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A Life of Alan

	The pastor at his funeral said that he was conservative! Maybe he was but not in the beginning, when he "stood not upon the order of his (coming) but (came)" in a most unconservative fashion! He had been due to arrive on April 2nd but presumably thought that, for one who was due to be "born again", Easter was a more suitable day. Accordingly he made his first tentative move at 6.30 on the Sunday morning, but was so hesitant that it was not for another 2 hours that I began to feel that perhaps he was indeed on his way. 

	Even then I was doubting it by the time we arrived at the hospital, and Sister's brisk assurance that I had to wait until at least 7.30 that evening reinforced my doubts. 45 minutes later my demeanour and my constant trips to the toilet to try and ease the pain which my ignorance, reinforced by Sister's experience told me must be caused through constipation, so worried another more practiced mother-to-be in the day room with me that she went off to fetch Sister. She came bustling down the corridor grumbling about people imagining things, entered the room, took one startled look, shot across the room, grabbed my arm and piloted me rapidly down the corridor to the delivery room shouting for nurses as we sped. As a couple of them were helping me up on to the bed, she caught a very annoyed baby yelling his fury at the attempts to thwart his unorthodoxy. And Nature sided with him by sending down a snowstorm - on a southern English mid-spring day! 

	But he forgave us all and settled down to being a model of a conservative baby, feeding and sleeping at the appointed hours and teething, sitting, standing and walking and talking at the conventional ages. But he was perhaps a trifle unorthodox later in his reading ability, as, not only did he read interminably Peter Pan and Alice in Wonderland when he was confined to bed at age 5 with measles, but at 6 picked up my library book and read out loud the first page before putting it down saying disgustedly "what a boring book" As it was the Works of Aristotle in an insufferably pedantic translation, I heartedly agreed with him, and was thankful that he hadn't shown sufficient interest to question me about its content. 

	But long before that, when he was 18 months old, I had had to earn money to keep us both and he had been cared for during my "staggered" absences by his grandparents. They became his devoted slaves and he adored them, and the relationship between them remained a very special one throughout their lives. Years later, when he was living in the area, he remembered all that Grandpa had told him about the city of Sheffield, where he had been born and bred, the wildness of the Yorkshire moors and the beauty of the Derbyshire dales and revisited those places seeing them with the eye of one who knew them intimately. 

	He was 3 years old when war broke out and I awoke in the middle of the night to hear the first wail of the air-raid siren, and sat out on the edge of the bed shivering with fright and worrying whether to carry him to the supposedly safer position downstairs and thereby arouse his terrors, or to take the risk of ignoring the warning and thereby bring him up to accept such matters as an ordinary fact of life not to get too concerned about. I chose the latter course at all times, and he grew up through the years of bombing more thrilled at the excitement of daytime aerial dog-fights in the skies above us and with interested speculation as to the extent of damage done by the night bombers than with terror at what could happen to us. And on our trips anywhere he was positively delighted to discover that bomb craters or demolished buildings on the roads or railways meant dismounting, picking our way around the obstacle and getting on another vehicle on the other side. Life was full of exciting distractions but no terror. 

	At the start of the war most children had been evacuated to various country venues and billeted with total strangers; some children settled down and enjoyed their new lives with new "parents", and even didn't want to return home later; many were distressed and fearful of never seeing their families again, and with all sense of security vanished. Not being prepared to take either risk, I kept Alan at home. But it was a very depleted school which he attended when he was 5. He thoroughly enjoyed it and related with great gusto how they all filed out of the building and into the underground shelters every time the air-raid siren wailed; it was very rarely that he was disappointed and had to have ordinary lessons all the time! Hot midday meals were provided at the school and mothers were rostered to do the serving and washing up so I had plenty of opportunity to check on the unconcerned way the children accepted life among the bombing and the ruins!

