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FOREWORD 

	An aphorism popular in my teens was "start as you mean to go on";  as this is, of necessity, an almost solely personal record, that is what I have done!

	Interest in one's past (by the young, anyway) is a fairly new re-growth: during the era in which my generation grew up, society cared little for what had gone before, being concerned almost exclusively with either present delights or - at the other end of the scale - with getting sufficient just to stay alive. The last two world wars, affecting almost everybody in the countries concerned, accentuated the tendency to live only for the present, but lately people seem to have re-developed the desire to have roots in the world. However, that hiatus means that not only were family histories not passed on but also that so many records that had been preserved were carelessly destroyed, or used as free fire- lighters or even - as Rudolpho with his poems - as fuel itself. 

	Therefore this family story had to rely mainly on my memories, either of events in which I was involved or of stories which were told to me. Joyce and Olga have been able to add memories and the former has industriously dug among Record Offices and searched libraries for books which could shed some further light on the life of our forebears. And our Uncle Percy - the only one of his generation to be still living at this time - has been able to highlight some of our grandfather's behaviour. Joyce, whose family has been so close to ours during all our life - has been able to corroborate many of my memories; occasionally how- ever, we have differed in minor details with no way of proving who is correct - so who can say exactly how accurate are names, dates and places which only one of us remembers? But, you'll have to take our word for it! 

	Many anecdotes may seem trivial and a non-sequitur but they have been included because of the light they shine on the characters of people who in later life seemed so different, or because they illustrate social attitudes of the time and which seem unreal to later generations. 

	I have ceased these records at the point where we left for New Zealand, I had already written of our voyage and the next generation on both sides of the world can provide any further memories . Perhaps some of them will continue our soap opera one day in the future . 

	Finally, I dedicate this to my daughter-in-law Jeanette, who first urged me to start it, and who has periodically bullied me to get on with it. 
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All Our Yesterdays

	Winifred Humphris

	I

	I was born in the small Middle-West township of Calvin in North Dakota - the Badlands of Western sagas - exactly midway between the East and West coasts of the U.S.A.  and 15 miles south of the border with Canada.  It was a more than usually exciting moment for my parents because after the premature rush of my brother’s birth almost 5 years previously, it had seemed that they were never to have another child.  He had arrived 2 months before schedule in the midst of their first winter in that district of icy weather, with the snow packed 6 feet high on the ground, burying my mother’s clothesline.  Steps were cut in the wall of solid snow to enable my father to get in and out of the house.  It was a dry cold with bright sunshine; in his ignorance my father stepped briskly out and seized the axe to replenish the supply of wood; he transferred it to his other hand, catching hold of the blade; when he transferred it back again his skin went with it.  He had discovered the principle of freeze-drying!
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	1.  ‘I remember, I remember the house where I was born’..

	When it became obvious that Ernie wasn’t waiting for his cue the local midwife took over as the doctor, who had dutifully turned up when called, was patently unfit to be entrusted with anything.  The baby was so tiny that he had to be carried around on a cushion for fear of crushing him, and being too weak to suck, was fed his mother’s milk by means of a tiny syringe.  No incubators, no monitoring machines, no intravenous drips; just a village nurse’s experience and common sense plus unending loving care and he began his career of defying medical opinion.  A picture of him at 9 months shows a bonny chubby baby, but shortly after he contracted infantile paralysis - as it was called then.  Again, the same combination brought him through, and regular exercising under water of the affected limbs - much as Sister Kenny was to spend 20 years of her professional life trying to persuade the Medical Council to adopt as treatment for polio victims - restored much of his mobility.  But at 16 months he was still being pushed around by his aunt in a pushchair on the wooden sidewalk 2 feet above the roadway - as in Western films - when the wheel caught in an unnoticed gap in the boards, the pram tipped and landed complete with baby in the thick mud of the road.  (It may not rain much in the middle West but 6 feet of snow in the spring thaw converts a dirt road into an awfully gooey consistency.  Funny - it’s always summer and dust in Westerns!) By the time he was 2 years old however, his agility was such that he was able to fall down the basement steps and get hung up by his ear on a large protruding nail!

	I, on the other hand, arrived exactly when expected, was a 7 lb plus baby, sucked and slept with no trouble and was a placid undemanding soul.  As it was so near Christmas, my mother’s aunt tried to get Ernie to learn a quatrain she had composed for him to recite at the village children’s party.  She could only gain his co-operation by promising him a quarter (25 cents - quite a large bribe in those days) if he complied.  Accordingly, at the appointed moment he climbed up on to the stage and, without a single pause for breath, belted out;

	Hang up the baby’s stocking
Be sure you do not forget,
For the dear little dimpled darling
Has never seen Christmas yet can I have my quarter now please Aunt?

	Our parents had emigrated to America a couple of days after their wedding on April 18, 1911.  My father had been born in Sheffield in November 1875, after a sister Zefra Eugenie (known to us only as Aunt Cissie) 18 years before, and 5 years earlier than the only other surviving child, a brother Clifford.  His sister was a superb pianist, an LRAM, a concert performer in a small way and accompanist to the Sheffield Choral Society.  She practised every evening when not performing and my father would creep out of bed and sit at the top of the stairs listening -until one evening he stayed too long, fell asleep there and was discovered by his father.  After that a check was kept on him! He was only 14 when his father died and he had to leave school to get a job.  He had been intended for the teaching profession, and would have loved it and been successful, but he hated the commercial world.  At weekends he was able to get away from it cycling or walking over the Yorkshire and Derbyshire moors and in the Pennines.  He became an ardent conservationist and active in keeping open the ancient rights-of-way which the big estate owners were busily closing up.
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	2.  My parents with Ernie, about 4 years old

	On one occasion, he and a friend were walking on one of these footpaths when they were confronted by the truculent game-keeper who ordered them back.  My father pointed out that they were on a track which had been open to the commonalty since feudal times and therefore access could not now be denied.  The gamekeeper began to lose his temper as the debate continued and he threatened to shoot them if they didn’t turn back.  Inwardly quaking, my father reiterated his intention of going on, the gamekeeper raised his gun, and as my father stepped forward, cocked it, put it to his shoulder and shaking with rage, ordered him to stop.  Barely able to move for fright he forced himself to continue; the gamekeeper stepped back and after a second’s hesitation, lowered the gun, turned on his heel, and shouting abuse at them, plunged into the woods.  They continued patrolling the footpath, scared all the time that the gamekeeper might yet take a shot at them from the safety of cover, but they neither saw nor heard him again on that or any other future walks.  He became a socialist and a member of the Fabian Society, and although too retiring a person to himself become active in politics, he became “ghost writer” for a more extrovert friend seeking election to parliament and - on his success continued to write his speeches for him for some months longer.

