaf of carnations
for our hostess, Mrs. Crul who, with her husband, welcomed us warmly into their
neat little home. l, of course, was tonguetied, but Geoff chatted freely with them in
Dutch. Soon he said that the lady must go shopping and would I like to go too? She
and I walked a short distance along their road, when we came to a very modern
shopping centre, completely devoid of wheeled traffic. This was very pleasant, and
soon the job was completed and we were back at the house having tea - not much
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different from an English tea, except for one item, a loaf which, when cut, disclosed a
sausage reposing inside!Amid much smiling and bowing, Mrs. Crul and I did the
washing-up, with no word until she noticed me looking at the back garden, which
certainly seemed a bit rough. Following my glance she said something which
contained the word 'wilderness' - immediately we were delighted to discover that we
had one word in common. Evening came and we had to get back to Delft, our hosts
ringing for a taxi and going to the station to see us off, in very kind fashion.
Soon after this, Geoff decreed that we should move on, with the idea of visiting
Germany, if only briefly. With this end in view we took a train to Nijmegen, where we
took lodgings with a bright little Dutch family. This place had been much involved in
the 2nd World War, being close to Arnhem and the River Maas. The whole of the
railway station wall was the background to a magnificent war memorial, which
included life-size figures. Outside our house there was a charming public garden,
containing many types of animals and birds - most interesting. At night coloured
floodlighting was trained on to the big trees, transforming the gardens into fairyland.
We had most of our meals at a restaurant at the end of our road, sitting where we
could watch the passing scene; it was from there that we saw a fish-stall from which
passers-by bought plates of small fish which they lowered by the tails into their
upturned mouths - ugh!
We set off for a day in Germany, taking a bus to Kleve (Cleves) from Nijmegen
Station. The driver had his small son with him and, as the little chap had to stand up
beside his father, I opened my camp stool and pushed it towards him. At first he was
too shy to even look at it, but as the journey lengthened, he slowly subsided on to it
and stayed there for the rest of the trip. We all had to get out of the bus at the
frontier, and it went on without us while we had our documents examined by jackbooted German Customs men, in an office to which we had to walk. From there we
joined our bus, waiting for us some way ahead - all very military and un-English.
We found nothing of interest in Cleves, it was just a rural district with no great
beauty, and we walked about looking at horses in a field, beside a cornfield, ate ice
cream in a station waiting room, and soon we were thinking about the return
journey. We had waited at a bus-stop for some minutes, when a woman came from a
cottage and spoke to Geoff, saying that we had just missed a bus and would we like to
wait for the next in her house? Having been the target for German bombers for so
many years, I felt no great love for the people or their country, but this woman
showed concern for us, and we went with her gladly enough. She was heavy-browed
and unsmiling and, as ex-enemies, who can tell what we were thinking as we
regarded each other across the table? As we waited for our bus, Geoff kept the
conversation going, whilst I took stock of the room, with its chintz curtains and
canary in a cage.
We arrived back in Nijmegen, after having been through the pantomime at the
frontier again; I, at least, felt foot-sore and weary, and we took a short cut through
the gardens, where we saw a gentle fawn looking at us from amongst the trees. It was
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now time to go home and, in a last look round, we came upon a Catholic church,
which had the curious quality of appearing small, because of being only a score or so
feet high; yet inside, I reckoned there was seating for at least a thousand people.
And so, one more holiday came to an end, and we boarded a train - first stop
Antwerp. Here, while changing trains, I heard what sounded like a band practice in
progress - trumpets being played in the staccato fashion favoured by Continentals.
Then on by train to Lille, where we were to stay a night before the last leg of our
homeward journey. To be on the spot for an early start, we did not leave the station,
but booked in at its hotel; this was so huge that no sound of trains seeped in, and all
was quiet, surprisingly. The building seemed old as well as big, for a gallery we had to
use to get to the bedrooms seemed to sway and sag as we went along it. All went
well, however, and we arrived in England without further incident.
Back in Lancashire I resumed my organ-playing, cycling, teaching and table tennis,
etc., with renewed vigour. For some considerable time I had been aware of an
obvious businessman, handsome in a thick-set, florid way, swinging his way to and
from the station morning and evening; his gait was always the same, briefcase under
left arm, right arm swinging. His daily polite bow became really friendly, and one day
he gave me an invitation to supper and television at his home. There he introduced
me to his wife, and I now knew them as Edward and Dolly Morgan.
In the weeks that followed, I discovered that he was by way of being an artist and
inventor, having put on the market a new type of illuminative surface, all very hushhush, under the trade name of 'Monruay' and 'British Associated lndustries Ltd'. He
had a suite of studios and a staff of commercial artists in Liverpool, and before long
he had roped me in, to join the small army executing the piles of orders coming in. I
went there several mornings a week, and enjoyed the work; among the things I did
was a large police notice, to be showed at a forthcoming public meeting, and painting
a model for a set piece for Morecambe Illuminations. I took home the latter - it
consisted of some twenty pieces, representing a mediaeval castle scene, and I had fun
arranging it on the table and shining a torch at it.
At home, too, I worked on a design for a stained-glass window, commissioned by
Mr. Morgan, and using the prepared board and special inks supplied by him. By
bringing work to me he saved my train-fare, of course, and I liked the freedom to
work when I pleased, too. When Geoff came home on holiday, I introduced him to the
Morgans, and he was included in the suppers at their home - Edward making us smile
every time he addressed Geoff as 'dear boy', which was very frequently. I enjoyed
their friendship for, I suppose, something like six or seven years, and liked the
exchange of ideas with these usual people, though I always had a sneaking suspicion
that he must have been a very spoilt little boy!
Opportunity being everything, as they say, I was glad one day to have the chance
of saving a baby from possible injury, in this way:- | was cycling past the Embassy
Cinema, where the pavement was very wide, and as I did so, I noticed a pram, which
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had been left outside a shop, begin to move in my direction, gathering speed as it ran
towards the road. From my position on the kerb I was able to grab the handle and so
save it from over-turning - the baby didn't seem to know or even mind!
A doctor's wife, Mrs. Roberts, who bred corgi dogs in a big way, came to me with a
proposition just about now. It was to the effect that, having heard of my prowess in
handling dogs (how fame spreads) and having to reduce her dog-family owing to
imminent house-moving, she wondered if I would take Topsy, her oldest lady, and
give her a peaceful retirement. She had had many champion pups, so had done her
bit, by the age of seven years. I accepted her, though it meant the finish of boarding
dogs, for me. I needn't have worried, for here was the perfect dog, in every
conceivable way; in fact, I never encountered before or since, a dog with every virtue,
such as little Topsy had, and I enjoyed having her very much. Other dogs now had to
go elsewhere for their holidays, and I wrote a few lines summing them up, so to
speak. Here it is:On the Lead (a lively dog's lament)
Oh, let me go! do let me go!
The grass is green, the wind so keen,
My legs are long, and I am strong,
But you are slow - please let me go!
My bed is good, that's understood,
But here, outside - why am I tied?
I do not see why you are free,
You have no fun, you do not run,
Now – let me go!
Ah! here's a farm! I jerk your arm,
So much to see, please set me free!
And now, again, a luscious lane,
Why fetter me with ball and chain
Why can't you let me go?
Because, dear dog, I would not dare!
You are not mine, but in care!