	Some months before starting school, Alan had met the man who became his true father and formed an almost instant attachment to him. And when, several years later when registering the new baby's birth I commented to the registrar on the complicated paper work of both parents having to sign everything because of our differing names, that official suggested a simple method of my changing mine without the expensive business of a deed poll, I jumped at it, Alan wanted to do so also; so within 30 minutes we all were issued with official replacement identity cards and ration books and coupons in our new names. Actually Alan had never missed having a father as very few of his peers had any knowledge of theirs either as they were either in the Forces overseas or were P.O.W.s or killed or missing; so he was almost privileged. He loved nothing more than the 3 of us spending days at the large gypsy-styled caravan we bought in the country some 8 miles away on the edge of a nature reserve and where we grew "organic" vegetables in the rich soil, fertilized by the compost made by our "smallholding" neighbour using the contents of both our "Safari" toilets; made friends with his donkey and geese and exploring the woods to see squirrels and the innumerable birds. 

	He had very early in life become "a country boy” as from the age of 2 months Joyce and I had taken him out with us on our rambles over the Downs: or Wimbledon Common or climbing up Boxhill, taking turns at carrying him in those early days before he was old enough to sit up in a portable push-chair. We also carried him around Stately Homes and on one memorable occasion, while traipsing through the immensity of Windsor Castle, we both had arm ache as well as being footsore, and it was time for his 2.0. feed, so I sat down on one of the hallowed chairs and breast-fed him - to the averted eyes of the embarrassed crowds filing past us. One just didn't DO that sort of thing in public in 1936! An attendant hurrying up to remove me from the forbidden area was somewhat non-plussed when he saw the apparent reason for my transgression, but with great presence of mind moved a large exquisitely embroidered screen and hid both my activity and crime from view. 

	Once he could be pushed around, he got to know the London parks where he crowed ecstatically at all the little boats on the Round Pond, listened to the military bands' concerts in the bandstands and once soiled his nappy to such an extent that, after the clean-up, I carried the offensive article to a gardener fortuitously burning a heap of swept up autumn leaves to put it on his bonfire. His bemused acceptance seemed to indicate that one didn't do that either in those days!

	As he grew older, a favourite short trip would be to Beddington Grange where we hired a dinghy or canoe on the safe(?) pond and where he learned to row and paddle a boat without tipping us out. When I had a few consecutive days off, we'd find a cottage on Peaslake Common or on the outskirts of one of Surrey's lovely old villages - Shere, Gomshall, Thorpe - then unhurried and peaceful although now somewhat overwhelmed with tourists, and spend a couple of "bed and breakfast" days wandering over the countryside. One of his favourite villages was Abinger Hammer with its ancient great clock still hanging over the street; every 60 minutes the smithies emerged from the casing and hammered out the hour on the great bell. The impatience with which he awaited that event was responsible for his being able to tell the time before he was 4.

	On longer breaks we would venture further afield - in spite of the wartime poster at every railway station asking us accusingly "Is your journey really necessary?" And with the tourist places being empty during the war, it was a delight to spend a few days even in Brighton, walking almost alone along the promenade, or on the top of the precipitous chalk cliffs and watching an angry sea trying in vain to wash us off, with Alan thrillingly apprehensive that the next furious wave would manage it! 

	On the other side of the country, Symonds Yat, with its steep climb through the woods to the miraculous moment when we reached the cleared top with what seemed like the whole of England spread out before us; Goodrich where we were still given lighted candles to see us up to the hotel bedrooms, and where the maid brought us up a jug of hot water in the mornings (water which he had been allowed to help pump up from the well in the garden), and where we picked roadside blackberries bigger and juicier than any we'd ever seen in his short life of such autumnal activity; and Clovelly, where the only street (which led down to the sea and was lined with little whitewashed cottages) was a series of cobbled steps just wide enough for a donkey to stand upon - that being the only method of transport other than one's own 2 legs - was one of Alan's best-loved places. 