	By this time, he had himself moved south, working in the London branch of the Sheffield firm of cutlers and silversmiths he had been with for some years.  There he met a shy young lady 11 years his junior, who had recently been allowed to go to work to help keep her father in the way he felt was his due.  Grandpa was the archetypal Victorian head of the family, but his habit of donning his frock coat, top hat and silver-topped cane to perambulate in a dignified and stately manner every afternoon, leaving his business of watchmaker and jeweller to look after itself, was ruinous to his income.  8 children (all of whom he had sent to St. Matthew Church School at a cost of 2d per week per child) had been rather expensive.  But a man whose father had been granted the Freedom of the City of London had to keep up appearances! When his father had received that award for “services to the community” the citation spoke of him as a cigar and tobacco merchant, but his marriage certificate (1856) noted him as watchmaker and jeweller which business grandpa had taken over - and was rapidly running down.

	That wasn’t the only bit of “fame” within the family - but the other, less honourable bits were on Grandma’s side.  One of her cousins had been a Gaiety Girl who had caught the eye of one of the Prince of Wales’ friends, who rashly (or with cunning aforethought?) had introduced her to that bored gentleman, forever waiting in the wings for something to do.  She had become so necessary to him emotionally as well as sexually, that he wanted her around socially as well.  Accordingly, she was married off to an obliging nobleman and as Countess of Essex was permitted at the old queen’s court, and became the Prince’s constant companion and confidante, even through his other more ephemeral affairs, to the end of his life.  But even if the court accepted her, Grandpa knew his moral standards and the story could only be whispered about.  Lily Langtry, who trod the same path for a while but became famous in her own right, was permitted to be discussed on that basis - and in any case the relationship (several times removed) was too remote to be an embarrassment to him.  Even another of Grandma’s relatives - who had an honourable profession as a doctor - wasn’t exactly a feather in the family's cap when he went off to become physician to that heathen and barbaric monarch the King of Siam who also employed an Englishwoman as tutor to his horde of children and whose story has recently been so entertainingly distorted for the musical stage.

	However the doctor didn’t last much longer than Anna Leuowens and returned to a safe, respectable practice in England, so that the tale could be recalled with tolerant good humour.  Or was Grandpa secretly rather intrigued with the Judd family connections? After all he had 2 attempts to join it! He first married Grandma’s elder sister but she died and in 1882, after a decent interval, again married into the family.  But I wonder whether he knew of the French Jewess who much earlier married into the Judds? He was a classic Anti-Semite and certainly would have been bitter about the “Jewish nose” which resurfaced in his grandchildren’s features! Perhaps that “nose” helped to account for his extra coldness towards his youngest son Percy who also had it.  In fact, he and Ernie were very alike in later years.
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	3.  Campbell (seated) with younger brother Clifford

	He certainly wasn’t the man to welcome the idea of his eldest daughter marrying a Radical - certainly not one with such a low income.  So when my father’s boss suggested to him that he could improve his earnings as a salesman, he armed himself with a bag of samples and set off for Ireland - a country then still undivided and all under rule from Westminster, but with ever-increasing resentment of the fact.  My father was naturally in full sympathy with their cause and expected to get on well with the Irish for that reason.  On landing in Dublin his first call was to the largest silversmith in the city.  He was politely invited into the proprietor’s office - and then the deluge broke.  Without any preamble the Irishman burst into an impassioned history of the villainies of the British Rule from Brian Bohu to Cromwell and didn’t stop for a breather until he had reached the present day, ending “And that’s why I wouldn’t buy anything from an Englishman.  Good-day to you”.

	Numbed, my father returned to the docks and sailed back to England.  His brother on the other hand was an irrepressible salesman and he suggested that they join forces and go into their father’s old business of cigar merchant, he to tackle the “travelling” and Campbell to run the shop and office work.  He returned to Sheffield, writing every day to his fiancée describing the progress in finding the right premises, fixing them up and finally opening business.  But Clifford soon lost interest and went off on some more exciting track and Campbell’s heart was never in business at all.  He sold up, returned to London and married Freda, who had a surprising strength beneath her gentle appearance and wouldn’t be bullied out of it by her father, and they emigrated to America.  They sailed “steerage” by the White Star Line and when, 20 or so years later that company was bought out by Cunard who auctioned off any supplies which they couldn’t use, managed to raise sixpence to buy a bedspread embossed with the old shipping company’s insignia - as a memento of the happy days of their early married life.  After 40 years continued use in that capacity, it has spent the last 10 years as a tablecloth and is still going strong.

	Grandpa’s brother and a sister had long ago gone to Canada, he to become a successful storekeeper in Winnipeg, and she to eventually marry an American and go to live over the border.  My mother’s eldest brother Arthur, had also gone in 1909 and had written encouragingly of life over there.
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	4.  Campbell and Freda, April 18 1911

	Campbell and Freda sailed to Montreal, and took the train to Winnipeg, a few days later Uncle Jack drove them in his Model T over the border to Calvin - another 2 illegal immigrants to the U.S.A.!

	By then Calvin was a small but prosperous town, grown up like so many mid-west towns, at a “whistle stop” on the railway that had been pushed across the continent from both east and west to join the 2 wealthy coasts.  Anxious to get a return on its expenditure, the railway companies had sent touts out to Europe to sell the delights of a 40-acre holding in the areas nearer to the settled districts or larger estates of ¼ section (160 acres) up, in the vast empty prairies bordering the line, with compulsory train halts at strategic distances.  

	Some settlers had done very well others discovered that their land could produce barely enough to feed their families; some had prospered only to have their crops burnt and their animals stampeded by the cattle barons accustomed to graze their herds on unlimited acreages and who were determined to drive out the “squatters”; and some had been attacked and ruined if not killed by the Indians, originally friendly and helpful but now had found their traditional hunting grounds increasingly denied them and the previously almost limitless store of food and clothing in the immense herds of buffalo vanishing as the animals were systematically shot - partly to feed the armies of railway workers pushing across the country, but also just to exterminate nuisances to the job in hand.  

