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For my Dearest Biddy,
Lotty & Romy

“If I could give you anything it would be a 
quietness at the very heart of your life that 
would remain tranquil & certain whatever 

befell.”
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Friday 18th January 2008

When I started teaching a class a History project I always gave them a family tree and we talked 
about the fact that, being here now is evidence that we all had ancestors who hunted, lived in caves, 
were Tudors, Victorians, Flappers and the rest. So, although each one of us is an individual, an 
original, we are also thousands of bits of all kinds of people, some good, some bad, some talented 
some dull,  the plain and the beautiful but always, I hope kind. So, never underestimate or 
undervalue yourself because, in the words of Arthur Krystal:

“I am appalled at the prospect of my own extinction, outraged at the loss of someone I know so 
well. Now, you might think the universe minus me is no great matter, and of course, you’d be right.
In my defence, however, I should like to point out that no one remotely like me has ever been born; 
no one remotely like me will ever come again.  Do I need to say, I am speaking of you as well?”
 
So, perhaps if you know a little about your ancestors it may help you to know who you are. Bear in 
mind there will be huge gaping holes in places and, undoubtedly inaccuracies as this is almost all 
from memories, passed down to me in my childhood  and later by precious people like my Mum 
and Dad, my beloved Granny & Grandpa, my adored Aunty Doris, the famous (or should that be 
infamous?) Uncle Ronald. There are of course many, many more, too numerous to mention. 
They will crop up no doubt in the telling of the story and sometimes there may even be a picture 
because touch the story of any family and it is a web – impossible to touch one part of it without 
another vibrating; impossible to understand one part without having a sense of the whole. 

Very little of the source material, apart from certificates, references and ships papers was ever 
written down and family letters, such as they were,  tended not to be kept.
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Grandpa, Gilly, Granny.

Auntie Dot. Ronald & Margaret.



Families such as ours probably worked too hard to write many letters (postage was expensive too) 
and diaries and journals were kept by “our (not always!) betters”, the people who had leisure time –
something of a luxury for the working classes who only had Sunday off and by the time you’d been 
to church twice (or even three times in some cases) on the Sabbath, cooked a Sunday lunch and 
caught up with yourself there wasn’t much time left because as you will know, one of my favourite 
sayings is: 

“One man’s Sunday lunch is one woman’s Sunday gone!”

With only an open fire or kitchen range –no microwave, no cooker- the lot of a housewife was hard.
So, my loves, to begin at the beginning as they say –or at least as far back as I can go at present…
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Our Generation
We were the generation who survived being born to mothers who smoked and/or drank while they 
carried us.

They took aspirin, ate blue cheese dressing, tuna from a tin, and didn't get tested for diabetes. 
Then after that trauma, our baby cots were covered with bright coloured lead-based paints. 
We had no childproof lids on medicine bottles, doors or cabinets and when we rode our bikes, we 
had no helmets, not to mention, the risks we took hitchhiking. 
As children, we would ride in cars with no seat belts or air bags.
Riding in the back of a van - loose - was always great fun. 
We drank water from the garden hosepipe and NOT from a bottle.
We shared one soft drink with four friends, from one bottle and NO ONE actually died from this.
We ate cakes, white bread and real butter and drank pop with sugar in it, but we weren't overweight 
because......

WE WERE ALWAYS OUTSIDE PLAYING!!

We would leave home in the morning and play all day, as long as we were back when the 
streetlights came on. No one was able to reach us all day. And we were O.K. 

We would spend hours building our go-carts out of scraps and then ride down the hill, only to find 
out we forgot the brakes. After running into the bushes a few times, we learned to solve the 
problem. We did not have Playstations, Nintendo's, X-boxes, no video games at all, no 99 channels 
on cable, no video tape movies, no surround sound, no mobile phones, no text messaging, no 
personal computers, no Internet or Internet chat rooms..........WE HAD FRIENDS and we went 
outside and found them! 

We fell out of trees, got cut, broke bones and teeth and there were no lawsuits/legal from these 
accidents. We played with worms (well most boys did) and mud pies made from dirt, and the worms 
did not live in us forever. Made up games with sticks and tennis balls and although we were told it 
would happen, we did not poke out any eyes.  We rode bikes or walked to a friend's house and 
knocked on the door or rang the bell, or just yelled for them! 

Local teams had tryouts and not everyone made the team. Those who didn't had to learn to deal with 
disappointment. Imagine that!! The idea of a parent bailing us out if we broke the law was unheard 
of. They actually sided with the law!

This generation has produced some of the best risk-takers, problem solvers and inventors ever! The 
past 50 years have been an explosion of innovation and new ideas. We had freedom, failure, success 
and responsibility, and we learned

HOW TO   DEAL WITH IT ALL!



A Casket of Lives

Page 5



The Bonds

William & Maria(?)
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My maternal great- grandfather, (i.e. Bonny /Big 
Mama’s grandfather), William Bond was born in 
1839 (sorry but I don’t have a date for his birth) but 
his birth was registered at Sculcoates, a district of 
Hull.

 William’s address is given as 5,Wellington Lane and although 
I’ve tried to look up various streets mentioned in the few 
records that exist, that part of Hull would seem to have been 
demolished which is hardly surprising when you think how 
rapidly towns and cities change with re-development.

In 1860 aged 21, William was living at Vincent Street, 
Hull.

William married Maria Newsome from Edward 
Street. (Marriage certificate number 423.)
And, to the best of my knowledge there were 
3 children, Alfred (or Alf as he seemed to be 
known), James (my grandfather- James Bond 
I ask you!!!) & Polly (her given name was 
May Ellen).

Maria obviously died 
(sorry, again no details as 
I have no certificate but 
maybe one day Parish 
Records might give up 
the secret)

I suspect that it was either 
as a result of, or soon 
after the birth of Polly 
that Maria died, as in the 
past when infant and 
maternal mortality rates 
were very high this was 
an all too common 
occurrence. 

The mortality rate was extremely high for children under 5 years and without the benefits of 
modern medical intervention many women did not survive giving birth.
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When you have half an hour to spare take a walk around an old churchyard and notice how 
many women died during the child–bearing years. I would put money on the fact that a lot 
of them died giving birth or shortly after as there were some terrible traditions associated 
with childbirth one of which was to pass down in the family what were known as the ‘lying-
in sheets’.

These sheets were only put on the bed when a birth was imminent –many poor people had 
no bed linen at all- and the sheets were never washed. Consequently these fouled and 
stained sheets were a source of the direst infection to both mother and newborn baby. It’s 
really a wonder anyone survived at all!

Mind- improving piece now over we return to William. 

On April 8th 1878 William married for the second at St.James's church Kingston-upon-Hull. 
(Register page 155). Frances Thompson, his second wife was also his housekeeper and 
Frances's address is given as New George Street in the parish of Sculcoates.

It was quite common at this time for a man to marry his housekeeper or a household servant 
–why keep a servant who has to be paid when a wife comes free? - Also a respectable man 
would not live under the same roof as an unmarried woman (or vice versa) to whom he was 
not related.

We have no way on knowing if this was a love match or a purely business arrangement but 
William, if he was to avoid putting his children in an orphanage, had to have someone look 
after them when he was away on long voyages to the Baltic, Rangoon, New York, Karachi, 
the Mediterranean, Trieste, Odessa, and who knows where else as some of the ships papers 
simply state ‘foreign’ for the voyage undertaken. In the 1870’s these voyages would have 
taken months, often in appalling conditions.

William was lost at sea, I suspect in, or around, 1883 as the result of a shipwreck, which I 
am trying currently to trace. 

The last vessel for which I have a 
discharge certificate is dated January 22nd 
1883; the ship being S.S.Iris but if this 
was the ship on which he lost his life I 
am, at present unable to say.  As a child I 
remember a newspaper cutting - kept in 
Granny’s brassbound writing slope- from 
a Hull newspaper telling of the shipwreck. 
As I last had sight of this over 55 years 
ago my memory is hazy to say the least 
but the story, as I recollect, was that my 
great- grandfather perished & from the 
entire crew there was only one survivor 
who eventually made his way back to Hull 
to tell the story.

A Casket of Lives

Page 8

Brass bound writing slope



It is possible that this account may have been ‘embroidered’ by the family for my benefit as a child 
and I can’t even remember if I read the account myself or if it was read to me although I have a 
feeling I read it and asked questions, having the details filled in by perhaps Granny or Grandpa.

Sadly Ernest, (more of him later) my mother’s half-brother only valued ‘modern’ things and, when 
Granny died, without asking Mum, he threw away all the things we would have valued. Not, you 
understand things of financial value but irreplaceable things like letters, photographs, newspaper 
cuttings and suchlike.

I have great-grandfather’s ships papers, references, discharge papers & expenses incurred during 
voyages. As the last one is dated 1883 I assume this or some time around this date to be the year of 
the shipwreck & his death at sea although there may have been later documents that I have not had 
sight of. I also have a locket containing likenesses of him and Maria so we do at least know what 
they looked like.

These documents include references from Thompson & Strather, Green Lane Foundry & 
Rose & Downs Foundry in Hull & also include discharge certificates from various ships & 
accounts of wages etc. William is referred to, as a 2nd engineer and I believe he had obtained 
his Masters Ticket, which meant, had he not been drowned he would have become ship’s 
captain on subsequent voyages. This would also indicate that, before going to sea he had 
worked as an engineer.

At this period in history the Welfare State did not exist and a widow had to rely on her own 
resources and the generosity of family and friends to survive, pay the rent and feed and 
clothe herself and any children. Women of the working class were not educated –they 
married, often simply to be kept, by their husband- the only jobs open to them were either in 
service, on farms, in factories, or mills. When they became too old to work widows and 
spinsters had to rely on family or the Parish to keep them or, the most awful fate of all, go 
into the Workhouse.

Whatever the circumstances of this second marriage Frances must have been a good and 
kind-hearted soul as it was undoubtedly a struggle but somehow she managed to keep baby 
Polly at home although she was forced to put my grandfather and his brother Alf into an 
orphanage.

Grandpa never spoke of this period of his life and I suspect this to have been because it was 
too painful as these children led a hard and cruel existence very similar to that portrayed by 
Charles Dickens and other writers of the time.

However, when Grandpa and Alf were old enough to go to work and contribute to the 
family’s upkeep they returned home to live with Frances and their little sister Polly which 
all leads me to think their step-mother must have been a kind and loving woman to her step-
children. She never had children of her own.

At some point both Grandpa and Alf left Hull and moved to Leeds. Why or when this might 
have been I have no idea; perhaps the work prospects in a large industrial city were better 
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than those in a port; maybe someone from Hull had come to Leeds to find work and 
recommended them to follow. Who knows? But after what befell their father it’s hardly 
surprising that neither boy chose to go to sea.

It was in Leeds that my Grandfather met my Grandmother, Lavinia Booth, (born August 31st 
1879. Died March 23rd 1962) was the daughter of a master butcher, Curtis Booth She was 
one of a number of sisters but just how many I don’t know, I very dimly remember a Great 
Aunt Ada and an Aunt Annie from my very early years, one of whom lived on the Sandford 
Estate in Leeds.
Sadly I have no knowledge of how or when my grandparents met but Granny already had a 
child, my mother’s half-brother, Ernest who had been born out of wedlock, a terrible stigma 
at that time.

When she discovered she was ‘in the 
family way’ she arranged to meet the 
father of her unborn child. He failed to 
turn up and she never saw him again. To 
this day I nurse a strong detestation of this 
man who I hope is standing on his head in 
something very unpleasant, in Hell 
because my Granny was kind, gentle and 
sweet although her eyes were dangerously 
close her kidneys but I think she quite 
enjoyed a little weep…. 

She must have gone through hell to have 
her baby and keep him in the climate of a 
period when such babies were known as 
‘bastard’ and their father’s name on the 
Birth Certificate filled in ‘Unknown’. 
Granny certainly knew who he was but I 
don’t think she ever told. Certainly my 
Mum didn’t know who Ernest’s father 
was and I don’t think he did either.
Granny’s family too had fallen on hard 
times. Her father, originally a successful 
and prosperous butcher drank 
increasingly heavily and eventually 
reduced the family to abject poverty, 
killing himself in the process. Granny’s 
mother, who had been accustomed to 
running a household with her own servants 
was reduced to taking in other people’s 
washing to keep the family together.
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Somehow Great Grandmother, presumably at night, found time to embroider the patchwork tea cosy 
(framed by your Dad /Papa) which shows her to have been a fine needlewoman, a pursuit fit for the 
‘lady’ she would have been had not her husband drunk himself to death and reduced her to a life of 
drudgery. 

One could buy bags of scraps of fabric for 
patchwork for a few pence and among those in 
the tea cosy are fine silks, satins and velvets 
along with everyday cotton and cambric. Her 
eye for picking out detail and embellishing the 
weave showed great artistry and this fine work 
must have been done by candlelight after a long 
day bent over the washtub.

My Grandpa, James Bond (born 19th August 
1873. Died 30th March 1956) was the son of 
William Bond and Maria (nee Newsome) 
Grandpa was the most wonderful gentle, loving 
man and, fifty-two years after his death I miss 
him still, his chuckle and perpetual beaming 
smile. How I wish he could have known all of 
you. 

He would have adored John, ruined you Biddy 
(as he did me) and Lotty and Romy would have 
been worshipped by him. 

James Bond (I ask you!) nothing less like the 
Ian Fleming character could you ever wish to 
meet! 

Granny and Grandpa were married in the parish 
church of St.Andrew, Leeds on June 4th 1906 
and they remained inseparable for just three 
months short of fifty years. Since Granny’s 
death I have worn her wedding ring, one of my 
most treasured possessions because for me it 
symbolises one of the great and enduring 
personal love stories of my life. 
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In 1910 Rose 
Ellen (your 
Bonny /Big 
Mama) was born 
in Adelphi Street, 
Leeds on 7th 
March. 

The Alphabet 
Streets as they 
were known 
started with 
Adelphi Street and 
went on through 
twenty five more 
streets of awful 
slums, poor 
materially but rich 
in many other 
things. 

Babies in those days were almost always born at home, usually with a local ‘Hen Wife’ in 
attendance. Medical services had to be paid for and working class families could not afford such 
luxury. It was not unknown for a man who was in work and who could pay, to go to the doctor on 
his wife’s behalf and present her symptoms as his 
own. There must have been some comical 
scenarios when discussing pregnancy, front 
bottoms and the like!

Some eighteen months to two years before Rose’s 
birth her brother Bill had been born. More of Bill 
later.

Rose never regarded herself as anything more than 
‘ordinary’. In fact she is extraordinary, pictures of 
her as a girl show an attractive, serene face and her 
brain was always quick and receptive. 
Consequently she benefited enormously from the 
lively atmosphere at Adelphi Street, which, like 
Granny, and Grandpa’s later homes, that I 
remember, was always full of political discussion 
and well-known local Socialists.

In the early twentieth century the Labour Party was 
in its infancy and my grandparents were among the 
first Socialists, known then as Fabians.
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Hugh Gaitskill, a well-known labour politician from the 1920’s to his death in 1963 was a friend of 
Ma and Pa Bond, as they were universally known. It has been said by many that Gaitskill was the 
greatest Prime Minister Britain never had.

In my childhood I remember their house at 144, South Parkway, Seacroft being the committee 
rooms for a young Denis (now Lord) Healey of Riddlesden and every year there was a Christmas 
card from the House of Commons showing their growing family, one of whom, Jenny became a 
colleague when I taught at Gospel Oak School in Hampstead when Dad and I were first married.

Back to Adelphi Street.

By the time I came along Grandpa was retired but had worked for Dyson’s, the diamond merchants 
in Lower Briggate, Leeds. This shop had a window display of precious jewels and clocks that 
people would go specially to see, particularly at teatime when, as the shop closed the whole window 
would descend into the cellar because the whole window acted as a safe. I’m not sure if this 
window was unique but if not it was certainly a great rarity.

Dyson’s Clock.

Although now a wine bar Dyson’s clock is still there and it was a popular meeting place for Leeds 
people;

“I’ll meet you under Dyson’s clock.” Being a familiar location for assignations.

In 1865 John Dyson had bought two cottages at numbers 126 and 127 Briggate, and set up in 
business as a jeweller. He installed a large clock on the front of the building, which has been a 
Leeds landmark ever since. The smaller clock on the left was added in 1910 to celebrate the 
birthday of John Dyson's wife. The shop was completely refurbished in 1980, but closed in 1990.
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Grandpa worked as a jeweller’s porter and on one occasion someone –customer or member of staff, 
I don’t know who- dropped a valuable diamond down a grating in the gutter. Grandpa had to take 
off his coat, roll up his sleeves and get his arm down this foul drain to retrieve the diamond, which 
must have taken quite a time and been extremely unpleasant for him in the process.

The diamond was eventually retrieved. And did Grandpas get a word of thanks? Not a murmur! 
That’s how their so-called ‘betters’ treated working people! 
Grandpa had originally been apprenticed to a stained glass window maker. I am unable to tell you 
quite why he never completed his apprenticeship but my mother believed it to be because his 
employer either became ill and retired or perhaps even died.
This apprenticeship was the a contributory factor to Grandpa’s life-long love affair with old 
churches and the history of Yorkshire, which he passed on to my mother and she in turn passed to 
me. He told her stories of Lady Ann Clifford, The Shepherd Lord, Barden Tower and lots more.
The house in Adelphi Street boasted a stained glass fanlight over the door, made by Grandpa, which 
I believe depicted two doves. In the centre of the sash window he made a stained glass picture of 

Kirkstall Abbey. 

How I wish these still existed, I would have given almost anything to see them!
Grandpa also managed somehow to rig up a water tap to the kitchen sink so that Granny was saved 
the labour of having to pump water into a bucket from a communal pump outside the house, 
carrying it inside for washing.

Next door lived ‘Aunty Leckonby’ and her husband. This woman would have seemed, from all 
accounts to be a somewhat domineering character. She was married to a quiet scrap of a man who 
worked at the local dye works.
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My mother vividly recalls the day in her childhood when this man was brought home from work, 
having fallen into a vat of boiling dye. It took three days for him to die and Mum remembered the 
screams of this poor soul throughout her adult life.

Aunty Leckonby apparently ruled Granny with a rod of iron. Granny, soft and gentle, was far too 
docile to stand up for herself or answer back and when Aunty –who was childless- took a shine to 
Mum’s brother Bill she took him, by slow stages into her home and brought him up as if he were 
her own, referring to him as “Our Billy.”

I gather from Mum that Grandpa was not at all happy about 
this but was himself so non-confrontational and kind-hearted 
that he allowed this childless woman to ‘adopt’ his son. It 
would also have presumably helped the domestic finances, 
which were very stretched in a poor household and also 
alleviated the overcrowding in a small slum dwelling.

Perhaps now is the time to tell you what I know of Bill, 
Mum’s slightly older brother who disappeared before I was 
born.

Bill & Florence.

Mum and Bill, close in age were also close as siblings and 
frequently played together. According to Mum it was 
almost always Cowboys and Indians with Bill as the 
cowboy hero and Mum the ‘baddie’ Indian who inevitably 
spent great parts of her childhood, tied to a lamppost with 
a triumphant Bill whooping and galloping round her. It 
was always a man’s world, particularly if you were a 
younger sister!
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Bill, Taken at York,
Whit Tuesday 1929.



Bill, when he grew up married Florence. 

It would seem that from childhood 
Florence had always been wilful and a 
source of concern to her parents. There 
was talk in the family- when I was 
younger- that Florence had either spent 
some time in an institution as ‘being 
beyond parental control ‘or that at least 
this had been considered. Either way I 
always had the impression that her 
family were pleased to see her married, 
hoping Bill would be a settling 
influence.

Ernest, Cath, Rose, Granny, Bill, Florence, Grandpa & Teddy.

This unfortunately was not the case and Florence seems to have continued to be wayward, having 
affairs and being generally unruly.

Bill played the violin and 
had his own dance band 
eventually starting a haulage 
business. Sadly he was no 
businessman and he was 
soon in financial 
difficulties. The last straw 
was when Florence 
announced she was 
pregnant; the marriage had 
deteriorated to such an 
extent that Bill refused to 
believe the expected child 
might be his and, in 
desperation to escape his 
debts he ran away from 
home. My Dad’s elder 
brother Ronald, always 
careful with money, was 
already - due to his 
parsimonious nature- well 
placed financially and was 
asked if he would help Bill 
out. 

Billy Bond’s dance band.
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Evidently Ronald refused; naturally he had every right to do so but it would have been good to 
think that he might at least have considered putting his money to good use and extending a helping 
hand but Bill was not related and was seen as a probably less than secure horse on whom to bet in 
the business field. Ron, who was always extremely careful where his money was concerned 
withheld his assistance

There is in existence a letter from Bill 
sent from London dated December 23rd 
1933 to ‘Mum, Dad & Rose” in which 
he says he wants them to know he is 
“OK and in good health”. It appears 
from this letter that he was working in a 
London hotel, employed in kitchen 
work, earning in his words “decent 
money and the earnings are mounting 
up.” He goes on to say that he is hoping 
to come home in six months or so to 
“straighten things out” and ends with 
“I’ll write again soon”. 

Sadly he never did but Granny kept his 
violin until her dying day and always set 
a place for him at Christmas, determined 
that surely this would be the time of year 
he would come home. He never did and 
it broke one’s heart to witness her annual 
disappointment.

There is however a postscript to this 
story.

Bill’s last letter.

When I was 11 years old a 
relative of Granny’s said that 
there had been a conversation 
at her place of work about 
what it really meant to be 
alone in the world and 
someone had mentioned a 
young woman who lived in her 
road who had been brought up 
by her grandparents after being 
abandoned by her mother.

Bill in cricket team 
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The grandparents, a Mr. and Mrs. Gibson were by this time dead and consequently this girl was 
without any family of her own. 

By putting the facts together it became apparent that this was Bill’s daughter, born after he left 
Florence.

Florence had soon abandoned the child leaving the little girl with her parents and left home in her 
relentless pursuit of pleasure without responsibility. Margaret, Bill’s daughter was brought up by 
her maternal grandparents in Lickless Drive, Horsforth.

Having checked everything out Granny wrote to Margaret and invited her to meet with us all, Mum, 
Dad, Ernest, Granny, Grandpa and myself and, shortly after her 21st birthday Margaret came to 
Granny and Grandpa’s house in South Parkway for tea. 

She brought with her a studio photograph of herself, taken on her birthday to give to Granny and 
Grandpa.

On each side of my grandparents’ bed were two sepia photographs. On one side of the bed my 
maternal Great Grandmother and on the other my maternal Great Grandfather. Granny walked into 
the bedroom and, holding the photograph of Margaret next to that of her own mother whispered 
“Oh Mother!” and broke down and wept. The position of the head in each picture was identical; the 
likeness uncanny and there was absolutely no doubt that, in spite of Bill’s reservations Margaret 

was his child.

Mum told me much later that Granny and 
Grandpa knew of Margaret’s existence as 
they had once seen her in Park Square in 
Leeds with her grandparents when she 
was small. Asking if they might speak to 
her they were told that if they would tell 
of Bill’s whereabouts so that he could, as 
was only right, contribute to his 
daughter’s upkeep they could have access 
to Margaret. 

My grandparents told Mr. And Mrs. 
Gibson quite truthfully that they did not 
know where he was and that if only they 
had knowledge of Bill’s whereabouts 
they would be only too glad to reunite 
him with his child. Margaret’s maternal 
grandparents, believing that mine (and 
hers) were protecting their son said that 
unless Bill’s details were forthcoming 
they would not be allowed contact with 
Margaret. 
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No amount of pleading would persuade them that this was the truth and consequently Margaret 
grew up knowing nothing of her father’s family. 

Margaret herself told me that she had asked her maternal grandparents if she was illegitimate but 
was told this was not the case and as it obviously distressed her them to discuss the matter she asked 
no more. They, it seems had a son, somewhat older than Florence but he had died of meningitis in 
childhood. One child dead and the other a sore trial they invested everything in Margaret and gave 
her a loving and happy home environment in which she grew up to become the thoroughly well 
adjusted and lovable person I am proud to call my cousin.

A few years later I was a student, home for the summer vacation and working as a waitress in the 
Kardomah café in Briggate. One evening I arrived home at teatime from my waitressing job to find 
that Mum had just returned from the launderette (we didn’t have a washing machine of 

our own until much later).

Normally so strong and healthy Mum looked 
shockingly pale and unwell. When I asked what 
was wrong she told me she was not ill but had 
just had an almighty shock. She had met an old 
neighbour from Burley Wood where she and 
Dad had both lived with their families before 
they were married.

It was many years since Mum and this 
neighbour had last met and after enquiring after 
my grandparents the woman went on to ask after 
Bill. Mum reminded her that Bill had left over 
thirty years before and she had no idea of his 
whereabouts or indeed if he was still alive.

The old neighbour assured her he was alive and 
well and had knocked on her door a matter of 
months before to ask if she, the neighbour, knew 
where Granny and Grandpa were living. She 
said he looked well and prosperous and had told 
her he was living in London. She was able to tell 
him Granny’s address and probably also that 
Grandpa had, by this time died.

Granny with Mum -Harrogate

Granny by this time was suffering from dementia but still living alone. Mum visited her every few 
days and, as we had become accustomed to her repeated questions or ideas we thought little of it 
when she kept repeating that she wasn’t sure if she had dreamed it or if in fact Bill had called to see 
her…
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It was only after Mum’s encounter with the old neighbour that we began to realize this could have 
in fact been the case. 
At the time I wondered why on earth Bill hadn’t also visited Mum to whom he had been so close 
but thinking about it came to the conclusion that presumably he had ‘re-invented’ himself and in all 
probability married again and had a family (he did not know that Florence was dead) To have 
suddenly produced Granny, Mum, Dad and me to a family would have taken a lot of explaining not 
least how to justify that you had knowingly entered into a possibly bigamous marriage. 
So we never did find out if Bill had visited and I suppose it will now remain a permanent family 
mystery.