	He was a great favourite with the fishermen who returned in the late afternoon with their catch, but he wasn't so delighted when he was given a nice fat mackerel to take home to our landlady to cook for our supper. Fish gutted, cleaned and filleted and laid out on the fishmongers' shelves amidst lots of ice was one thing: but the slippery form which seemed still alive and stared accusingly at him, was something very different and alarming. He had his first proper pony ride in a village in Hertfordshire and he was also allowed to drive her when she was harnessed to a trap and trotted off to market to buy a couple of weaner pigs which returned on the trap floor with a net secured firmly over the top of them. At the same farm he was allowed to "drive" the tractor as it slowly moved around the field while the rest of us did the heavy work of forking hay up on to the trailer it was towing. 

	A memorable holiday (for a less happy reason) was a week spent the following summer when he was 6, in a house in the Oxfordshire woods in an 18-acre property. I had also taken his friend Clive and there were also 5 other children, 3 of them whose home it was plus 2 cousins spending the war years in the "safety" of the country. The inevitable dashing about of such a horde led to Alan's fall on to a sharp metal boot-scraper and being cut very badly on his forehead. Our hostess didn't like the look of it any more than I and used some of her precious petrol to drive us down to the village to the doctor. She concurred that it needed stitching and I had to hold his head still while she worked on him. Twice she asked me if I still felt alright and afterwards said that she had been afraid that I was going to faint on her - although it was only after it was all over that I actually did feel like that! 

	However, it looked as if the war was going to continue indefinitely so we decided not to go on waiting before having some siblings for Alan, and as a caravan didn't appeal as a permanent home for a family, we began to look for a suitable house - i.e. one that was large with a big garden, old and within our price range. It took longer than we thought as every house which came within those criteria seemed to be owned by folk who had fled to avoid the raids without leaving any forwarding address, so Alexandra was well on her way before we finally moved. So anxious had Alan been for us to have a proper home together that every house he had inspected with us was just right in his opinion but he conceded in the end that we'd been right to wait as he loved the house in Anerley which we bought. True, it had no electricity, and it was impossible to get it connected for a couple of years after the war ended, so that if he wanted to continue to listen to his radio serial "Dick Barton - Special Agent" he would have to carry batteries the 440 yards to the corner shop to get them re-charged, but in every other respect it was perfect! 

	There were 14 rooms on 3 floors plus a semi-basement, which meant that he could have the entire top floor for his model railway set of miles of track, 4 complete trains and umpteen buildings and stations. Its ½ acre of garden, in fruit trees and lawn gave him ample space to enlarge his London Transport bus system (begun years previously in his grandparents' garden). Every tree and shed had its bus-stop sign with the numbers of the buses which would stop there, and he rode endlessly around on his tricycle (more suitable to this game as it was more stable at its innumerable stops than his 2-wheeler), changing its number plate every time he came out of the "terminus" - a "lean-to" between the front and back gardens. 

	The arrival of his baby sister gave him an alternative "bus" as he pushed her in her pram around his system; during the first year of her life, she travelled all over London and its suburbs! This passion for the London Transport bus stayed with him throughout his teens although it developed into collection of matchbox-size models of meticulous accuracy and into the real thing. So complete was his knowledge of the complicated network, and the slight alteration in designs between those buses on the differing routes, that he could announce the number and destination of an oncoming bus before anyone else could read the information. He used that skill to hide the fact that his eyesight had become very poor, so that I was lulled into a sense of security in spite of his father's suspicions. The latter tripped him up one day at a swimming pool sports by suddenly saying "Look, there's Crombie over there", causing Alan to swing round instinctively and asking where while looking straight at him. The next day we went to the optician! And like me 20 years previously, he was so delighted with the wonderful new world which was revealed that he rarely went without his glasses. 