This was the pattern with most of my dog-boarders, though some of them could be
trusted to trot beside me quite happily. The irony was that the one which inspired
the poem (he gave me the rhythm while pulling me along one day) actually
disappeared without trace when rushing about, unleashed, with his owner - poor
little excitable Smokey!
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Now followed a series of, for me, unusual activities, in this way:- I had become
friendly with the priest and people at Hightown's Church, Our Lady of Victoria, where
I sometimes played the organ. Canon Danher's housekeeper, Joan Kent, had not had a
holiday for years, and she had the idea of asking me to take her place while she went
away for a fortnight. The role of priest's housekeeper was an arduous one to play, I
found, for not only was there the shopping and cooking to do, but the Presbytery had
never to be left unattended - because of possible telephone calls. Thus, I was always
on duty, it seemed, though I did visit Dorothy Mason, just across the line, and she
came to tea with me one day. The Canon had a very sweet nature, however, and did
all he could to help; one of his habits was to call out a cheery 'All aboard' when he
stepped in for a meal, thus setting a relaxed atmosphere. I was not sorry to hand the
job back to Joan Kent, who came home full of gratitude to me.
Towards the end of my stay there, Agnes rang, to ask me to spend the week-end
with them, in their caravan at Caernarvon; I jumped at the chance. Dorothy gladly
promised to have my Topsy for the week-end, and I set off over the Mersey to the
Hughes home at S, West-minster Drive' Bromborough, where I stayed a night. This
luxurious house, I called it 'Teacosy Villa', was situated in a quiet lane, with Dutch
type dwellings nearby (very picturesque), in the leafy Cheshire village of
Bromborough. At this time John was away at sea, and Philip at boarding school, so
Agnes had only a small party to take to Caernarvon - Stephen, Rusty, their black
mongrel, and Joey the canary (in a cage) and myself. We drove along the entire North
Wales coast, halting at Conway to let Stephen and the dog run up among the ferns on
a hill for a few minutes. Arriving at Caernarvon Castle we turned left, over a bridge
then round a bend, through trees, and we'd arrived at the caravan site. This had a
wonderful view of country and sea (and the weather was good) so we soon settled
into our tiny home in anticipation of a nice time.
The caravan (Agnes's own property) was designed to sleep four, with beds that
disappeared during the day, leaving three rooms for sitting, dining and kitchen-work,
and it was not very near any other caravan. After a meal, we went back into
Caernarvon to do some shopping; Agnes bought slippers, and we wandered round
the Saturday Market, in the shadow of the castle, where girls in national costume sold
us Welsh toffee. In evening sunshine we walked down a meadow with its grazing
cattle, to the sea edge; then back to supper and bed.
Next morning saw us in Caernarvon again, this time for early Mass. we halted at
the foot of a hill so steep that no cars attempted to go up it, and we left ours and
climbed on foot with the rest of the early-morning people - the church was almost at
the top, of course. It was quite a relief to reach the flat floor of the building, and we
found stepping out on to the near-vertical pavement afterwards a bit of an ordeal.
How on earth builders managed, I could only imagine. Later that morning we went to
Menai Bridge, where, according to plan, John appeared from night duty at sea, and we
all went back to the caravan.
After lunch, Agnes announced a picnic for all except John, who would be sleeping.
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She took us to Llanberis Pass, with its wonderful scenery - mountains and streams,
and sheep. We drove into a shady spot and proceeded to open our feast; as we did so,
we heard an awful squawking commotion among the ferns - Rusty had surprised a
party of hens, one of which took to its wings and went sailing down a deep valley. I
often wondered if the poor thing found its home again or not. That evening John took
me for a drink in the bar which served the caravans, a private affair, with a terrace
lighted by coloured lamps strung among the trees. Next day he took the wheel and
drove us back to Bromborough, where I spent another night before going home having first collected Topsy at Hightown; altogether a very enjoyable holiday, packed
with interest.
Stephen was by now a sturdy child, between four and five, lively and bursting with
energy, though still prone to blundering into trouble (as shown by this incident,
which Agnes described in a letter). One day, after a hot game with some pals of his
own age in the garden, he invited them into the house for a drink. Opening a
cupboard, he took out glasses and a bottle, as he had often seen Daddy do, no doubt,
and poured a drink for everyone. Luckily, said Agnes, they didn't like it, and wouldn't
take more than a sip - this was fortunate for them, for it was whisky!
In November I went to stay a few days with Dorothy at Hightown - I enjoyed doing
this, if only for the quiet conditions which favoured the wild-life around that part of
Lancashire. Huge skeins of wild geese passed over morning and evening, at precisely
the same hour, to and from the feeding grounds. They could be heard approaching
(sounding for all the world like a pack of barking dogs) moments before the
straggling V-formations appeared high in the sky. I cannot imagine how anyone could
decide to shoot down such lovely, intelligent creatures! I have also seen swans flying,
necks outstretched, but never more than four at a time, and much nearer to the
ground - due to their great weight, no doubt. One had only to walk a few yards along
Dorothy's road to reach a footpath to the sandhills, lovely undulating sandy country
with grass and small trees and bushes. Once when I had taken Topsy there for a run, I
was surprised to hear, just overhead, a skylark trilling its way upwards. This was
most unexpected, for a winter fog covered the ground and the morning was by no
means bright; possibly the wild-life was encouraged and sustained by the quiet
conditions obtaining at that spot by the sea.
I spent the winter at my usual activities, then Geoff suggested that we go to Venice!
Such a possibility surpassed my wildest dreams, but Easter-time saw us in the course
of our 3O-hour journey to that lovely place. On and on we sped, feeling hot or cold
according to the altitude through which the train travelled (we looked at thick snow
on the ground as we passed into and out of the St. Gotthard Tunnel, high up on the
mountains). At length we arrived at Milan, where we were to change trains for the
last stage of the long journey - during which night had followed day, with us still in
our places. It was nice to stretch our legs for awhile, and we had a meal and
afterwards viewed the magnificent Milan Station, with its marble halls and mosaics
on walls and ceilings. Striking, too, was the presence of a wide moving stairway,
rising to the upper floors - most efficient and very impressive.
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Well, at last we were really running towards Venice, and soon Geoff was pointing
out towers which, however, remained tantalisingly in the distance for a long time. A
young Italian in our carriage talked to Geoff on the subject of Venice, and we could
see him swelling with pride as we neared what was evidently his home{own. The
train slid to a standstill at last, and we literally 'took to the boats', for outside the
station there were no waiting taxis or cars of any other kind. Only a stretch of
gleaming water lay before us, and we went down steps and on to the deck of a
waiting water-bus; when all were aboard, off we went down the Grand Canal,
stopping at passenger stages on both sides of the route. At length we stepped off - to
the stone paving that was to be our only flooring throughout our stay in Venice.
I followed Geoff along tortuous narrow ways, flanked by shops and house
doorways, and meeting tiny little bridges which had to be crossed - every few yards,
it seemed. From the top of one of these toy structures, Geoff said, "there's our hotel." I
looked, but all I could see was a faded wall, bearing one or two shuttered windows.