So, back to Adelphi Street days. In spite of Aunty Leckonby’s high jacking of Bill Granny did get 
her way when it came to Mum. She desperately wanted Mum to have a ‘good’ education and, much 
against Grandpa’s advice sent her to a Dame School. I imagine she thought that this school was 
more ‘refined’ than the local Board School. 

The school was run by a lady whose name I’m afraid I can’t recall. Obviously she and her husband 
had ‘come down in the world’ as she was very cultivated and he, according to Mum was quite 
charming although handicapped in some way –not physically – perhaps as the result of a nervous 
breakdown or financially embarrassed through a business failure?

So, the husband did the lighting of fires and 
maintenance and, according to Mum was 
always very kind to the children whilst his 
wife taught. Hence Mum even had a 
smattering of French conversation from this 
period of her education!

Pupils were taught by the Monitor System 
with the ‘babies’ on forms at the front and each 
form behind having progressively older 
children, the older ones helping and, to some 
degree assisting in the teaching of the younger 
pupils.

At the time of The Great War (1914 –1918) 
almost everyone thought it pointless to educate 
girls – they would only get married and have 
babies - boys were the ones who received the 
benefits of an education but most of them, if 
they came from the working classes, had left 
school by the age of 12 or 13 to work and 
contribute to the family budget.

Rose
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The young Rose started work at a printers and the owner was presumably someone who knew 
Granny and Grandpa as one day he gave Mum the job of making a delivery to The Corn Exchange 
in Leeds where he knew that the great Labour politician, Ramsay Macdonald was to address a 
meeting. Knowing of Mum’s family involvement and her growing interest in politics she was given 
the job so that she could stand on the balcony and hear the great man speak. 

The Corn Exchange, Leeds

Why she made a change and went into the tailoring trade I do not know but the clothing industry at 
this time was the main industry in Leeds; Bradford manufactured the woollen cloth and Leeds was 
the centre of the clothing industry. Run by the Jewish community Montague Burton and Prices were 
the two major employers and although London’s Savile Row was where the best-dressed man 
bought his –very expensive- suits, the majority of these were, in reality made by tailors and 
tailoresses like my mother, working in sweatshop-like conditions for extremely poor wages. 

One of the factories where Mum worked was an old synagogue at the bottom of the Headrow and I 
remember the walls running with damp and green slime in the room where she and her workmates 
toiled. The first Jews to come to Leeds had their ghetto at this end of town and there were still the 
remains of old Hebrew script, ghostly writings in the plasterwork of these walls. Most of the 
immigrant Jews in Leeds settled in this very poor area called the Leylands.  Built in the early 19th 
century, it was less than a square mile packed with a maze of dark courtyards, hovels, passageways 
and run-down and neglected narrow streets. There were small factories, a brewery and a leather 
works, a school and a church, as well as tiny back-to-back houses that were home to the poorest 
section of the community (predominantly Irish immigrants) and petty criminals.  As the Jews 
moved in, the previous inhabitants gradually left, and the Leylands rapidly became the Jewish 
quarter and ‘ghetto’ of Leeds. The first four words of English the first Jewish settlers usually met 
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were 'No Jews need apply’. Consequently weavers, spinners and dyers, blacksmiths and experts at 
various trades, were forced to take relatively humble employment in the local tailoring trade.

Copenhagen Street, The Leylands, Leeds Jewish quarter.

The tailoring industry, which as recently as 1960 employed some 60,000 workers, is now virtually 
gone and there are at best a handful of Jewish tailors left in Leeds.
The men, where Mum worked as a tailoress, worked hand-sewing garments whilst seated cross-
legged on a tabletop in the traditional way of tailors.

Mum remembers her embarrassment on telling her boss he had a tear in his jacket, only to have him 
explain to her that a family member had died and this was part of the Jewish tradition of ‘rending 
the garments’ when a death occurred.

Her life-long friend Rene Craven often worked alongside Mum and, to keep up production the 
wireless would be relayed throughout the factory. Programmes such as “Music While You Work” 
played lively tunes to encourage a brisk pace and keep production up.

The workers would often sing along as they worked at their sewing machines and Rene, like her 
daughter Pam, (a school friend of mine) was totally tone deaf. Like many with ‘tin ears’ she was 
oblivious to this handicap and sang along at the top of her voice and, if she was quiet during a song 
for any reason had to risk jibes from the foreman, which included the immortal phrase:
“And is my little blackbird not singing today?”

As students Pam and I used to Youth Hostel in Cumbria and it was on one of these holidays that I 
was to hear an immortal rendition of “Summertime” from Porgy and Bess sung as never before (or 
since I trust!) by Pam who could, and did change key dramatically every few notes!  

Early in my life I was disillusioned about things magical when I heard Mum complain bitterly of 
the trials of sewing men’s dress suits; black material, black braiding and trimmings all sewn with 
black thread. Very hard on the eyes in poor light.
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Particularly trying were the suits made for conjurors and magicians as they had literally dozens of 
tiny pockets in cuffs, along lapels, down trouser seams and the like so that when the magician 
appeared to be smoothing his trousers or adjusting his jacket he could, by sleight of hand, cunningly  
remove articles to produce them ‘as if by magic’. Very disappointing news this to a small child like 
me!

Policemen’s uniforms were another bugbear, particularly those for the mounted police who had to 
have a long truncheon pocket sewn into the trousers to carry the staff they wielded when on crowd 
control etc.

Mum was a trouser hand and worked hard in these factories.

She did have a very brief spell as a school dinner lady, working in the kitchens where meals were 
cooked and then sent out on vans to various schools. This lasted for all of a week as the work was 
backbreaking, conditions awful and the pay simply not worth the effort involved.

At about this time Mum heard –through a friend I believe- of an old lady living in St Anne’s Road, 
Headingley who needed some help at home.

This lady was a spinster called Kitty Sadler who lived with her older sister who I believe was called 
Amy. Also living with them was their nephew, Beckwith who I assume was the son of a deceased 
sister as his surname was not Sadler but I can’t remember what it in fact was! 

Beckwith was middle-aged and bald with a grey moustache. He was rather odd. He spent much of 
his time in his room but would periodically come down and engage Mum in conversation, more of a 
monologue really, much of which she took to be the fantasy life of this rather strange but harmless 
character. He would tell her of his youth in Hollywood where he mixed with the film stars of the 
day and how he was part of the ‘smart set’ who gathered around the then Prince of Wales who later 
became –very briefly- King Edward VIII. Mum took all this with a large pinch of salt, until the day 
he produced photographs of himself which proved that he had indeed been part of this social circle.

Then how, wondered Mum had he ended up living in the home of his two elderly aunts?

The answer to her question came one day when Beckwith fell down the stairs; Mum ran to help him 
up with Kitty hard on her heels. When Mum reached him she saw that Beckwith was semi-
conscious and that round his mouth was white powder. Although not familiar with the drugs scene 
(only very wealthy people could afford illegal drugs in the 1950’s) Mum very soon realised that 
Beckwith had not fallen down the stairs as the result of an accident but that he was in fact a drug 
addict. This was confirmed when a weeping Kitty begged Mum not to leave now that she knew 
their secret. The doctor was called and Beckwith was given something to pacify him and from this 
we assume that he was a registered addict. Mum reassured Miss Sadler that of course she would not 
leave her; she was a dear old thing and a good employer.

Mum’s next grisly task was to be asked one morning when she arrived for work if she would go 
upstairs into Amy’s bedroom.  It seems Amy had died in the night and Kitty was afraid to go into 
her dead sister’s room. However, under the mattress were hidden Amy’s jewels - to prevent 
Beckwith getting his hands on them as he would presumably have sold them to provide money to 
finance his habit– and Mum was asked to go up and retrieve the jewellery.
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In school holidays I would go to work with Mum and I loved having my elevenses in 
the kitchen. Mum would make coffee for Kitty and Amy and we would have ours in 
the kitchen. There were always nice biscuits and I was allowed to choose what I 
would like to drink. I was in heaven as there were all the things that well-off people 
drank. Exotic drinks like Horlicks, Milo and Ovaltine, we had plain coca at home; 
perhaps this was where my taste for expensive and exotic foods was born?

This job came to an end when Miss Sadler decided to move to Worthing, a favourite place where 
the gentry went to spend their declining years. I think Beckwith must have disappeared by this time 
but don’t know if he died or ended up in a Nursing Home. 

As Miss Sadler was moving 
house there were things to be 
sorted and Mum was asked one 
day if she would climb the step-
ladder and bring down a dish 
that was kept on the top shelf of 
the kitchen cupboard as Miss 
Sadler was too elderly to trust 
herself climbing. The dish 
proved to be a stunning 
example of Crown Derby, a 
punch bowl and it was sent to 
London for auction. The Sadler 
family had been stockbreeders 
somewhere in the midlands and 
had obviously been wealthy 
and well connected. 

From the furnishings to the smallest ornament everything in the house was of the best quality and 
taste – Miss Sadler gave the stag paperweight we own to Mum before she left for Worthing.

As a final goodbye Miss 
Sadler took Mum and 
myself out to afternoon 
tea in town. We were 
taken to Marshall and 
Snelgrove, a very high-
class department store 
that stood in Albion 
Street in Leeds. 

Even their carrier bags and wrapping paper looked superior to that of the other shops in town being 
black, covered all over with small orange, red and white flowers. The store name was hardly 
necessary and was very discreet; the wrapping said it all about one being of the class who could 
afford to shop in such exalted places! I had never been in such a grand place before, the likes of us 
did not patronise such emporia even to window shop and the musical trio who played discreetly in 
the background as we had our tea fascinated me.
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So, after being ‘housekeeper’ it was back to tailoring for Mum. I always had the impression that she 
had enjoyed working for Miss Sadler and that Miss Sadler had liked and respected Mum. After she 
moved to Worthing Christmas cards came for a few years but eventually stopped and we had to 
assume that Miss Sadler had died.

Mum had always loved flowers and would have loved to work as a florist. The nearest she got was 
to bunch up flowers from our allotment and, on a Friday evening I took these to neighbours for 1/- 
(5p) a bunch. This enhanced our meagre holiday funds. Mum didn’t stop at dress shop windows to 
browse but could never pass a florist without gazing in and, whenever possible I bought her 
snowdrops, violets or daffodils with my pocket money.

Enough! Back to Mums youth –I told you this account was like touching a spider web and that it 
would tend to ramble away from the main thread because, once touched it would set off vibrations 
in all sorts of areas.

When the family moved from Adelphi Street they went to live at Burley Wood, a large house of the 
same name had been divided up and sub-let. Later, as a student I did Christmas post in this area and 
the Ackroyds and Major Murray and his sister who had been neighbours were still living there.

It was at this period that Granny and 
Grandpa had a dog named Teddy and 
also a tabby cat. Granny always had a 
tabby cat and, to avoid confusion (or 
was it a lack of creative 
imagination?) every one of these cats 
was named Tibby. One day a visitor 
remarked on how handsome Tibby 
was and on enquiring if it was a male 
or female of the species was met with 
the reply that Granny wasn’t 
completely certain but that, “He was 
a nice he for a she isn’t it”.

This cat and dog were great friends and their favourite 
sport was for the cat to sit on the stairs, wait for the dog to 
pass by, bat the dog’s tail with its paw and wait. This 
always led to a mad chase down the long hall along the 
highly polished lino, dog first pursued by Tibby, skidding 
along the carpet runner which concertina-ed as they flew 
and eventually crashed through the swing doors at the end 
of the corridor and into the kitchen (This part of the house 
had originally been the Servant’s Quarters). This mad 
chase would go on until Granny called a halt…

The area around was also called Burley Wood and living 
nearby were the (it has to be said) very good-looking 
Marshall family and their seven 
children. 
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The eldest was Doris (b.1904) Always tiny she never 
achieved more than 4ft 10ins in height and shrunk as 
she grew into old age. Doris was one of the few 
people who has succeeded in making me feel 
momentarily tall!In spite of her diminutive height 
Doris had the Marshall temper and was a real 
firebrand but she was always kindness itself to me.

Doris married Jack Gaunt, a widower who had one 
daughter, Molly. Doris’s children were John, ten 
years older than me who went on to become a bank 
manager, Malcolm five years my senior who went 
into engineering and Joan, two years older than me 
who became a hairdresser, Doris’s children were all 
resident at 127 Stanhope Drive, Horsforth where 
Malcolm (Max) still lives. It was in the kitchen of 
Stanhope Drive that Jack committed suicide when I 
was a child. The year after I married Doris re-
married an old childhood sweetheart, Jack Thornhill 
and moved to live in Rochdale. The marriage was 
not happy, perhaps because both had been widowed 
for over twenty years and much water had flowed 
under the bridge since their youth. For many years 
Doris joined us on holiday in The Lakes and we had 
hilarious times together.

Next came Ronald (b.1906) Ronald was tremendously 
handsome, into old age he was strong as a horse and 
turned heads where ever he went. He was a fantastic 
rugby player and as a young man was asked to play 
professionally. The Old Man decreed that if Ron 
accepted this offer he could no longer expect to have a 
home at Burley Wood. The Old Man did not make 
empty threats and he secured a job for Ronald at The 
Forge where he himself had become commissionaire 
after being invalided out of the army. 

Ron spent the rest of his working life at Kirkstall 
Forge. His marriage to Margaret was not happy. As a 
girl she was stunningly pretty and they made a 
handsome pair but Ronald had gone cold before the 
wedding but did not have the courage to pull out. 
Margaret, like most single women worked as what 
was known a ‘piecer’ in the mill. She knew that 
marriage was her only way out of a life of work. 

Ronald & Margaret at their wedding.
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From early youth Ron was careful with money and 
as he grew older became something of a miser, not 
only with cash but belongings. On his allotment this 
man who lived in a back-to-back terrace house with 
no garden and grew only vegetables had no less 
than six lawnmowers chained and padlocked to an 
electricity pylon that stood on one of his allotments! 

Third came Bruce, my 
father (b.1910), and 
Norah, Muriel Gordon 
and lastly Eric the 
baby of the family 
followed him. 

I’m unsure in what order Norah, 
Muriel and Gordon appeared. 
However, Norah was always 
generous and open-handed with 
money. Muriel, quite the reverse 
was similar to Ronald having 
inherited the parsimonious 
nature gene. 

The story used to be told of 
these two girls being sent to 
Blackpool to spend a holiday 
with Aunt Harriet and Uncle 
Arthur and taking with them their 
pocket money. Norah had spent up by the end of the first day; 
Muriel managed to somehow come home with more money than 
she had originally taken!  Poor Bruce. 

Ronald and Doris often 
recounted the story of how they 
were given the thankless job of 
taking baby Bruce for walks in 
his pram so hat grandmother 
could get on with household 
tasks. They deeply resented 
being used as baby-minders but 
made the best of things by 
pushing the pram to Beecroft 
Street, a steep street that runs 
off Kirkstall Hill, down to 
Kirkstall Road.
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Old prams, like old cars had a running board and, clinging on for dear life these two hooligans 
would take a running jump onto the running board and career full tilt down this steep street with the 
baby bouncing around inside. How my father ever survived is a mystery. It’s a miracle the pram 
never crashed or turned over used as it was as some early form of soap box bogey by this elder 
brother and sister. When they were all a little older they would roam around the village, looking for 
things to do. One day, passing Bailey’s Farm, which stood at the top of Kirkstall Hill Bruce, was 
dared to jump the farmer’s wall to taunts of “bet you can’t jump that wall our Bruce”. The wall was 
only about eighteen inches high and Bruce said of course he could.

“Go on then, dare you” was the cry. So he did.

What this bunch of delinquents knew but failed to impart to their brother was, that on the other side 
the wall was much steeper and it was against this piece of wall that Farmer Bailey kept a huge pile 
of maturing pig muck that reached a depth of about five foot.  Bruce duly hurdled over and landed, 
up to his neck in vintage pig manure.  He then had to walk home to Burley Wood with his brothers 
and sisters walking well in front to be hosed down by The Old Man! Is it any wonder this family 
never really trusted each other? 

Norah married Duncan Rodgers, an Edinburgh Scot who 
was delightful. Duncan had a brother Angus and, aged 
eight I fell deeply in love for the first time when this 
handsome young man put on his full highland dress just 
for me, kilt, dirk down the sock, the works. Oh how I 
adored Angus Rodgers! Duncan, having worked at Stoke 
Mandeville Hospital emigrated when I was a child and he 
and Norah lived in Africa for many years, Duncan 
becoming General Administrator at the hospital in Accra 
on what was then known as The Gold Coast. They 
eventually moved back to England when the political 
unrest in Africa made it unsafe to be a white European 
there. Their children Charles Duncan (Scrap), Susan and 
Gavin were a little younger than me and Gavin died of 
cancer many years ago when still a young man.

Muriel never married. She became a hairdresser and 
worked at Nanettes Hair Salon in Headingley 

She lived a rich and varied fantasy life, telling people she was from Harrogate and that she had been 
educated at St.Ethelberga’s. She had in fact been educated at Kirkstall Road along with her brothers 
and sisters and this school was a flagship at the time, nothing to be ashamed of. However, Muriel a 
very attractive redhead had been brought up by grandmother Marshall to believe that she was 
destined to be ‘a lady’ and developed a persona to go with this delusion. Her life seemed to revolve 
around a number of torrid but always unresolved romances. 

During the war there was a Frenchman, the love of her life (well, for then he was) who allegedly 
parachuted into Germany etc. for the Free French. He disappeared mysteriously at the end of the 
war whilst ‘on a mission’. The less romantically inclined members of the family believed ‘the 
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mission’ was more likely to have involved a return to a wife and family in France…  John Crowle, 
her boyfriend when I was a child was a personable man who lived with is mother in Far Headingley. 
He allegedly had an incurably insane wife who was locked away somewhere in a mental institution. 
Naturally, as a Roman Catholic there was, for him no question of divorce so he had his cake and ate 
it as well. Muriel converted to the Catholic faith, much to my father’s disgust but it was thought 
most likely that it was the theatrical elements of this branch of religion that appealed rather than the 
code of belief.

Eventually, when I was about twelve she sailed form England and joined Gordon who had already 
emigrated to Australia. Perhaps she eventually realised that life with John Crowle was never going 
to go anywhere? When she returned in the early 1970’s she had a relationship with a delightful man 
who lived in Windermere. His name was Ernest Hutchinson and he lived with his elderly mother 
and sister near the library. He wanted Muriel to join them but for Muriel the stumbling block was 
the sister who suffered from Downes syndrome. He was devoted to his family commitments, she, 
although she had changed her name by deed poll to Hutchinson, could never come to terms with the 
fact that she would have to share Ernest with a handicapped sister and never moved from Harrogate 
where she was living so that was the end of another affaire. She eventually moved to Gloucester.

Gordon too remained single. Always grandmother’s favourite he was cosseted and treated as a 
special child. Grandmother was devastated when he was called up to fight in the Second World War 
and he saw action in Italy at Monte Casino. On returning home he seemed to be unable to settle to 
any job or in any particular place and as grandmother had died during the war there was nothing left 
in Leeds to anchor him. In 1952 he took advantage of the Assisted Passage scheme an emigrated to 
Australia where he worked at cane cutting, in the Nestle chocolate factory, helping Muriel when she 
went out to join him, in the hairdressing salon she set up and anything else that took his fancy. 
Although he stayed in Australia for many years he was always on the move and came home 
regularly, always travelling by Cunard liner (first class).

Eric, the baby was always the 
runt of the litter. He was 
asthmatic and his health was 
never robust. 

He married Doris from 
Wetherby and I remember 
their wedding reception from 
my vantage point under a 
table at a Wetherby hotel 
when I was about four years 
of age. Doris and Eric had 
one son, Timothy who has 
never married and who 
breeds spaniels. 

Consequently the Marshall name will die out with my generation, as he is the only male to carry the 
name.  
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Bruce –third from the eldest- was an extremely 
handsome red head and he set his sights on Rose. 
She at the time was having a distinctly “off men” 
phase having recently broken off her engagement to 
one Ernest from Howden near Hull. I assume they 
met as a result of Mum’s half brother Ernest having 
married a girl from Howden.

One evening after work – I suspect that this was no 
accident and that he’d planned to lay in wait 
because he was a crafty operator - Bruce offered to 
walk Rose home through Burley Wood. Apparently 
he got short shrift. “Thank you but I am quite 
capable of seeing myself home,” replied Rose 
because she was smart enough to make him work 
for it!

Next he asked her out for a walk. Having nothing 
better to do on the particular weekend in question 
she agreed. He took her for a walk on Ilkley Moor 
and the crafty devil soon had her enthralled with his 
knowledge of natural history. He showed her 
woodpeckers nesting, pointed out wild flowers and, 
when it started to rain found shelter in the Cow & 
Calf rocks and built a fire to keep them warm until 
the rain passed.

How could she resist?

He passed on his passion 
for natural history, she in 
turn shared with him her 
love of local history and, 
before I was born they 
shared these interests on 
every possible free 
weekend, camping with a 
group of like-minded 
friends in the Yorkshire 
Dales, leaving work at 
lunchtime on Saturday 
and making the most of 
every moment until they 
had to leave and catch the 
tram for home on Sunday 
evening.

A Casket of Lives

Page 30

Ernest the fiancée.

Margaret, Ron & Unknown person.
Rose & Bruce



Rose and Bruce saved up to get married for 3 years and one day, walking under the railway bridge 
near Headingley station Bruce, never known for his romantic tendencies, said, “There’s a house to 
rent in Vicarage Terrace. What about it then?” So that was as much as Rose got by way of a 
romantic proposal of marriage but that was the undemonstrative Bruce for you.

They were married on May 30th 1936 at St. Michael’s church, Headingley. It poured rain all day 
and, as a result there were no photographs. As everyone else in my childhood had a wedding 
photograph on the piano or sideboard I was convinced for many years that my parents weren’t 
married at all due to a substantial lack of pictorial evidence. It took the production of the Marriage 
Certificate to convince me - horrid little cynic that I was!

Dad, an engineer had been at home throughout the war as he was in a ‘reserved occupation’. In 
essence this meant he was involved in the making of components for vehicles, aircraft, tanks etc. 
that were a vital part of the war effort.

His contribution to his community was to work as an Air Raid Warden and there are some hilarious 
tales of things that happened during bombing raids.

One of these involved his having 
to get up in the middle of the 
night after a hard day at work to 
make sure that Vicarage Terrace 
was all snugged up in it’s air raid 
shelters during a night raid. 
Woken from an exhausted sleep 
he dragged his trousers on over 
his pyjamas and rushed 
downstairs to retrieve his 
warden’s tin helmet from the 
hook in the kitchen. It was later 
noted by various neighbours that 
he was in fact wearing Mum’s 
colander, which hung on the 
hook next to his helmet! 

A.R.P. helmet
His ‘war wounds’ were sustained when he walked into the outside corner of the house 
during a blackout, knocking himself out in the process; a fate he shared with the neighbours bull 
terrier, Raq…

I was born eight years later in 1944 but not before a very pregnant Rose had to be carried down to 
the cellar -which served as our air raid shelter- one night during a raid by my Dad. Rose had been 
given sleeping pills- (how times have changed!) and in spite of all his best efforts he couldn’t wake 
her to make the journey unaided down the two flights of stairs!

We continued to live at 7, Vicarage Terrace until 1963 when the end terrace became vacant for rent. 
We moved into this with glee; No7 was a scullery house and very small and pokey. No1 was on four 

A Casket of Lives

Page 31



floors, had a bathroom (joy of joys, no more tin bath in front of the fire on Friday night and poor 
Dad having to go out whilst we females bathed) and a sitting room.

In 1961 Dad, at 51 was diagnosed with acute heart disease and Mum, who had always dreamed of 
giving up work became the main breadwinner as Dad was registered disabled. He continued to work 
but his health meant that he was no longer able to do the heavy engineering he had always 
undertaken as this involved climbing on roofs or into mill ceilings to carry out installations.

 I had been accepted at 
Manchester and these two 
wonderful parents continued to 
work to ensure I was able to 
complete my course. It was 
pretty tough for all of us 
financially but somehow we 
managed. With hindsight I’d 
have been very grateful if 
charity shops had existed then 
but I worked in the vacations 
and somehow we scraped 
through.

Bruce with stick & pipe

I returned home after Manchester and tried to help pay back some of the support my parents had 
given me until I married in 1968.

Rose, having nursed her own mother when she fell prey to dementia then had her half-brother 
Ernest fall victim to the same cruel fate and just at the time she and Dad should have been enjoying 
their new found freedom having retired from work, they had to care for Ernest who died in1972.
After Ernest’s death Mum was physically and emotionally exhausted and, to cheer her up Dad 
decided that we should have a day out in the Dales. In spite of her efforts to shake off her ‘black 
dogs’ it was a very subdued Mum we took out to Grassington that day. Suddenly Dad whispered 
fiercely to me that I was to keep Mum occupied by looking in Bunnie’s, a very expensive outfitter’s 
window. I asked what for and he hissed that he was going to the phone box to see if The Bluebell at 
Kettlewell could fit us in for lunch. He was successful so off we went, Mum trying valiantly to 
shake off her depression.

After lunch we went along the road a little to Grass Woods, a favourite spot where they used to 
scatter peanuts around the car and on the bonnet and sit, waiting for the wild birds to come down 
and feed. Sitting quietly in the car, awaiting our little feathered friends and gazing into the trees I 
noticed a ‘strange fruit’, hanging from a branch. After a moment I spotted another and pointed them 
out to my parents who then began to spot even more. It was more than a few ‘packets of three’ 
hanging there and we all got the hysterical giggles, speculating on who it might have been and how 
the used contraceptives came to be there. God bless whoever it was. I hope they all enjoyed 
themselves because it broke Mum’s duck and she remembered, after months of hardship and 
heartache how to laugh again!
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Somehow in spite of all the family commitment they managed trips into their beloved Yorkshire 
Dales in their little car and, having laughed (kindly it has to be said) when I as a child had 
announced I was “going to be a teacher when I grew up and live in the Lake District” were forced to 
apologise when the dream was realised and they had a ‘holiday home’ all of their own to visit as 
frequently as they wished. And they did!