	He wasn't at all upset at the total elimination of petrol ration for ordinary citizens as the war continued as it meant that every journey had to be made by bus or train, and his favourite treat was to go by himself by 2 buses to his father's workshop, moved out to Epsom as so many of his big customers had moved out to the country after being bombed out of their London premises. He was a great favourite with the mechanics in spite of his predilection for tidying up their tools and spare parts so that they couldn't lay their hands on them. But his great delight was to go with Dad to Nell Gwynne's restaurant and order what he wanted. Food was always very important to him - as indeed it was to most of us in those days of rationing, which was adequately nutritious but monotonous and unglamourous. Hotels managed to get hold of more exciting and unrationed foods which they snapped up at black-market prices before they could reach the shops - and we occasionally indulged in such luxuries. 

	On his first visit to such a place for dinner, Alan, then aged 6, agonised over his choice but eventually gave his. order to the waiter. He savoured his soup with relish and - having often been admonished for shovelling his food non-stop into his mouth - put down his spoon after a few mouthfuls and made a comment about the décor of the dining-room. The hovering waiter whipped away his plate and replaced it with his next course. Alan looked shocked and devastated at such robbery and the explanation we gave him about the positioning of his spoon indicated that he'd finished, didn't console him at all. From that moment right throughout all the following courses, whenever the waiter got too near, he grabbed his plate with both hands and held on until he'd passed by. 

	Alan adored his baby sister and always wanted to push her pram or to help carry her in her carry-cot when we went anywhere by bus. As he was considerably shorter than the person with the other handle, she always had a lopsided journey. On one such return home, a few steps from the bus we heard the drone of the V1 (doodle bug, pilotless plane, buzz-bomb as it was variously called). It-cut out just before reaching us - the danger moment. Instantly Alexandra's cot was on the ground, Alan pushed down over her, I on top of him and his father over me. The crash came instantly but we were fortuitously beside a 12 foot high railway embankment - and the bomb fell on its other side on top of a pub crowded with Saturday patrons. The carnage was horrifying but Alan knew nothing of that only perceived with excitement that the railway lines were twisted up in the air! 

	As she grew older Alexandra loved to be taken for walks around the garden by him and listened with deep attention to his expositions on the various fruits and flowers - and seemed to take it all in as she pulled up only the buttercups and daisies in the lawn, leaving the other flowers alone! He always took her in with him to his piano practice which she seemed to enjoy. His loving care of her at all times - and his careful education in the skill of washing-up and making their beds - was a joy to watch, and she happily trotted around with him at all times. And when, in the winter of '46 - '47, she and the 9 month baby Christopher got whooping cough and were put in a small ground floor room forbidden to Alan, he would stand outside the nearly-full-length window and chat to them and mime stories. It was only 40 years later that he told me that he had sometimes pushed up the sash, climbed in and played with them for a few minutes before returning the way he'd got in and then noisily come into the house via the front door. Fortunately, he never caught the infection even though his sister was, so ill that the doctor came every day to her and as she left on the evening of Christmas Eve urged me not to hesitate to call her even on the next day if there was the slightest change in her condition.

	[image: Image]

	Soon after their recovery their father became very ill with bronchitis; coal rationing had become smaller as the winter dragged on uncharacteristically, queues for unrationed coke became longer, and the "corner shop" which sold wooden road blocks (blown out by the bomb blasts and replaced with materials easier to lay) had ever dwindling supplies. We still hadn't been able to have electricity (and power cuts were constant) and gas pressure was so low that in daylight it was impossible to see whether the gas fire was actually alight. Desperate for warmth for the invalid, I at last decided we had to cut down one of the old and no longer productive trees. So Alan mustered some friends - who had been lavishly supplied with fruit earlier - and we all sawed away at the old plum tree, with only a handsaw, the job was long and arduous, but happily the thaw set in before we had to steel ourselves to repeat the action, and Thurlow got better. It was the first time we had ever cut down a living tree - and the last! 