There was, however, a large front door, and inside this we found a dapper young man
sitting at a bureau; he was Signor Adriano Ceciliati, to whom, primarily, I owed my
chance to visit Venice, in this fashion:- some time before, Geoff had been successful in
fixing Adriano up with a winter job in England, studying our hotel methods. This was
at the Downs Hotel, Hassocks, and he enjoyed it so much and was so grateful that his
family invited him for a fortnight with them in Venice. With great generosity Geoff
countered this with the suggestion that instead of the two weeks, he take along me
for one week; hence our arrival on that day. The Albergo Gallini, bearing the highsounding address 'Calle della Verona 3673 St. Marco' (though truly only a narrow
footway, and not a grand avenue) was owned and run by a motherly signora and her
three sons, Adriano being the youngest. He was a cheerful, bouncy young man, very
neatly dressed always; indeed, I was impressed by the well-groomed appearance of
all the business young people who tripped by, morning and evening. He was the
English speaker among the brothers, so he was the one I addressed, and we became
friendly - the rest of the family and I could do no more than smile.
The Albergo was extremely unlike any other hotel I had known; it seemed no more
than a series of long marble corridors and stairs, and there was no visible exterior,
the frontage consisting of shops. However, we were shown into a huge room which
we were to share, and then introduced to the family in the dining room, which was
evidently the meeting place for all (a television set was in place high up on a wall).
Our room had only a small window which could be darkened by closing the wooden
shutters; evidently one should expect hot sunshine here. Exactly opposite, not more
than a few feet away, was a private house much guarded at its foot by iron grilles and
metal shutter which clanged down at night. The room upstairs was never curtained
and each evening a gathering of elegant people could be seen in deep conversation
beneath a blazing chandelier.
The beauty of Venice greatly exceeded my expectations, and, as we stood on the
Rialto Bridge and surveyed the incredible scene, I did indeed say "l don't believe it". I
had to, of course, but was continuously amazed at what I saw during the ensuing
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days. That great, fairy-land city-of-no-roads fascinated me; not only did it have
immense churches, palaces, museums, art galleries and elegant shops, it also had
silence. The only sounds were of voices, human and bird, the deep boom of a bell at
St. Mark's Cathedral and much music and singing (Venetians frequently burst into
song whilst walking along, I found). On the Feast of St. Mark, April 25th, we made our
way to the cathedral, as we heard that there would be a procession around the
building. We took our stand in the great doorway and soon a singing company of
religious came into view, passing very near to us. At their head was the stocky figure
of Cardinal Roncalli, the Patriarch of Venice (who afterwards became Pope John
XXIII).
We were back in the Square in the evening, ready for fireworks which had been
promised. St. Mark's Square was a huge space, flanked on three sides by colonnades
housing high-class restaurants and superb shops filled with jewels and sparkling
Venetian glass. The upper floors held a museum of antiquities of local interest and
history. The cathedral occupied the fourth side of the square, thus completing a
wonderful setting for huge gatherings of people. Two orchestras, one on each side,
played good music morning and evening, and this resulted in most animated sights
and sounds, as people strolled around or sat at tables and ordered drinks. Sometimes
an air would be taken up by almost the whole concourse so that the square was filled
with singing and violins. Certainly these were a happy people!
On the night in question there was a sense of expectancy over the packed crowds
and, as nine o'clock approached and the lights were lowered, a hush fell on the great
Square. Then it happened - as if by a magic wand, red and green fire burst out along
the entire length of the colonnades, much to the discomfiture of the pigeons, no
doubt. The effect on the people of this unexpected, thrilling sight was unanimous;
after a gasp of surprise and a chorus of Ooh's, everyone clapped vigorously until the
fires died out, the Square lights were switched on again, and the music resumed.
We had a further surprise on another occasion, when an army of workmen arrived
with equipment (all carried by hand, there being no lorries) for building a bandstand
in the centre of the Square; they brought, too, chairs and music stands, and
everything looked ready for an open-air concert. Sure enough, many musicians
arrived with their conductor and proceeded to give a first-class performance of
classical music, quite freely - money did not come into it at all. When we next arrived
there, everything had been cleared away; all that work for one performance.
To appreciate still further the love of music of these happy people, one had only to
be beside the Grand Canal at the time of the floating concerts, after dark. A central
boat, bearing singers and a piano and brightly lit, would float gently along, whilst
jostling gondolas full of people, formed an audience for the splendid singers pouring
out their hearts across the dark waters. One night we waited on a bridge for them to
come into sight; below us as we did so, the tiny figure of a boy caught our attention.
He kept running from a doorway, then, using a boat as a springboard, made perfect
dives into the water. I heard another boy shouting on our bridge, but it meant
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nothing to me, of course. Geoff knew better, though, and told me that the second one
was a look-out for the diver, giving him a running commentary of the movements of
the police (very picturesque in their Napoleonic uniform). At length we saw and
heard the floating concert slowly coming towards us and we had a first-class view as
it passed under our bridge.
On the Sunday we went to Mass at St. Mark's, and found a huge congregation
there, all standing - there were no chairs. The choir could only be described as
heavenly, I thought, as I looked up at their position near the ornate ceiling - here was
music indeed! At the entrance to the building stood a magnificent figure, running a
practised eye over every person appearing at the door; his admonitory white-gloved
hand went up to anyone with too much arm or leg showing, so that many went into
the church clad in a hastily donned macintosh. He was dressed almost entirely in
black - knee breeches, tail coat, cocked hat and silver-buckled shoes, with a white
ruffle at the neck. I often watched him, fascinated, from behind a column. One day a
lady spoke to him as he stood on duty on the steps; she had a tiny girl with her, to
whom the resplendent figure of this keeper of the portals bowed low; then he took
her little hand and kissed it. The incident typified the unselfconscious air of these
picturesque people.
And now we were joined at the hotel by a young Chinese Art student, known to
Geoff at Brighton, by the name of 'Tan', though he must have had, also, a string of
other, less pronounceable, ones. He painted during the day, and joined us in the
evenings; once Adriano took us to a 'Birreria' - a cave-like room with heavy refectory
tables. We were a motley group, two Italians, two British and a Chinese and each
could not speak to all. Having arrived early we chose seats near the piano, and settled
down with our glasses. Before long the place was full, and the musicians arrived - we
were slightly sorry we had chosen to sit so near them. (An English contingent came in
and ordered, of all things, pots of tea.) The smoke and chatter grew, though the
singers were given a good hearing and applauded generously. A tenor with a really
lovely voice moved among the people as he sang about gondoliers; as he came near
us, Adriano nudged me and whispered, "Madam, he thinks he's Caruso." Secretly, I
thought perhaps he was even better, though I didn't say so.
On another evening when Geoff had gone to see some English friends, Tan and I
went for a walk together. This was highly diverting, for we could not communicate to
any extent. More by signs and smiles we entered a café and ordered milk - Geoff had
told us how to do just that, and Tan supplied the Italian word for 'milk' whilst I
chipped in with that for 'hot'. Whilst we were waiting for it to arrive, I noticed a dog
(all were muzzled in Venice) making his way out of the caf6; he failed to see that the
door was of clear glass and ran into it with a resounding wham. During our walk we
passed some youths with features similar, I thought, to Tan's; I asked, in all
innocence, whether he knew them, having noticed that they did not speak. His
answer was a scornful "They are Japanese" (in common parlance, I thought, "You
could have fooled me"). After all this Babel-like confusion, I was quite glad to see
Geoff again!