In spite of a chronic diagnosis Bruce had a good quality of life until his death in 1987. It has to be 
said that we all believe this was due in no small measure to Mum’s regime and care and devotion.
They had over 50 years of happy marriage and Rose was devastated at his death but, being the 
sensible down to earth woman she had always been knew that what she made of the rest of her life 
was now in her own hands.

She decided to move into a sheltered flat, just round the corner from Vicarage Terrace and was 
perfectly “rooted” as this small complex at Sayers Close had been built on the ground where she 
and Dad had had their allotments –the strawberries invariably cropped magnificently during our 
annual weeks holiday in the Lakes and gave rise one year to a hysterically funny epic poem penned 
by our neighbour Les Shirley whose family enjoyed the crop we almost always missed!

At Sayers Close Rose became the hub of the community when, one afternoon her neighbours were 
reminiscing about their youth. “Oh, we should write all this down,” someone said. Never one to 
miss an opportunity to become involved in something interesting Mum contacted people, 
investigated how to obtain funding, got the support of her local MP and, before they knew it the 
community had contributed to Mum’s first book. A second followed and she was asked to continue 
but, at 87 she felt it was time to hand over to someone younger; after all she was still baking her 
own bread, making marmalade, cooking for the freezer, playing bridge and many other things!

Aged 90 we took her to Edinburgh by air. She’d always wanted to fly so I at last conquered my own 
fear of flying (although I still worry about what happens when the pilot’s time comes i.e. if his 
number comes up does everyone on the flight have to die too?) and she loved it!

Shortly after this she decided that, as there was really no one left in Leeds she would like to be 
nearer to our family and we were able to arrange a housing transfer for her to move to Windermere 
in 1999.

She settled into Birthwaite and lived there, latterly in splendour when the modernisations took 
place. It was quite a frequently heard remark  “who ever would have believed that the kid from 
Adelphi Street would end up living somewhere like this?”
 
In 2004 an emergency hospital admission made us look again at her care and, to ensure she was safe 
when we went on holiday she went to stay in the nearby Applethwaite Green care home. 

In 2005 her condition had deteriorated (as had the Care Service we employed) and, when we were 
offered a permanent place at Applethwaite we accepted.

She was happy and cared for there and residents tell me they miss her still; I’m sure they do as she 
has always been a fully paid up member of the community, well-liked and respected by the many 
friends she has made through her long and productive life.
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On December 20th 2007 a call came from Applethwaite to say she had been admitted to hospital 
with a severe haemorrhage and almost two months of hospitalisation followed. She was transferred 
to Kendal and after assessment it became clear that she would need to progress from a care home to 
a nursing home. We chose Cartmel Grange at Grange-over- Sands and she was transferred there on 
February 12th 2008.

She continues to be looked after by an excellent staff in lovely surroundings with, on a clear day 
views of Ingleborough and her beloved Dales.

Rose at 97.
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The Old Man’s Story

Fred Marshall
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Fred Marshall was born in South Yorkshire I think in 1874 as he was 27 in 1901, the family came 
from Bawtry and Fred’s father was gamekeeper on the Wentworth Woodhouse Estate, owned by 
Lord Rockingham.

 It would appear from an old 
newspaper cutting referring to a 
family funeral that Fred was one 
of at least nine children as seven 
boys and two girls are 
mentioned as having attended 
this particular burial. It also is 
possible that there were other 
family members who were not 
present and also likely that 
some siblings could have died 
before this event bearing in 
mind the child mortality rate 
and early deaths from disease etc. 
at this period.

There are stories of Fred’s father winning prizes at Bisley (I assume he was ex-army) as a crack –
shot and it was said that although he pursued his game keeping job rigorously, in his time off he 
poached the estate mercilessly. It was he who taught Bruce and Ronald how to soak raisins in rum, 
thread them on cotton and leave them for the pheasants. Pheasants love raisins and would eat them; 
becoming drunk on the rum and then it was then simplicity itself to knock them over the head. The 
cotton also threaded the birds together so the poacher was left with a string of them as the raisins 
passed through! Consequently all one needed for this type of poaching was the ability to be stealthy 
and quiet when moving around in the dark.

Undoubtedly Bruce’s love of the country and knowledge of wildlife came from the time he spent 
with his grandfather on the Wentworth Estate; Ronal on the other hand reminisced more about the 
time he spent as a boy with Fred at the barracks in Bawtry where Fred was Recruiting Sergeant for 
the King’s Own Yorkshire Light Infantry. Ronald seemed to have the run of the barracks and ate his 
meals in the regiments kitchens while his father worked. Fred was evidently extremely good at 
firing up young men to enlist and his recruiting book showed many young men joining the 
regiment. A soldier’s life allowed a young man to travel, see the world and the life offered regular 
employment and pay with prospects of promotion from the ranks. It was probably the only 
opportunity a working class boy from South Yorkshire might have to better himself and make 
enough money to eventually come home and settle down.  

Before the introduction of compulsory enlistment in 1916 men who enlisted received ‘The King’s 
Shilling’ and this could be seen quite clearly in Fred’s records. After compulsory conscription this 
ended and men received nothing for joining and indeed had no choice in the matter as the Great War 
was at its height.

Less acceptable is the knowledge that Fred could- and did if the price was right- save young men 
from being recruited to go to the front. The local greengrocer, Charlie Garner, with whom Fred was 
friendly apparently, gave Fred’s wife (my paternal grandmother) a rather fine gold bracelet as a 
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‘sweetener’ to keep his son out of the army. Those unable to grease the palm of the Recruiting 
Sergeant were not so lucky and their sons and fathers went to fight and, in many cases these men 
did not return. Such was the power (and corruptibility) of my paternal Grandfather…

This fascinating recruiting book was in Ronald’s possessions but the Marshall family cleared the 
contents of his home after his death and sadly it, along with other memorabilia such as the bullet he 
took in the shin at Modder River has probably been destroyed.

Fred saw service as a young soldier first in England and Ireland for three years having joined the 
KOYLI’s aged 20 as Private 5139. Aged 23 he volunteered to go to India and fought in the Teriah 
Campaign on the North West Frontier and here learned to speak either Urdu or Hindi, I’m not sure 
which although Urdu is the most likely. He must have been quite fluent because in later life he often 
acted as an interpreter when Indian nationals living in Leeds had legal problems or needed help.

Fred saw service as a young soldier first in England and Ireland for three years having joined the 
KOYLI’s aged 20 as Private 5139. Aged 23 he volunteered to go to India and fought in the Teriah 
Campaign on the North West Frontier and here learned to speak either Urdu or Hindi, I’m not sure 
which although Urdu is the most likely. He must have been quite fluent because in later life he often 
acted as an interpreter when Indian nationals living in Leeds had legal problems or needed help.

After serving in India he went on to Mauritius for six or seven months and from Mauritius he went 
on to South Africa where he landed on October 11th 1899.

He was at the relief of Kimberley  serving under 
Lord Methuen and saw action at the battles of 
Belmont, Graspan and Modder River

 The South African or Boer War (1899 –1901) was 
Fred’s next posting. 

He was at the relief of Kimberley serving under 
Lord Methuen and saw action at the battles of 
Belmont, Graspan and Modder River and it was at 
the Battle of Modder River that he showed 
amazing bravery, running out into the field of 
battle to carry back a wounded comrade. In the 
attempt to save his friend Fred was shot, by a Boer 
bullet, in the left leg. The bullet breaking his shin 
entered his calf. A particularly unpleasant form of 
warfare was to dip bullets in verdigris, the bluish-
green deposit to be found on copper or brass, 
which is toxic. The verdigris-coated bullet meant 
that Fred’s wound rapidly developed blood 
poisoning and for a considerable period his life 
hung in the balance and he was hospitalised in the 
Cape before being deemed fit enough to be sent 
home to England. 
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Poor logistics and 
disease made the South 
African campaign a 
tough one for the British 
soldier, men often 
having to go without 
basics such as food and 
water, and enteric fever 
(killing many 
thousands) was a 
constant drain on 
manpower. This 
combined with having 
to fight a guerrilla war 
against a disciplined and 
capable enemy (the 
Boer were excellent 
horsemen and 
marksmen) makes this a 
hard won medal.  The modern published 
casualty rolls run to over 50,000 names, and 
from studies of the medal rolls many more 
unpublished casualties probably remain to be 
found.
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Again, there were letters from his commanding 
officer, that officer’s wife and the regimental 
padre to Fred’s mother, telling her initially of the gravity of his injuries and obviously preparing her 
for the worst and then, cautiously of his slow progress back to health.

The injury required a field amputation; a terrific ordeal and risk in itself and Fred must have been an 
extremely strong man to survive this. The first amputation was below the knee but over the years 
two further amputations were carried out, the first above the knee, the final one to the thigh. Each 
time there was a long delay before the decision to operate as each new amputation meant an 
increase in Fred’s Army pension. No matter that this man was certainly in agony and probably 
suffering a life-threatening illness as a result of injuries sustained in the service of his King and 
country! To his dying day Fred would complain about feeling his “bloody toes!” toes that he had 
lost decades before.
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Initially Fred was fitted with the traditional wooden leg but was 
eventually asked to pioneer the Desoutter limb, the first hinged artificial 
limb. 

Marcel Desoutter learned to fly an aeroplane and became a test pilot and 
it was whilst flying a Bleriot from Hendon aerodrome in 1912 that he crashed 
and, as a result, lost a leg above the knee. He was fitted with a wooden leg, 

which he found extremely uncomfortable.

His younger brother Charles, seeing his discomfort, designed a new duralumin 
alloy leg, which was the first light metal limb to be manufactured. The leg enabled 
Marcel to resume flying during the following year. It weighed about 4lb instead of 
the usual 7-10lb. The result was so successful that many of Marcel's acquaintances 

who had also suffered amputations asked Charles to make limbs for them too. 
Developments included a frictional knee control, which allowed the wearer to 

control the speed and length of step, and the Desoutter cushion-joint foot, which 
closely imitated the natural action of the human foot. Hence Desoutter Brothers, 
manufacturers of artificial limbs, was established in 1914 at Number 73, Baker 

Street, London. Marcel became the first Managing Director.

So, with this heavy, hinged metal contraption, secured by a piece of webbing that went across the 
body from the waist and diagonally over the shoulder to fasten at the back Fred limped along, 
throwing out his left leg to kick the knee joint and make it engage. My cousin John who was born 
ten years before I appeared used to mimic the Old Man’s ramrod-backed walk.

Revolutionary as this piece of equipment was Fred was in constant pain as a result of his injury and 
the only solution for him was to drink and this drinking had its effect on the family. His recurring 
bouts of malaria, contracted during his foreign service did not help matters.

The Marshall temper has always been a less than attractive 
personality attribute and the Old Man had it in spades! It is 
certain that he abused his wife (the marriage was not a happy 
one) and on more than one occasion had one or more of his 
children not intervened there would have undoubtedly been 
serious injury or worse as a result of Fred’s rages.

Doris often told the story of how, one morning, for no 
apparent reason -other than that he had woken and felt 
irritable- Fred threw a shaving mug at Ronald who was 
shaving at the kitchen sink. The mug struck Ronald on the 
back of the head, causing it to bleed. Ronald, who also had a 
fearsome temper, turned to see from whence the projectile 
had come and flew at his father. It is beyond question that had 
Doris not seized the regimental sword that was kept hanging 
on the wall by the door and felled her father with it they 
would have probably killed one another. As it was Doris 
rendered her father unconscious. 
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On another occasion Ronald, who adored his mother, 
witnessed Fred about to strike her. Without more ado he 
took a swing and laid his father out cold and would 
have proceeded to beat him had not my father 
intervened.

Dolly, my paternal Grandmother, had fallen in love with 
the idea of marrying the young local hero when she read 
of his bravery as reported in Boer war correspondence 
in the local papers. Determined to have him she refused 
to heed the advice of her parents, the Bowers (my 
paternal great grandparents on my grandmother’s side)

Great Grandfather Bowers was a gunsmith and a very 
fine one too by all accounts; he and his wife –the one 
from whom I inherited my once auburn hair - lived in 
Leeds near Beckett Street where St.James’s Infirmary 
stands. The now Infirmary was originally the 
workhouse.

It was Great Grandfather Bowers who made the stick 
gun, so called because it resembled a walking stick; the 

handle being the stock and this was yet another item that 
was in Ronald’s possession. 

It was this gun, one with no safety catch that almost killed my father when he was a young man. 
Fred had been out with Ronald and Bruce to catch rabbits for the pot. Walking home and 
presumably using the gun as a walking aid Fred tripped over a log and the stick gun went off. My 
father’s trousers bore the evidence that the bullet had missed him by a whisker and Fred never used 
the stick gun again.

When great Grandfather 
Bowers died there was 
some mystery 
surrounding his guns 
and the story told was, 
that at the dead of night 
for some reason the guns 
were all parcelled up in 
sacking, rowed out into 
the middle of Roundhay 
Park lake and dumped 
overboard. If this is true 
there are some guns at 
the bottom of Roundhay 
Park Lake to this day!

Eventually there were 
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seven Marshall children and two parents living in the tiny house at Burley Wood. The size of the 
family meant everyone had to share rooms and beds, Doris for example slept in the kitchen. This 
did not lead to family harmony and Dolly had realised very early in her marriage that she had cause 
to regret not heeding her parent’s advice. However, only the very highest in the land divorced then 
and even so it was regarded as a terrible disgrace. The only ‘honourable’ way out of a marriage was 
to seek an annulment (alleged ‘non-consummation’ and all the nasty bodily examinations etc. that 
might entail) but only the extremely wealthy could afford the court process and if an unhappy 
marriage was made you, to quote a well-used phrase, ”made your bed and had to lie on it”. 
Naturally there was no question of a separation as there were seven children to feed and care for and 
with no child care provision married women did not go out to work.

To make ends meet Fred worked the land around the house, kept chickens and grew most of the 
family’s food. For a large family this was necessary on a fairly big scale and the simplest way of 
tilling a large area of land was to plough it. Having no horse available Ronald, a strong young man, 
was put in the traces and made to pull the plough like a beast of burden. Life was hard and there 
was little love in this household.

As a result of his foreign service Fred also suffered from malaria for which at this time the only 
treatment was quinine to lower the patient’s temperature. My father aunt Doris and uncle Ronald 
often recounted the symptoms of Fred’s frequent bouts of this debilitating disease, recounting how 
he would be seized by uncontrollable shivering and raging temperatures as an attack took its toll on 
his frame. He must have had a remarkably strong constitution to survive not only a succession of 
very basic amputations but also the rigours of repeated and acute attacks of malaria.

Eventually, believing that he was suffering from a common cold Fred resorted to his usual method 
of self-medication and took himself the George IV pub in Kirkstall to partake of a skin-full of 
whisky, his cure for all ills. Sadly he had mis-diagnosed and was in fact suffering from pneumonia 
and his attempt to cure the illness was what killed him there being no antibiotic treatment at this 
period as these drugs had yet to be discovered. Quite simply you either died or, if you survived the 
crisis of the illness, get better. It was said that Dolly shed no tears at his death but a year later, on the 
anniversary, went into full mourning mode draping herself and the house in black. Rather a drama 
queen perhaps? This rather vain woman was the one who, when her small daughter Norah was in 
hospital suffering from diphtheria –another life-threatening illness- and with a family anxious to 
know of Norah’s progress after Dolly had visited her in hospital was rather more interested in 
recounting to them what the doctor had said when he complemented her on the hat she was 
wearing!

Fred was undoubtedly a handsome man whose good points were overshadowed by an unhappy 
marriage to a woman unable to cope with his temperament and health problems. I’m sure she too 
was not always the bitter and shrewish woman she became in later life. Had they both married other 
people there might have been four happy individuals rather than such an unhappy pair but had this 
been the case there would have been no Bruce and hence no me, no you and a very different story to 
be told.
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Rose Ellen Marshall 

(nee Bond) 
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On 7th March 1910 Rose Ellen Bond was born in Adelphi Street, Burley, Leeds. 

The Alphabet Streets as they were known started with Adelphi Street and went on through twenty 
five more streets of awful slums, poor materially but rich in many other things. 

Babies in those days were almost always born at home, usually with a local ‘Hen Wife’ in 
attendance. Medical services had to be paid for and working class families could not afford such 
luxury. It was not unknown for a man who was in work and who could pay, to go to the doctor on 
his wife’s behalf and present her symptoms as his own. There must have been some comical 
scenarios when discussing front bottoms and the like!

Some eighteen months to two years before Rose’s birth her brother Bill had been born. More of Bill 
later.

Rose has never regarded herself as anything more than ‘ordinary’. In fact she is extraordinary, 
pictures of her as a girl show an attractive, serene face with a flawless English rose complexion and 
her brain was always quick and receptive. Consequently she benefited enormously from the lively 
atmosphere at Adelphi Street, which, like Granny, and Grandpa’s later homes, that I remember, was 
always full of political discussion and well-known local Socialists.
 
The Labour Party was in its infancy and my grandparents were among the first Socialists, (known 
as Fabians).

Hugh Gaitskill, a well-known labour politician from the 1920’s to his death in 1963 was a friend of 
Ma and Pa Bond, as they were universally known. It has been said by many that Gaitskill was the 
greatest Prime Minister Britain never had.

In my childhood I remember my grandparent’s house at 144, South Parkway, Seacroft being the 
committee rooms for a young Denis (now Lord) Healey of Riddlesden and every year there was a 
Christmas card from the House of Commons showing their growing family, one of whom Jenny 
became a colleague with whom I taught at Gospel Oak School in Hampstead when I was first 
married.

Back to Adelphi Street. By the time I came along Grandpa was retired but had worked for Dyson’s, 
the diamond merchants in Lower Briggate, Leeds. This shop had a window display that people 
would go to see especially at teatime when, as the shop closed the whole window would descend 
into the cellar because the whole window was a safe. I’m not sure if this window was unique but if 
not it was certainly a rarity.

Although now a wine bar Dyson’s clock is still there and it was a popular meeting place for Leeds 
people

“I’ll meet you under Dyson’s clock.” Being a familiar location for an assignation.

Grandpa worked as a jeweller’s porter and on one occasion someone –customer or member of staff, 
I don’t know who- dropped a valuable diamond down grating in the gutter. Grandpa had to take off 
his coat, roll up his sleeves and get his arm down this foul drain to retrieve the diamond, which 
must have taken quite a time and been very unpleasant for him in the process.
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The diamond was retrieved. Did Grandpas get a word of thanks? Not a murmur. That’s how 
working people were often treated by those they were taught to respect as ‘their betters’! 

Grandpa had originally been apprenticed to a stained glass window maker. I am unable to tell you 
quite why he never completed his apprenticeship but my mother believed it to be because his 
employer became ill and retired or perhaps died.

This was the beginning of Grandpa’s life-long love affair with old churches and the history of 
Yorkshire, which he passed on to my mother and she in turn passed to me. He told her stories of 
Lady Ann Clifford, The Shepherd Lord, Barden Tower and lots more.

The house in Adelphi Street boasted a stained glass fanlight over the door, made by Grandpa, which 
I believe depicted two doves. In the centre of the sash window he made a stained glass picture of 
Kirkstall Abbey. How I wish these still existed, I would have given almost anything to see them!
Grandpa also managed somehow to rig up a water tap to the kitchen sink and Granny was saved the 
labour of having to pump water from the communal pump in the street into a bucket to carry it 
inside for all the family cleaning and washing.

Next door lived ‘Aunty Leckonby’ and her husband. This woman would have seemed, from all 
accounts to be a somewhat domineering character. She was married to a quiet scrap of a man who 
worked at the dye works.

My mother vividly recalls a day in her childhood when this man was brought home from work, 
having fallen into a vat of boiling dye. It took three days for him to die and Mum remembered the 
screams of this poor soul throughout her adult life.

Aunty Leckonby apparently ruled my Granny with a rod of iron. Granny, soft and gentle, was far 
too docile to stand up for herself or answer back and when Aunty –who was childless- took a shine 
to Mum’s brother Bill she took him, by slow stages into her home and brought him up as if he were 
her own, referring to him as ‘our Billy.”

I gather from Mum that Grandpa was not happy about this but was himself so non-confrontational 
and kind-hearted that he allowed this childless woman to unofficially ‘adopt’ his son.  This was not 
unusual in poor working class areas where, among other things it would have eased overcrowding 
in the home and also presumably helped the domestic finances, which were often very stretched in a 
poor household.

Perhaps now is the time to tell you what I know of Bill, Mum’s slightly older brother who 
disappeared before I was born.

Mum and Bill, close in age were also close as siblings and played together. According to Mum it 
was almost always Cowboys and Indians with Bill as the cowboy hero and Mum the ‘baddie’ Indian 
so she inevitably spent great parts of her childhood, tied to a lamppost with a triumphant Bill 
whooping and galloping round her. It always was a man’s world, particularly if you were a younger 
sister!

Bill grew up and married Florence. 
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It would seem that Florence had been a handful from childhood and a source of concern to her 
parents. There was talk in the family- when I was younger- that Florence had either spent some time 
in an institution as ‘being beyond parental control ‘or that at least this had been considered. 
Whatever the truth of this I always had the impression that her family were pleased to see her 
married, hoping Bill would be a settling influence.

This unfortunately was not the case and Florence seems to have continued to be wayward, having 
affairs and being generally unruly.

Bill played the violin and had a dance band and eventually started his own haulage business. Sadly 
he was no businessman and he was soon in financial difficulties. The last straw was when Florence 
announced she was pregnant; she had been so wayward that Bill refused to believe the expected 
child might be his and, to escape his debts he ran away from home. 

There is in existence a letter from London dated December 23rd 1933 to ‘Mum, Dad & Rose” from 
Bill in which he says he wants them to know he is “OK and in good health”. He was working in a 
London Hotel employed in kitchen work, earning in his words “decent money and the earnings are 
mounting up.” He goes on to say that he’s hoping to come home in six months or so to “straighten 
things out” and ends with “I’ll write again soon”. Sadly he never did but Granny kept his violin 
until her dying day and always set a place for him at Christmas, determined that he would come 
home. Even as a child I found this heart- breaking.
There is however a happy postscript to this story. 

When I was 11 years old a relative of Granny’s said that there had been a conversation at her place 
of work about what it really meant to be alone in the world and someone had mentioned a young 
woman called Margaret Gibson Bond who lived in her road who had been brought up by her 
grandparents after being abandoned by her mother.

The grandparents- Mr & Mrs Gibson- were by this time dead and consequently this girl was without 
any family of her own. 

By putting the facts together it became apparent that this girl was Bill’s daughter, born after he left 
Florence.

Florence had soon dumped the child on her parents and left home too in her relentless pursuit of 
pleasure without responsibility and Margaret, Bill’s daughter was brought up by her maternal 
grandparents in Lickless Drive, Horsforth.

Having checked everything out Granny wrote to Margaret and invited her to meet with us all, Mum, 
Dad, Ernest (Mum’s half –brother), Granny, Grandpa and myself and, shortly after her 21st birthday 
Margaret came to Granny and Grandpa’s house in South Parkway for tea. She brought with her a 
studio photograph of herself, taken on her birthday to give to Granny and Grandpa.

On each side of my grandparents’ bed were two sepia photographs. On one side my maternal Great 
Grandmother and on the other of my maternal Great Grandfather. My Granny walked into the 
bedroom and, holding the photograph of Margaret next to that of her own mother whispered “Oh 
Mother!” and broke down and wept. The position of the head in each picture was identical. There 
was no longer any doubt, in spite of Bill’s reservations that Margaret was his daughter.
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Mum told me much later that Granny and Grandpa knew of Margaret’s existence as they had once 
seen her in Leeds with her grandparents when she was small. Asking if they might speak to her they  
were told that if they would tell of Bill’s whereabouts (so that he could, as was only right, 
contribute to his daughter’s upkeep) they could have access to Margaret. My grandparents told them 
truthfully that they did not know where he was and that if only they did they would be only too glad 
to reunite him with his child. Margaret’s maternal grandparents, believing that mine (and Margaret’s 
too of course)) were protecting their son said that unless Bill’s details were forthcoming there would 
be no contact allowed. No amount of pleading would persuade Mr & Mrs Gibson that this was the 
truth and so, Margaret grew up knowing nothing of her father’s family. 

She herself told me that she had asked if she was illegitimate but was told this was not the case and, 
as it obviously distressed her Grandparents to discuss the matter she asked no more. They, it seems 
had a son, somewhat older than Florence but he had died of meningitis in early childhood. Having 
lost their son then having a daughter who was a sore trial they invested everything in Margaret and 
gave her a loving and happy home environment in which she grew up to become the thoroughly 
well adjusted and lovable person I am proud to call my cousin.

A few years later when I was a student, home in Leeds for the summer vacation I arrived home from 
my waitressing job at the Kardomah for tea 

Mum had just returned from the launderette (we didn’t have a washing machine of our own until 
much later)

Normally so strong and healthy Mum looked shockingly pale and unwell. When I asked what was 
wrong she told me she was not ill but had just had an almighty shock. She had met an old neighbour 
from Burley Wood where she and Dad had both lived with their families before they were married.
It was many years since Mum and this neighbour had last met and after enquiring after my 
grandparents the woman went on to ask after Bill. Mum reminded her that Bill had left over thirty 
years before and she had no idea of his whereabouts or indeed if he was still alive.

The old neighbour assured her he was as he had knocked on her door a matter of months before to 
ask if she knew where Granny and Grandpa were living. The neighbour said he looked well and 
prosperous and had told her he was living in London. She was able to tell him Granny’s address and 
probably also that Grandpa, by this time had died.

Granny by this time was suffering from dementia but still living alone. Mum visited every few days 
and, as we had become accustomed to repeated questions or ideas we thought little of it when she 
kept repeating that she wasn’t sure if she had dreamed it or if in fact Bill had called to see her…
It was only after the encounter with the old neighbour that we began to realize this could have in 
fact been the case. At the time I wondered why on earth he hadn’t visited Mum to whom he was so 
close but thinking about it came to the conclusion that presumably he had ‘re-invented’ himself and 
in all probability married again and had a family (he did not know that Florence was dead) 
Consequently to have suddenly produced Granny, Mum, Dad and me to a family would have taken 
a lot of explaining not least how to justify that you had knowingly entered into a bigamous 
marriage. So we never did find out if Bill had visited and I suppose it will now remain a mystery for 
all time.
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So, back to Adelphi Street days. In spite of Aunty Leckonby’s high jacking of Bill Granny did get 
her way when it came to Mum.