	But rationing dragged on for years after war’s end, and queuing for unrationed goods had long become an unpleasant chore so we decided to add rabbit breeding to our egg production jobs. Alan excitedly helped his father build a luxurious hutch, came with us to choose a doe and take her to the stud buck of our choice (we dropped that expensive routine and in-breeding became the rule). She duly produced 10 babies and then began the desperate struggle to build hutches and collect greengrocers' waste in order to house and feed the flood of youngsters which inexorably arrived. Alan's enthusiasm equally steadily eroded and when his sister's pity for the animals' imprisonment led her to open all the hutches and let them out in the freedom of the garden, he exploded and berated her in no uncertain terms: such an unprecedented event startled her into a flood of frightened tears and his anger melted! We scaled down the breeding programme, and although we took all 24 hutches with us when we moved to Sutton Court Rd. in 1949 we had no further increase in numbers and much to Alan's relief, rabbit ceased to be on the menu eventually: meat ration had increased by then and we no longer needed extra supplies. 

	Alan had never evinced any interest in boys' organisations as a youngster but as his interest in boating had increased and he discovered that a nearby Sea Scout group had a real ex-whaler which they regularly used on trips down the Thames he was eager to join. It was a highly disciplined group run by a retired naval Commander who ran a very tight ship but also - through his connection with the navy - was able to have the run of the Royal Naval College at Dartmouth for a month during the summer holidays as a "camp" for his troop, the boys each spending between 1 and 4 weeks there. Alan was ecstatic about the whole set-up, never missed an attendance, spent the whole month at Dartmouth each year, went on every week-end sailing lesson that he could and crewed the Monarch on every one of its annual trips down the Thames to its estuary, around the coast, up the Channel to Devon and into Dartmouth harbour. It was the proudest moment in his life when he was entrusted with its command. Commander Clerke was also a friend of Malcolm Campbell and the latter had been patron of the group, so when Donald took over his father's racing career he also became patron. Alan was by this time the most senior (and valued) troop leader and Campbell often took him for a drive in his car, which, if not exactly the Bluebird, was an exciting sports car, to his home in Headley through country which he knew well from our earlier rambles and rides. The association kindled another of Alan's interests - motor racing, although fortunately - from both financial and safety angles (as both the Campbell's lives demonstrated) - only to the spectator stage. 

	But the strongest and most lasting interest by his early teens was music, especially operatic. We had taken him to his first opera - Faust, as being the "easiest" for a newcomer to enjoy - when he was 10; I found myself endlessly playing the Soldiers' Chorus, the Jewel Song or Mephistopheles' Serenade as he strove to sing at both ends and the middle of the scale of his young voice. We hastily took him to Tales of Hoffman to vary the diet and he began to pick out an accompaniment for himself. At around the same time opera hit the cinema screens! Operatic singers had appeared soon after the “talkies” appeared and the sound quality improved so that good quality musicals had been filmed, but the bombshell of Mario Lanza singing pukka operatic arias, culminating in his full length film on the life of Caruso with its plethora of operatic scenes turned Alan into a Lanza fan and his pocket money not only went on gallery seats at Sadler's Wells and records but also on cinema seats to see his idol. 

	He had quite a sizeable amount of pocket money by this time. Not only had he got a job delivering newspapers from age 10 (the legal limit for children to do so out of school hours) but also an early evening job of delivering medicines from the local chemist. The paper round wasn't very well paid - 10/- weekly for 2 deliveries per day in all weathers and, in winter, in the dark - but Christmas boxes were usually very lavish and there were also some extra gifts on Saturdays. But the chemist's job paid £1 per week for just 5 evenings deliveries of lightweight goods, and, as they had to be handed personally to the recipient, he frequently received a gift from the grateful patient as well. He relinquished the newspaper job and happily spent the extra time while waiting for prescriptions to be made up by serving in the shop. 
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	His interest in music, singing and drama led him to embrace enthusiastically the idea of presenting family Christmas concerts. It had always been the custom for the 2 families of my mother and her sisters' Rose and Dolly to spend Christmas together and as their children grew up and had families of their own, the tradition continued merely changing venues to our larger house as the grandmothers got older. That first concert was merely a simple affair of recitations, piano solos and songs (slight, petite Alexandra, barefoot and in ragged skirt and well-worn shawl, a bunch of artificial violets held out to "passers-by" brought the house down with that hoary old Victorian "weepy” "Won't you buy my pretty flowers?" - with Alan pulling out all the stops in his accompaniment! 