	They fought back in their own way; the army was sent in to conquer them and despite some early brilliant successes in battles, discipline combined with technology overcame the resistance of the increasingly starved and weakened indigenous people and they were tidily swept up into reservations where they were magnanimously allowed to run things themselves as long as they didn’t bother the whites; now settling firmly as farmers and pastoralists over the better-quality lands.  Railway stops naturally became the gathering points for the yearly drives of cattle destined for the slaughterhouses of the big cities in the east and west, and collection points for the stores required to sustain the ranches.  Almost overnight servicing communities grew up at the stations and within a few years had grown into settled, respectable conservative townships.

	By the time my parents arrived Calvin boasted 3 churches - Catholic, Presbyterian and Episcopalian (American for Anglican) - 3 banks, hardware, drug, dry goods and grocery stores, a livery stable, school, one hotel (obviously a fairly abstemious community) and a restaurant.  In addition, as the area had by then become part of the enormous wheat belt of the prairies, the skyline was pierced by huge silos alongside the railway.  

	Apart from English, the ubiquitous Irish and the almost obligatory Scots, there was a scattering of German and many settlers from the Scandinavian countries, who were wistfully regretful of the lost mountains, rivers lakes and fiords of their native lands; their new home was flat to the horizons, almost treeless and river-less! They were in great demand by the local children for their stories of such a different life.  The lifestyle was also vastly different from that which my parents knew, but they loved it right from the start.

	Although my father knew nothing whatsoever about horses, he took a job at the livery stables and soon came to have real affection for his charges and even enjoyed the work of maintaining the harness in gleaming condition.  All the horses being working animals, they were naturally fed high protein meals (even though the term might never have been heard).  The doctor’s horses were frequently called upon to drive as much as 20 miles a day over rough and rutted roads, but when their owner went to Chicago for a couple of weeks’ holiday, it never occurred to my father to change their diet.  On the doctor’s return to take up the reins again, both figuratively and literally Campbell had the horses immaculately groomed and harnessed to their shining buggy.  The doctor climbed up, the doors were opened, he shook the reins -and the equipage took off in a cloud of dust that disappeared in the distance, leaving only the doctor’s hat and bag scattered in the roadway to show that he had ever been there.  Campbell then got a job in the hardware store, but when he sold a gun to a homesick Norwegian farmer who went back to his homestead and shot himself with it, he was only too thankful to hear that the school janitor wanted to retire and took his place.  Here he was completely successful, and peace returned to the community.  They bought a house at the far end of town and had it moved on rollers drawn by a team of horses to a site near the school.
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	5.  Grandma Millar                        6.  With Grandpa Millar

	In the meantime another of my mother’s brothers, Stanley, had come out to join the family group with his bride Edie, although later they returned back over the border where Edie had relatives.  And then my mother’s 2 unmarried sisters, Rose and Dorothy came out for a visit - which lasted until the end of 1919.  They had wanted to cross in the wonderful new unsinkable ship due to leave just a year after my parents sailed, but finances didn’t permit - even if they had been able to get a booking! But at the last minute my father’s cousin, Harold Wilde, who had his Master’s ticket and who tried for any position on the ship’s maiden voyage, was offered the lowly post of 3rd officer when that gentleman was taken ill (or got cold feet as rumours began to arise?); Harold jumped at it - and was one of the hundreds who went down with her.  

	It is now a matter of history that the beautiful, luxurious, unsinkable Titanic was so designed and constructed that she hadn’t a chance of survival if rammed, that she had no business to be so far north when icebergs had frequently been seen further south than normal at that time of the year, that there were nowhere near enough lifeboats or rafts for everybody and that anyway, launching methods for those it did carry were largely useless if the ship was listing, (and the designer of the ship had frequently and constantly tried to get both numbers and methods changed) and that the ship’s new-fangled wireless was useless out at sea as she was practically the only ship on that run which carried it.  All that mattered at the time of her sailing was that she should leave on schedule and make a fabulously quick time and in glorious luxury and comfort, doubts of her seaworthiness were drowned in the paeans of praise.  And while her radio operator was incessantly tapping calls for help, ships were passing within sight of her blazing lights with the crews gazing enviously at her in her glittering finery.  The unsinkable, sank.

	The remaining sister Laura was happily married and with her husband was running a village store in Widford in Hertfordshire.  Also still in England were 2 brothers, Alfred, still in London but no longer living with his parents, and Percy, the latter a small timid lad of only 12.  The age gap between him and his siblings was such that he had never had a real contemporary to cushion him against his father’s coldness and repression, but when one after another the others fled the home, his loneliness and misery increased.  But eventually he too joined the family abroad, when as he was nearing the age of military service in 1916, Grandpa packed him off to save having another son killed.  Alfred and Laura’s husband, Jack, had joined up at the start of the war 2 years earlier, Jack had survived but Alfred was blown to bits immediately he got to the Front.  Nellie, married to Alfred at the beginning of the war, had a baby son, Dennis, whom his father never saw, but her family - who had cut her off from any social contact when she insisted on marrying so far below her social station swept her back again when she became a widow, and none of our family saw her again.  Nellie sent a photo of Dennis when he was about 2 and a beautiful child, but that was the last communication.  Percy took full advantage of his freedom, and shortly after my arrival in the world left Calvin to roam around the country.

	But at first it looked as if he might be caught up in the Military in spite of Grandpa’s prudence.  In early 1915 another great liner had sunk with enormous loss of life only a few miles from the safety of port - sunk by a U-boat.  The Lusitania was full of neutral Americans, and although British, was by order of the Admiralty, flying the Stars and Stripes.  It was therefore considered by all (except Lord Fisher who had a more realistic view of naval logistics, but he had retired by then and was ignored) that it was unthinkable that any civilised country would attack it.  The 2 inquiries - one in London and one in New York - managed to hide the fact that Germany knew that she was secretly armed and that she was smuggling armaments to Britain - the manifest revealing only an inordinately large amount of furs and butter; that the captain hadn’t received full details of the known whereabouts of U-boats; that his escorts sailing out to meet him from Queenstown had been ordered back; and that he had received last minute instructions to put into Queenstown (thereby taking the ship right into the path of a submarine) instead of sailing up the middle of the Irish Sea to Liverpool as originally planned.