She desperately wanted Mum to have a ‘good’ education and, much against Grandpa’s advice sent 
her to a Dame School, I imagine she thought that this school was more ‘refined’ than the local 
Board School. 

The school was run by a lady whose name I’m afraid I can’t recall. Obviously she and her husband 
had ‘come down in the world’ as she was very cultivated and he, according to Mum was quite 
charming although handicapped in some way –not physically – perhaps as the result of a nervous 
breakdown or business failure who knows?
So he did the lighting of fires and maintenance and, said Mum was always very kind to the children 
whilst his wife taught. Hence Mum had a smattering of French conversation form this period of her 
education. 

Pupils were taught by the Monitor System with the ‘babies’ on forms at the front of the class and 
each form behind having progressively older children with the older ones helping and to some 
degree teaching the young. Mum must be one of the last people alive to have gone through this 
form of education as shortly after this time the Education Acts started to come into force and this 
ensured every child received some form of education, limiting the minimum school leaving age to 
12.

At the time of The Great War (1914 –1918) almost everyone thought it pointless to educate girls –
they would only get married and have babies- boys were the ones to receive the benefits of any 
education but most of them, if they came from the working classes, had left school by the age of 12 
or 13 to work and contribute to the family budget.

The young Rose started work at a printers and the owner was presumably someone who knew 
Granny and Grandpa because one day he gave Mum the job of making a delivery at The Corn 
Exchange in Leeds where he knew Ramsay Macdonald was to address a meeting. Knowing of 
Mum’s family and her interest in politics this man gave Mum the job so that she could stand on the 
balcony and hear the famous politician speak. 

Why she made a change and went into the tailoring trade I do not know but the clothing industry at 
this time was the main industry in Leeds; Bradford manufactured the woollen cloth Leeds being the 
centre of the clothing industry. Run almost exclusively by the Jewish community Prices along with 
John Barron and Montague Burton were the major employers

 Although London’s Saville Row was where the best-dressed man bought his –very expensive- 
suits, the majority of these were made by tailors and tailoresses like my mother, working in 
sweatshop- like conditions for extremely poor wages. 

One of the factories where Mum worked was an old synagogue at the bottom of the Headrow in 
Leeds and I remember the walls running with damp and green slime in the room where she and her 
workmates toiled.

The men worked in the traditional way, hand -sewing garments whilst seated cross-legged on a 
tabletop!
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Mum remembers her embarrassment on telling her boss he had a tear in his jacket, only to have him 
explain to her that a family member had died and this was part of the Judaic tradition of ‘rending 
the garments’ when a death occurred.

Her life-long friend Rene Craven often worked alongside Mum and to keep up production the 
wireless would be relayed throughout the factory. Programmes such as “Music While You Work” 
played lively tunes to encourage a brisk pace and keep production up!
The workers would often sing along as they worked at their sewing machines and poor Rene, like 
her daughter Pam, a school friend of mine was tone deaf. Like many with ‘tin ears’ she was 
oblivious to this handicap and sang along at the top of her voice and if she was quiet during a song 
for any reason had to risk jibes from the foreman, which included the immortal phrase:
“And is my little blackbird not singing today?”

Early in my life I was disillusioned when I heard Mum complain of the trials of sewing men’s dress 
suits; black material, black braiding and trimmings all sewn with black thread. This was very hard 
on the eyes in poor light and particularly trying to sew were the suits made for conjurors and 
magicians as these had literally dozens of tiny pockets; in cuffs, on lapels, down the braiding of 
trouser seams and the like to that when the magician appeared to be smoothing his trousers or 
adjusting his jacket he could, by sleight of hand, cunningly remove articles to produce them ‘as if 
by magic’. Very disappointing to a small child like me!

Policemen’s uniforms were another bugbear, particularly those for the mounted police who had to 
have a long truncheon pocket sewn into the trousers to carry the staff they wielded when on crowd 
control etc.

Mum was a trouser hand and worked extremely hard in these factories.

She did have a – very brief- spell as a school dinner lady, working in the kitchens where the meals 
were cooked and from where they were sent out, in vans to schools. This lasted for all of a week as 
the work was backbreaking, conditions awful and pay simply not worth the effort.

At about this time Mum heard –through a friend - of an old lady living in St Anne’s Road, 
Headingley who needed some help at home.

This lady was a spinster called Kitty Sadler and she lived with her older sister who I believe was 
called Amy.

Also living with them was their nephew, Beckwith who I assume to have been the son of a deceased 
sister as his surname was not Sadler but I can’t remember what it in fact was! Beckwith was 
middle-aged and a little odd. He spent much of his time in his room but would periodically come 
down and engage Mum in conversation, much of which she took to be the fantasy life of this rather 
strange but harmless character. He would tell her of his youth in Hollywood where he mixed with 
the film stars of the day and how he was part of the ‘smart set’ who gathered around the then Prince 
of Wales who later became –very briefly- King Edward VIII. Mum took all this with a pinch of salt, 
until the day he produced photographs which proved that he had indeed been part of this social 
circle and was telling the truth of a fascinating life.

Then how, wondered Mum had he ended up living in the home of his two elderly aunts?
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The answer to her question came one day when Beckwith fell down the stairs; Mum ran to help him 
up with Kitty hard on her heels. When Mum reached him she saw that Beckwith was semi-
conscious and that round his mouth was white powder. Although not familiar with the drugs scene 
(only very wealthy people could afford illegal drugs in the 1950’s) Mum very soon realised that 
Beckwith had not fallen down the stairs as the result of an accident but that he was in fact a drug 
addict. This was confirmed when a weeping Kitty, begged Mum not to leave now that she knew 
their secret. The doctor was called for and Beckwith was given something and from this we assume 
that he was a registered addict. Mum assured Miss Sadler that of course she would not leave her; 
she was a dear old thing and a good employer.

Presumably Beckwith’s addiction was a result of his involvement with the ‘Fast Set’ surrounding 
the Prince of Wales, and the aristocracy and celebrities who, in turn surrounded him to make up that 
extremely exclusive social set. It would also indicate that he (and the Sadler family or whoever they  
had married into) were sufficiently high-born to belong to this social class and, that before it was 
squandered on high living, Beckwith must have been in receipt of a considerable personal fortune. 

Mum’s next grisly task was to be asked one morning when she arrived for work if she would go 
upstairs into Amy’s bedroom.  It seems Amy had died in the night and Kitty was afraid to go into 
her dead sister’s room. However, under the mattress were hidden Amy’s jewels - this was to prevent  
Beckwith getting his hands on them as he would presumably have sold them to provide money to 
finance his drug habit – and Mum was asked to go up and retrieve the jewellery.

In school holidays I would go with Mum to work and I loved having elevenses in the kitchen. Mum 
would make coffee for Kitty and Amy and we would have ours in the kitchen. I was allowed to 
choose what I would like to drink. I was in heaven as there were all the things that well-off people 
drank: Horlicks, Milo and Ovaltine. Perhaps this was where my taste for expensive and exotic food 
began?

Sadly this delightful (and sometimes quirky) job came to an end when Miss Sadler decided to move 
to Worthing, a favourite place for the gentry who went there to spend their declining years. I think 
Beckwith must have disappeared by this time but don’t know if he died or ended up in a Nursing 
Home. 

 As Miss Sadler was moving house there were things to be sorted and Mum was asked one day if 
she would climb the step-ladder and bring down a dish that was kept on the top shelf of the kitchen 
cupboard as Miss Sadler was too elderly to trust herself. The dish proved to be a stunning example 
of Crown Derby, a punch bowl that was sent to London for auction.

The Sadler family had been stockbreeders somewhere in the midlands and had obviously been 
wealthy and well connected. From the furnishings to the smallest ornament everything in the house 
was of the best quality and taste – Miss Sadler gave the stag paperweight we own to Mum before 
she left for Worthing and as a final farewell Miss Sadler took Mum and myself for afternoon tea. 

We were taken to Marshall and Snelgrove, a very high class department store which stood in Albion 
Street in Leeds, even their carrier bags and wrapping paper looked superior to that of the other 
shops in town being black, covered all over with small orange, red, blue and white flowers. No store 
name was necessary; the wrapping said it all about you being of the class who could afford to shop 
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in such exalted places! I had never been in such a grand place before and was fascinated by the 
musical trio who played discreetly in the background as we had our tea.

So, after being ‘housekeeper’ it was back to tailoring for Mum. I always had the impression that she 
had enjoyed working for Miss Sadler and that Miss Sadler had liked and respected Mum. After she 
moved to Worthing Christmas cards came for a few years but eventually stopped and we had to 
assume that Miss Sadler had died.

Enough! Back to Mums youth –I told you this account was like touching a spider web and that it 
would tend to ramble away from the main thread because, once touched it set of vibrations in all 
sorts of areas.

When the family moved from Adelphi Street they went to live at Burley Wood, a large house that 
had been divided up and sub-let. The area around was also called Burley Wood and living nearby 
were the (it has to be said, very good looking) Marshall family and their seven children.
Bruce –third from the eldest- was an extremely handsome red head and he set his sights on Rose. 
Rose at the time was having a distinctly “off men” phase having recently broken off her 
engagement to one Ernest from Howden near Hull. I assume they met as a result of Mum’s half 
brother having married a girl from Howden.

One evening after work – I suspect that this was no accident and that he’d planned to lay in wait 
because he was a crafty mover- Bruce offered to walk Rose home through Burley Wood. Apparently  
he got the short reply that “thank you but she was quite capable of seeing herself home” She was 
smart enough to make him work for it!

Then he asked her out for a walk. Having nothing better to do on the particular weekend in question 
she agreed. He took her for a walk on Ilkley Moor and the crafty devil soon had her enthralled with 
his knowledge of natural history. He showed her woodpeckers nesting, pointed out wild flowers 
and, when it started to rain found shelter in the Cow & Calf rocks and built a fire to keep them 
warm until the rain passed.

How could she resist?

He passed on his passion for natural history, she shared with him her love of local history and, 
before I was born every possible weekend they shared these interests, camping with a group of like-
minded friends in the Yorkshire Dales, leaving work at lunchtime on Saturday and making the most 
of every moment until they had to leave for home on Sunday evening.

Rose and Bruce saved up for 3 years and one day, walking under the railway bridge near 
Headingley station Bruce, never known for his romantic tendencies, said, and “There’s a house to 
rent in Vicarage Terrace What about it then?” So that was what Rose got by way of a proposal.

They were married on May 30th 1936 at St. Michael’s church, Headingley. It poured rain all day and 
because of this there were no photographs. As everyone else in my childhood had a wedding 
photograph on the piano or sideboard I was convinced for years that my parents weren’t married 
due to a substantial lack of evidence. It took the production of the Marriage Certificate to convince 
me- horrible little wart that I was!
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Dad, an engineer had been at home throughout the war as he was in a ‘reserved occupation’. In 
essence this meant he was involved in the making of components for vehicles, aircraft etc. that were 
a vital part of the war effort.

His contribution to his community was to work as an air raid warden and there are some hilarious 
tales of things that happened during bombing raids. 

One particular night, after a hard day at work Dad was wakened from a deep sleep by the air raid 
siren signalling a raid. Stumbling out of bed -still half asleep- he pulled on his trousers over his 
pyjama bottoms rushed downstairs and grabbed his gas rattle then reached for his ARP helmet that 
hung on a hook in the kitchen.

There were a number of reliable witnesses to the fact that he was seen, racing down Vicarage 
Terrace blowing his whistle for all he was worth to alert the neighbours whilst wearing Mum’s 
colander on his head!

Perhaps this is the point at which to recount the story of how, during the war Mum, Dad and various 
friends grew vegetables etc. to supplement their rationed- and often scarce- wartime food. 

Mum and Dad had an allotment and one day, with their friends Harold and Doris Swales they went 
to collect manure to feed their crop. Dad was in the shafts, pushing the wheelbarrow; the others 
were on spotting duty i.e. finding cow pats deposited by the cows that had been put to graze on 
what had been the First Field (sports field).

The barrow was well loaded when Mum spotted a prime cowpat. Dad told them the barrow was 
full. However, Harold couldn’t resist this final prize find so shovelled it up, plonked it on top of the 
already overloaded wheelbarrow and, just to make sure it remained there gave it a hearty pat with 
his shovel. It was new, it was fresh and, as Harold gave it one final smack it exploded all over poor 
old Dad. Everyone dissolved into paroxysms of mirth. Dad rather failed to see the funny side – 
presumably so would you, covered in cow dung- and stood there, still holding the handles of the 
barrow muttering “I suppose you think that’s funny…”

Clothing too was in short supply and ration coupons had to be hoarded to buy garments. Many 
people learned to dress make and knit but even fabric and knitting wool were rationed.
So desperate were the shortages that Mum was reduced to knitting herself a pair of knickers (babies 
and children all wore home knitted vests and jumpers at this time and knitted vests for adults were 
common)

The wool was purchased and Mum started to knit, only to discover when she got to the second leg 
that she had run out of wool. So, she bought more wool from Lewis’s in the Headrow and 
completed these lovely undergarments only to discover that, when washed one leg had stretched to 
the point that it was flared whilst the other had shrunk to Action man size. Not one of the more 
successful wartime economies perhaps.

Another wartime ruse was to make a paste with semolina and water, shape it to resemble a piece of 
fish and fry it in a little of the fat ration. Those eating it then called on all their imaginative powers 
and pretended they were eating fish for tea. 
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I was born eight years later in 1944.

We continued to live at 7, Vicarage Terrace until 1963 then the end terrace became vacant for rent. 
We moved into this with glee, as No7 was a scullery house and very small. No1 was on four floors, 
had a bathroom (joy of joys, no more tin bath in front of the fire on Friday night and poor dad 
having to go out whilst we bathed) and a sitting room.

The village, like all other communities at that time had its ‘wee daftie’. Ours was called Derek, a 
man somewhere in his forties. He was a happy soul who wandered the streets, calling in on people 
for a crack. Derek never knocked, if the door was open he simply walked in and if it were closed 
he’d simply open it and walk into the house.

One hot summers day Mum was wallpapering. It really was overpoweringly hot and she decided 
that, as she was alone and it was such a messy business she’d strip off and decorate in the buff. 
Deeply involved in paperhanging in the nude she failed to hear the door open and got the shock of 
her life when Derek walked in unannounced!

In 1961 Dad, at 51 was diagnosed with acute heart disease and Mum, who had always dreamed of 
giving up work became the main earner as dad was registered disabled. He continued to work but 
his health meant that he was no longer able to do the heavy engineering which involved climbing on 
roofs or into mill ceilings to carry out installations. I had been accepted at Manchester and these two 
wonderful parents continued to work to ensure I was able to complete my course. It was pretty 
tough for all of us but we managed. With hindsight I’d have been very grateful if charity shops had 
existed then but I worked in the vacations and we got through.

I returned home after Manchester and tried to help pay back some of the support my parents had 
given me until I married in 1968.

Rose, having nursed her own mother when she fell prey to dementia then had her half-brother 
Ernest fall victim to the same cruel fate and just at the time she and Dad should have been enjoying 
their new found freedom having retired from work, they had to care for Ernest who died in1972.
Somehow in spite of all this they managed trips into their beloved Yorkshire Dales in their little car 
and, having laughed (kindly it has to be said) when I as a child had announced I was “going to be a 
teacher when I grew up and live in the Lake District” were forced to apologise when the dream was 
realised and they had a ‘holiday home’ all of their own to visit as frequently as they wished. And 
they did!

In spite of a chronic diagnosis Bruce had a good quality of life until his death in 1987. It has to be 
said that we all believe this was due in no small measure to Mum’s regime and care.
They had over 50 years of happy marriage and Rose was devastated but, being the sensible down to 
earth woman she always was knew that what she made of the rest of her life was in her own hands.

She decided to move into a sheltered flat, just round the corner from Vicarage Terrace and was 
perfectly “rooted” as this small complex had been built on the ground where she and Dad had had 
their allotments –the strawberries invariably cropped magnificently during our annual weeks 
holiday in the Lakes!
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Here she became the hub of the community when, one afternoon her neighbours were reminiscing 
about their youth. “Oh, we should write all this down,” someone said. Never one to miss an 
opportunity to become involved in something interesting Mum contacted people, investigated how 
to obtain funding, got the support of her local MP and, before they knew it the community had 
contributed to Mum’s first book. A second followed and she was asked to continue but, at 87 she 
felt it was time to hand over to someone younger; after all she was still baking her own bread, 
making marmalade, cooking for the freezer, playing bridge and many other things!

Aged 90 we took her to Edinburgh by air. She’d always wanted to fly so I at last conquered my fear 
of flying (although I still worry about what happens when the pilot’s time comes i.e. if he’s on duty 
does everyone on the flight have to die too?) and she loved it!
Shortly after this she decided that, as there was really no one left in Leeds she would like to be 
nearer to our family and we were able to arrange a housing transfer for her to move to Windermere 
in 1999.

She settled into Birthwaite and lived there, latterly in splendour when the modernisation took place.
 
In 2004 an emergency hospital admission made us look at her care and, when we went on holiday 
she was able to stay in nearby Applethwaite Green. 

In 2005 her condition had deteriorated (as had the Care Service we employed) and when we were 
offered a permanent place at Applethwaite we accepted.

She was happy and well cared for there and residents tell me they miss her; I’m sure they do as she 
has always been a fully paid up member of the community, well-liked and respected by the many 
friends she has made through her long and productive life.

Rose aged 97.
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Ma’s Tale

Gilly
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I was born at Hyde Terrace Maternity Hospital, Leeds on June 19th 1944. The Second World War 
was still in progress and life for most people was pretty bleak. I was a breach presentation and had I 
been born later my birth would have undoubtedly been by caesarean section. Poor Mum was in 
labour for three days and I was eventually delivered with forceps which caused such extensive 
bruising that Mum was not allowed to see me as presumably it was feared she would be alarmed. 
Not seeing me in fact caused worse alarm and eventually someone with sense realised she was 
making herself ill, thinking there was something drastically wrong with me. As soon as she was 
shown her baby she was reassured.

The damage she sustained due to my difficult birth necessitated a return to hospital when I was 
eight months old for her to have extensive repair work and this is probably the reason I was to be a 
‘lonely only’ child.

My first memory is of sitting in my pram, a handsome Silver Cross model, passed on from someone 
more affluent than we were, outside Ackroyd’s bread shop in Kirkstall village. In my mind’s eye I 
can still see clearly the interior of this shop, a really mucky hole which today would have had 
everything in the book thrown at it by the Environmental Health inspectorate. The mouse droppings 
were very much in evidence in the display cases that held the remnants of ancient and decaying 
examples of bars of Terry’s chocolate. It was dark and gloomy, lit by the usual post-war 40-watt 
bulb but perhaps this was a blessing in that at least it hid some of the less than hygienic aspects of 
this emporium! The light was however sufficient to allow customers to see the long ribbons of fly 
papers hanging from the ceiling, encrusted with decades of black, dead carcasses and dusty wings…
Ackroyd’s saving grace was that they baked and sold wonderful bread and, as this bread was fresh- 
baked daily I assume it was thought to be safe from some of the problems that beset their rather 
more ancient stock of foodstuffs.

I must have been teething at the time as I remember clearly straining (I was fastened in the pram 
with reins) to reach the foot of my pram where the new tin loaf had been left, wrapped in its white 
tissue paper. Having managed to grab it I gnawed blissfully on the sharp corners of the loaf and it 
was heavenly!

Another slightly later memory-but as we’re on food related topics perhaps this is a good a place as 
any to mention it- was Tom Titterington and his fruit and vegetable cart, pulled by a horse that came 
round the streets on a Saturday. Tom was a thorough rogue and Ronald told me that during the war 
they used to take this cart, get hold of black market food and hide it under the false bottom of the 
cart. After it was brought home there were always people keen to buy the produce that was normally 
scarce and only available on ration. Naturally the price was high and if Ron and Tom had been 
discovered the penalties for trading on the black market were severe.
Nevertheless, Tom kept things on the cart for ‘selected’ customers. This produce was stowed out of 
sight on the wooden awning that covered the top of the cart.

Oranges were scarce and many children did not see or taste one until the war was over. Curiously, 
Ronald and Margaret always had oranges on their cut glass fruit bowl and this was a mystery as, 
when they were available they were supposed only to be sold to families with children.
One day Tom came round the street and was asked by the formidable Mrs. Myers who lived at the 
top house in Vicarage Terrace if he had any oranges.

Tome replied soulfully that he hadn’t seen an orange for months and that there were none to be had.
“You lying bugger Tom Titterington” she shrieked, “You’ve got some on top of your cart. Hand ‘em 
over!”
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This crafty old lady had been in her upstairs bedroom and spied the oranges hidden on top of the 
awning! 

After this gastronomic interlude 
there’s quite a gap in the old memory 
but I do remember standing by 
Grandpa’s side as he sat at the table 
eating a kipper. My nose did not yet 
reach the tabletop so I must have been 
pretty small, perhaps two or 
thereabouts? My memory is of 
Grandpa feeding me bits of kipper 
from his plate. Strange how all these 
memories are of food….

Grandpa, me & Granny.

This table loomed large in my childhood, 
covered with a heavy red cotton cloth it had a 
blue cotton knotted fringe and was a favourite 
place to sit underneath as it was like a tent 
and I well remember playing with the fringe.

It was on this table that I was placed one day 
after I had been bathed at Granny’s – she had 
a real bathroom at 144 South Parkway, 
whereas at home we still had the Friday night 
tin bath in front of the fire, so a bath at 
Granny’s was a luxury. And she had real hot 
water that came straight from the taps!
Swaddled in a towel I was carried from the 
bathroom and plonked on said table. No one 
thought to check where I was to be placed 
and consequently I was plonked right on top 
of an (understandably) extremely angry wasp 
whose dying act was to sting me on the 
bottom. Perhaps this may help explain my 
life-long hatred of wasps who, as a breed 
seem to have had it in for me ever since!

Granny had a large chiffonier in the drawer 
of which she always had a Mars bar for me 
and this was cut into slices with the kitchen 
knife. I still get a thrill of nostalgia when I 
see a Mars bar cut up into slices so that you 
can see the layers of chocolate, caramel and 
that gooey sludge that makes up the larger 
part of the bar. They were definitely bigger 
then I don’t care what anyone says. 
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Also in this drawer resided an incomplete but very attractive set of Victorian Happy Families cards. 
I loved playing Happy Families and chanting, “please have you got Mr Bun the Baker?” Sadly 
Uncle Ernest threw away these cards along with all the other things he thought of as having no 
financial value but as I grew up I always felt that mounted they would have made lovely things to 
hang on a wall.

Grandpa, me Granny at Batcliffe Wood.

My Grandpa loved his garden and grew crowds of orange marigolds. When I smell them now I am 
immediately transported back to that garden and can feel my small hand in Grandpa’s recapturing 
the feeling of absolute security and love that always surrounded me when I was with my 
grandparents.

After a rain shower I 
was always sent out 
with the salt to hunt 
for slugs, the 
gardener’s enemy. 
When I found one it 
was liberally 
sprinkled with salt 
and began to dissolve 
before ones very 
eyes. Morbidly 
fascinating!

Cath, Rose, Ernest, 
Granny & Grandpa, 115 South Parkway
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I loved Granny and Grandpa’s front door, which had an oval stained glass, inset, a little scene of a 
cottage with a red roof set among little green humpy hills. We had a red rectangular Huntley and 
Palmer biscuit tin that had a very similar oval design in the centre and it always looked rather 
‘Hobbiton’ and idyllic.

Before I went to school at age four I 
remember a Christmas at Granny and 
Grandpa’s; we went to them on 
Boxing Day for tea and always had to 
keep an eye on the clock as the bus 
service was very limited over the 
Christmas holiday.
Rationing was still in force and went 
on well into the 1950’s so things were 
hoarded and kept for special 
occasions. Granny and Grandpa were 
fortunate in that they had friends who 
lived in Canada where things were 
more plentiful and these friends 
would send food parcels containing 
tinned fruit, hams and such like.

On this particular Christmas Granny, 
having hoarded her dried fruit, sugar 
and butter from the meagre weekly 
ration had made a cake and iced it 
with a ‘snow scene’. 

Me age 4, School picture.

This piece of artistic effort involved roughing up the icing with a fork and placing a plaster 
snowman, Father Christmas and robin on a Yule log on the top. I particularly liked the robin as he 
was attached to the log with a tiny spring, which meant you could make him bob up and down.
For the icing Granny had used the icing sugar sent in the food parcel.

Boxing day tea usually consisted of cold chicken (chicken was the Christmas treat) sausage rolls, 
pork pie and pickles. Pudding was trifle -with absolutely no sherry- Granny was adamant about the 
no alcohol rule having suffered terrible privations as the child of a father who drank himself to 
death.

Cups of tea followed and the cake was brought in to be ceremonially cut by Granny who took up 
the bread knife and placed it on the cake, pressing down gently to break the icing.
After a few moments finding the cake strangely resistant she pressed rather more firmly. Still 
nothing. So she stood up to get more leverage and really bore down on it. 
Then the knife broke!

Poor Granny, humiliated and mortified dissolved into floods of tears her ‘piece de resistance’ a 
wreck. Everyone else was in tears too but theirs were tears of hysterical laughter. 
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Later it transpired, on closer investigation that the “icing sugar’ was in fact corn starch and it had set 
like concrete. Poor Granny!

The Christmas chicken usually came from Langdale End with Aunty Cath and Uncle Ernie. 
Chicken was a great luxury and we usually only had it for the festive season although occasionally a 
box would arrive in the post containing a chicken and eggs, courtesy of their local fox who 
periodically broke into Uncle’s hen shed, took the odd bird and frightened the others literally to 
death (chickens are incredibly stupid birds) or necessitated those still alive, but too far gone, to need 
their necks wrung. Poor chickens, lucky us.