	Carried away with its success we decided on something more ambitious for the future and each year presented a little play of a children's well known story. Although Joyce and I wrote the script, painted scenery and made costumes, Alan drilled the other youngsters into learning their parts and directed their actions. As there was only one girl in that generation, scripts were a bit tricky and often the boys had to act drag (they didn't mind as long as the parts were farcical, but romance was "out" and Alan had to be the romantic lead) and all had to take on more than one role. Alan and the audience (parents, grandparents, uncle, and great aunt) thoroughly enjoyed it all even if the younger ones weren't so wildly enthusiastic - although as they were left to do the whole affair on their own at our last Christmas in England (held in Joyce and Joe's new house in Norwood) and put on a most spirited and gay show they obviously had - at least by then - developed a delight in thespianism! 

	Christmas gave Alan a further opportunity for stagecraft as every year after lunch when all the rest of the family drifted into the lounge to wait for the coffee which Joyce and I insisted on making without assistance, he would slip up to his room and dress up. When he intimated that he was ready, we would carry in the trays and shortly after there would be footsteps down the hall accompanied by the traditional Ho Ho Ho and Father Christmas would appear in the doorway with a laden sack on his shoulder and, after the customary queries as to good behaviour, would distribute presents to us all. The older children fell in delightedly with the game, but Malcolm was at first quite bewildered until his-4th year when he said wonderingly "It's Alan isn't it?" (He still awaited Father Christmas with mounting excitement in the succeeding years until Alan left home to join the R.A.F.) 

	Those Christmases had other roles for him with additional ones at other religious festivals. Although Scripture was still a regular lesson in schools, and we frequently discussed the subject when one of the children brought up points which had interested or puzzled them we had never pushed the matter further. Their father was a firm believer in the Christian religion although not a. churchgoer and their great aunt Annie who lived with us for many years had an unshakable child-like faith in God and his continual care of her that triumphed throughout all the misfortunes in her life; their Uncle Jim was a Methodist minister and both Grandma and Aunt Jessie were nominal Christians, but none of this appeared to rub off on any of them. So when, at aged 15, Alan asked if we had any objection to his joining a Youth Club, adding somewhat defensively that it was a Church one, we were slightly surprised. but acquiesced immediately. It wasn't long before he also joined the Sunday School, and soon after his 16th birthday he asked if we would give our blessing to his being christened and we all attended that important ceremony held immediately following the next Sunday's morning service.

	Whether the close contact we had with Uncle Jim's family had any influence in this embrace of Christianity is uncertain, but the children used to spend part of every summer school holidays with us and undoubtedly they discussed their differing life styles. Their ages fitted in with those of our children so when, on “educational” trips which I arranged at least twice during each holiday - The Tower, Mme. Tussaud's, Science or Natural History museums etc - my part was confined to paying! Alan took care of the baby Malcolm, Brian organised the pushchair and bags on and off buses, Valerie took charge of Alexandra and Gillian saw to Christopher (our youngster privately resented being "cared for" by Valerie and Gillian but put up with it out of politeness); I just stood by and accepted the admiration of others in my well-behaved and courteous family. 

	When the war ended the government decided it didn't intend to be caught napping again and decided to maintain a constant extra supply of trained men in addition to the Regular Forces so legislation was introduced to conscript all males of 18 into one of the Services for a period of 2 years. That meant almost inevitably the army as the R.N. and R.A.F. were able to keep up their numbers by volunteers, aided by allowing all men who signed up for 3 years to choose their Service and section. As Alan's time grew near and with his passion for the sea in mind, he suggested that he would prefer to go as a volunteer and to that end he entered the examination for officer training with the desire to become a deck officer. 