	The outraged Americans, convinced that Germany had therefore deliberately sunk an unarmed passenger liner, engaged only in ferrying neutral nationals, howled for revenge; had they had any other President, but Winston Churchill would have got his wish for America to join the Allies there and then.  Instead it was only 2 years later that the first American troops landed in France - among them my Mother’s brother Arthur.  He’d barely arrived when he too was killed.  As he had enlisted in the American army the authorities wrote to Percy as being the next of Kin (Stanley having returned to Canada and of course the sisters didn’t count) to ask if he wanted the body shipped back to him.  Percy hastily wrote back that his parents lived in London, so the lead-lined coffin draped in the Star and Stripes duly arrived on his parent’s doorstep.

	That war was so different from preceding ones in that there were very few countries not involved in it and very few families in them who weren’t personally affected.  The man whose path I was to cross so many times before we joined down the same one, rushed to enlist at the beginning and, because of his deep interest in and wide knowledge of the internal combustion engine, was promptly put into gunnery school learning how to dismantle and reassemble armaments that would be carried about on foot - or, at best, hauled along by horses! He had gained his mechanical knowledge from the moment when, at the age of 9, he had assisted his father in maintaining their first motor-car.  Within weeks he was the more competent driver and mechanic, and when, 2 years later, the vehicle was exchanged for a brand new 1904 Darroch, he was the acknowledged man-in-charge.
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	II

	Those early years of messing about with cars had frequently taken them to the Brooklands racing circuit only about 12 miles from their home in Sutton in Surrey to thrill at the fantastic speeds and driving skills, and they had also seen the many attempts at flying taking place just over the fence.  Few planes got far off the ground - and more than one would-be aviator unable to afford to buy either a machine or all the parts necessary to build his own, was able to make one up from the bits and pieces left scattered around from the innumerable crashes.  Then in 1909 came the excitement of the Daily Mail’s ₤10,000 prize for the first man to fly the English Channel.  Thurlow and his parents drove down to Dover to see Bleriot’s successful landing; in the same crowd were my father and his brother-in-law who ran a small motorcar and motorbike repair works in a village nearby.

	Thurlow had been born in 1893, nearly 7 years after his parents’ marriage and was the only child to ever arrive.  As his father was one of 16 live children and his mother had 3 sisters and 3 brothers, Nature had apparently thought it time she called a halt.  (In fact, those 23 children produced only 14 between them for the next generation).  His father used to complain that every time he returned from school his eldest sister Aida (originally Ada but she was a superb soprano and wanted to be an opera singer) would lean over the banister and say “shush, Mother’s having a baby”.  As most of those babies were girls and the only other boy, Charles, was mysteriously sent off to Australia when he was 18 and never heard of again, Robert found himself assuming the mantle of management of the family building firm.  He would much have preferred to repair, renovate and restore antiques and swore that he would never push his own son into the family business and therefore actively discouraged one who would have really enjoyed it.

	Robert John the younger’s wife was the second daughter of Henry Potter and Sarah (nee Robins) who had begun Sutton’s transition from a village little different from its description in The Domesday Book to a fairly wealthy dormitory town, but by the time of Elizabeth Jessica’s birth was running the Station Hotel.  The children were confined to the domiciliary part of the building and the garden at the back, so Elizabeth (later known only as Jessica) got her view of what was happening in the world outside by climbing on to the windowsill of the drawing room upstairs and sitting with her legs dangling outside.  Punishments for such dangerous and indelicate misdemeanours having no long-term effect, her exasperated father had railings plastered into the sill.  They could still be seen when we left Sutton.  He later utilised his hobby of gardening by selling flowers.  The florist business grew so that he bought extra land for his flower growing in Mitcham; there he also experimented with the distillation of perfumes and eventually concentrated on lavender growing and made a national name for his product, Potter’s Mitcham Lavender Water.  

	But he developed cancer and had to retire; after a long and painful illness, he died aged 54, 2 years before his daughter’s wedding The elder daughter also married in the same year, and Maud became the wife of George Burgess a couple of years later.  Kate the youngest daughter died while still in her teens.  Of the sons, the eldest) Willie, A Royal Horse Guardsman remained single, Alec married Roberta (always known as Bertie) and the youngest was drowned in a storm at sea shortly after joining the Merchant Service.

	Thurlow’s paternal grandfather, Robert John Humphris, had gone to Chatham from the family home in Tamworth, Staffordshire, when aged 19, he had married Louisa Mary, still only 16.

	Authors Note: {Thurlow had always spoken of his grandmother as “Sarah” but the marriage certificate Joyce obtained for me recently gives her name as Louisa Mary and her mother as Sarah.  As the latter lived with Thurlow’s grandparents during his early childhood and were always known as Grandma and Grandma Thurlow respectfully, he had no reason to doubt his idea.  The photo on the opposite page is of Louisa Mary.} 

	It wasn’t the first liaison of the 2 families - albeit this time a legal one -· Robert John’s great great grandmother had been Mary Humphreys (the name soon misspelt and thereafter Humphris) who although never married to Lord Thurlow, had lived with him all their adult lives and had borne 13 children by him; he too had remained faithful to her and had never married nor does gossip link his name with anyone else.

	Lord Edward Thurlow was the eldest son of Rev.  Thomas Thurlow, rector of Ashfield in Suffolk and Elizabeth, daughter and heiress of Robert Hovell, descendant of the Knight who had been “esquire to the body of Henry V” (The 2nd Baron added the surname Hovell to his name in order to commemorate the lineage).  He was also heir on his father’s side to estates in Norfolk through his great-uncle John Thurlow who had become famous in his time for his travels to discover new cultures in Europe, Asia and the Americas and in 1664 had been given a grant of arms (which as it incorporated a Jacob’s staff, indicated that an ancestor had been a Knight in the Crusades) but had died a year later and left all his estates to his nephew.  

	Edward had gone into law and taken silk when only 19.  He quickly became famous for his skill in cross-examination, an ability which the late Thurlow apparently inherited, and his ability to demolish witnesses to confused contradictions by his sarcastic wit.  He became the most successful advocate of his time.  Within 9 years he was made Solicitor-General and the following year became Attorney-General 7 years later, in 1778 he was appointed Lord High Chancellor, being made Baron Thurlow of Ashfield.  Automatically the Leader of the House of Lords when that body still could veto any legislation introduced by the Commons, he was the most powerful man in the country.  4 years later he was made Baron Thurlow, with the right for the title to pass to his brother and his male descendants, as he had no legitimate heirs himself.  (The first title lapsed on his death).