Oh how exciting Christmas was! Our post-war Christmas tree was made from flue brushes dyed 
bottle green. It didn’t remotely resemble any kind of fir tree known to man but no one cared. I loved 
helping decorate it with the glass baubles and ‘icicles’ that had been carefully stored all year in 
newspaper. They were blown to a thinness that meant however carefully they were unwrapped at 
least one was broken every year but my absolute favourite was a matte gold ball that had an equator 
of frosting. We did have a set of lights but the flex of these was always horribly tangled and if one 
bulb had gone it meant testing the lot before they would work and of course sod’s law decreed it 
would be the last one in the box. I longed for lights on the tree but getting them to work made Dad 
so crabby that Mum always called a halt before he lost his temper completely and we went lightless 
into the festivities…

Presents must have been a headache as rationing meant many things were either in short supply or 
simply unavailable. My Aunt Muriel made me a Pierrot doll that I promptly christened Myrtle from 
scraps of material left over form her dressmaking and one wonderful year I got up to find the longed 
for doll’s house I’d asked Father Christmas for when I visited his grotto in Lewis’s department store 
in town.

Father Christmas always came to Leeds 
in his sleigh and appeared to make his 
progress from The Star & Garter in 
Kirkstall, into the city centre. We 
always went down the hill to see him 
arrive.

The doll’s house was a work of sheer 
genius. In the weeks before Christmas 
Dad had secretly constructed it in his 
cellar. It wasn’t until years later that I 
realised that there were reasons why I 
hadn’t been allowed down there during 
that period as I often went into the 
cellar when Dad was making or 
repairing things.

Picture of Father Christmas from the 
cover of Rose’s book; “Spanish Wine.”

The windows of the house were made from the celluloid windscreen of a crashed bomber, the stairs 
from a piece of metal Dad had spirited out of work. Carpets and curtains were all from scraps 
begged from friends and relations, the exterior papered with miniature brick and slate wallpapers 
and the furniture was of all sorts of shapes and differing sizes. I loved it!
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The year of the blackboard was a slight disappointment as I couldn’t understand how Father 
Christmas could have mistaken the easel one he’d delivered for the roll over one, like the one we 
had at school, I’d requested until it was pointed out to me that blackboards like the one at school 
would never have fitted into our small scullery house. Silly me! My Metatype typewriter was 
another memorable gift. I woke (or had I ever been asleep?) at 2.0am shrieking “He’s Been!” And 
much to my poor parents discomfort insisted on getting into bed between them and ‘typing’. This 
was done to periodic inquiries as to my state of wakefulness e.g. “you must be tired?” Me, “No”. 
Came 3.30a.m. And I was still there, typing away. Relentless child that I was …

At thirteen I longed for a nylon nightie. I was given one- in a less than attractive shade of lemon -
with fur-trimmed leather slippers in the same shade to match. This garment was quite transparent 
and I wore it with pride, school vest underneath, until some cruel individual sniggered. I went off 
that nightie immediately and consigned it to the back of a drawer, never to be worn again. At least 
to compensate I’d been given Painting by Numbers and spent my time painting a lurid Cornish 
fishing scene. Not realising that the aim was to blend the edges rather than laboriously fill in each 
shape I was less than thrilled with the finished effect. My masterpiece was predominantly brown, 
sky blue and Elastoplast pink and not a thing of beauty or a joy forever….
On the whole, as I grew older I liked it best when I got money or book tokens that I could take into 
town to W.H.Smiths

There was no ‘fast food’ apart from the local fish and chip shop, families only invited people for 
meals at Christmas and this was almost always limited to the close family. Eating out - even at a 
friend’s house - was rare.

The exception to this was a birthday party and most children waited eagerly to see if they had been 
invited to a playmate’s party. I was not among the ‘most’ as I loathed birthday parties even as a 
child. They always consisted of curled-up potted meat sandwiches; jelly and a birthday cake 
followed by the dread party games, which were terribly competitive and always induced in me, a 
frightful anxiety state. Also one had to have a ‘party frock’. I yearned for a pink one but as a 
redhead was denied this pleasure until one glorious day Mum, pitying me no doubt, made me a full-
skirted frock in pale pink waffle cotton with white piping round its peter pan collar and puff sleeves. 
My joy in the dress department was complete (but I still hated birthday parties)! 

Living in a back-to back terrace we had no gardens so played in the street and everything had a 
season. No one said anything about abandoning certain games and moving on but there was a 
natural seasonal progression and this included whip and top, which was always played at 
Shrovetide. The whip had a piece of leather bootlace attached to the stick and to this one tied a 
length of string. This was wound round the wooden top but not before the top had been decorated 
with coloured chalks to make a pattern as it spun. This pattern was changed frequently by spitting 
on the top and rubbing off the old pattern, usually on one’s knickers. This practice was not popular 
with one’s mother who had to do the washing… It also stung like blazes if you ever got in the way 
of someone’s whip. Skipping followed on after whip and top and one could skip alone, with a 
partner or as a group. The latter required a longer rope with a person at each end to ‘twine’ the rope. 
Twining was not half so popular as skipping so was decided by ‘dipping’. Everyone stood in a circle 
whilst the senior child in the group chanted:

       Dip, dip, dip
 My blue ship

 Sailing on the water
       Like a cup and saucer

 O-U-T spells OUT!

Or a similar rhyme.
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One always chanted whilst skipping and there were dozens of rhymes for this but best of all was on 
a fine summer’s evening when someone would get out the clothesline and parents would come into 
the street and join the children, everyone chanting:

   All in together
   The cows are in the meadow
   When I count one, the game has begun
   When I count two, you must touch your shoe
   When I count three, you must touch your knee
   When I count four, you must touch the floor
   When I count five you must come alive
   When I count six you must pick up sticks
   When I count seven you must reach for heaven
   When I count eight you must shut the gate,
   When I count nine you must form a line
   When I count ten we all start again
   O-U-T spells OUT! (At this everyone had to run out from the still swinging rope)

Needless to say with anything up to eighteen adults and children of all ages skipping, we rarely got 
to the OUT! bit or anywhere near it.

Higher and Higher was another game where two people held the rope and, starting at ground level a 
line of waiting children jumped the rope. The height was gradually increased and those who failed 
to clear it were relegated to holding the ends of the rope. Certain  (mean -spirited) people would 
tweak the rope just as a jumper was going over and thus make them touch it which was an ‘out’. To 
facilitate a more effective jump it was de rigueur to tuck one’s frock into one’s knickers of course…

Hopscotch was played in summer, children chalking the Hopscotch grid on the pavement (this did 
not always please the more house-proud neighbours who wanted a pristine pavement outside their 
door).

Autumn and the darker nights meant we could play Hiddy (Hide and Seek to you) there was no 
traffic to speak of and it was quite safe to play out in the dark.

As November 5th approached we were all frantically employed getting ‘chumps’ for the bonfire. 
When friends called at this time of year the knocking on the door was met with the request, “Can 
your Gillian come chumpin’?” 

Chumping was a serious business as these pieces of branches, old furniture and basically anything 
combustible had to be stored in the open and were consequently at risk of being raided by rival 
bonfire builders. Neighbours were none too happy either when chumps were hoarded near their 
homes as they created a very real fire risk.

The night before Bonfire Night, November 4th was Mischief Night when children haunted the 
streets getting up to all manner of tricks. The more harmless of these involved knocking on doors 
then running away or attaching a button to a piece of cotton and securing this against a window so 
that it tapped against the glass in the breeze; this was known as ‘Spirit Rapping’. More wayward 
children stole the wooden gates from front gardens to add to their bonfire woodpiles and the really 
delinquent stuffed rip-raps (jumping crackers) through letterboxes. Most of the activities were fairly 
harmless but I imagine Mischief Night has ceased to be since children no longer seem to play in the 
streets and certain aspects of our childish fun would now be deemed vandalism.
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The bonfire was always a community affair and of our six streets of terraced houses at least three 
would have their own bonfire. This was built in the middle of the street, which, in my childhood 
was still cobbled with rectangular sandstone sets. There was always a complaint from the person 
whose house the bonfire was situated outside because there was a very real danger that, if the fire 
blazed too fiercely, the sash windows of the house would crack in the heat.

We roasted potatoes in their jackets - they were always burned black but nevertheless we ate them 
with satisfaction- we ate home-made bonfire toffee and let off our fireworks.
I have always detested loud noises so the jumping crackers, Mighty Atoms and Canons were not for 
me. I loved Catherine Wheels, Snowstorms, Roman candles, Vesuvius Volcanoes, sparklers and 
coloured matches.

I remember saving all my pocket money (6d =just over 2p a week) to buy a really good rocket. 
I waited as long as possible but eventually my excitement could be no longer contained. The rocket 
was placed in a milk bottle and lit; the blue touch paper fizzed, the rocket caught light, sped 
upwards… and lodged in Uncle Ron’s gutter where it fizzled pathetically for a few seconds before it 
was all over. One of my first lessons in not getting too excited about anything…
November 6th always dawned foggy with the remaining bonfire smoke hanging heavy in the air. The 
smell of bonfire and autumn leaves was wonderful and it was on this day that there was a sense of 
winter really beginning in earnest.

Winter was the time we all hoped for snow and there was always a thrill on the morning when, 
before the bedroom curtains were opened one could tell from the quality of the light that there had 
been a snowfall in the night. Our house had an old-fashioned range that Mum had to clean and 
black lead once a week – this was a job she loathed and it was the only time I remember her being 
grumpy- the oven was heated by the coal fire and made glorious bread but on snowy days gloves, 
socks and scarves were warmed in it before being put on to venture out into in the cold.

We used to sledge down the Little Hill at the end of Vicarage Terrace but, being a timid child I 
would only dare to take my sledge to the lamp post half way up the hill as the trip from the top was 
very fast. My neighbour and sometime playmate Alec Bottomley once persuaded me to sit in front 
of him on his sledge and take the ‘Cresta Run’ from the top and I did find it exhilarating but would 
never dare to do it on my own. I had done it with Alec and once was enough!

Alec had two elder sisters, Eileen and Sheila and a younger sister Barbara. I used to make endless 
mud pies with Barbara in their back garden, as their mother - a rather odd woman- would not let the 
children play out in the street. Eventually of course Alec and Barbara had to be let out and they ran 
amok! It was just like letting a wild animal free from captivity for the first time.

Elizabeth Coleclough lived next door. She was a blond, ringletted really spoiled, if not ruined little 
brat and was sent to Michael Lodge, a private school in Headingley as she was far too precious to 
attend St. Stephen’s or Beecroft Street with the likes of the rest of us. At this private school she was 
taught things that were regarded as being useful and ladylike. I seem to recollect that none of us 
were very impressed that she could sing the first verse of Oh Come All Ye faithful in Latin or ask 
for a cup of tea in French; neither would have got you very far in Kirkstall then, or even now I 
suspect. Lizzie as we all called her –mainly because she hated being “Lizzie”- had a Grandmother, 
Edith Dowsing who had delusions of adequacy. She ruled the roost and Lizzie’s mother, Elsie was 
in thrall to her own mother, Edith. Poor Gerry, Lizzie’s father was a gentle mild-mannered man who 
never got a word in edgeways and one really failed to see his purpose in this female dominated 
household. But at certain times Lizzie was worth cultivating, particularly when her family got a 
television. If you sucked up to her enough there was just a chance you might be asked in on 
Saturday teatime to watch “The Lost Planet” by Andrew McVicar, which I loved. The story told of 
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Jeremy and his friend who somehow were taken to the lost planet of Hesikos. It was rather difficult 
to keep track as Lizzie was a control freak and could, on a whim, promise you could watch only to 
change her mind and leave you out in the street at the last minute when she went in to have her tea 
and watch TV in solitary splendour, the little cow!
 
Jennifer Cellier lived at 1 Vicarage Terrace, the house we eventually moved into when I was a 
student. She was a little older than me and we played with the Audsley twins, Jennifer and 
Margaret. ‘The Twinnies’ as they were known has originally been triplets but their brother Jeremy 
had died either at birth or soon after and these two were very much an afterthought if not a mistake 
as their sister Eileen and brother Brian who was a policeman, were both grown up when the twins 
appeared on the scene. The problem with this arrangement was that Jennifer (Cellier), as eldest was 
always somewhat manipulative and someone always had to be ‘out’. It was usually me and I 
learned early to rely on my own company because it was so painful to be rejected when one had no 
idea why.

Later, after we moved into number 1 where Jennifer had continued to lived after her early marriage 
to John McDade, we found the family’s birth marriage and death certificates and I remember Mum 
being terribly upset because Mildred, Jennifer’s mother had committed suicide when I was about 
fourteen. Hugh, Jennifer’s father was terribly crippled having had rheumatic fever as a young man 
and the curvature of his spine was such that he was so bent forwards he had to tip back on his heels 
to see you when you spoke to him. He was dark haired and smoked a pipe and spent most of his 
time in the cellar making beautiful scale models of sailing boats that he sailed at Larkfield Dam in 
Rawdon where I sometimes went when he took Jennifer. He sailed his boat while we caught 
sticklebacks that we brought home (to die rapidly) in a jam jar.

Seemingly his handicap had also made him impotent and it was said that none of the three Cellier 
children were in fact his. Eric the eldest possibly could have been but Suzanne and Jennifer were 
certainly fathered by other men.

When we found the death certificate for Mildred it stated 
that she had died as the result of an overdose, taken to 
procure an abortion. She would have been in her forties at 
the time and with no legal abortion at this time she must 
have been desperate. The day before she died she had 
confided in Mum that she was depressed but Mum, 
thinking this was ‘just one of those days’ told her she was 
sure she’d feel better soon. She was horrified when she 
realised the extent of Mildred’s dilemma but I doubt even 
she could have found a solution to this problem.

I had learned very early to pick out a tune on the piano so 
when I was aged about seven I was sent to Miss Hilda 
Broadbent who lived in Back DeLacey Mount near 
Kirkstall Abbey for piano lessons. Hilda was a sweet 
person, small; raven haired and dark complexioned and 
dreadfully crippled by arthritis.  Consequently I had half 
an hours piano practice each evening and although in 
Summer it was sometimes hard to hear everyone else 
playing in the street it did save me from being left out 
when ‘being the one out’ was often me.
Margaret Green lived in the next street, Vicarage Place as 
did Pat Holdsworth and we used to kick around together. 
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Margaret had a neurotic and over-protective mother and this family, like the Colecloughs had a 
maternal grandmother, a Mrs. Luty who ruled the roost. Margaret’s father, like Gerry Coleclough 
only seemed to be there to go to work and earn the family’s bread.
Pat Houldsworth was a sweet girl, slightly special needs and with a speech problem but I was fond 
of her as a childhood friend

Me etc. in Aunty Doris Shaw’s concert.

Two doors up the street from Uncle Ronald in Vicarage Place lived an eccentric old dear we all 
called ‘Aunty Doris’. She was Doris Shaw and periodically she would get the children together and 
put on a ‘concert.’ I have no recollection of what we did but I do remember the occasion when I was 
dressed in my party frock and wore a silver paper crown and carried a stick with a silver paper star, 
drawing pinned to the top.

Most weekends in summer were spent at the allotment. Uncle Ronald had the allotment next to ours 
and during one period he bred rabbits. I suspect we ate them but mercifully this was kept from me 
as a child or I think I might have become an instant vegetarian! These dear little bunnies, a pair of 
grey chinchillas in this particular case, provided me with a pair of fur mittens, the envy of all my 
school friends. I was either very young or extremely slow-witted not to realise that rabbits had to 
die to provide the skins that made my mittens but then, ignorance is bliss… 
Ron also kept sables, beautiful dark chocolate brown rabbits and periodically the rabbits would 
have babies, which I remember being able to see, nestled up against the glass windows of the rabbit 
shed.

He also had a noisome compost heap where he dug for worms when he went fishing and in the 
rabbit shed he also bred and kept his ‘mawks’. These were the maggots and breeding them created a 
stench that everyone complained about.  The maggots were used as bait and I well remember the 
bag he gave my Dad that, in Dad’s inimitable way of never putting anything away, was left on top 
of the piano. The khaki bag was tied at the top -or at least it should have been secured- but Dad had 
omitted to make sure it was firmly tied and as a result the maggots spilled out and got everywhere. 
But most of all they got into the piano… father’s name was Mud for weeks as sluggish, hatching 
maggots and embryo bluebottles crawled from just about everywhere-have you ever tried to 
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imagine how you might get hundreds of maggots out of the interior workings of an upright piano? - 
And, for once Mum laid down the law and maggots were never allowed in our house again!
Another fishing catastrophe was caused when Dad and Ron went fishing and Dad brought back 
bulrushes for decoration. Initially these were very attractive but, untreated they eventually burst 
covering everything in their fine thistledown –like seeds.

Note: if you ever have bulrushes given, spray them with hairspray and you’ll be fine; trouble was 
then the aerosol can and hairspray had yet to be invented.

While Mum and Dad worked on the allotment I played in the tent. This was the one they had used 
to go camping before I was born and it would be put up for me to amuse myself and to have a picnic 
whilst they dug and weeded. The best bit of gardening was that if one walked to the end of the 
allotments and scrambled up the bank to the Spot Garage on Kirkstall Lane there was the Little 
Shop. This was a tiny shop, crammed with sweets and I would be given money to buy sweets for 
Mum, Dad and myself. I particularly liked Cadbury’s dessert chocolate, two slim bars of plain 
chocolate containing pieces of toasted almond, Fry’s cream bars and horehound pastilles. Most 
sweets came loose in large glass jars and you could choose to have two ounces or a quarter pound. 
Some things like liquorice bootlaces cost a penny each and Trebor chews were a halfpenny each. 
But best of all –and only at the right time of year and very occasionally- was the fresh liquorice root 
that came from the liquorice fields at Pontefract where Payne’s Pontefract cakes were made. This 
tangle of roots came, not to the sweet shop but to Gibson’s the greengrocer in Kirkstall village and 
was bought by the pound. Still coated in soil it was simply a tangle of roots, which looked totally 
unappetising, but, when washed and chewed the juice would run and it was wonderful!

Stick liquorice came in halfpenny sticks. These were about seven cm long and five mm in 
circumference with an elongated embossed imprint near the top. This was known as ‘spanish’ and 
unlike liquorice it was hard and was either licked and dipped into a bag of khali (sugar crystals 
coloured and flavoured) or sherbert (a fizzy powder) or, if one could procure an old disused 
medicine bottle the spanish was broken into small pieces, put into the bottle which was then filled 
with water and shaken vigorously –often for hours- until the spanish dissolved. The resulting liquid 
was called spanish wine and we drank it with relish. No wonder we rarely suffered from 
constipation!

However, as we’re on the subject home medication was sometimes necessary and for constipation it 
was liquid paraffin. This tasteless but texturally revolting substance was taken either with milk or 
orange juice and the clear oily liquid simply floated on top. Although tasteless it had a nasty slithery 
feeling as it slid down and really acted as a super bowel lubricant. I detested it.

Coughs were treated with Fenning’s Little Lung Healers, strange tiny black pellets resembling 
nothing so much as mouse droppings. Heaven knows what was in them (mouse droppings 
perhaps…?) but they were the remedy for tickly coughs. Mum also made her own raspberry vinegar 
and this too was used to soothe coughs. The grocer’s shop sold Buttercup Syrup but in our family 
this was regarded as being of little use  (it probably cost too much and we were pretty poor)
Fenning’s Fever Cure was foul! This was for anything that produced a temperature; it was a clear, 
slightly yellow liquid and I suspect it contained quinine. It looked a bit like a urine specimen. 
Probably tasted like one too… 

Scott’s Emulsion was thick, white and less than pleasant and was for tummy upsets but then at this 
period in history we were still led to believe that, to do you any good at all medicine had to taste 
nasty.
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My Mum and Dad remembered being dosed at home when they were young and this was done 
seasonally, regardless of one’s health and usually had something to do with ‘purifying the blood’. 
Sulphur and molasses, a particularly noxious concoction was given to everyone and the seven 
Marshall children would line up one by one to have the spoon poked down their unwilling little 
throats and one can’t help thinking that, as the spoon was not washed before it went into each 
mouth it was to be hoped no one was incubating anything infectious… The sweetness of the 
molasses was supposed to mask the terrible ‘bad eggs’ taste of the sulphur. I leave it to your 
imagination how effective this might –or might not- have been.

Turkey rhubarb, equally disgusting was used to treat constipation; it didn’t seem to matter if you 
needed it or not, you were given it regardless. Being ’regular’ was the ultimate solution to all health 
problems.

Our local GP, Philip Brooks was a wonderful man, married to a French harridan who I assume he 
had brought back to England after the Great War. I well remember queuing at night in the cobbled 
yard of the house where he lived and held his surgery at the bottom of Kirkstall village. It always 
seemed to be raining but Mrs Brooks didn’t give a cuss. She wouldn’t open the door until dead on 
the dot of 6.30pm no matter what the weather. I wonder how many people went to initially see the 
doctor with a minor complaint and came away with pneumonia, courtesy of the doctor’s wife?
A sepia print of The Charge of the Light Brigade hung over the miserable gas fire before which 
there was always an enamel bowl of water (to add moisture to the air?) and, as a child I definitely 
knew every horse and soldier in that picture intimately if not personally so long were the waits to 
see the doctor. This was in the days before anyone dreamed up an appointment system; you just 
went and engaged in that ancient British custom of queuing. 

The doctor dispensed form the surgery and his consulting room was a Steptoe’s yard of shambolic 
paperwork, samples and general clutter. After a consultation the prescription, if Dr.Brooks couldn’t 
find a ‘freebie’ left by a drug company rep. in his roll top desk was taken either to Jones’s the 
chemist or Attwell’s. Jones’s was preferred as he and Dad were friends.

The chemists always smelled like nowhere else and I loved the drum-like cardboard boxes that 
ointment was dispensed in and pills were counted into. Medicine came in coloured bottles, clear for 
coughs, blue for stomachs, green and ribbed for things to rub on.
Everything was very discreet and things were handed over with an aura of mystery and secrecy 
even if the complaint was something innocuous.

When I was small Dad had to quite regularly go away from home to work when the firms he 
worked for secured contracts in different parts of the country. On one occasion he was sent to the 
North East to work for Proctor and Gamble This company introduced Tide, the first ever laundry 
detergent, in 1946 and Dad brought back some of this revolutionary new replacement for the all-
purpose household soap used on washing day for Mum to try out. I remember her saying that it was 
terribly harsh and although it got clothes clean it played havoc with the skin and made her hands 
intolerably rough and sore.

He also brought home ‘scraps’ for me from the chocolate makers, De Bochner. These were highly 
coloured squares of pictures; one fairy tale to a sheet and each picture was hinged to the next with 
paper flanges. I remember Aladdin and Ali Baba but how Dad came by these I have no idea.
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He also worked in South Wales in the Rhondda Valley, an area still suffering at that time from the 
after-effects of the crippling Industrial Depression of the 1930’s.  Children went to school with no 
shoes, families had little food but Dad felt incredibly humbled because these people shared what 
little they had with him and his workmates, consequently he always had a strong affection for the 
people of South Wales. When he returned from this job he brought me a cardboard clown, jointed 
with brass pins. A piece of cotton thread was stretched between the legs of two dining chairs and 
when the thread was moved the clown ‘danced.’ A further legacy of this Welsh trip was that he 
came home insisting on calling Mum ‘Blodwyn’ and uttering the ridiculous phrase,  “Whose cap is 
this jacket?” Although mildly irritated Mum didn’t take offence until he shortened Blodwyn to 
“Blod.”

Shortly after Dad’s return he woke me early one morning to show me the puppy he had brought 
from the coal yard near Headingley Station. The litter from which the pup came had, in the main 
been killed by the rats that were endemic there but Dad couldn’t bear to think that this tiny last 
survivor would meet the same fate so brought him home. I was thrilled and the dog, father still 
being in Welsh mode, was named Bryn-what else? Bryn, a comical Heinz 57 varieties of a dog who 
would turn himself inside out for two fingers of a Kit Kat biscuit. He lived to be seventeen and died, 
much lamented when I was a student. 
 
When Dad was at home I loved to wait for him coming home at the end of a working day. Standing 
at the corner of Vicarage Terrace I would wait until I spied him walking up Station Parade, wearing 
his gabardine raincoat over his overalls, carrying his canvas lunch-bag. As soon as he was sighted I 
would run down the road like the wind to greet him and to be swung up in his arms and whirled 
round until I was dizzy.

Sunday nights, if I was allowed to stay up, were great fun. Len Williamson who lived two streets 
away in Vicarage Avenue and his wife would come to our house. Mum would play the piano and 
Dad and Len would sing. 

Dad had a lovely baritone voice 
and had been asked, as a young 
man to join the choir at Leeds 
Parish Church. As a youth he 
believed that singing in choirs 
was a bit soppy so he declined but 
I think he regretted this decision 
later in life. He and Len used to 
sing a duet called ‘The Spider and 
The Fly’; the spider was the 
lighter voice and Len, a tenor 
would do this part in a falsetto 
whilst Dad sang the wily fly who 
almost, but not quite, fell for the 
spider’s invitation to take a trip 
into her web. These two used to 
reduce us all to hysterical laughter 
with their pantomiming.

Leeds Parish Church
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More of Dad’s party pieces were ‘The Trumpeter’, ‘Bless This House’, ‘The Perfect Day’ and my 
particular favourite, “The Floral Dance’. The hilarity over we gorged ourselves on sandwiches, cake 
and cups of tea. These were real Musical Evenings with everyone doing their party piece.

When I grew older aged perhaps nine or ten years old, I was allowed to go 
down Kirkstall Hill to the Drum and Monkey. This was an off-licence that 
stood on the left half way down the hill. It was a very old building, dating 
back I would imagine to the 1700’s. Archie Grieves, he who owned the two 
butchers shops also ran this shop. Children were not supposed to be served 
with tobacco products but I would be sent for twenty Capstans for Dad, about 
three pennyworth of sweets for myself and something for Mum. He also sold 
tinned goods and things like shampoo. Nothing would persuade him to sell 
shampoo on a Sunday, the Trading Laws allowed you to buy goods that 
enabled you to eat or smoke yourself to death but nothing so sinful as 
washing your hair on the Sabbath was permissible!