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We and Tan had a ride in a gondola next day - a thrilling experience. We stepped
on the frail craft from the side of a small canal, and our gondolier soon had us
thrusting out into the larger expanse of the Canale Grande; we seemed very near the
water, only a matter of inches, in fact. I felt quite safe sitting there beside Geoff, and
our attention was directed to the contemplation of the magnificent marble palaces
which lined the route on both sides. All too soon our trip ended, but we continued to
traverse the canal by the cheaper method of water-bus. One dark night when
travelling thus for the thrill of it, a small boy standing beside us was training a
powerful electric torch on the buildings as we passed along; I was struck by this
mingling of antiquity and extreme youth.
One day we had a trip to three islands: Murano, where we saw the famous glass
works in action. Huge throbbing furnaces occupied the centre of the workshop,
whilst craftsmen sat around, making exquisite forms with molten glass. We watched,
fascinated, until it was time to get on our boat again and move on to Torcello. This
was a pleasantly rural little island, with fields and trees; our boat tied up at the
entrance to a little canal, and our party walked along this to a very ancient church
(13th century). We bought a large bunch of grapes from a man by the canal, I
remember. Next we arrived at Burano, and here we saw women sitting in the sun,
outside their open doors, busily making delicate lace; their children ran up to us,
offering sea horses for sale "for good luck" they said. Geoff bought a few of the
attractive little animals. We returned to Venice, after this full day, with the sun
setting; I could not help wondering how people could live on such tiny islands,
surrounded by these large areas of water - apart from the risk of possible flooding!
At last our visit came to an end, and my summing up of this wonderful holiday was
that it would be impossible to describe Venice in a few words. Instead I decided to
quote from a handbook on the subject:- "The magic and enchantment of this city are
the delight of hundreds of thousands of visitors even in this prosaic age. No-one who
has sailed along the Canale Grande can ever forget this unique sight, this perfect
combination of beauty, both man-made and natural." The latter word referred, no
doubt, to the water and the many charming littler Italian gardens interspersed
among the palaces; indeed, flowers were much in evidence, as shown by the many
elegant florist's shops. (On St. Mark's Day Signora Ceciliati told Geoff that all ladies
would be wearing a red rose-bud that day, so he went out and bought one for me.)
When it was time to leave for the station, all the family stood on the pavement
waving good-bye to us, and Tan insisted on helping with the luggage. At the station
Geoff saw a courier he knew, in process of conveying a party back to England. He was
new to the job, and wanted Geoff’s advice, so the upshot was, we travelled in his
reserved carriage with him, which naturally gave us more room. As night fell, men
came in and converted the seats into sleeping berths, four of them. I chose a lower
one, and stretched out on it; I must have slept but was very conscious of a wheel
spinning endlessly somewhere beneath my ear. In the morning the seating was
restored, and I was surprised to find how quickly things became normal after a wash
and breakfast. On the cross-channel steamer a party of Italians going to jobs in
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England surrounded Geoff when they found he could speak to them in their own
language - naturally they were apprehensive on leaving home like this. And so we
returned home, full of delightful memories, and missing the golden sunshine very
much.
Things became normal again for a time, and then Aunt May and Gladys came from
Durban for a holiday in Brighton; I went there, too, to be with them. Soon May was
suggesting a Cook's Tour of the Continent, to include me - paying my own expenses,
of course. I agreed, and the three of us set off to join a party of people at Victoria
Station. We were a motley crowd, all shapes and sizes - some forty of us and a
courier. At Ostend our motor coach was waiting and we set off for Bruges; it was a
sunny Sunday evening and church bells were ringing when we arrived. Most of the
time then was taken up by eating a meal and settling into our rooms; we were at the
Hotel St. Hubert.
Next day we found that we were lucky enough to be on the route of a great
procession. Chairs were placed at the pavement edge, and these were quickly filled
by members of our party, including May and Gladys. I preferred to stay at the back
standing on a low ledge in front of the hotel; from there I had an excellent view as the
giant pageant passed before us. Briefly, it traced the whole of religious history from
Adam and Eve to the present day - involving, I would estimate, some '1000 people
and two or three hundred animals, mostly horses, but some oxen as well. First came
a number of mounted police, their horses' coats trimmed so that the fur resembled
the pattern on a chessboard - very intriguing. The cobbled street was so narrow that
these animals passed within touching distance of the people sitting at the edge of the
footpath, including May and Gladys, who looked disconcerted. However, they could
not move either way, for the road became packed with the players and their floats
and mounts.
During the next hour we were treated to an amazing spectacle, as scene after
scene from Bible history passed before us. Tableaux vivants were mounted on flat
lorries, some pulled by oxen, others by costumed youths. Between these set pieces
walked companies of people acting out the appropriate accompaniments. For
instance, after the Christmas scene, came the Three Kings and many shepherds and
their animals, all walking with great dignity, and surrounded with suitable music.
Another striking scene was that of Christ walking with a large number of small
children, who could not help being natural and therefore very appealing. The Last
Supper was enacted with great dignity, and was followed by a crowd of young
dancers in flowing draperies who mimed a sorrowful lament, all in strict unison. It
was a thrill to see the 'Christ' actually ride by, seated on a real donkey, amid the
waving of many palms, and the marching of a great squad of Roman soldiers with
spears was most convincing and foreboding. Then came 'Jesus' carrying the cross,
and one felt real distress at the sight; it was extremely heavy, obviously, and a silence
fell on the spectators as the actor dragged his weary way along under the weight.
After the Crucifixion the scenes took on a more modern look, and eventually we
arrived at the point where Crusaders in the costume of their day rode by on
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magnificent horses. Then came real Archbishops and a great concourse of priests,
singing, followed by the civic dignitaries of Bruges; and so ended a most unusual and
unexpected sight.
Soon we were on board our coach, and drove on to Antwerp, where we stopped
for lunch, continuing on afterwards to Brussels, where we stayed for two nights. This
was not really very enjoyable to me, as I liked, when abroad, to listen to a foreign
language being spoken around me. Here I was surrounded by English speakers, most
of whom, typically, appeared to regard foreigners as inferior beings. Once or twice I
tried my French out on waitresses, only to see May and Gladys nudging each other
and grinning in a superior manner. We were trundled around en masse to view the
sights, but little could be seen from a coach-load of chatting people.
Leaving Brussels, we headed for Paris, by way of those parts of Flanders that had
been battlefields in the Great War - stopping for lunch at Cambrai. As we left after the
meal, I noticed two young boy-waiters giggling together, and one offered me his hand
to shake; I took it and there was a great squeak as our hands met. I joined in the
laughter, and their fun was complete.
We arrived in Paris in the evening, and settled in at the Trianon Palace Hotel, in a
small road off the Boulevard St. Michel. May's first action was to ring down for a
bottle of whisky. Their bedroom and mine were on opposite sides of a deep cavern at
the back of the hotel, and at night May would come out on her balcony and hail me "Grace, are you all right, love?", which I thought reassuring if a trifle unconventional.
Next day we were taken to the Palace of Versailles and to Napoleon's Tomb; again
in too big a bunch of Britishers to savour the places properly. We were free after that
to do as we pleased; some of us elected to sail up the Seine in a bateau mouche. The
weather was windy and wet, and at the booking office, May demanded to go in and
shelter while we awaited the boat - such a request was met with due horror by the
sleek young men issuing tickets. So insistent was May that they gave way with much
shrugging of shoulders, and we stepped into what was evidently the staff room. (It
was often embarrassing to be in May's company - she was so extrovert.) The trip was
not much of a success, as Gladys decided it was cold on deck, so we all went below,
and saw nothing. Back at the hotel, some of our party were being frightfully daring
and arranging to stay up all night in order to 'do' the night clubs. The chance to join
them was ours, but we preferred our beds; we saw them off, however. They were not
awfully enthusiastic next day, however, and much lighter in pocket, no doubt.