	Out of the 490 who entered, he came 47, and he went confidently off to his medical convinced of his service at sea. His disappointment at being turned down because of his eyesight but so great that he turned down all other types of officer training in the navy. But when he received his notice that unless there were valid reasons for postponement, he would be sent his conscription papers immediately after April 12th, he discussed with us enrolling at once and opting for the Air Force. Although we would have preferred his taking his Higher Schools examination first, we accepted his decision - and were only too pleased to learn that his first 6 weeks (of "square bashing") would be at the station near his Uncle Jim's parish. When we went to his "passing out" ceremony, we were impressed at the smartness, alertness and self-confidence which the drill sergeant had instilled in him, as well as the relaxed and eager manner in which he anticipated the future (in contrast to the dejection engendered by his rejection of his cherished dream) 
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	We spent the last 3 days of his leave having a leisurely 3 day trip across England to the camp at Walton-super-Mare to where he was to receive training in "blind-landing" systems, and from that time he quite enjoyed his Air Force life. He became practically his own boss as just he and a sergeant toured the country going from station to station on maintenance of the various systems or on emergency repair jaunts. Sometimes they flew but Alan wasn't too keen on that as the little 2-seater "cockpit" planes they used weren't too stable. On one memorable occasion he drew back the plastic shield to put his head over the side - and his glasses joined the contents of his stomach spirally down to earth; we often wondered whether a farmer got a fright as "glasses from heaven" landed on his head! Naturally Alan always welcomed being sent to American air bases as the canteens there dished out food that, even then nearly 10 years after the end of the war, we natives could still only dream about.

	The job also had its dangers of course, and apart from minor mishaps, there was one terrifying moment when, while climbing up a ladder, his head touched a 12,000 volt power line. He was thrown to the ground but miraculously wasn't seriously hurt. Even less than when, many years later, he was using his power drill on an extension lead outside and it suddenly shorted. His fiancée was: in the house teaching Christopher how to play the guitar and they both thought his cries were merely shouts at the dog and took no notice (the rest of us were away). Fortunately, his gyrations yanked him to the limit of the lead which was tugged out of the power point and the drill fell out of his hand - taking the skin to which it had adhered, with it. We have all been a lot more circumspect about electrical equipment since! 

	He made full use of the opportunities which his Service life afforded him (he was based back at his original station near Jim) to join in the nearby church activities, exploring the magnificent city of York plus the less romantic but the home town of his beloved grandfather, Sheffield, and the moors and dales which had consoled him. Alan also was able to indulge his sailing love with weekends on the Norfolk Broads, and even managed time off to attend summer courses at Hull University. He even managed free railway passes for more much longer journeys to join us for weekends in our holidays of '55 and '56 spent on farms in Devon and Cornwall, joining in the farm chores with as much enthusiasm as the rest of us. All in all he had a full and satisfying life during his 3 years of life in the Air Force although he had no wish to sign on for a further term. 

	He was "demobbed" just a few days before his 21st birthday, but he had expressed a desire to join the family firm and as the big Italian office machine firm of Olivetti - one of our main suppliers - was holding a training course a couple of days after his return home, he immediately took off again so spent that important day delving into the workings of a calculator. 

	But we had decided that if ever we were to go to New Zealand to live it had better be soon. Always there had been family reasons for staying put, but now Grandma (H.) had to all intents and purposes lost all of her immediate family except us, my mother had been a widow for 8 years and Ernie had gone back to the U.S.A., and Alan was still unattached but not likely to remain so for long; we decided to make our arrangements. 

	Alan wasn't wildly enthusiastic as he had only just returned to the world of great opera houses and concert halls, but was also intrigued to try the other side of the world especially when assured that we weren't going to burn our boats but would retain ownership of our house and the business, merely making our very capable manager into managing-director, so that. we could return if we didn't enjoy our life out there. 