Capstan cigarettes

Monday was Wash Day, purgatory for the lady of the house, not much fun for the rest of the family 
either. The woman had to be up extra early to heat all the water necessary to wash the family’s 
clothes. Then it all had to be hauled through the sink, washed with household soap, scrubbed with a 
scrubbing brush to get collars and cuffs clean then rinsed and if white, Dolly Blued. Items like shirts 
had to be starched. I particularly remember when, being minded by Aunty Margaret when Mum was 
at work that I ‘helped’ her on washing days. Uncle Ron’s hankies soaked in a bowl of cold salty 
water. Each had to be taken out –slimy with old snot, clammy, cold and 
revolting- and scrubbed with the scrubbing brush until they were clean. 
My skin still creeps ever so slightly when I remember this procedure.

Fairy household soap

Meanwhile, at home my old tin baby bath held the rinsing water and, after items had been rinsed 
they had to be mangled. It was vital you had your mind on the job when mangling as the wooden 
rollers were heavy and trapped fingers could result in serious injury.

The mangle

Next came the performance of getting the stuff dry. A double cotton twill sheet is very heavy even 
when dry, when wet it weighs a ton and takes forever to dry even on a fine sunny day. Struggling 
single-handed to get one of these brutes on the washing line, strung across the street was an art in 
itself. If it draggled on the ground it had to go back in the wash. 

Everything was gritty and dirty; the Clean Air Act was a long way off in the future, everyone had 
coal fires, Leeds was a heavily industrial city and the railway ran at the top of our streets. 
Diesel trains came in during the 1950’s but it was still predominantly steam trains that ran on most 
lines. Consequently the net curtains at the windows rapidly became grey with the smoke that issued 
from the steam engines. When washed these curtains would leave small gritty cinders in the 
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washing bowl and the water turned a sulphurous yellow, smelling of bad eggs. Nets only last two or 
three washes in this atmosphere before they simply disintegrated. 

Clothes horse (or ‘winter hedge’ in Yorkshire)

Winter and rainy days were hell if they fell on Washday Monday. 
Every child had play clothes and ‘best’, grown ups had work clothes 
and Sunday best. 

There were no easy care fabrics and the only solution was to ‘spot 
clean’ or take items to be dry-cleaned, an expensive and not very 
reliable procedure. So, there was always a bottle of Beaucare in the 
cupboard (this was pure carbon tetrachloride) and if food was spilled 
the Beaucare was rushed from the top cupboard and applied to the 
stain with cotton wool. Looking back we must have all been rather 
less than spotless.

After all this washday work teatime was a make-do meal and almost always consisted of the 
remains of the Sunday roast –known to many as ‘resurrection’.

Another weekly ritual was the washing of the front step. This was first scrubbed with soapy water 
and then finished with the scouring stone, a piece of soft chalky sandstone that was dampened and 
then applied to the corners of the step diagonally and run along the front edge to leave a thin ochre 
line. Posh people scoured the whole step but this always seemed pointless, as the chalky substance 
would then be walked onto the shoes and straight into the house, creating even more housework. 
Even the bit of street outside the door would be swept clean and the dirt swept into the gutter.
Periodically the drain cleaners came. The dustbin carts were simply modified by being emptied and 
then having a thick hose attached. The gratings would be removed. The hose inserted and the muck 
sucked out. As children we found this captivating and the drain cleaners always had an audience of 
fascinated children who followed them on their rounds.

Drain clearing was probably more acceptable to the bin men than midden cleaning. The middens 
were open holes, built into the yard half way up each street. They were approximately the size of a 
small sash window behind which was a space. One simply threw the rubbish into this hole and, 
once a week the ‘midden men’ as many people called the dustmen, came with wooden rakes, hauled 
out the rubbish and loaded it onto their cart. The smell from these middens in summer could be 
pretty awful as everything from waste food to dog mess, household refuse and broken crockery etc. 
went in. yet another example of how amazing it is that earlier generations didn’t succumb to all 
manner of awful diseases. I’m sure these middens must have meant we had rats but I never saw 
one-Thank God!

Another activity that kept us all entertained and fascinated was road mending because this entailed 
the use of ‘gas tar’. If the tar was fresh it was malleable and we loved to get hold of a gob and work 
it. And God help you if you took it home! It stuck to everything as it set and, even if it was removed 
left a brown stain that never came out of carpets or clothing. If it got on skin or hair the only solvent 
was butter and, in the days of rationing your mother was not going to be pleased when the butter 
ration was wasted in this way!
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Just one door down from our house stood the gas lamp and 
from this we would sling our skipping ropes over the 
horizontal bars that protruded just below the glass encased 
light. This done we would twizzle round playing 
‘roundabouts’. 

I managed to walk into this heavy cast iron lamp on a 
number of occasions and as it stood about ten foot high and 
was about ten inches in diameter one does wonder how I 
could have failed to see it. Presumably I was in some world 
of my own but whatever the reason I soon came back to 
earth with the pain and resultant egg-shaped bump that 
rapidly erupted on my forehead! The treatment was to rub 
the affected spot with butter and press a penny –hard - on to 
the bump. I fail to see what the penny might have achieved 
but perhaps it was the pain from the treatment that took 
one’s mind off the resultant bump.

Occasionally we went on a Sunday fishing trip by coach with Uncle Ron’s fishing club. These trips 
were to places like Nun Monkton where the men were allotted a piece of river to fish for 
competition prizes. At the end of the day the catch was weighed and the winner presented with a 
prize. Ron was the proud owner of various canteens of cutlery and pieces of cut glass won in these 
angling contests and he had a genius for reading the water, knowing by the speed of the river’s flow, 
the debris carried down, the behaviour of flies and birds etc. how the fish would be feeding.

Although a keen fisherman he never learned to swim and almost drowned one day when the bank 
gave way after heavy rain and he was plunged into the river Swale. He recounted graphically how, 
as his waders filled with water, he was dragged down, seeing the daylight above him disappear. 
Managing to surface twice he was pulled down for a third time and realized he was about to die. 
With a super-human effort he kicked off his heavy waders and regained the surface, living to tell the 
tale. Had he not been such a strong man and so determined I’m certain he would have drowned.

Whilst the men fished the women sat on the riverbank and gossiped, knitted or played with the 
children.

At Nun Monkton the fishermen all gathered in the pub, the Alice Hawthorn.

 This pub had a large cage at the end of the bar and in this cage resided the 
pub parrot. A large and exotic bird this specimen. This parrot fascinated me, 
as I had never before met a bird that could talk. This one had a considerable 
vocabulary, taught by various customers, some it would seem rather more 
secretly imparted as, when this bird swore and gave vent to the bad language 
it had picked up it was always done in a conspiratorial whisper as the 
landlady was very strict and threw anyone out who used bad language.

The journey home was punctuated by stops at various public houses on the 
route back to Leeds and the crates of beer, kept at the back of the coach 
supplemented these stops; there was always lemonade too for the children 
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The singing on the way back became more raucous as we neared home but I have no memory of 
anyone being drunk or less than jolly.

Great Uncle Arthur (a brother of The Old 
man) and Great Aunt Harriet were 
frequent visitors and usually stayed with 
Uncle Ron, having no family Ron and 
Margaret had more room. They had 
originally lived in Leeds where, before 
her marriage Aunt had been in domestic 
service at Roundhay, rising from 
‘tweeny’ to cook. She was a wonderful 
cook and my parents would rave about 
Aunt Harriet’s Cowheel Pie.

After they married they had a fish and 
chip shop in Kirkstall and every Saturday 
evening a chauffer driven car would 
arrive from Roundhay, park outside the 
shop and out would step the chauffer with 
a silver salver complete with cover for 
“two portions of Harriet and Arthur’s fish 
and chips please”. The shop was always 
packed and my Dad was often there to 
help. His own home life was less than 
happy and he sought refuge with his aunt 
and uncle who, having no children of their 
own treated him like a son. Dad returned 
this love and I remember being extremely 
upset at seeing him give way to tears when 
Uncle Arthur died; one rarely saw dad 
show emotion, such was the ‘stiff upper 
lip’ way he had been brought up in. 

It was Uncle and Aunt who taught Bryan’s- still a family favourite fish shop- at Headingley to fry.

But Uncle Arthur had been gassed, and survived the trenches during the Great War. This had left 
him with a permanently weak chest. Eventually his doctors advised him to move to the seaside 
where the air was more pure, away from the industrial pollution of Leeds. So, for his health he and 
Aunt moved to Marton near Blackpool where I used to visit with my Aunt Doris to be 
systematically spoiled by these two lovely people. Arthur was a real rogue, always making jokes, 
always up to some practical joke or other. Aunt managed him with a genius that would be the envy 
of many a marriage guidance councillor and their constant banter covered the fact that they were an 
absolutely devoted couple. 

Harriet used to have us spell-bound with tales of her days in service- she had gone, aged twelve to 
work as a ‘tweeny’ and made her way up to become a cook. She made life below stairs come alive. 
It was like having our own version of ‘Upstairs, Downstairs’ and how I wish we had owned a tape 

A Casket of Lives

Page 72

Great Uncle Arthur Marshall.



recorder as I can’t remember any of the stories now and neither do I remember her ever telling the 
same one twice. 

With none of today’s entertainments we made our own and I’ve already mentioned the musical 
evenings.

Radio –or the wireless as it was then called- was wonderful and from being very small I remember 
the Home Service (now Radio 4) ‘Children’s Hour’.

Between the dark and the daylight,
When the night is beginning to lower,

Comes a pause in the day's occupations
That is known as the Children's Hour.

When tiny I listened to Nursery Singsong with Aunties Doris and Violet; Violet was Violet Carson 
who later became Ena Sharples on Coronation Street. 
Uncle Mac did the presenting and ‘Toytown’ was a great favourite with Larry the Lamb and Mr 
Mayor.  

I also remember listening to Children's Hour adventure serials, by people like Angus MacVicar. I 
recall when they did John Wyndham's The Day of the Triffids in the evening, and it frightened the 
life out of me. I can laugh now, but at the time it was terrifying! The Borrowers was a great 
favourite and Mum used to rush home from work so she wouldn’t miss it. 

All the presenters were ‘Aunties’ and ‘Uncles’ and Uncle David Davis was a wonderful storyteller; 
Winnie the Pooh, Just So Stories and other classics were just some of the things I remember. 
Wandering with Nomad was a radio nature walk that Dad encouraged me to listen to with him. 
Nomad took a boy for walks in the countryside, pointing out seasonal changes, bird, flowers and 
things in the hedgerows.

Norman and Henry Bones were the boy detectives who solved all sorts of crimes and Jennings at 
School told of the adventures of a rather naughty, accident-prone middle-class boy at boarding 
school with his friend Venables.

The Bell Family was the story of the doings of the family of an impecunious clergyman who had a 
daughter with delusions of grandeur and it was very amusing.

The Goons

We listened to almost everything. The Goon Show, Hancock's Half 
Hour, Take It From Here, Round the Horne, Life With the Lyons, 
Educating Archie, - a crazy idea on radio as Archie Andrews was a 
ventriloquist’s dummy and even as a child I realised that Peter 
Brough could well be a dreadful ventriloquist for all we knew but 
how were the listeners to know if his lips moved? They did find out 
eventually as, with the introduction of television Peter Brough 
decided to go on the variety circuit where he had a very brief 
career, mainly because even in the back row of the stalls the 
audience could see his lips going ten to the dozen! 
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A Life Of Bliss, The Navy Lark, Movie-Go-Round, Carrol Levis’s Discoveries, Down Your Way, 
Take It From Here, were all regular listening.

Journey into Space was Monday night at 7:30 and, with our friends Doreen and Les Shirley and 
their son Bill who was my playmate we would settle down with a box of Huntley and Palmers 
biscuits and, lights turned out we would frighten ourselves to death for thirty minutes. 

Dick Barton in rehearsal

Dick Barton - Special Agent was 
a Saturday morning treat and your 
John and I can still do the 
signature tune, which goes:

   “ Um-diddle-um-diddle-um
      Diddle-um diddle um
      Dum-dum-dum-dum-dum-
dum-dum, 
      Dum-dum-dum-dum-dum-
dum-dum-dum- 
      Duuuuuuurrrrrm”.

On Friday night Twenty 
Questions with Freddy 
Grizewood as question master 
was a great favourite with my 
parents. I had to be quiet while 
they listened and, at the time I 
was bored stiff as all children are 
by politics. 

I remember being told that one day I would listen with interest but at the time couldn’t believe this 
would ever happen. 

At nine o’clock came Friday Night is Music Night (or as Margaret and Nor would have it Friday 
Night is Dustbin Night)

Workers' Playtime, Ray's A Life, Much Binding in the Marsh, Meet the Huggetts, The Billy Cotton 
Band Show, Children's Favourites –they always played The Teddy Bear’s Picnic and I always 
brought my Teddy Panda downstairs to listen to ‘his tune’- Two Way Family Favourites, all on the 
BBC Light Programme and BBC Home Service. I remember as if it were yesterday.

Mrs Dale's Diary was, I suppose the first radio ‘soap’ and many people felt as though they knew the 
characters personally. Bob Dale, ran the garage, his mum, Mrs Dale was married to Doctor Dale, a 
G.P. and her mantra was “I’m so worried about Jim…” Monument the gardener was a grumpy old 
sod if ever there was one and Sally, Mrs Dale’s sister was always having matrimonial problems. I 
think it was hinted that her husband, Richard, might have been gay- something never mentioned in 
those days when it was still illegal to be homosexual.
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Another serial we didn’t like to miss was Paul Temple, an upper crust amateur 
detective who, with his wife Steve solved all sorts of mysteries. Marjorie Westbury 
who had the voice of a willowy, sexy siren played Steve; she was, in reality a 
dumpy, plain little woman but could make you believe in anything. Every week 
there were dead bodies galore and the thirty minutes always ended with yet another 
cliffhanger.

Marjorie Westbury

Monday night was Top of the Form, an inter-schools general knowledge quiz with participating 
schools from all over Great Britain who had names like The Dumfries Academy for girls and 
Kirkintilloch High School. At the conclusion of the contest each team captain had to call on his or 
her school for “three cheers for …” whoever the opponents might be. You could always tell the 
posh schools as, instead of Hip, Hip Hooray they always chanted Pip, Rah, Pip Rah, Pip Rah! 
Having done interminable Progress papers in General Knowledge for the Eleven Plus exam I was 
always pleased when I could answer the questions.

The first experience we had of television was watching the coronation in 
1953. We didn’t have our own television until I was about sixteen but our 
neighbours, in common with many other people in post-war Britain, 
bought a set for the coronation. 

The Coronation

These early TV’s had huge wooden cabinets and tiny screens measuring either ten or twelve inches 
(this was measured diagonally so the picture was small to say the least) Many owners would invest 
in a magnifying screen that was placed in front of the T.V. to enlarge the black and white image and 
every time a car or motorbike passed in the street it gave rise to dreadful on-vision and sound 
interference. These early sets were temperamental in the extreme and if the tube blew cost a fortune 
to repair. Nevertheless, when the great day came we all trouped across the road to our neighbour, 
Harry Oxley and crammed into his small front room. The day was rainy and I recollect very little of 
the actual coronation apart from Queen Salote of Tonga, a huge lady who defied the rain and 
insisted on driving to Westminster Abbey with her coach hood down so that she could beam and 
wave at the crowds lining the route. I think she almost outstripped the Queen as star of the show.

What I most remember is how crammed we all were in that small room and how Harry’s youngest 
grandson, Graham Fleming, bawled and crawled his way round the room. His mother Annie was a 
slattern and neither she, nor her son Georgie or his baby brother was ever very clean or ‘nice to be 
near’. The baby was covered in dirty, sticky fluff, remains of past meals and god knows what else 
and he wore the most noisome nappy. The whole over-warm room reeked of wet baby and the great 
unwashed and it would seem that even as a child I had an over-developed sense of smell as that’s 
what I most remember of coronation day!

Later we went to the Lounge cinema in Headingley to see the full-colour film that had been made of 
the day.

Traditionally Friday night was bath night (or Amami night as the adverts for the only available hair 
setting lotion was called) We had no running hot water so bath water had to be heated on the gas 
cooker in pans and a large and ancient pressure cooker that looked like a giant hand grenade. Dad 

A Casket of Lives

Page 75



hauled the tin bath-kept during the week in the cellar- upstairs before he was banished to Toc H 
whilst Mum and I did our weekly ablutions. To fill the bath Mum carried the boiling water from the 
scullery to the bath, which was placed in front of the coal fire. I was made to stand in the furthest 
corner so that, in the event of spillage I would not be scalded by the boiling water.
 Vaseline shampoo came as a powder in a paper sachet. This had to be mixed in half a cup of water 
before use. Drene was the first liquid shampoo I can remember. A clear amber fluid it came, tightly 
packed in a cushion shaped clear plastic sachet. If you weren’t careful when opening the sachet the 
contents spurted out and it was back to the Knight’s Castile soap bar for hair washing.
Gibb’s dentifrice toothpaste came in a circular tin and was a hard cake of pink toothpaste on which 
the dampened toothbrush was rubbed. The advertising 
slogan to get us to clean our teeth was to exhort us not 
to let Giant Decay ruin our teeth.  

Before I went to school my Aunt Margaret, Ronald’s 
wife, looked after me when Mum was at work. As a 
regular church goer and my godmother she took her 
duties seriously and I was taught the Creed, the Lord’s 
Prayer and all the other bits of the Church of England 
liturgy. As a result I can still hold my own in an 
Anglican service although I haven’t attended church –
unless forced by circumstances- since I was young.

Aged four I went to St.Stephen’s C of E School on 
Morris Lane. There was no induction day or even pre-
enrolment visit, you were shoved through the door on 
your first day and that was that. Mothers never came 
into the building unless invited. 

St Stephen’s Church, Kirkstall.

The school day ran from 9:00a.m to 4:00p.m 
and, for a child who had never been away 
from her family before it was a waking 
nightmare. I was convinced I had been 
abandoned and wept, inconsolably all day. 
Mrs Craven, my teacher, must have had the 
patience of Job as never once did she show 
impatience at this howling brat but instead 
carried me round all day on her shoulder, 
cuddling me and attempting to calm me 
down. I assume I resigned myself to my fate 
as I don’t remember crying on the following 
day –or maybe I was wise enough to know 
that I’d probably exhausted that particular 
well of kindliness?

Picture of Gilly, age 4.
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Each morning began with assembly and I remember being bemused by the mice. These mice 
figured in our prayer.

  Gentle Jesus meek and mild,
  Look upon the little child
  Pity mice in Plicity
  Suffer me to come to thee.

It was years later I saw it written down and realised it was ‘pity my simplicity’!

Then there was the Easter hymn,

There is a Green Hill far away
   Without a city wall.

What did a hill need a wall for I wondered? Heaven knows when I found out that this ‘without’ 
meant outside. 

Later, knowing- this time -full well what we were dong we sang along merrily to the chorus of I 
will make you fishers of men except our version was ‘I will make you vicious old men’ This was 
when, as a teenager I joined the Zion Methodist church not because of any religious leaning but 
because the social life was better and I like the people more than the prissy lot who went to the 
Church of England.

Morning Has Broken and Glad that I live am I were hymns I remember along with Let us with a 
Gladsome Mind but my all-time favourite when a schoolgirl was Hills of the North Rejoice and I’ve 
since learned that John and I enjoyed the same favourite hymn from childhood.

The Lord’s Prayer was an amazing piece of doggerel, one was never taught it, it was just picked up 
and muttered along with, no explanation of the meaning and we never thought to question. 
I once dared ask the vicar what something meant when we were being drilled – a twice weekly 
grilling- in the catechism to be told smartly that I didn’t need to understand it, just to learn it. That 
was the day I fell out with the vicar, Mr Luard, a Cambridge graduate, totally unfitted to a working 
class parish and with the Anglican Church. I was eight and haven’t seen fit to revise my opinion 
since then.
 
Each day there was a small bottle of milk, a third of a pint issued to each child as rationing was still 
very much in force and this insured that we all got a supply of calcium. Mine usually went straight 
down the pan, as I’ve never been able to drink straight milk without throwing up. No one asked if 
you wanted milk or not, you were given it and got on with it. It was wonderful to be eleven, go to 
Grammar School and have the choice. I never had to drink milk again, bliss!

The milk was delivered to the school in heavy metal crates and these stood outside in the 
playground until just before playtime when they were brought inside for us to drink. In winter the 
milk was often frozen solid and had to be put on the pipes that ran round the classroom to thaw out, 
in summer it was usually sour due to standing in the sun for four or five hours before being brought 
in but regardless of how it tasted we had to drink it –all of it. What a nightmare!
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Each bottle had a cardboard top with a circular depression that had to be pushed in to get the straw 
into the bottle. These tops were saved, washed (not terribly thoroughly) and later used to make 
pompoms in needlework. This practice and the frequently spilled milk contributed to the pall of 
sour milk that hung over every primary school classroom in the country. 

Added to this was the smell of cod liver oil, another post-war benefit (?), spooned down us on a 
regular basis. It smells vile and tastes worse; it did then and it does still but at least now it comes 
sealed in capsules. 

Less regular but much more pleasant was the National Health orange juice that appeared as a rare 
treat. This orange juice was also available to pregnant and nursing mothers and was available until 
1970 when, just as I was about to enjoy the benefits and drink myself into an orange juice induced 
stupor it was withdrawn as having too much sugar in it. Just my luck!

As an infant I had my first (and probably only) taste of fame when I was cast as the fairy 
Godmother in our class production of Cinderella. Dressed in someone’s blackout curtain I delivered 
my lines and was mortified to hear my grand thespian moment greeted by gales of laughter. Was it 
what I said? Was it my appearance? I have no idea and much later when I asked my family no one 
could even remember my moment of glory. Such is the fickleness of the Plebeian audiences and 
their lack of appreciation of true genius!

I think I was able to read by the time I started school; I certainly have no recollection of learning. 
Our house always had a bookcase and in spite of post-war paper shortages I always had my own 
books. ’Dilly Duckling’ must have been one of my first books as it was a rag book and I vaguely 
remember it. A particular favourite was an early Ladybird ‘Cinderella’. Each double page spread 
had a picture on one side and text on the other. I knew this story inside out and woe betide anyone 
who tried to skip even a word and get me to bed a few minutes early!
          
Dilly Duckling and Cinderella

I don’t remember a time when the public library in Headingley wasn’t an important part of the 
week. I must have been taken there from being a tot and I still recall looking forward to these visits 
to smell the polish they used on the parquet floors.  Sometimes this polish caught between the 
parquet blocks, it was light orange and had a very distinctive smell; I’ve never encountered it since 
and often wonder what it was…

Children were not allowed a readers ticket until aged seven. This ticket was a dark blue card, 
envelope shaped into which the book card was inserted. Adults had buff tickets for non-fiction and 
orange for fiction and although too young for my own ticket I was always allowed to choose a book 
to borrow on a parent’s ticket. 

A great favourite was the Mary Plain stories. Mary was a little bear who wrote letters in pictograms 
and I always shared books with Mum and Dad. 

On one occasion Dad had a book –something about ships I think- and I was given a penny when I 
demonstrated I was able to read a ‘grown up’ book.
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Although I was not yet seven Mrs. Pedley the librarian took pity on me and allowed me to have a 
library ticket of my own. I was so proud and loved to go alone into the children’s library while 
Mum and Dad chose their books. 

This children’s library was an exact replica of the adult lending section but scaled down so that we 
could reach the shelves and, if we wished take our books to the small dark oak circular tables to sit 
and read. I’m sure this encouragement to read helped me progress at school, and it must also have 
been a blessing to any teacher of such large classes when at least some of the pupils were able to 
read alone and unaided. 

To get round the problem of regularly hearing readers we were split into reading groups and each 
group had a leader who heard each child read in turn. As a good reader I was always a group leader. 
The material was scintillating (Not!)- Beacon Readers 1 –6, the covers with a design of flaming 
torches, usually brown on cream. Perhaps I am over-critical, as I have to admit the Beacon series 
were a vast improvement on the appalling and middle class Janet and John readers that came later!

But, I digress. Back to school.

Miss Gidelow sought to instil the rudiments of learning into us in class 2 and I loathed and feared 
her. She was young, feisty, had a very short fuse and the temper of a fiend. She was also mustard 
with a twelve-inch ruler across the knuckles and was a great hair puller. Were we not glad when she 
left to go to Teacher Training College –it seems she had come into teaching with no qualifications, 
as did many women during or just after the war when there was a shortage of teaching staff.

Miss Webster was another firebrand. Newly qualified she had taken games and sports as her main 
subject and we spent a great deal of time in the school hall, jumping over (or not in my case) the 
vaulting horse. We were taught to do something called ‘long fly’ but with my short legs and arms it 
was totally beyond me to clear the horse and I always got stuck half way. Miss Webster had 
obviously done an advanced course in Ritual Humiliation and I took the full brunt of her sarcasm. 
How I loathed that young woman with her blond curls, red lipstick trim figure and divided skirt!

At midday those of us who had school dinners walked in a crocodile down Church Street to the 
nearby Zion Methodist schoolrooms for our school dinner, as there were no kitchens or suitable 
dining area at school. I remember one day seeing our dog Cracker crossing the road. He had failed 
to come home that morning before we all left for work and school after one of his courting forays so 
had been left out. I was convinced he’d be run over and was quite distressed but there was nothing I 
could do about it.

For lunch we sat, six to a form on wooden forms each side of a long table. Before dinner was served 
we had grace. It was Monday and Miss Webster was on dinner duty. Blowing her whistle for silence 
(I’d have loved to have shoved that whistle down her rotten throat!) she ordered us all to put our 
hands together for grace

O Lord, bless this food to our use,
And us to your service;
Make us grateful for all your mercies,
And mindful of the needs of others.
Amen
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According to this harridan someone had spoken during grace and she decided it was me. I was 
boringly well behaved at school, not because I was good but because I knew that if I was not I 
would undoubtedly be found out and, that if my parents heard of any transgression I would be in 
trouble for a second time at home too. 