One afternoon while May was resting and Gladys had gone, with others, to a
Fashion House (not for me), I decided to go for a walk. This was most enjoyable, as I
allowed the French sights and sounds to flow over me without distraction. For the
sheer fun of it I asked a large gendarme the time - he was all that the text-books had
told me and, consulting his watch, smilingly obliged. I went into a shop and bought
ice-cream, then into Notre Dame Cathedral where, to my joy, someone was practising
on the grand organ. At four o'clock, after exchanging a few words (en francais!) with
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a pleasant looking woman sunning herself on a seat, I went back to May. After a cup
of tea she and I went for a stroll in the nearby Luxembourg Gardens, where we
watched with interest the little French children at play.
We had to be up early on the next morning, as we were going home; at 7.15a.m. we
started on the journey to the coast, pausing for lunch at Abbeville. On the way we
passed a gruesome sight - a coach, similar to ours, with its bonnet firmly wedged in
the back of another vehicle - truly a case of 'there, but for the grace of God --- '. We
arrived at Calais at 3.00p.m., having completed a round trip of 600 miles - quite
enjoyable, but not to be compared with the care-free jaunts with Geoff; this one was
too regimented by half. And so on to the Channel steamer, in nice sunny weather. It
was an English ship, which made the ensuing episode more hair-raising than if the
crew had consisted of shoulder-shrugging Frenchmen. We went into the crowded
tea-room, and May ordered tea for the three of us, without food. I said l'd like some
bread and butter, and the waiter made a note on his pad and left us; whereupon May
leapt to her feet and followed him, disappearing in the door of his holy-of-holies,
shouting at the top of her considerable voice, "Waiter, bring me some bread and
butter, too." There seemed to me to be a stunned silence in the tea-room, and what
the waiter said to his companions may be easily guessed at. We returned, then, to
Brighton, after the one and only Cook's Tour of my life; then back to Lancashire and
my usual life.
Before very long, Geoff and I were back in Dieppe for a few days; knowing the
place so well by now, we decided to explore the local coast a bit - and took a bus to le
Treport. This took us along miles of straight French roads fringed with trees,
sometimes quite close to the sea, eventually stopping at the little seaside town where
we spent the day. There were the usual beaches and cliffs, and tiny shops selling toy
boats and buckets, but also two very unusual features - a large church literally
clinging to a cliff, so that one had to climb up terraces of steps to the entrance, or go
round some roads and enter from a flat surface at the top of the hill. We did both in
turn, and found the church to be dedicated to St. Joseph the young worker. I did not
care to stay in it for long, for there was a high wind blowing at the time, and the
building seemed to sway, so high up was it. The other noticeable thing about le
Treport was that the mouth of the River Somme entered the sea at that point, and we
watched, fascinated, as the tide tried to struggle up the fast-moving river.
We bought things for a picnic lunch, including olives, and ate them on the beach after which Geoff made a few sketches. By five o'clock we were ready to return to
Dieppe for a meal, but we found that the bus was not due until 6.00p.m. This was
disheartening, for the wind was still uncomfortable strong. However, we looked at
some shops and after I had bought a tiny boat, complete with matelot sitting on its
seat, we joined some other would-be passengers in a doorway and settled down to
wait. Eventually we climbed aboard and sat near the driver of the bus, who had a
word for everyone. All went well until we were nearing Dieppe, when a commotion
of women's voices made him stop the bus and a small boy was hurried out, just in
time to be sick in the road. The little chap regained his seat, amid the cheers and
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smiles of the passengers, and we continued the journey without further incident.
(Since writing the last few dozen pages, it occurs to me that it would appear that
my life was a succession of holidays at that time. Whilst it was true that during the
period I had more foreign travel than ever before - for which I was truly grateful to
Geoff - there were long periods in between when I was living quite alone with only a
dog and some ducks for company.)
And now came the most enjoyable trip of all I had ever taken abroad: Geoff said,
“We'll go to Venice Lido." That sounded most unpromising to me, conjuring up
visions of hot beaches covered with sun-baked bodies. However, on the principle that
Geoff knew best, I agreed to go. From the first it was evident that I was wrong in my
surmise, for I found a charming village-type place, on a narrow strip of land set in the
Adriatic Sea. We arrived there by way of Venice Railway Station (Santa Lucia) then
on to the water bus as before; instead of alighting at St. Mark's, however, we stayed
on board for a further period, whilst the ship passed along the lagoon in the channel
marked out by traffic lights.
Arrived at the Lido jetty, we walked, a few yards only, into our hotel; this was the
Villa Laguna, a building of high ceilings and wide marble staircases, standing at the
edge of the water. There were thick trees in the quiet garden, as well as deck chairs
and swinging hammocks; part of this garden was given over to the serving of meals
at small tables. At the waterside was a small balcony, with steps down, straight into
the lagoon. From our table, we had a magnificent view of Venice, across the water - a
charming sight at any time, but doubly so at night, when it sparkled with lights.
Except for the booming of the great bell of St. Mark's at stated intervals during each
day, there was a deep silence overall that was most peaceful. No-one urged us to eat
up and go, and we could have sat on, enjoying the view, all day if we had been so
inclined. For one thing there was no sweeping up to do, as the ground was covered
with shingle; in any case there were many birds present always, eating the crumbs it always surprised me, abroad, to see ordinary little sparrows, exactly as in England.
To enter our rooms we had only to walk to the end of this outdoor dining-room and
through a french window, very handy for getting to our table in times of hunger. At
no time was I disturbed by the food and wine of other countries - indeed, I enjoyed
everything I was offered.
As soon as possible, we began to explore our new location (though Geoff had been
there before). The width of that land could not have been as much as a mile, I
thought, as we walked along the main road, which lay between the jetty and the
beach. It was a wide road, smoothly surfaced, with large trees on both sides; behind
them were shops, caf6s and large hotels set in big grounds. At the edge of the
pavement, stall-holders offered masses of Venetian glass beads and other trinkets for
sale; there were ice-cream vendors, too, and I saw slices of coconut with tiny jets of
water falling on them to stop them drying up. Small horses, wearing jingling bells and
straw hats, trotted to and fro, drawing open carriages filled with sightseers. It was a
crying need of mine to ride in one, but Geoff assured me that our funds would not run
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to it, so that was that. In the middle of this road, directing the sparse traffic, stood an
elegant police officer, resplendent in white uniform and gloves and topped by a large
white helmet; he had very little to do, for cars were very few and far between. In
front of one caf6, not many yards from our hotel, we found a group of chaps
entertaining the customers at tables on the pavement; there were four or five of
them, nicely dressed in maroon blazers and white flannels. Each played an
instrument excellently and all joined in singing the songs of Italy (Volare, for
instance). We became firm fans of theirs, and drifted around to sit at a table with a
drink, after our evening meal at the hotel, as often as we could. We reached the
famous Lido beach, but it was surprisingly circumspect - as far as I could see, it was
occupied mostly by parties of school-children accompanied by nuns!