	But however clever he was at summing up the way to annihilate his legal opponents, he had no idea of how to deal with absent revolutionaries.  When, in 1775, the King asked his advice on what to do about the rebellious citizens of the American colonies who were refusing to pay the tea tax, chanting “No taxation without representation”, his advice was to “teach them a lesson they’ll never forget”.  They never did; through years of apparent defeat, their armies ill with hunger and cold, they never forgot the attempt to crush that democratic principle.  Amazing how money engenders so many noble precepts!

	On his elevation to the peerage, he bought Knight’s Hill Farm at Northwood (now Norwood) and in 1785 added Brockham Green Farm and 4 years later the Manor of Leigham Court - all areas which became popular walks for Joyce and me when, 140 years later, she and her family moved into the neighbouring district.  The Northwoods had belonged to the Archbishop, but of course were seized by Cromwell and thus later reverted to the Crown and later given, for services rendered, to a secular nobleman.  At that time it was 840 acres in extent and was the home of hundreds of gypsies, who were a great “Slumming” attraction to the gentry - especially their queen who was an expert fortune teller, and who spent so much of her time in a squatting position at that occupation that when she died at the splendid age of 109, she had to be buried in a special deep square box as her limbs had set in that position.

	At least one of Lord Thurlow’s children was born in the original house there, for the baptism register in Dulwich College Chapel contains the registration in October 1781 of Mary, daughter of Edward Lord Thurlow and Mary Humphreys of Knight’s Hill.  He employed England’s foremost architect, Henry Holland - whose own home and grounds still provide one of the many havens of peace and beauty in the heart of London - to build him a house.  It was eventually completed but had cost so much to build that in a fury he refused to ever live in it, and about 3 years after his death an act was passed to enable his executors to pull it down and sell the lands for development.  All that remains are a few bits of parkland, the names of the districts, plus one street called Thurlow St.  and a pub named The Thurlow Arms.  135 years after his death, the descendent bearing his name was to have a furniture depository there.

	His dislike of the house may have been compounded by a neighbouring property, only 25 acres in extent and grandiloquently named the Beulah Spa, being developed into a “tourist” attraction.  It incorporated a “medicinal” well, cutely roofed with an Indian wigwam shaped thatch, a rustic lodge, man-made coppice, grottos, lakes, waterfalls, a “ruined” temple, gazebos, a camera obscura, maze, archery ground, terrace and a lawn for dancing.  A string quartet played from mid-morning until dusk, when elaborate firework displays began.  

	Whether Thurlow’s anger sprang from that type of attraction being on his doorstep as it were or from sour grapes that he hadn’t thought of such a money-spinner first remains debatable.  It became a great success and a stone seat at the edge of the lawn - and which was still there when the estate was eventually sold for housing during the early 1900s - was known as Countess of Essex seat - so regularly did she attend and hold court there.

	Lord Thurlow died in 1806 and although a descendent was recently and briefly a High Commissioner to New Zealand, none of the family has made a name in politics since.  But quite a few continued to go into the Church.  His younger brother (to whose eldest son the title passed) also a Thomas, became Bishop of Lincoln and then of Durham (preferments undoubtedly due to nepotism).  He died 15 years before his elder brother, and therefore his son, also Edward, became the 2nd Baron.  Thomas’ second son - also Thomas - was in holy orders, and although the third son John, went into commerce and local government in Norwich his eldest son, Edward South, became prebendary of Norwich.  

	Although most of his sons by his first marriage were ordained in various parts of England, his sons by his second marriage all died before their parents only John living long enough to become Vicar of Hindringham in 1843 but lived for only a year afterwards.  He was the first resident vicar there, the previous ones being itinerant and sleeping in a room over the church porch; the room has been removed but the stairs remain leading to Heaven! About his last task before his death was to consecrate a magnificent new East window donated by a Dr. England in memory of his 2 sons, Richard, captain in the 12th Regiment of Foot, and George, the latter’s wife Mary and their daughter Mary, all killed at the Wairau massacre in June 1843.  New Zealand was already featuring in the family saga.

	The two descendants, now joined together, didn’t remain in Chatham, but 8 years and 5 children later moved to Sutton, a village 10 miles south of London.  He had realised that the wealthy industrialists, having made London unfit for anyone to live in, were moving out to the countryside around it, and that the building boom was beginning there.  He carried on developing Sutton where his future daughter-in-law’s father had left off, and in addition took over making the roads joining these mansions.

	When they arrived in Sutton it was notable only as being a staging post on the shortest London/Brighton route - a very busy route since George IV while still Prince Regent, had made that seaside town so popular.  Extra horses had to be harnessed to the coaches at the bottom of the hill at the Greyhound hotel, and at the Cock, at the top of the hill, they were unharnessed and led down for the next trip up.  The other horses were also changed there, after the 10 mile run from London, so it was quite a busy post.  A photograph Thurlow took much later, in about 1903, with his peep-hole camera, shows a stage coach toiling up the High St.  Both hotels still had their signs swinging from the centre of the wooden arches spanning the road when we arrived in Sutton in 1927, but as buses got taller and could no longer get under them, they were removed, although their signs continued to swing on poles alongside the buildings.  Within the last 20 years both hotels have also disappeared.

	In later years, he built many of the public buildings such as churches, town hall, council offices, infirmaries, hospital, the country’s most prestigious mental hospital, Netherne, incorporating then revolutionary ideas of work and leisure rooms, and a sewerage system of his invention.  Later he was called on to install such systems in various local towns.  He also built small cottages (at the other end of the town!) for the increasing army of workmen which all this growth attracted.  

	He was a scrupulously honest man, allowing no short cuts or scrimping in either quality of materials or in workmanship.  As a result his buildings - whether mansion or cottage, were still in sturdy condition until recent developers had them demolished - with great difficulty - to make way for modern high-rise blocks.  He paid good wages for his time and expected good work in return, treated his staff (and saw to it that his grandson did likewise) as courteously as he dealt with his customers.  He was elected to the council, where he distinguished himself by his forthright denunciation of anything he thought immoral in any way, in council practices.  He became such a nuisance to his fellow councillors who found themselves thwarted in any attempt to capitalise on their positions, that they eventually tried to block his candidacy for re-election, and when that failed put up their own officially backed candidate in opposition.  He still was elected - to an even stormier session.