However, one did not answer back or attempt to defend oneself and, after punching me repeatedly 
in the back with her balled-up fist I was made to stand on the form throughout the meal whilst 
everyone else ate dinner. I was told that after lunch I had to report to her classroom.

At this time I had a latchkey so that I could go home after lunch to let out our dog. So, home I went 
and, after exercising the dog I went round to Vicarage Place to our friend Doreen Shirley and told 
her I felt unwell. Doreen put me to bed on her sofa but when Mum came home she soon realised 
that there was nothing physically wrong. 

Eventually the whole story came out and, to add insult to injury the story on Children’s Hour that 
evening was a homily about being brave and not shirking responsibility. Both Mum and Dad gave 
me a first class grilling but they must have believed me when I said I had done nothing wrong and 
also realised that I was terrified of this appalling teacher. 

Dad at this time was on the PTA and was friendly with Mr. Hardy our headmaster. Dad obviously 
had a word with Mr Hardy because nothing more was ever said about the matter and Margaret 
Webster left me alone after that. 

She left eventually to get married and I remember my cousin Sharon dragging a reluctant me along 
to St Chad’s church in Headingley to see the wedding. I only hope that if this female ever had 
children they never encountered a sadist like their mother when they were sent to school.

Miss Hunter, my Junior 1 (Year 3 now) teacher was the archetypal spinster. A big boned woman she 
wore her hair, parted in the centre and had ‘earphone’ plaits over her ears. Invariably dressed in a 
thick ginger- brown tweed skirt and Elastoplast pink blouse topped with a hand-knitted cardigan she 
was the epitome of the ‘plain Jane’ schoolmistress. And boy, was she strict! 

Her pet hate was the child who tipped a chair back on two legs; they really got it in the neck. Miss 
Hunter constantly tipped her chair in this way and we all longed for the day when her prophesies of 
doom would be fulfilled. And one glorious day it came to pass; she tipped the chair back on two 
legs and over it went affording us all a wonderful view of her pink interlock Celanese bloomers that 
went right down to her knees! Was she mad!

Every Monday afternoon we had sewing with Miss Hunter and I remember taking decades (well, it 
felt like it) to knit a shoulder bag. The strap was in royal blue wool and was made by casting on six 
stitches then knitting for ever until the strip produced was long enough for a shoulder strap.

I became so cheesed off with this tedious task that, under cover of the desktop, every few rows I 
gave that piece of knitting an almighty tug. And who, you might ask ended up with a strap that 
resembled an anaconda in full flight? Well, I was bored silly with it! Next I was given a ball of 
washed-out pale blue knitting cotton and with this I cast on twenty four stitches which I proceeded 
to knit until it made a rectangle, big enough to be sewn down the sides, folded over at the top to 
make a flap and have two press studs sewn on as fasteners. You guessed; the bag suffered the same 
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fate as the strap but at least it was finished and I 
was able to progress onto a Binka (oh bliss, I was 
allowed to choose pink!) cross-stitch handkerchief 
case, which I gave my Mum for Christmas. I 
genuinely enjoyed counting the squares and doing 
patterns in cross-stitch with pretty coloured Anchor 
embroidery thread.

After that came the yellow cotton pyjama case, 
embroidered with my initials flamboyantly 
encircled in green and purple chain stitch, never 
used of course, who in heaven’s name in the 
working classes ever used a case to put their 
nightclothes in?

Mr Perry attempted to teach us in Junior 2 but he 
was much more interested in demonstrating his 
imagined talents as an artist and spent hours 
drawing on the blackboard rather than teaching us 
anything. Not impressed by my lack of ability in 
the field of things mathematical this was the man 
who hauled me out in front of the class to inform 
them, holding up a strand of my auburn hair that;

“We can all see what’s happened to Gillian’s brain 
can’t we? She’s been standing out in the rain until 
it’s gone rusty!”

Picture of Gilly, age 8.

Ha Bloody Ha, I thought and loathed the fact that I’d been blessed with red hair for many years 
after. I was in my twenties before I grew to accept that it was an asset.

Mr Sinclair, Junior 3 was a terrifying youth who played rugby for Hunslet. Built to be a prop 
forward he had a cauliflower ear and various battle scars that bore witness to his prowess on the 
field.

Frank and John Kennedy were identical twins, identical in their naughtiness as well as their looks 
and were frequent recipients of Mr Sinclair’s favoured punishment, the slipper, not least because 
they couldn’t resist dibbling Ruby Westerman’s ringlets in their inkwell. Ruby’s ringlets were her 
mother’s pride and joy but it was a cruel twist of fate that sat her directly in front of the Kennedy 
twins.

Sinclair’s slipper was an old tennis plimsoll, about size 12 and with this he would administer the 
punishment by first telling the recipient to bend over and touch his toes. He (Mr Sinclair) then 
walked to the far end of the room, took a deep breath and ran, gathering momentum (the room was 
about 40 feet long) eventually landing a blow of considerable velocity on the buttocks of the 
miscreant. How the dust did fly! It must have stung like blazes and fortunately only the boys ever 
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received this form of punishment. Perhaps we girls were too afraid to do wrong, as I have no 
memory of any punishment meted out to the females of Junior 3.

Junior 4 was all about ‘The Scholarship’ as the Eleven Plus was known.

Some children were promised all manner of incentives to make them work and pass the exam for 
the grammar school. Bikes, watches, pianos… I was simply told to do my best. 

At school I had to share a desk and sit next to Pamela Gaunt, a scratcher and pincher whom I 
heartily detested. In later life I came to realise that she was probably quite a disturbed child as her 
mother’s sister lived with the family and she, the Aunt, suffered from Down’s Syndrome which at 
that time was known as ‘being a Mongol’. This carried a certain stigma as any form of mental 
illness or handicap was swept under the carpet, being seen as something shameful.

Miss Dorothy Stimpson was our teacher in Junior 4. Another spinster lady of fierce Irish 
temperament she lived in Park Mount with her widowed sister- in-law and nephew. This nephew 
who was a year older than me rejoiced in the name of Everest. And Inspector Morse was 
embarrassed about his Christian name! I assume Miss Stimpson’s brother must have been killed in 
the war. We also had a girl in our class called Barbara Crewdson who had never known her father as 
he too had been killed whilst her mother was pregnant. This always seemed unbearably sad to me 
who had a Dad of my own and periodically I was terrified by nightmares of losing him.

Although extremely strict Miss Stimpson was fair and was a wonderful teacher of the old-fashioned 
type. She read to us at the end of each day from her favourite books, Treasure Island, The Swiss 
Family Robinson, Coral Island, Rebecca of Sunny Brook Farm and many more. She drilled us in 
our tables, took us through endless comprehension passages and tried –in vain in my case- to get us 
to understand mechanical and mental arithmetic.

Silver–haired when I knew her, she wore her hair in a bun at the nape of her neck. She was always 
pin neat in her tweed skirts and white cotton blouses, secured at the neck with a silver brooch. 
Looking back I can still see her face very clearly in my mind’s-eye and realise with hindsight that 
she was, even when approaching retirement, a handsome woman. I wonder if she lost some young 
man in the Great War and, like so many other women of her generation lost out in the chances of 
having a husband and family? I had a great affection for her and remember bumping into her when, 
on one occasion I was home from Manchester. Asking how I was getting on she nodded her head, 
pleased at my progress and, as we parted wished me well, telling me that if I got married and left 
teaching before I’d done at least three years she’d never forgive me. 

Well Dorothy Stimpson, I did six years before having my family and eventually went back and did 
my bit afterwards so, where ever you are I hope you know it and approve. 

Once a year the fair came to Kirkstall and ‘The Feast’ as we called it was held on the waste ground 
by the Star and Garter hotel. Each year Charles and his sister Ruby whose family travelled with the 
fair, came into school for the duration of the feast as their family obviously valued education.
Charles was shy and retiring, a little older than us he had a lovely open, freckled face, snub nose 
and a shock of black curls. 
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Ruby had long, long hair, braided in two long plaits that were looped up and tied with exotic satin 
ribbons. These ribbons were always shiny red; blue, yellow or orange and I loved them. She also 
wore gold earrings. How glamorous was that in the 1950’s!
Presumably schooling was not regular for these two as they were not up to speed in reading and 
writing but when it came to Nature Study Miss Stimpson always deferred to Charles who knew 
everything there was to know about natural history and who could mimic the call of any bird you 
cared to name. I longed for the time of year he and Ruby would arrive, dreading that they might not 
come and was entranced and fell in love with this ‘big boy’ who always treated us all so gently. I 
wonder where he is now…?

The day of the Eleven Plus came and our class of forty eight –yes, Miss Stimpson 
had to get the rudiments of learning into almost fifty children- sat down to tackle 
the English, Maths (mechanical), Maths (mental) and General Knowledge papers. 
In the evenings we did Progress papers for practice and poor Les Shirley, our 
friend and neighbour tried to help me with maths. To no avail, I was destined from 
an early age to be a non-starter but fortunately my general knowledge and English 
were strong enough to get me through.
 

Progress papers

Then came the weeks of waiting for the results. For most of my time in the Juniors I had been top 
girl in the class but I never managed to come top in class as Alan Conroy (a nasty, conceited little 
swat with specs) always pipped me by a couple of marks.

He and I both got scholarships and so too did Wendy Caton, Carol Wilkins, David Jeffers, Moira 
Wood, Celia Simpson and the dread Pamela Gaunt. This almost spoiled the sense of achievement 
for me as I had prayed to get away from her only to hear that she planned to follow me to 
Lawnswood. Mercifully we were streamed alphabetically and Pamela went into 1A with Wendy 
Caton whilst I went into 1B.

After the results there was a lot of carping from the Marker twins, Pauline and Mavis who, having 
been promised bikes had not received them having not passed the exam. Having been born in 
London they always regarded themselves as ‘better’ than the rest of us. These twins formed a gang 
against those of us who had passed to go to grammar school and were quite spiteful but who 
wouldn’t be if their promised new bike had failed to materialise?

My parents were very pleased and I was taken to Harrogate one Saturday and bought a grey Timex 
watch, a pleasant surprise as I’d not been promised anything so couldn’t be disappointed as so many 
of my classmates were.

Mr Hardy our headmaster was a remarkable man. Completely on his own initiative he obtained a 
number of wooden hostess trolleys and boarded in the sides with hardboard. These he turned into 
reel-to-reel tape recorders, which could be wheeled from classroom to classroom. Each room had a 
loudspeaker, also made by Mr Hardy; this was a large square of plywood with a speaker in the 
centre and was mounted on the classroom wall. We were thus enabled to listen to the BBC Schools 
Broadcasts and I adored How Things Began, a history programme where two children travelled 
back in time to experience various episodes in pre-history. 
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Music and Movement was always done in the school hall and I remember vividly the day when, 
prancing around under the eagle eye of Miss Hunter- she never joined in as I remember having to 
do when I taught – we obeyed the instructions of the presenters. Consequently I’ll never forget the 
look on the face of the Arnold’s Educational Suppliers delivery man when he caught me as a young 
teacher, being a butterfly!

 Back in 1952 the radio suddenly fell silent. We all assumed something had broken down and were 
told to sit on the floor and cross our legs until it was sorted out. Then a sepulchral voice came 
through the loudspeaker to inform us that the king, George VI, was dead. To our mortification Miss 
Hunter broke down and wept. Such was the spirit of national identity and the affection for the 
monarch in those days; I can’t imagine there would be the same reaction today.

Although we had music at home from the radio and Mum playing the piano it is to Mr Hardy that I 
owe the great debt of hearing the first piece of music that made a lasting impression on me. He had 
brought the tape recorder in to our classroom one day and I rushed home to tell my parents that I’d 
heard a wonderful piece of music at school called “Fingal’s Cave”. 

Years later I met this lovely man again when, as a young teacher I took my class to Roundhay Park 
to take part in the maypole dancing display in the arena on Children’s Day and it was very touching 
to see his very real pleasure when he was told I had become a member of the teaching profession. 
Just before this particular Children’s Day I had attended, with my headmistress at Bewerley Street 
Infants, a course at Ireland Wood School. Across the room I saw a face I recognised form 
childhood. Asking my head, Evelyn Sarvent, if she knew this woman she replied that she 
remembered her from her own school days at Lawnswood but only knew her maiden name, 
Margaret Pike. We went to speak to Margaret who was indeed my Mrs Illingworth who had taught 
me as an infant. My childhood memory was of an immensely tall and aged woman who left when I 
was still in the infants. Talking to her I learned that she had in fact left to have her first baby and 
was, at that time in her early twenties. She was also a diminutive 5ft tall! Taking one look at me she 
joked that I made her feel very old and had shattered all her illusions about herself!

I realise that this is another digression but I have said nothing about holidays. That’s because we 
couldn’t usually afford to take them but I loved going to Uncle Ernest and Auntie Cath at Langdale 
End, a hamlet ten miles inland from Scarborough where I could roam freely down to the river or 
fetch the milk from Mr Dennis at the farm.

An enduring memory is of walking ten miles through the forest when I was about four and being 
immensely proud of the distance I had covered. For the last part of the walk I was shouldered by 
Dad and can still feel my fingers in his curly red hair as we bounced along. The smell of pine resin 
in a plantation immediately carries me back to this event. We had also seen grouse on this walk and 
I was taught their cry resembled someone calling “go back, go back” and evidently that night, in my 
dreams I was heard to repeatedly mutter the grouse cry of “go back, go back”.

John and I went back to Langdale End a few years ago –not always a wise thing to do- and it was 
wonderful as so little had changed. ‘Darncombe’, the name of the Forestry Commission houses in 
which my aunt and uncle lived are now all privately owned and The Manor House, originally a 
holiday home that once belonged to the Rowntree (of chocolate fame) family, where he lived with 
friends who ran it as a guest house after my aunt died is now an Egyptian Orthodox monastery. The 
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monks who were happy for us to walk round the grounds made us most welcome and, before we 
left they gave us a blessing and said we shouldn’t wait another fifty years before returning!

One year we went to Whitby. This must 
have been the year my uncle Jack, Aunt 
Doris’s first husband committed 
suicide. A lovely man, he had evidently 
always been a gambler and had –
unfortunately and unwisely- been put 
in charge of either the Holiday fund or 
the Christmas fund at work. Having got 
into a financial mess through gambling 
he borrowed from this money and of 
course things went from bad to worse. 
Unable to see a way out he put his head 
in the gas oven and was found by his 
children when they returned from 
school. 

I was about eight at the time and the 
details were, of course kept from me 
but I was sad, as Jack was a lovely man 
and a loveable uncle who was always 
kind to me. 

To help out my father and mother did 
what they could for Doris and that 
meant taking my cousin Joan to 
Whitby. Two years older she always 
dominated me and I never liked her. 

At Darncombe. Unknown woman, mother of Clare,
Ernest & Cath’s god daughter. 

To this day I prefer to keep my distance, as we have nothing, apart from a set of grandparents who 
neither of us knew, in common. However, she was with us for the week and it never stopped 
raining! All week there was a sea fret and all we heard was the mournful wail of foghorns. We 
might as well have been in deepest Leeds for all we could see and, to add insult to injury Dad had 
been welding at work and, not wearing goggles as he should have been, had got a splinter of metal 
in his eye. He spent all week making daily visits to the local hospital and was told he must wear 
sunglasses to protect his eyes. That led to us having to put up with remarks from passers by who 
thought he must be some sort of optimist, walking around a rainy Whitby in shades!

Our landlady, recommended by Bernard Barret (curse him!), a workmate of Dad’s was a sour-faced 
harridan who forbade us from jumping down the last two stairs as we came down for breakfast on 
the basis that she didn’t want the responsibility if we broke our legs. She was a misery and no 
mistake!
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To add insult to injury we discovered on our return to Leeds that there they had suffered a heat wave 
all week so all our strawberries had cropped and been consumed by our friends Doreen, Les and 
Bill Shirley. Who ever said this life should be fair?

We didn’t fare much better when we spent a fortnight in the Isle of Man. It rained a lot on that 
occasion too and we seemed to spend almost every day at the Villa Marina watching endless and 
cringe-making talent shows. This was another holiday accompanied by the dulcet strains of the 
foghorn. We should really have known at the start how things would shape up as, on the way for the 
bus to take us into Leeds to catch the train for Liverpool docks, half way down Station parade the 
handle came off the suitcase.

When we reached Liverpool the queues for the Isle of Man ferry were enormous, stretching as far as 
the eye could see. For some reason at least two ferries hadn’t run so four boat -loads of passengers 
were herded, like cattle onto one boat. Naturally with my predilection to be travelsick it wasn’t long 
before I started to feel queasy and Dad had to accompany me to the deck where the majority of the 
passengers were giving their all to the fishes. The rain rained, the gales blew and poor old Dad had 
to stay with me whilst I retched and wished to die. Meanwhile Mum, another poor traveller was 
sitting very still in the salon hopefully staving off the seasickness that periodically engulfed her. 

Amazingly I failed to actually be sick on the trip out but on the return journey having had a good 
breakfast I gave my all within half an hour of embarking and felt much better! Lesson one; never 
sail on an empty stomach. 

Obviously heredity has little to do with it as one great grandfather and a paternal grandfather both 
spent considerable lengths of time on the high seas; mind you I have no knowledge of how they 
each coped and as Nelson was acutely seasick all his life I may be doing myself a disservice…

Granny & Grandpa in party hats with pierrot.
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I was eleven when my beloved Grandpa died very suddenly. Ernest, who had been widowed by this 
time, had come over form Scarborough on a visit so fortunately Granny was not alone and 
Grandpa,who had already had one stroke, had a second one and died as a result. 

I was asleep when Ernest arrived by taxi late that night. There was no night bus service on Leeds 
City Transport and it was also a Good Friday so I assume there was a limited bus service.
Mum went back to Seacroft with Ernest and Dad broke the news to me when I woke on the 
Saturday morning. I was left alone in the afternoon as Dad had to go to work and I remember 
weeping and thinking my heart would break. I was asked if I wanted to go to the funeral but advised 
not to by my wise parents who thought it would be too harrowing for a child of eleven. Instead I 
spent the day with Dad’s friend Jack Riches and his family at Moortown. 

There are some people who are truly irreplaceable. Grandpa was one of those and I still remember 
his words of wisdom; “Always smile my little sweetheart, it’s a hard man who can resist a smile” 
and “Never be childish, but always strive to be child-like.” Wise advice from a truly wonderful 
man.

My mother loved both her parents but she really loved her Pa and in personality and temperament it 
is Grandpa she took after.

After his death I found visiting Granny increasingly hard. She had no wish to live without him and 
one night, as she said her prayers I heard her begging to be taken so she could once more be with 
him. To think she would leave us all and that we could not replace his love was a hard lesson for me 
as a child.

As her dementia took hold I found it hard to cope. The 
young do not have the experience or strategies to cope 
and to lose Grandpa so suddenly was one form of grief 
but to watch Granny’s decline into senility was 
another. I wish now I had been more patient and 
understanding but this was my first experience of this 
cruel condition and, at that period in my life I had no 
experience to draw on. 

Back to school days.

Life at Lawnswood was very different; there was a 
uniform, homework and girls who came from 
professional families. At St Stephen’s we had all been 
from the immediate Kirkstall area and this was almost 
exclusively working class. 

Our headmistress, Melsie Holden was an Oxford 
graduate, one of the first women to obtain a degree 
from Lady Margaret Hall. I imagine she must have 
been in her fifties when I went to Lawnswood as she 
retired, as I was about to enter the Lower VIth.

Melsie Holden. 
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Melsie was an extremely handsome woman, straight as a ramrod with steel-blue eyes that missed 
nothing. She had a mind like a razor and I later learned that this woman who had read Classics at 
university never read anything but cheap thrillers for recreational purposes! 

She ruled us with a rod of iron and, as a girl she terrified me. Later, as an adult I realised that I 
respected and loved her; not least for her wicked sense of humour, her fairness and the way she 
flirted mercilessly with my husband, who loved it!

She taught Latin and was the only member of staff who insisted on everything being committed to 
memory. Every homework was a learning homework and every Latin lesson began with a test.
She never forgot a pupil’s name having come into each form at the beginning of the first year to 
learn who we all were. By the end of a forty-minute period she knew everyone and ever after knew 
immediately who you were if you went to her study or if she met you during the course of a school 
day. She remembered who I was almost twenty-five years later when John and I went unannounced 
to call on her in Austwick where she had moved when she retired

Always a ‘plodder’ I soon learned that if I didn’t keep my nose to the grindstone I fell behind and if 
this happened and my report was less than favourable I got hell at home.

Maths was a nightmare. Algebra and Geometry were a closed book from day one and, so bad was I 
and so terrified of anything to do with numbers that I couldn’t even get the statutory six marks for 
correctly heading my exam papers. On questioning why I had only been given 4% I learned from 
Miss Murdoch that I had been in such a state that I’d not even been able to spell my own Christian 
or surnames correctly!  In my school days I shed more tears over maths homework and exams than 
anything else before or since.

I had always enjoyed singing and was delighted when I was gained a place in the school choir, 
presided over by Agnes Clayton the music mistress. In the third form one could audition for the 
Special Choir and I was successful so, aged fourteen practiced at lunchtimes and after school for 
special events such as the BBC competition Let The People Sing that we recorded in Rochdale. We 
also recorded at the BBC in Leeds where later I recorded a number of Yorkshire folksongs for the  
‘Look North’ news programme along with Dad, Robbie and Carole and Dave Crosby. These went 
out shortly after Dad and I married and moved to London but Mum would ring to tell me when one 
had been on. The producer had a wild idea that I should be taken out into the Yorkshire Dales to be 
filmed, wandering around in costume and singing one of the songs, The Bonny Hawthorn. Although 
quite happy to sing off camera I put my foot down at the idea of appearing on screen!

The school choir also performed Britten’s War Requiem at Headingley Methodist Church –Agnes; 
quite late in life- eventually married the organist from this church, Jim Grizdale. 

On alternate years we performed a Gilbert and Sullivan opera. I longed to be one of General 
Stanley’s daughters in Pirates of Penzance and wear a crinoline but a dumpy 5ft 2inches of redhead 
was told she could either be Sergeant of Police (no thanks, that meant singing a solo) or she’d have 
to be a pirate. So, a pirate it was and great fun too but I still, at my advanced age, yearn to wear a 
crinoline…

On the non-G and S years we did a play and I eventually overcame my infant school inhibitions to 
achieve the dizzy heights and be cast as the landlord in She Stoops to Conquer.
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The high point of the year for me was always the Christmas Carol Service. It is a source of great 
regret to me that the video camera had yet to be invented as I only ever saw this as a participant, 
never as part of the congregation.

Carrying candle lanterns we in the Special Choir, divided into two groups, progressed from opposite 
ends of the school down the East and West wings, singing - unaccompanied- O Little Town of 
Bethlehem. We met at the hall doors and walked slowly from the back of the hall, through the 
congregation, down the central aisle to the front where we took our places on the platform. The 
music, from a distant line had grown to a crescendo as we neared the doors and Agnes picked up the 
tune on the piano and the congregation joined in the final verse. 

Mum later told me that it was one of the few times she saw Dad moved to tears by the combined 
spectacle and beauty of the singing.

At the end of the service of nine lessons and carols we had a recessional when we carried our 
lanterns out again to See Amid the Winter Snow, the singing gradually fading away as we wound 
our way back to our starting point. 

The evening included carols for all, solos and choral pieces from the choir along with the traditional 
Christmas readings. I think it must be my memories of these occasions that make me so loathe to 
miss the King’s College Nine Lessons and Carols each Christmas Eve. I really loved our school 
carol service.

Friends came and went. Heather Nalley was a bit of a rebel and I had to cover for her as she 
snogged Peter Groves from The Modern School next door outside our school gate. 

Affairs of the heart were clandestine, as we weren’t even supposed to look across the invisible 
dividing line that ran down the shared playing field. Miss Sissons, the biology mistress, when asked 
why we shouldn’t look across this line told us that if we did the boys would “do dreadful things to 
you girls!” Goading her we asked what manner of ‘dreadful things’ these might be and turning puce 
and spluttering with embarrassment she eventually spat out, “things like breaking your arm!” Now, 
the boys certainly did things with some of my friends but arm breaking never came into it as far as I 
was aware.

On one occasion Heather asked me to go to Woodhouse Feast with her as, if she said she was going 
with me she would be allowed out. In point of fact she was meeting Peter Groves there and I spent 
all night being a miserable ‘gooseberry’ eventually having insult added to injury when they went on 
the waltzers and he was violently and flamboyantly sick, spraying all over my school gabardine! 
The things one does for friendship. Of course she was found out and her father came to see my 
parents to get to the bottom of where we had been and with whom. At least I didn’t get into trouble, 
as I had been the – extremely bored and unwilling- stooge. But that’s friendship for you.

The qualifying exam to gain sixth form entrance was five ‘O’ levels and I managed seven so 
continued at school until I was eighteen.

Secondary school education ended at sixteen and a number of girls came into the lower sixth from 
local secondary schools to continue their education. One of these, Glynne Sykes became a lifelong 
friend until her premature and tragic death in 2005.
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Another, Norah Murray came from York when her 
parent’s marriage broke up and although I have tried 
over the years to trace her we lost touch when she 
married and moved to Cambridge. It was through 
her that I became involved in CND and met Stefan 
Zobel who I thought at the time was the great love 
of my life. Of course he wasn’t but he did break my 
heart when I was just eighteen, just a bit….

‘A’ levels were hard work and very pressured, as the 
school was high in the league tables for university 
entrance and exhibition scholarships. Consequently 
I still have a recurring nightmare of not having 
done any swotting only to learn in the dream that, 
at lunchtime, the exam is due to start at 1.30p.m. 
Still, after all these years I wake with a pounding 
heart, which must speak volumes about exam 
pressure.  

I took Art, English Literature Scripture and 
General Studies. 