Geoff soon rang up the Ceciliatis, in Venice, to tell them we were back again; they
replied by inviting us to Sunday lunch. This was a real adventure - taking a boat to St.
Mark's and walking to our former Albergo Gallini; we were warmly welcomed, and
the whole family sat down to eat with us. With the jokes and laughter going on all
around me, I was conscious of my lack of Italian, but Adriano sat beside me and we
conversed in English. After the meal, he took us up on the roof, where he showed us a
wide view of Venice, and also an ingenious arrangement of ropes and pulleys he had
invented, whereby a heavy basket could be sent to and from the ground floor. We
enjoyed this trip very much, and on leaving the happy family, Geoff invited Adriano
to spend an evening with us across the water. He duly arrived, and we took him to
our concert-party, and bought him refreshments; he appeared to enjoy himself
hugely, bubbling over like any schoolboy. When I said I hoped the group would be
playing a certain tune, he rushed out to them and requested it - they complied with
readiness.
The weather was perfect, clear skies, soft breezes and warm sunshine - though
never oppressive or too hot, due possibly, to the nearness of large tracts of water. So
I was considerably intrigued to see on one or two of these fine days, shopkeepers
come out, glance at the sky, and proceed to wrap large sheets of cellophane round the
goods on show outside. Sure enough, in a few minutes, a sharp shower would rattle
down, all over in less time than it takes to tell, and the sun out and the covers off once
more.
On one occasion, though, we were treated to a specimen of serious weather; we
were sitting at our usual spot near the music group on their small stage, and they had
just begun to play and sing, when, without warning, the sharpest lightning I ever saw
ripped out of the night sky, followed closely by tremendous thunder. Then the rain,
and the players paused in mid-song; a waiter went out to them with an immense
coloured umbrella, under which they all crept to the shelter of the restaurant. Their
piano had to stay out there, under the canvas roof, but they brought in the accordion
and double-bass. Now it was every man for himself, for the rain simply fell down in
the manner of a waterfall, and soon flooded the road. With others we took shelter in
a nearby tobacconists and bought post-cards and stamps, thinking the storm would
pass; it became obvious that it would not do that just yet, and we made a dash for
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'home'. There was no more going out for us that evening, for the flashing and
crashing and cascading of water went on far into the night, seemingly just outside, in
the garden. For the one and only time of our fortnight's stay, we ate in the indoors
dining-room; afterwards I sat in the hotel foyer and wrote my post-cards. I was
undismayed by this fierce storm, curiously enough; on the contrary I found it actually
exhilarating, for the air remained cool and fresh, unlike the oppression felt in
England at such times. Bedtime came and still the storm raged - but by morning all
was clear again, as if nothing had happened.
There were other disturbed nights, though in minor ways only; motor boats
sporting headlights and klaxon horns rushed round the lagoon until all hours, it
seemed, and as my bed was only a few feet away from the water (the width of the
room and then the garden), I almost expected to be drenched each time the wake of a
boat threshed against the wall. In the early hours of one morning, I was awakened by
the noise of a party of people arriving at the hotel -much chattering and bustling
about. Then came the sounds of a meal being served, and I wondered where in
England would a hotel lay on dinner at that unearthly hour. In the morning the
people were revealed as French tourists, with a young woman courier who gave
them a talk, in a high-pitched voice, after each meal.
Our waiter was a young Venetian, Giorgio Gianni Comastri - a quiet, dark-haired
boy of 19, nice-looking, though with an air of sadness about him, difficult to define.
When he spoke a word or two of English, I became interested in helping him, and at
each meal he and I exchanged a few sentences - preferably, for Geoff, after our food
had been served, so that he could eat whilst Giorgio wrestled with pronunciations!
(Giorgio became a faithful pen-friend of mine long after he left the hotel and went
sailing round the world as a ship's Wireless Officer. I had letters from all parts of the
globe during at least six years after meeting him.)
Outside the hotel was a motor-bus stand, and here we boarded a bus to go
sketching one day; it was a single-decker, so the driver took the fares. He was
dressed in shades of light blue, rather like our Air Force, and wore a peaked cap, too,
which heightened the similarity. Our route took us along a narrow country lane for a
very few miles, and we alighted at a tiny village, which consisted of a few houses
ranged round a square, and a Home for old men, some of whom were sunning
themselves on benches on the grass outside the walls. We bought ice-cream at a
small caf6, and then Geoff settled down to paint a bridge spanning what must have
been an inlet of the sea. I sat on the bank and looked around while Geoff worked; just
below us, moored near the old bridge, was an open boat, half covered by an awning.
From time to time, people came to it from the houses, stepped on board and into the
shade of the canvas - some holding out their aprons as baskets. Gradually it dawned
on me that I was watching a mobile greengrocer's shop - without the hurry and
frustrations my English mind would have attached to such an institution; how
peaceful these people were! They had time to stand by the boat and exchange words
with each other, and talk to the dog sitting on board, before gathering up their
purchases and moving slowly off. The country at this spot had dwindled in width
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until now it was a matter of only a hundred yards or so, I thought, with ships, then
the road on which we had come, after that was the housing area, over the bridge and
on to the beach immediately behind us. After some hours in that sun-drenched,
quaint place, we caught a bus back; on the way I was astonished to glimpse showjumping going on in a field (could this be Venice?). As if to confirm that I was not
dreaming, a young girl in riding dress, with red coat and hard hat came into the bus
and rode with us as far as the terminus. On another day Geoff went ahead to
Malamocco, leaving me to follow, with the appropriate coin clutched in my hot little
hand, for the bus. I managed to find him all right.
One evening while out for an evening stroll, I sensed, rather than saw, a large
crowd of people sitting silently on the lawn of a hotel - only when we were quite
close did I find that they were engrossed in a television screen in a corner of the
garden; a pleasant way to spend the warm darkness, surely.
We were now near islands other than those we had previously visited, so one day
we took a ship bound for S. Francesco del Deserto, about five miles from Venice. This
interesting island, 200 by 100 yards to quote the guide-book, was visited by St.
Francis of Assissi in the year 1220, when it was uninhabited. In 1228 a small church
was built by the owner of the island, Jacob Michiel, who dedicated it to St. Francis, at
the same time giving the whole island to the Franciscan Order of Friars. We found
great monastery buildings and sweeping lawns, and flower and kitchen gardens everything looking beautiful under the Italian sky.
A polite friar met the party from our ship, and led us into a courtyard, where he
grouped us in nationalities - there were only four of us English. He then took us
round the buildings, stopping to point out interesting items, speaking very patiently
in each of our several languages. At one point during the tour, we saw a perfect
composition for an artist's brush - a line of monks in their dark habits, some wearing
wide straw hats against the hot sun, scything their way forward across a field. Not
once did they glance up at us mixed bunch of people, although we passed quite close
to them. Our visit came to an end, and we were escorted to the island's landing-stage
by two monks, who stood smiling while Geoff took a snapshot of them.