	He finally publicly accused a fellow councillor of profiteering from his knowledge and influencing of plans for future development and refused to retract.  He wrote and distributed pamphlets on the matter (the local papers had been influenced to boycott his accusations) and raised a storm that the councillor in question had to threaten legal action or tacitly admit the justice of his denunciation.  In spite of his own solicitors’ pleas to him to recant as a charge of fraud would be almost impossible to prove, he refused to do so and told them he would welcome a prosecution for libel.  The development in question had to be changed of course, but his enemy never sued and eventually the matted died down.  

	Sickened by the whole affair he resigned and stayed clear of politics for the rest of his life, frequently abjuring his grandson to stay out of all politics at all times.  He lived until 1923, when his obituary in the local papers delicately referred to his battles as “his reluctance to bow to the restraints of procedure led to some stormy sessions”, but did concede that he fought hard against anything that he thought was wrong.
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	Long before that date however, he had handed over the running of the business to his son Robert John the younger.  He had opened a builders’ supplies shop as an adjunct to the wholesale amount of supplies the business itself required, but as the “jerry builders” began to increase and the Humphris meticulous work could no longer compete, he increased that side of the business and by the time he got the flu in 1929, turning to pneumonia from which he never recovered, the shop extended for 3 shops in the High St. and 2 along West St Shortly after his death, the Wall St crash heralded the spread of the great depression 

	His son, the first to be given the name of Thurlow, had managed to survive the 1914-1918 war without ever being wounded, in spite of having rifles shot out of his hand twice and never having a respite from the non-stop shelling while in the Dardanelles.  After weeks of bull, square-bashing and gun-breaking, he was at last sent out with his division as Petty Officer and dispatch rider!, to help implement that idiot plan to divert German pressure on the Western front by opening out another battlefield.  As the Turks were entrenched in their own backyard and coped extremely well without any German assistance it made no inroads into the latter’s forces, - and a worse spot for any invasion couldn’t have been found.  And so Thurlow found himself climbing mountainous waves and descending unending troughs of water in what seemed a cockleshell of a boat in the “beautiful blue Mediterranean” wishing only that a German raider would sink them and thus end his torment.  

	When the ship finally dropped anchor at Lemnos and orders were given to disembark into small boats to be rowed ashore, it was of little moment to him that the Turks were comfortably ensconced behind the hills, with apparently endless ammunition, perfect visibility and accurate range - or that a slight miscalculation in jumping down into the boat could end in the heavily-weighted men going down to the bottom of the sea.  Any hell was better than the one he had endured since they had slipped out of Portsmouth so long ago! As the boats moved achingly slowly through the frantically swimming horses, slung overboard to make their own way there, only the bliss of approaching stationary earth was in his mind.  Anyone who had told him then that 43 years later he would voluntarily embark on a 5-week sea voyage across the world would have been dismissed as a raving lunatic.  “Greater love hath no man…” 

	They were stranded on a rocky strip of land behind the sandy beach, and with granite-hills rising steeply behind.  The only cover was the rocks themselves and the small tough scrubby bushes that were all that could grow in the searing dry heat of day and the bitter cold of night.  Every move was greeted by a hail of fairly accurate rifle fire from the top of the hills, in addition to the almost incessant rain of shells that exploded over the entire area.  What few guns were landed intact fired back enthusiastically as long as their ammunition lasted; noise, heat and flies plus near starvation were the men’s lot.  

	All food (and water, apart from the little bit which could be caught from rain or condensation) having to be brought ashore by rowing boat, naturally very little of it got through the steady barrage.  The same brilliant planning that was responsible for the whole disastrous campaign in which such a large percentage of the New Zealand and Australian nations were killed, had decided that tins of “bully beef” plus “dog” biscuits were the most practical foods to transport; nobody had thought of the effect of the scorching heat on the tins! But the men were only too thankful to spoon up smashed biscuit soaked in the rancid soup with bits of gristle floating in it which was what poured out of the opened tins - and the occasional tin of condensed milk was ambrosia indeed!

	But at least Thurlow had something to do apart from hopelessly try to return the fire from the unseen enemy, interspersed with desperate and useless attempts to storm the cliffs; as a dispatch rider he had to ride with despatches! - however suicidal it seemed in those conditions.  Even without his intentional swerves and zigzags to upset snipers’ aims the rocky ground kept the bike leaping like a frenzied Dervish - and anyway Fate had other schemes in mind.  Still unwounded, he was bitten in the arm by a centipede, and within hours was delirious and apparently fading fast.  

	He was sent off with one of the batches of wounded to the hospital ship waiting off shore and unconsciously survived the journey to Alexandria.  There medical opinion was that he would have to have the arm amputated in order to save his life.  Fortunately he had recovered consciousness before they had had time to get around to it, and he refused to accept the verdict.  When he saw the stretcher bearers approaching his bed, he leapt out to run for cover.  

	They caught him, and probably only to restrain him got him against the wall with both arms outstretched.  The Arab doctor and attendants had an excited discussion, while Thurlow - in his feverish state feeling sure that they were going to cut off his arm while holding him there screamed for help.  The commotion brought an English doctor to the ward to straighten things out, and finally he was sent back to England for treatment.

	The prospect of going home buoyed him up but the months of insufficient food, plus his poisoning had left him badly undernourished and conditions in the hospital ship didn’t help.  Food below decks was pitifully inadequate and the men always crowded around the trolleys bringing back the remains of the officers’ meals.  Being so slight and weak, Thurlow was always elbowed out so he perfected the technique of crawling through the forest of legs, protecting his arm as best he could, and usually managed to grab something nutritious.  Failing that, the rubbish bins would often provide some edible snippets.

	Hospital in England was heaven - and sick leave afterwards was 7th heaven! and on his return to service he managed to get into the fast growing arm of the Air service - although why aeroplanes should be attached to the navy rather than the army in the days before the seaplane or aircraft carrier had been invented is presumably comprehensible to the Service minds! Because of his skill with engines he was put in charge of 25 machines and 8 mechanics and began to enjoy his war.  He got in a good deal of flying as his policy was always to go up with the pilot on the trial run after repairs, and during the flights kept his eyes open.  Theoretically he knew as much about flying as did the pilots and at last he got the opportunity to test himself.  Many “prangs” were caused through exhausted, inexperienced or just plain terrified pilots “seizing up”: on one occasion a new pilot was seen to crash-land about 3 miles away; Thurlow and mechanics rushed over there in the crash truck to discover the pilot unhurt but paralysed with fear.  Thurlow put him in the truck, quickly checked the plane and found it undamaged, sent the lorry back, climbed in the plane, took off, flew it back, circled the field and made a faultless landing.  The dressing down and loss of pay he got for his crime was received in perfect bliss!