Stefan Zobel.
Freda Harlow our art mistress, she of the cut-glass accent, was a true eccentric 
and had a running feud with our upper sixth form mistress, Miss Heap, head of domestic science 
The latter was petty enough to take her revenge on Freda’s art pupils and cancelled a whole 
morning’s lessons in order to go through the cloakrooms discovering who had been wicked enough 
to purchase a duffel coat that was not the regulation navy. She was hoping that one of the miscreants 
would be one of Freda’s art group. Most of the staff were great but there was an element of the 
dried-up spinster among some and it showed. 

Although eighteen and being told constantly that we were now young women we had to suffer 
being treated by some of these women, like small children and in those days one did not answer 
back. Frustration ruled…

I became a prefect and perfected the stentorian “Don’t Run Girl!” that we shrieked down the long 
corridors of the school. When school was empty we took great delight in running down these 
corridors and sliding on the parquet floors. Because we could!

We had a Prefect’s Room in a corner of the first floor and here we could brew coffee and listen to 
The Indian Love Lyrics on an ancient wind-up gramophone (we only had one record!) Long 
discussions ensued usually about the love lives of various prefects and in spite of bragging about 
what they got up to I have no recollection of anyone leaving because they had ‘got into trouble’. 
Either they were very lucky girls or there was an amount of vivid imagination and exaggeration.
Although empowered to give order marks and detentions I never did. The ritual humiliation for not 
wearing the dreadful school beret outside was to have to wear it all day in school. I couldn’t abide 
the thought that I might visit such a petty punishment on anyone so turned a blind eye. There were 
some highly original and creative ways of wearing the dread beret and I can’t help feeling that, in 
some cases, going hatless might have been preferable. 
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Looking back it is nothing short of miraculous 
that John Fletcher and I managed to sustain our 
long childhood friendship. We were not allowed 
to walk to school, travel on buses together or 
indeed even be seen talking to each other. He was 
a boy and I was a girl. End of story.

John was older than me and went on to Pembroke 
College, Cambridge and the strange double 
standards of our schools decreed that, after John 
had left and I was in the sixth form I was the one 
detailed in free study periods to catch Rustum, the 
Fletcher’s red setter when he appeared, looning 
around on the school playing field. Catching him 
to walk him back to Spen House, often using my 
school tie as a lead was not easy. 

Rustum was a beautiful dog of 
very little brain and what he 
had he lost one day when he 
ran headlong into a car bonnet.

John Fletcher.
I left school without a backward glance; since Melsie had retired
Miss Longworth ran a very different establishment and although others were in 
floods of tears I felt no regret, only a strange sense of release. 

Miss Longworth

I had my ‘A’ levels and had been awarded a place at Didsbury Teacher Training 
College in Manchester. I had originally planned on going to Exeter but changed my application 
when Dad was diagnosed with chronic heart disease. John Gibbons, our G.P. and son-in-law to old 
Dr. Brooks gave me an honest evaluation of Dad’s condition, telling me he, Dad, could last for 
some considerable time but on the other hand he could die without warning. I felt it unfair to be in 
Devon, so far from home if I might be needed. 

John went on to be Registrar on the first British heart transplant team and was a brilliant man, built 
like a prop forward he had a brilliant mind and a very big heart I’ve often wondered where he ended 
up and how his career progressed. 

That summer I worked in the Kardomah café in Briggate, part of the empire of Charles (later Lord) 
Forte. The work was gruelling, the pay less than £3 a week which meant that if the tips were bad 
there was no way one could have lived on the wages. I know that at least one of the waitresses 
worked as a prostitute to keep herself and her half-caste child. Such was life for those who couldn’t 
find a decent job.

The Kardomah was the meeting place for the Jewish community who came each day to do business 
over coffee. I was amazed at the amount of jewellery worn by the wives of these men until Mum 
explained it was nothing more than collateral against the husband going bankrupt. Most of them 
were either market traders or bookies and had palatial houses near Seacroft and again, these were a 
purely business investment.

A Casket of Lives

Page 91



On the day I left for Manchester Mum was not allowed even half an hour to come to the station to 
see me off so, I waited alone with my case on the station platform, feeling very small and 
vulnerable.

Mum and I had gone to Manchester a few weeks previously to meet my landlady, Mrs. Mc Nab and 
the girl who had been chosen to be my lodgings mate, Jennifer Swift and her mother. 
Jenn and I got on from the word go and still enjoy seeing each other when she and John, her 
husband visit Cumbria. 

Agnes McNab had to be one of the meanest women on God’s earth. She was a widow whose 
husband ‘dear Jim’ had died some years before. Jenn and I were regaled with stories of one Della 
Mrs. McNab’s previous lodger. Della it seemed was a paragon of virtue, a student at Manchester 
College of Music. If Mrs McNab was to be believed Della was almost too good for this world 
whereas we were left feeling that we were somewhat less than perfect…perhaps it was because we 
were unable to contain our mirth on learning that her son, David, a drippy streak of whitewash if 
ever there was one, rejoiced in the middle name of Hercules!

To say the meals were meagre would be to understate matters and, in the coldest winter since 1948 
this woman put coal on our fire by the teaspoonful. This was the only time in my life I suffered 
from chilblains. We actually sat IN the hearth in an attempt to keep warm!
She would put heaters in the bathroom to prevent the pipes freezing but no heating in our bedroom 
where we woke each morning to icicles hanging from the ceiling and windows so thickly frosted 
that we could hardly tell it was morning.

But, joy of joys, Thursday night was choir practice for this church-going tight-wad so, we waited 
until she was gone and then took it in turns to raid the fridge, one of us keeping watch by the front 
door whilst the other shaved bits off the cheese or the 1/- block of Wall’s ice cream. The 1/- (5p) ice 
cream brick as it was called was 4 inches square and this woman could make one last over a week 
shared between her and the two of us. How’s that for stingy?

The evening she decided to display to us the bandages that had wrapped ‘dear Jim’ in his final 
illness was the day we decided we had to find somewhere else to live!

Each weekend we both went home mainly to have a few good meals and bring back food, which we 
shared in bed at nights. Jenn had a boyfriend, John who was a policeman in St Helens who she 
married after we graduated, I just went home for comfort. I was dreadfully home-sick and loathed 
Manchester.

The day dawned when the new hall of residence was completed and we were vastly disappointed 
not to have been chosen to move in. Our friends Pam and Denise who shared lodgings nearby had 
been allocated rooms at Broomhurst and were not at all pleased as Pam had a boyfriend at the 
university and Denise a boyfriend in her hometown of Rochdale. 

Their landlady, unlike ours was extremely lenient about what time they came home –if they came 
back at all- and going into halls would have severely curtailed their respective social lives. 
Mrs McNab on the other hand played it by the book and, having been informed by the college 
authorities that we were to be in by 10:00p.m. ensured this happened. Consequently, when I went on 
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a college trip to Padgate to see a production of Hamlet (organised and sanctioned by my English 
tutor) I arrived back at 10:30p.m.to find myself locked out. We had never been allowed a door key. 
I had to knock on the door to be let in and there she stood, waiting for me in her curlers and 
dressing gown, arms folded demanding, “and what time do you call this young lady?”

I was livid and for once in my life dared to answer back, “I call it 10:30. What time do you call it?” 
Jim’s bandages and occasions such as this were enough reason for us to go to Miss Macleod, the 
deputy principal and ask if we might change places with Pam and Denise. She agreed and we 
moved into Broomhurst. 

It was such luxury to have one’s own study bedroom with its own hand basin, showers and 
bathroom down the corridor and a communal kitchen. Seven of us chummed up and most of the 
time seemed to be spent discussing peoples love lives, falling out, falling back in, the terrible fears 
of an unwanted pregnancy (some of them played Russian roulette on the birth control front) heart-
breaks and all the other aspects of a thoroughly girly existence.

The male students occupied the first two floors of the building and the lift was designed not to stop 
on their floors. On the day we all moved in it took precisely half an hour for the men to discover 
how to override this and get up to the other four floors to either visit a girlfriend or come to cadge 
coffee. So much for clever building design!

Having gone to an all girls Grammar School with all the aforementioned dire warnings about the 
male sex I was genuinely nervous about going into the Common Room and mixing and it took me 
until the second term to overcome my fears. By that time I had realised that the vast majority of the 
men were extremely wet or unbelievably chauvinistic. The high spot of the week for these little 
conceited peacocks was to go down to the studios of BBC Manchester, be among the audience of 
Top of the Pops and come back and watch themselves gyrating on the dance floor!

I studied Art as my main subject with textile design, something I found incredibly boring. I was 
never good at drawing so my designs were always somewhat lacking in flair and registering and 
printing twenty odd yards of material was a time-consuming and repetitive job. 

I had always longed to do ceramics but we were encouraged to do something we already had 
experience in and having no facilities for pottery at Lawnswood it was textiles or bust.
Our art tutor, Irene Halliday was a diminutive Scot. An extremely talented painter she must have 
found it terribly frustrating to watch the four of us daubing and was never able to resist creeping up 
behind, taking the brush and saying, “No, no Miss Mairrrrshall, not like that. Like this!” 

As a result at the end of three years every piece of work in the studio looked as if she herself had 
painted it and, in essence for the most part she had. Irene was conducting a raving affair with Dicky 
Pierce, the snowy-haired maths tutor. His wife was a friend of Jenn’s relatives back in St Helens and 
we got all the low down from her!

English and Divinity were my subsidiary subjects and these were examined half way through the 
course. If you failed Part 1 you were out. No right of appeal, no question and consequently a certain 
number of people just failed to reappear at the end of the second year Spring term.
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I had to earn my keep when at home in the summer 
vacation and Pam Craven and I always went Youth 
Hostelling before returning to college. 

It was on one of these holidays, when I was eighteen 
that I met James Ian Wain who dragged me up 
mountains, striding ahead and yelling, “Come on 
Chubby Stumps, keep up!”  

Chubby Stumps were short crayons, much beloved in 
Infant classrooms and Ian thought it a great joke to 
make mock of my short legs which he felt justified in 
doing at 6ft 3 and yet I love him still….

The most enjoyable part of College for me was the 
Teaching Practice element. I loved being in schools, 
some with classes of up to fifty-two children in 
deprived areas of the city.  Even when the contents of 
my handbag disappeared into a small girl’s knickers –
thinking her elastic had gone I enquired why she had 
such droopy drawers and discovered my lipstick, compact 
and various other belongings –there were some great 
teachers and lovely working-class families.

Finals came and then we had job interviews. I applied for Leeds Education and West Riding 
authorities as I wished to go home and try to repay some of the support my parents had given me. It 
had not been financially easy for them to see me through college and the least I could do was work 
and attempt to pay some of it back.

After the Leeds interview although he was not allowed formally to tell me I would be offered a job 
the interviewer advised me not to go to the trouble or expense of attending the West Riding 
interview and I knew I had been successful. What a nice man!
 
On my final teaching practice Miss Millichamp my education tutor, had called me in and told me 
that I was to be visited by an HMI. I was not over- anxious as we had been told the HMI’s visited a 
cross-section of potential fails, distinctions and average students. I knew I was unlikely to fail, as 
Queenie Millichamp had, throughout my three years, always been supportive. I prepared as 
thoroughly as I was able and all went well until the morning of the inspector’s visit when the school 
Head called me into her office. “Now, do your best and don’t muck it up,” she said, “You know 
you’re in for a Distinction.” I had no idea and immediately went into a flat panic!

During our third year we lodged, along with Marion Thompson, with Mrs. Boulter in Levenshulme. 
She couldn’t have been more different than Mrs. Mc nab, issuing us all with door keys as soon as 
we arrived and telling us that although she had been told we should be in by 10.0p.m. No one had 
ever been in by that time and it was unrealistic as we were now twenty years old. She’d always had 
male students and obviously three girls weren’t going to be half the trouble.
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Shortly after we moved in she said it was time we had a party and provided all the food and drink 
for our friends and, when Christmas came gave us a magnificent Christmas dinner and presents 
before we went home for the holidays. She was a Jewel! 

The three years came to an end and I returned to Leeds, working in a children’s residential home in 
Meanwood until the school term began in September.

Finals results were due out in August and when the due date arrived I waited for the post with bated 
breath… And no post came! The following day, a Thursday was a repeat of the first. Friday and 
Saturday followed the same pattern and I began to despair. 
No postal delivery on Sunday meant waiting for Monday morning and the post was late and I had to 
get to Meanwood to start work. 

That evening Dad arrived to collect me in the car, bearing in his hand the long-awaited manila 
envelope. “Open it,” he said. “I can’t, you do,” it I replied. He duly opened it and neither of us, in 
our anxiety could find my name. When we eventually found it I said, with some exasperation, 
“They must have got it wrong!”

“Why?” asked Dad? “Because it says I’ve got a double first,” I replied. 
There was much rejoicing at Number 1 Vicarage Terrace that evening! At last I felt I had, in some 
measure rewarded my parent’s investment in me and my chosen career.

Gilly (student) with Dad in Peggy’s garden

In September I started at Bewerley Street Infants in Hunslet, a slum area in South Leeds. On my 
first day I opened my desk to find two bottles of ink, one red, one black and a dip pen for 
completing the register. Alongside these I found a tin of Keating’s flea powder and learned rapidly 
that this was no joke. 
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The children had all manner of vermin; head lice, bed bugs, scabies, ringworm and the rest. It was 
unusual to see a well-dressed child, as almost all were ragged and dirty. 
Billy Whittles lost fingers in his father’s circular saw and came to school with the wound bound in a 
dirty, bloodstained rag. 

Lesley Boynton could hardly speak and only draw strings of small circles. His complexion was an 
unhealthy yellow-grey and his blond hair matted with dirt. He shat himself with a regularity that 
became tedious in the extreme His mother produced with the regularity of a rabbit on Viagra, 
sometimes managing to produce two children in a year, each one more retarded than the previous 
sibling. 

Raymond Robinson, a diminutive little scamp was found one day standing on his desk, trousers 
round his ankles, waving his willy around and expounding to the class that it was quite simple, 
“Girls have fannies and boys have willies.” No need for sex education then, I thought.
Tariq Hussain came, straight from Pakistan with no English whatsoever. Tiny, stocky and with 
enormous liquid brown eyes he learned to call me “Miss Mareshelle” and was frantic to learn.
The Council had started to clear the slums and by this time many families had been re-housed so my 
originally enormous class had shrunk to sixteen pupils. 

I was able to spend quality time with every child and even the Special Needs could read by the end 
of the year. Tariq proved to be a wizard at maths and I taught him to count by playing simple card 
games. He taught me to count using the joints of each finger and consequently I am able to count up  
to fourteen on the fingers of one hand rather than just five. I always think of him when I do this, 
Bless him. One lunchtime Tariq’s father arrived to ask how his son was progressing. He had come 
before starting his shift at the railway and was eager to know that his boy was absorbing all the 
benefits of “Your English Education Madam”, delighted when I told him how well Tariq’s learning 
was coming on. From then on we had wonderful sweets sent in on every Indian festival day, made 
by Tariq’s Mum.

Marcia on the other hand was something else. She was West Indian and in spite of the outward 
appearances of this being a happy and laid back ethnic group we all discovered that they are, in fact, 
a supremely well-balanced race having a chip on both shoulders! Her parents too were a nightmare.
Marcia had the temperament of a fully-fledged Harpy; she bit, she screamed, she wailed, she kicked 
and when all else failed she produced trails of snotty drool from eyes, nose and mouth to express 
her dissatisfaction with life. An unappealing child if ever there was one.

Malcolm Mear, the son of a bog-trotting Irishwoman and her restaurant (?) owner Indian ‘husband’ 
was another oddity. Mrs Mear, a cradle catholic had, in secret when her husband was absent, 
whipped each of the children round to the local priest to have them baptised into the faith. 
Consequently they had names to match. Malcolm was Mustapha Malcolm, his sister Moubani 
Maria and so forth. Mrs Mear was quite mad and one day came into school to accuse me of stealing 
Malcolm’s dinner money for the previous day. Even if I’d been light fingered I would have taken 
the whole class’ dinner money, not just one child’s and even then it wouldn’t have got me further 
than Wakefield! Attempting to reason with her I failed miserably and the following day received an 
‘anonymous’ letter in phonetic Irish, accusing me of being a ‘teef’. It went on to tell me that:
“ You what’s stole my Malcolm’s dinner munney. For dese ‘tings oil get yuse!” and she followed it 
up by greeting me that evening, wielding the carving ‘knoife’. 

A Casket of Lives

Page 96



Evelyn, the Head, unable to persuade Mrs Mear to leave quietly, was forced to call the boys in blue 
and the police escorted me home! Fame at last  (or is it notoriety?)

It seems my predecessor, a gentle middle-aged spinster who rejoiced in the name of Miss Newlove 
had discovered, via the school nurse’s regular health inspection that Malcolm had scabies and must 
therefore be excluded. 

Miss Newlove took Malcolm home to the Indian restaurant to be met by his father. Attempting to 
explain to him that Malcolm could not return to school until treated and declared clear of scabies 
father’s riposte was:

“ So what, I got scabies, my wife, she got scabies, we all got scabies. ‘Aint you got scabies?”

After this episode we, as a staff were somewhat reluctant to patronise that particular establishment 
and wary of certain other Indian food outlets for quite some time.

I had gone each Saturday night as a schoolgirl to the symphony concerts at Leeds Town hall. It cost 
1/- (5p) and, sitting on the hard wooden seats behind the orchestra, I enjoyed world-class 
performers like Yehudi Menhuin, Thomas Beecham and Campoli. Now back in Leeds most of my 
old friends had moved on elsewhere. John was in London, playing with the BBC Symphony 
Orchestra and I had no one to go out with. 

I enjoyed folk music and decided that, as there was no one to go with I must take my courage in 
both hands and go it alone so off I went to The Royal Sovereign in Kirkstall where, each Sunday 
night they held a folk club in the upstairs room. 

There were people I knew there, among them the ubiquitous Stefan who had (not, after all) broken 
my heart at eighteen.

Eventually I was persuaded to stand up and sing. There I stood with my long red hair, warbling 
away and in the audience was one John Hodkinson, a student at the College of Art. One Steve 
Phillips had asked me out and, for want of something better to do I had started to go out with him 
although he was a dreary, pain in the arse.

This John Hodkinson got up to sing one week and, although he (always!) forgot his words I thought 
him rather attractive. 

Then he almost went and spoiled it all one Sunday night by bringing along not one but two very 
beautiful girls. One was the famed Bridget Simpson, the other her sister. 

Bugger it, I thought, there goes any chance I might have had! I little knew at the time that John 
fancied me too and was only being a gentleman because he thought I ‘belonged’ to ‘Fanny’ Phillips. 
When it became apparent that I didn’t John waded in and the rest is history.

Through The Sovereign we got to know and became life-long friends with Bob Pegg and his first 
wife Carole. Before we were married we spent many nights at their flat in St. Michaels Road in 
Headingley with a bottle of Mateus Rose and cheese from the local deli.
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The week before we married the BBC recorded a folk 
session at The Grove folk club in Hunslet, run at that 
time by Brian Senior, an ex (bent) policeman and 
Bernard Fawcett who Rob would insist on referring to 
as Bernard Foreskin which endeared him not at all to 
this individual. Bernard had very slant eyes and Rob 
used to constantly wind him up by alluding to his 
Asian ancestry. A fact Bernard always vehemently 
denied. But that’s Rob for you…

Rob was MC for this session and insisted on referring 
to me in his introduction as, “that red-haired 
temptress, Gilly Marshall!” And out it went over the 
airwaves. I shall have my revenge…eventually!

A week later, on 27th July we were married at Leeds 
registry office with Rob as Best Man and Carole as 
my witness. 

Signing the register. (Bob Pegg at the right and Carole on the left.)

Back: Bruce, John Gaunt, Margaret Kaufmann, Ernest, Malcolm Gaunt, Joan Gaunt, Pauline 
Gaunt, Bill, Edith May, Aunt Harriet, John Kaufmann, Doris, Margaret.

Front: Rose, Gilly, John & Vera.
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I lived in fear and trembling of the Best Man’s speech as Rob was always, and still is the least 
predictable of men but for once he behaved himself, to my immense relief. 

Our friends came home to Number 1 for drinks and ‘nibbles’, the family then went to Headingley 
Lodge for lunch. Mum and Dad had given us the option of a bigger wedding or a smaller one and 
the money. John had been awarded a place at RCA but was having acute problems securing a grant 
so we opted for the money. Never wanted a posh wedding anyway.

I had travelled to London in May and been successful in my application for 
a post at Gospel Oak so at least I had a job and some friends of Dave 
Crosby, another folk singing chum, were vacating a grotty bed-sit in 
Hampstead that we were able to take over as they were going to 
Africa. The flat was located fifteen minutes walk from Gospel Oak 
and was handy as I was the one who had to go into work each day, 
John did not have to travel to South Kensington as frequently.

After the wedding we travelled to London in Clem’s (ancient) 
white Land rover, me in front, John crammed in the back 
with our belongings and Clem’s nymphomaniac sister, Pat.

Arriving very late we stopped to ask a bearded figure 
directions to Upper Park Road. It turned out to be no 
less than one Dave Meyers, another supremely 
intelligent and quite mad friend from folk 
club days in Leeds. 

He piled into the Land rover and came back 
to the flat where we found that our bigger 
furniture had been delivered and dumped in the 
middle of the floor making it impossible to get from 
one side of the room to the other. 

Such was my wedding night…

Then started the battle of trying to secure a grant to enable John to take up his place at RCA. 
Meanwhile he worked briefly as a builder for O.C.Summers, an Irish firm but after a couple of 
weeks I insisted he gave up as the work was killing him and the pay was rubbish. He managed to 
get a job in Holborn working for the Civil Service, sorting out rooms full of files. Boring but not too 
taxing.

At last we heard he had been awarded a grant by Leeds and would be able to take up his place at 
RCA and what a relief that was!

My three years at Gospel Oak was one of the happiest work experiences anyone could have wished 
for. Ron Lendon was a wonderful, if unconventional (!) headmaster, the staff all complemented 
each other and got on well and Thelma Marcus made sure the ship stayed afloat. Although a state 
school we were a ‘flagship’ as Richard Argent had made a highly successful BBC documentary that 
enticed cabinet ministers, actors and other celebrities to fight to get their children a place. 
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This was one of the first places in the country where house prices in the catchment area soared since 
people were so eager to enrol their children at the school.  As a result I had Jonathan Miller’s son, 
George Melly’s son, Ken Loach’s son, Bill Rodgers’ (MP) daughter, Giles Radice’s (MP) daughters, 
Peter Jeffrey’s son and many more as well as the children of very ordinary families which made it a 
lovely mix to teach.

In July 1967 we came to stay in Windermere with Judy Connor who had been a friend of John’s at 
Leeds Art College. We had a wonderful holiday staying with her in her flat above Thompson 
Matthews estate agents, opposite the public library in Ellerthwaite Square. This is where the Life of 
Briony (forgive me?) began.

Back in London we had left the squalour of Upper Park 
Road for a lovely flat in Brookfield Park, Highgate, just 
round the corner from Highgate cemetery. 

Our landlord, Bernard Donoughue was on the staff at LSE 
and very upwardly mobile in the world of politics being 
chairman of Harold Wilson’s think-tank. Bernard –never our 
favourite person- had a wife Carol, an appalling snob who 
only let her two equally odious little girls play with children 
who were from the right side of the tracks e.g.

“ The girls are out to tea today, they’re at the Whatsits; he’s 
Silexine paint you know.”  

So what? I used to think. 

Rachel was a proper little madam and Kate was cross-eyed with a temper to match. Her tantrums 
were Olympic and when it all got too much for the parents she would be sent to her room –just 
below our flat- where she would scream and repeatedly slam her bedroom door for anything up to 
two hours at a time. When we left we heard that, thanks to this child, they had to have every door in 
the house re-hung. Served ‘em right! 
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During our stay they had twin boys but as they were only a few months old when we were evicted 
(they had decided to get an au pair and she was to be accommodated in our flat) I don’t know how 
they turned out.

After our time Carol and Bernard divorced. If they have re-married and gone on to spoil other 
peoples households I know not but now Bernard is Lord Donoughue and I imagine Carol is vexed 
not to be a “Lady”…

So, In March 1971, eight months pregnant, I toddled along to UCH for my check-up to be told I had 
dangerously high blood pressure. 

We had been to a concert the previous evening at the Festival Hall with John (Fletcher) and I was 
feeling fine but was told I could only go home in a taxi to fetch my bag on condition my husband 
brought me back. He was at the Tate Gallery at an Andy Warhol exhibition. I rung and said very 
quietly but firmly that they were NOT to alarm him as I wasn’t in labour but could he come home. 
Of course the message was given minus relevant bits and he arrived home in a flat panic only to 
find me, feet up reading a copy of Woman’s Own!

Off we went in another taxi and I was left at UCH for a three-week spell of bed rest and God, was I 
bored! 

Evening visiting was, for everyone else, all holding hands and uttering sweet nothings. 
The day I was admitted we should have been giving dinner to six friends and almost everything, 
apart from the rice, was prepared. Your father proceeded to systematically eat his way, first through 
the starters, then the main course and, on about day 5 had got to pudding for supper. 
After that while the others all exchanged endearments we did a shopping list and cooking tutorial 
and father at last learned where the grill was and how to turn it on!

I was induced on 8th April but after an almost twenty-four hour labour there was foetal and maternal 
distress and you were born by caesarean section at 9:55a.m. On Good Friday, 9th April 1971.
I woke in a room of my own and, when you were brought to me had a secretive and discreet count 
to make sure all the bits were in the right place and distributed correctly before settling down for a 
sleep.

Meanwhile the new parent was being feted by all and sundry, fed by all the women who were sorry 
for the ‘poor abandoned new father’ and taken out by all the men to ‘wet the baby’s head’. From the 
snippets I’ve gathered over the years it’s a miracle you weren’t drowned!

So, there you have it. My story. Not particularly eventful, full of happiness and a lot of hard work, a 
good family and wonderful friends. 

The story from now on is yours. 

Tell it to your children so that they may know a little of their history and who and what made them 
the people they are.
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Me the hunchback. 

With Love from your Mum on Friday, 14th March 2008
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