On Sundays we went to Mass in a circular church a few minutes walk from the
hotel, still on the waterfront. So far, during our stay in this delightful country, our
attention had been divided between the attractions of the Lido and Venice itself; we
compromised by taking the ferry over to St. Mark's at least once every day. In that
way we were able to visit many fine palaces and museums as well as enjoy the simple
pleasures of the village-like Lido. On one occasion, when Geoff decided to sketch, he
settled down at the Canal's edge and began; as usual I spent the time exploring the
surroundings. We were in one of the charming little squares abounding in Venice,
and I went round looking at everything; there was a church, with the customary red
plush curtains (to keep out the heat, presumably) hanging inside the doors, a
bookshop and various house-fronts. On a balcony of one of these homes, a young girl
was watering some flowers; looking down at the ground below, she saw a boy
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passing by - and promptly transferred the sprinkling water from the plants to him,
with resulting yells of anger.
The spot Geoff had chosen was right beside a structure that can best be described
as a 'gondolier's nest' (hitherto we had only known 'tramp's' ditto). This was a leafy
bower through which could be glimpsed a heavy table flanked by benches - evidently
used as a rest room in off-duty hours. Indeed, before long a gondolier, still towelling
his wet face, came out and watched Geoff at work; they exchanged a few words - lost
on me, of course! When the sketch was done, we crossed the Canal in our new
friend's gondola; on the other side he called to his pals to come and see the painting,
and we ended up by shaking hands all round!
Gondoliers, I found, though working singly, for the most part, were a tight little
band of very picturesque characters with Italian opera voices, which they lifted at
canal turnings. When not engaged with a fare on the water they would stand in
bunches on the little bridges, uttering the one word 'Gondola' repeatedly to the
passers-by; Geoff illustrated to me the method of refusal, by wagging a finger and
giving a small hissing sound at the same time.
A huge ship of the United States Navy was anchored in the Lagoon at this time.
completely dwarfing the Doge's, Palace nearby. so now there was the spectacle of
groups of American sailors (quiet enough fellows, wearing white uniform, with
quaint little caps perched on their heads) mingling with the motley crowds in the
squares and lanes'
We liked to go over the water to St. Mark's Square in the cool of the evening,
choose a table near an orchestra and sit with a drink, and let the music and the
animated scene flow round us. It was a very delightful experience to go to the water's
edge and float quietly back to the Lido and bed after each of these lively, exhilarating
evenings. once, as were making our way to the ferry, we passed an orchestra, with a
lady at a grand piano, playing come back to Sorrento (l think). Beside us, also walking
along under the arches fronting the shops, were a man and woman in evening
clothes, very Venetian and handsome people. To my great surprise, the man threw
back his head and poured out the melody in a glorious voice - without pausing in his
walk; his companion merely smiled, so was evidently accustomed to these outbursts
of joy. Indeed, I was impressed by the happiness of the people of Venice, for the
sound of singing was everywhere.
on another evening when we landed at our jetty by the Doge's Palace, it was
almost impossible to move, so great was the throng. I saw a British party, following
their leader merely by watching the handkerchief he was holding aloft. we learned
that the cause of the crush was the fact that Tito Gobbi was to sing in opera, in the
setting of the inner courtyard and grand staircase of the Doge's Palace - no wonder
there was a crowd trying to get in!
Always around five o'clock my English palate wanted its cup of tea, and wherever
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we happened to be at that hour we stopped and had one. Mostly it was at a caf6 table
on some pavement or at the canal edge, but once we went inside a caf6, and there on
the wall was a television set, showing, of all things, a model boat meeting on a park
pond in England! The other customers were highly interested'
There were far too may ancient marble palaces, over a hundred, for us to visit
them all, but we did manage the beautiful 15th century Ca d'Oro, which we entered
from the land side' Its ornate rooms were full of old Masters and tapestries, etc., and
it was not too difficult to imagine the scenes of splendour that must often have been
enacted there in the past. The upstairs rooms looked out on the activities going on on
the sunlit water of the Grand canal - a wonderful sight at any time. Indeed, when
Geoff first took me on the Rialto Bridge and showed me the fairy-like picture spread
before us, l was most impressed with it'
We went, too, in to the Doge's Palace, next door to St. Mark's Cathedral; whilst we
were admiring the magnificent great hall where the Doges dispensed justice,
suddenly attendants rushed round closing all windows and outer doors. Geoff told
me that they were expecting a storm; knowing their habit of predicting rain correctly,
I was not surprised, though I did not notice any cessation of the sunshine. From
another great hall we passed through the Bridge of Sighs - I say through rather than
over because it was entirely closed-in, so that prisoners on their way to the dungeons
could not escape over the parapet. There was a very full museum of ancient Venetian
relics, including cloaks, etc., worn by the Doge's in the upper rooms bordering the
Square, and we spent many interesting hours there' We had many a laugh by
watching an artist, dark, with long straggling hair, making lightning portraits of
customers from among the passing crowds.
I was surprised to discover that the depth of the lagoon varied a great deal - at one
side lay the big American ship, whereas I saw at the same time a handful of children,
in a small boat, row themselves to a certain spot and set out! They were surrounded
by water, and this gave the curious effect of walking on its surface - actually, I
suppose, there was a sandbank known to these intrepid children as a good play spot.
The channel used by the ferries was set out like roads with traffic lights and flashing
beacons, very attractive, especially after dark.
And now, alas, my holiday in Venice was drawing to a close - though, had I but
known, there were still a few more adventures in store for me before I reached
England. Geoff was not going in that direction with me - he was off to Greece, after I
had left. Meanwhile, he was expecting the British Minister of Transport, Mr. Ernest
Marples, and his wife, to join us at the Lido for Geoff to give them painting lessons
(the arrangement having been made in England previously). On the day of their
coming, we stayed on the hotel terrace watching the lagoon for their appearance. For
a long time we could see only the usual lone figure of a man in a tiny boat, who spent
hours out there, dredging for mussels. His method was to dip a net fixed to a long
pole, rather like a giant butterfly-net, into the depths, pull it up, shake out mud and
stone, and pick out the mussels. One day, during a sudden shower, we could not see
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him, for he was completely hidden, lying flat in the boat with a tarpauline covering
him; he emerged again with the sun. Now, while we were scanning the sunlit water
for Geoff’s 'students', I realised that I had only one more clear day before setting out
on my lone voyage back to home.
At last we saw a fast motor-boat approaching, and I retired behind a hedge,
leaving Geoff and the hotel proprietor, with white-coated Giorgio in the background,
to receive the distinguished travellers. They arrived with a flourish at the foot of our
steps and climbed up to the balcony - of course, I was peeping and, except that there
was no drummer, I was reminded of the arrival in Venice of the Duke of Plaza-Toro,
in The Gondoliers. After introductions, Geoff called for drinks all round, which
Giorgio served to the party sitting in the sun; I was brought into the occasion, and I
listened to the conversation with interest. That evening the Marples dined at a table
next to ours (l was wearing a white nylon stole which Geoff had bought for me on
finding the air, after dark, a bit chilly).
They lost no time in getting down to work, and next morning Geoff took them for
their first lesson in painting in Venice - so I spent the time watching boats delivering
stores to the hotel's 'back entrance'. The hotel proprietor, a big man with little
English, asked me if I would see his little daughter, as she would be coming to the
hotel that afternoon, and would like to speak with me. Intrigued, Geoff and I sat in the
garden and awaited events. Soon the proud father came, leading by the hand a nice
little girl of about ten years, and we all settled down to converse. This proved to be
on the difficult side, for she could speak no English, and the best that she and I
managed was some rather halting French - the men were well away, with Italian, of
course. However, before long, the real purpose of the meeting became apparent,
when she produced and presented me with a choice box of sweets - a nice surprise to
me, very subtly thought out by her father.