	However when the war ended he was just as eager to get out of the Forces as he had been to get in, and in spite of offers of a commission and pilot-training, pulled strings to get demobbed fast.  After a few weeks holiday, he got to know an engineer who was making gas-welding plants but was no salesman, loaded the car up with the equipment and took off for the West country to the small towns not yet on the big manufacturers’ territories, and sold them like hot cakes.  

	In that first year, he made - and spent - £3000; at a time when the average wage was £150 per year, it was wealth indeed.  He had fallen in love with a beautiful assistant in the local Boots and impetuously rushed her off to Brighton with a special licence, married her and spent the remainder of the money on an expensive honeymoon.  They returned to Sutton to discover the reality of post-war England.
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	When the war ended, my Grandpa decided he’d sacrificed enough and wanted some family back, so the letters to his daughters increasingly harped on “your poor mother’s health” and “her illness bravely born” and the fact that, although she wouldn’t ask it of them herself, her dearest wish was that she could see them again before she died.

	They were all very happy and successful in their lives across the world; the owners of the restaurant in Calvin had wanted to retire and my mother and her sisters having no experience or ideas as to what was involved in the business had naturally decided to take it over.  They had after all been brought up as thrifty housekeepers and good cooks, they were young and energetic, were all good looking and had lovely personalities and delightful accents! Business boomed as farmers with or without their families made more frequent trips into town for supplies - and meals.  My mother took over the bread making for the restaurant and soon her fame as baker spread so much that people stopped making their own and put in regular orders.  The family prospered beyond their wildest dreams.  We had a bigger and more comfortable house built, and bought our own buggy and horses, Darkie and Spot.  In the winter the wheels were of course replaced with runners and my most vivid memory is of being dreadfully upset by my mother going out with a group of other women to some evening “do” without the rest of us.  

	Eventually my father comforted me by promising to take me with him when he went to meet her.  It was a still night, bright with myriads of stars and a nearly-full moon coming over the horizon illuminating an ocean of untouched snow as we shushed along on the sleds with only the horses’ jingling harness and occasional snorts breaking the silence.  Although I had been out “en famille” on winter nights before, this was the first time that the journey had been in companionable silence and the beauty of my surroundings had been able to catch my attention and awe.  It was with a tinge of regret that I heard the distant sound of laughter and chatter which heralded the arrival of the brake at our rendezvous.

	But all idylls come to an end.  Although the consensus of opinion was that Grandpa’s heart rending appeals for his daughters’ return was prompted more by the decrease in his personal comfort than by consideration for his wife, it was accepted that Grandma was undoubtedly ill and they decided to return to England to see her - quite intending to go back to Calvin later.  

	Stanley also decided to return so that Grandma could see all her grandchildren (he and Edie had 2 girls, born at around the same time as Ernie and I), and once again an ocean separated Percy from the rest of the family.  Having got his repression out of his system he settled happily in Calvin as a builder and in 1929 married a girl 12 years his junior and lived happily ever after.  They had only one son, Jerry, but now have 3 grandchildren and to date (mid 1983) 2 great grandchildren.  Percy retired some years ago but Olive continues as relieving nurse in the local hospital in Devil’s Lake, where they now live, a couple of hundred miles south of Calvin but still in North Dakota.  

	Calvin itself is now almost a ghost town.  The small farms became swallowed up in the enormous holdings of the grain syndicates and worked and managed by staff who live elsewhere.  The shimmering crops stretch in an unbroken line from horizon to horizon and at harvest time the juggernauts grind in line across the infinite expanse; the crops are swallowed up and removed, and the district is left empty of human life once again.  Of Calvin’s public buildings on the grandiloquently named Main St., only one stone bank now remains, derelict; the others have been removed or collapsed.  Only a few old folk continue to live in their old homes, one of the few still occupied at the last visit being the house built for us nearly 65 years ago.

	When my family returned to England they intended to go back later, but although Grandma didn’t die for over a year, she was obviously not fit to cope with life with Grandpa alone, and their love and sympathy for her kept them until it was too late and there was no money for a return.  When the war ended, men had been demobbed as fast as it was possible to do the paperwork, given their miserable gratuities and a suit of “civvies” and turned loose in a world that didn’t know what to do with them.  Industry which had been gradually geared up to war work, suddenly ground to a halt, with nothing prepared to replace it - and a flood of would-be workers to do it! Neither my father nor Stanley could get jobs and Grandpa’s expansive gesture of allowing them to join in the family firm resulted in both losing what little money they still had.  With food shortages abounding and no rationing or any other controls, prices soared out of our reach.  Ernie and I were weaned from the extravagance of using impossibly-priced sugar by the carrot of putting our precious spoonful’s in a tumbler instead, with the heady reward of ½d (less than ½ cent) when the glass was full.  (In later years I found that I could no longer drink sweetened tea but Ernie returned to his old ways threefold!).

	The Land Fit for Heroes seemed further off than ever.  The heroes were very much in evidence: men with sightless eyes and a white stick stood patiently in shop doorways with little trays supported around their necks bearing a few boxes of matches or bundles of shoelaces and a collection tin; legless men arrived in the early morning, drew their pictures in coloured chalks on the pavement and sat down beside them in a day long vigil, an upturned cap alongside; street singers would quaver sentimental - or even patriotic! - songs in voices growing progressively hoarser as the day passed; more entertainingly, 3 or 4 musicians would move slowly along the gutter playing the instruments saved from their pre-war “works” band days, with one of their number thrusting the inevitable tin mug towards the passers-by; or a “spoons” man would enthral us children as, accompanied by a squeeze-box playing companion, he smacked a pair of spoons on various parts of his body to produce a tune.  