	My brother came back for a holiday, at the end of which Christopher went off excitedly to spend his first Sea Scout camp at Dartmouth, Alexandra went to Holland with her "pen-pal" Judith, who had been spending a couple of weeks with us, and Malcolm went to stay with his cousin Brian, Terry having also gone to Holland. So, as Ernie was booked to return from Paris, we decided to have a last trip over there and take my mother and Aunty Rosie. Grandma went to a Rest Home in Croydon and Alan held the fort at home and business. 

	At the end of a crowded day in Paris, culminating in seeing Ernie off at Orly airport, we returned to our hotel to be told that our son had phoned from London. We rang him back to hear that the matron had said that Grandma was: very upset and agitated. We reassured him that that was "par for the course" as every time we had taken a holiday (and had to leave her in Rest Home since her niece who had usually taken her several weeks while her "companion" had had a break, and had continued the custom after we took over caring for her, had said that she no longer could do so) we had been followed by similar complaints, so that every time we had to find a new Home as the matrons would not have her again. 

	But 2 days later on our exhausted return at night to receive a similar message. from the concierge, who added that Alan had sounded very upset, we learned that Grandma had died. After wild dash by taxi. across Paris, a train to Dieppe, ferry to Newhaven and bus back to Lymne. where we had left the car to fly to Étaples 3 days previously, and an exhausted drive back to Croydon, arriving there only about 30 minutes before we could have done it by waiting for the first plane — out of Paris, it was a very tired as well as grief- -stricken party which Alan drove home later that day. 

	It didn't take long for Alan to find friends on the boat journey when we sailed out of London a few months later - in fact one family who eventually settled on a farm in the north attended his wedding 2 years later. In the meantime it was he who fired the entire family's life-time love of horses. He soon got a job in Auckland and as we bought a property in Albany, he became one of the district's bus and ferry commuters. One of his fellow travellers was the owner of a champion trotting horse (the owner played us a record made of the broadcast commentary of the Interdominion Championships which the horse had won.) Captain was no longer able to race and the owner wanted to find a good home for him and gave him to Alan, and after we had added to our stock that Christmas, he joined us in riding and in Pony Club activities. 

	However, he wasn't as mad about horses as the rest of us and as he got to know another commuter who was less than interested but enthusiastic about singing and whose whole family was involved similarly, he soon became wholly involved again in that direction and the church which they attended and of course the young lady who had brought him into it. In the new year of 1960 Alan asked our blessing on his engagement to Jeanette and in April they were married in the tiny Presbyterian church in Albany. They rented a flat in Devonport until the house being built by Jeanette's father in Northcote. 

	Naturally we had less to do with his life then although happily we remained in close touch with, all his growing family over the rest of his life - so tragically ended in August 1989 when he was only 53 years old! He had been increasingly under the stress of previous heart attacks which had altered his whole lifestyle and was feeling depressed and almost tired of living but it was a terrible shock and unhappiness for the rest of us. 

	Partly to relieve this misery, I have re-lived my memories of the wonderful childhood and adolescent years we spent together and have written them down.
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Alan George Humphris died August 12th 1989....

Dear Dad,
You did good.....

Dad just died, on Saturday
A cardiac arrest '
I ’know dad’s with God today
My dad was just the best

My greif is with my family

It won’t be like it was

But this is not a tragedy

T’ll tell you why because.......

Both my folks are born again

And filled up with the Lord

I knew that Jesus took my pain

As I grew up in the word

So I can only shout hooray

Cause dad’s in paradise

And just because I know Christs way
It’s helped to dry my eyes

So parents tell your little ones
That Jesus loves them too

And pray that their ideal

Is to grow up just like you

1 do with dad, although he’s gone
A father till the end

And I will live his memory on
My old man was my friend

See ya later,
Your son,
Neil Campbell Humphris
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