Early next morning I had at last to face up to the long journey to England, and that
without Geoff! With typical kindness, however, he had arranged for me to travel with
a British party returning to their homes on that day. So I said good-bye to the
Marples and Giorgio, promising to write to the latter; Geoff went out and bought me a
packed lunch, in a blue plastic net bag, and we were off to the station, very sadly, on
my part. We boarded the ferry at 'our' jetty, and so began my last journey through
the city I had come to love above all others during the past seventeen days. There in
the sunshine was lovely St. Mark's Square and all it stood for, on the other side we
passed the boat-yard where gondolas were made, as well as the wonderful Art
Gallery, the Accademia; and the Ca Foscari, a marble palace which housed the Venice
University where, Giorgio told me, his father had trained as a lawyer. So, one by one,
were left behind all the things that had lately delighted me, and all too soon we
arrived at the station.
There I met the people I would be travelling with, most of them as sad as I at
leaving Venice; now I was really on my own, for no-one could replace Geoff, however
pleasant. The courier started off by being very attentive to me, having promised to
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look after me when Geoff left us, but he had become distinctly cool by the time we
approached Dover - probably wanting to be rid of all his charges by then. I thought
everything looked pretty dreary, especially Ditchling Rise! So ended my most
glorious holiday of many, during which I had enjoyed everything, food, weather,
sights and sounds; and indeed, I felt very well the whole time. I was fortunate in
never having suffered from travel-sickness. Although I crossed the Channel some
nine times in both directions, and in all weathers, I was never sea-sick.
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CHAPTER TEN
The move south

Although in her late 80s, Aunt Kitty had agreed to mind Topsy while we were
away, a rather risky procedure, apparently, for she described how she had been
entangled with the dog's lead on one occasion, when out walking with her. After a
few days spent with her at number 35, I returned with my dear little dog to the
North, with no idea of impending changes in the pattern of my life. It was now 1957,
and Frank began to ask why I stayed in Freshfield by myself and why not move
South, to be nearer the family? This was a new idea to me, and not altogether
interesting; although I had by now lived alone for eight years, I had many friends and
many interests, and as I sailed along the flat roads on my bike daily, was hailed by
almost every other person. This gave a feeling of belonging, which was comforting,
and the prospect of dropping it all was not at all inviting. However, I came round to
the project on consideration that Frank's point of view might be the right one, and,
with a somewhat heavy heart, I set about the task of digging myself up.
The first question was where to go? I did not fancy overcrowded Brighton, and we
looked at the map of Sussex for possible alternatives. From a cross-Channel steamer I
had seen a beach which was unknown to me, and which Geoff told me was Seaford;
this seemed sufficiently near to and far from(!) Brighton to be considered as possible.
In the Spring Aunt May arrived for the Summer months, and I went to Brighton to
join the aunts. Hearing of the proposed move, she, with characteristic impulse, said,
"We'll go and look at Seaford." Arrived at the bus-stop there she barged into an estate
agents, and, in no time at all, we were being taken round in a car to view various
houses - among them 27, Grove Road. This was a pleasant enough one, on a corner,
and facing South, with small gardens, back and front. I was only half interested, but
had begun actions regarding the selling of my home in Freshfield, so it seemed
inevitable that I must go on with things.
Aunt May stayed with me several weeks, and we waited at home most of the time,
looking for buyers. Actually, more than a hundred people called to look at the
bungalow, some of them admittedly out of curiosity; it became a nuisance, as weeks
passed by without a serious client presenting himself. I was amazed by the number of
defects, real or imagined, people found in the building; yet, according to my agent's
description of it in his advertisement, it was a very desirable residence. I spent the
whole Summer in this uncertain state, and it was not until late Autumn that a cousin
of Frank Jones, next door, made me an offer, which I accepted with a heavy heart, for
now I was really out.
Meanwhile, matters dragged on regarding the house at Seaford, the owners
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demanding more money than I was to get for selling mine, but at last my solicitor
advised agreeing to their terms, and I signed. Now came the melancholy task of
getting ready to leave my home and friends. I sold my bike and the groundsman of
the Cricket Club gave £6 for my four ducks (six years later he sent me a message to
say they were still running round the cricket field!). I pass over the sheer misery of
the actual moving; it was a most frustrating and horrible time.
At first, several of my friends tended to follow me South - the Formby chemist, Mr.
Stevens and his wife had a holiday at 27, Grove Road, whilst I was back with Dorothy
at Hightown; they were followed by a Mr. and Mrs. Goodwyn and their two sons, who
came to stay with me. Dorothy Lythgoe came in the following Spring, followed by
Dorothy Mason. Then I had a visit from all the Kents, and enjoyed having them for a
fortnight - though it meant making up a bed downstairs at night. Mrs. Ethel Skinner
came next, and two of the Morgan family, then the Reads. Finally, Mr. and Mrs.
Gordon Guy came to Seaford, though they stayed at the Esplanade Hotel; we met
quite often, and they took me for drives. These contacts kept me in touch with my
former life quite pleasantly and cushioned the bump I experienced at finding myself
cut off from all the old things.
I was now having to walk about instead of drifting along on a bike - it being too
hilly for comfortable cycling; also, I knew no-one, and had not even the solace of
organ-playing. I decided that I must do something about it, so gathering up some
courage, I went to a Whist Drive at the Catholic Church Hall, and in that way I began
to know a few people; in time I graduated to membership of the Social Committee,
and, introducing the Northern game of Domino Whist, made a profit of £145 for
church funds by fortnightly Drives, over the years.
The health of my faithful little friend, Topsy, began to fail during the next few
years - after all she had not been young when I first had her. I took her to the P.D.S.A.
van at Seaford Station, and they very kindly took her to their hospital at
Waterlooville, Portsmouth, and operated on her. I was very lonely and worried while
she was away, but they brought her back rejuvenated. Time caught up with the poor
little thing, however, and she again needed help -the vet held out no hope, though,
and I had to leave her at the van. As I turned to go without her, she gave me a look I
shall never forget
Now I was indeed sad and lonely, with this loss of my little pal, but help was at
hand; one day when I returned to the house after some errand, there, standing in the
hall was a tiny replica of Topsy! I was delighted and there in the background,
grinning at the success of his surprise, was Geoff. He had very kindly searched for,
and found, a successor as nearly like Topsy as possible; indeed the resemblance was
so great that I could do no more than call her 'Topsy Too' - although at that moment
she was unable to climb the stairs, being too small even to do that. So now I had a
companion once more, though this meant training a pup from scratch.
Aunt Kitty was now near enough to come and stay with me, and I with her, and we
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did this frequently. Geoff continued to take me for holidays, and we went to North
Wales, to a lovely little place by the sea, called Borth-y-Gest (where it rained every
day) and to Lyme Regis, in Dorset, where our hotel, The Bay, was on the beach. My
new garden consisted mainly of cabbage stalks and stones, so there was much to do
there, and I became very busy, turning it into a better place. I settled down to a
routine of sorts. I had made my bed and must lie on it, of course, but there was no
doubt at all that I had truly and irrevocably left my heart in Freshfield.
Finis
Typewritten in 1996-7 with the middle finger of the left hand by Mrs. Grace Lintott and
dedicated to her son Geoffrey Charles Lintott, A.T.D., F.R.S.A. with gratitude for many
happy moments.
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