	But best of all, we thought, was the organ grinder with his little monkey in its velvet jacket passing the money bag around.  As the London Bobby came up and told him to “move along now please”, he would pick up the handles of his organ and trundle a few yards until the Bobby turned the first corner he could - only to find another hero he had perforce to move on, - while we children skipped along beside him to his next pitch.  We accepted these and other street entertainers as part of London life without any thought of the misery behind it.  Of course, there were some “con” men who made a good living out of it, working the right pitch and using strong-arm tactics to keep others away from it, and who at the end of the day, packed up their gimmicks, stood up on the supposedly amputated legs and walked briskly around the corner to their parked car.  But the hollow eyes and gaunt faces were only too real on most of them.
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	Although we had none of these horrors to contend with, poverty became very real.  Although Campbell and Stanley couldn’t find employment, the younger sisters got jobs as shop assistants at slave wages and Edie was able to return to nursing while my mother ran the combined household.  But one day, barely 10 months after the return to England, the youngest sister, Rosie was unwell.  Her pain worsened during the day and on Edie’s return home from the hospital, she decided that Rosie had a prolapsed womb, and scrubbed up ready to replace it.  She straightened up with a deadly white face and said to my mother incredulously, “Rosie’s having a baby”.  When the rush of the job was over and Rosie lay with her daughter in her arms, Edie turned to Freda and said “Who’s going to tell Father?”.

	It was of course a rhetorical question and my mother has only the haziest recollection of going downstairs desperately trying to think up a way of breaking the news.  In the event as Grandpa looked up from his paper and asked how Rosie was, she just blurted out “She’s just had a baby”.  She remembers little of the ensuing storm except the final demand that she get Rosie and the brat out of the house immediately - and without the neighbours finding out anything.  Rosie had refused to name the father or say anything about him except that he was a commercial traveller and already married.  She later took the name of Mrs Williams - as that wasn’t the man’s name! Many years afterwards she told Joyce that her father’s name was indeed Williams and that he had been a private chauffeur.  Presumably Rosie had thought that a commercial traveller would be harder for her father to trace, particularly if he thought that the name was just one she’d thought up.

	The next day Freda went to Widford to consult sister Laura and her husband Jack.  They immediately offered Rosie and the baby a home for life, and promptly drove down to collect them - Grandpa staying shut up in the drawing room while the transfer took place.  Dorothy - incensed by their father’s behaviour - went with them, and was such a help to Laura also that she remained.  Jack, dear, charming, good-hearted and lovable man that he was, had been able to get through the horror of 4 years in the trenches only with the aid of whisky and was now an addict and not much use in the store; Dorothy took his place.  They extended the business to include drapery and haberdashery and hand-made baby clothes, and the new assistants were kept busy: for a few years all went well.

	Grandma died in June 1921 and shortly afterwards Grandpa - finding that Stanley at least was a difficult person to work with - magnanimously forgave his erring daughter and went to live in Widford also, blandly usurping the place at “head of the table” - and head of the household.  Not that Jack was around too much to object; the increased profit brought by the expanded business gave him more opportunity to extend his hospitality at his favourite pub.

	But the watchmaker and jewellery business continued to go downhill - partly because of Campbell’s lack of business acumen, partly because of the economic climate but also because of Stanley’s increasing instability.  At length he gave up and tried a succession of other ventures which failed.  However, by 1925 Edie had saved sufficient from her nursing wages to pay their fares back to Canada.  They prospered there - aided by Edie’s family - although Stanley apparently remained a difficult person to live with; he died at the early age of 51.  We knew of that event long before Edie’s letter reached us as Rosie suddenly came out with the statement that he’d died at what transpired to be around the time that it occurred.  Edie lived to an energetic 85, going by bus nearly every evening to Bingo sessions, carrying her winnings around in a brown paper bag, right up to within a week or so of her death.  Their younger daughter, Inez, married and had a son and twin daughters.  At the same age as her father she died of cancer, her son preceding her by a few weeks in a motor accident.  One of the twins married and became a suburban housewife and mother and seems very happy; the other came to New Zealand with a friend on a working holiday in 1972, lived as she talked - frenetically - and finally returned home with a young New Zealander with a kidney complaint.  They married but within 3 months he returned home to die in peace.  She has recently remarried and now seems settled.  My older cousin, Irene, married much later in life - a widower with a grown-up family.  He was a lovely person who enjoyed life to the full in spite of having a dicky heart; a few months after we met him in England in 1973 when they were holidaying there at the same time as Thurlow and I were, he had his last heart attack.

	Our affairs had no such seesaws; we continued steadily downhill, although we children weren’t really aware of it.  True, we grumbled at a very limited diet which eventually got down to bread and margarine with very weak tea for breakfast, dinner and tea - meals which Ernie and I frequently had on our own “because Daddy is too busy to stop for a meal just yet” but which we later discovered was because there wasn’t enough for them to have any.  I began to dimly guess at something when one night - my bed being in a curtained alcove of our living room - I awoke to the frightening experience of hearing my father crying at his inability to earn enough to feed his children.  I peeked through the curtains and saw him slumped at his work bench and my mother on her knees beside him holding him and comforting him as she did me when I had hurt myself.  I never spoke to anyone of such an awesome scene.  Many years later my mother told me that on one occasion their despair was so great that they had walked to Waterloo Bridge - as infamous for its suicides as Grafton Bridge once was here -, leant over the parapet and talked of how much better off Ernie and I would be if they slipped over the side; Laura would love to take us as her children.  Rejecting the idea, they turned to walk home - and my mother found a 10/- note in the gutter!

	But I at least had a wonderful feast one day.  I had accompanied my mother on her trip to the street stalls of Portobello Road one Saturday - when all perishable food was sold at steadily decreasing prices.  Suddenly I realised that I’d lost her and began howling.  An immensely tall policeman squatted down beside me, and on learning what was the matter lifted me up on to his shoulders so that I could see above the crowds as he walked me around the stalls.  That failing he carried me to a nearby police station where his fellow officers sent out for iced buns and lemonade for me.  When my father arrived in great distress to report my loss I didn’t want to leave!

	But I was a dreadful snob and wouldn’t let my school friends know of our poverty, inventing the most extravagant culinary delights when discussing our meals.  And on our Sunday walks to Kensington Gardens I would take my elegant doll’s pram -a present from my aunt Cissie - but only in order to hide the firewood we collected in the park; and was in an agony of apprehension lest we meet any friends who would pull back the beautiful cover to see the doll of which I boasted! Those Sunday afternoons were balm to my father’s soul however; the beauty of the trees and the profusion of magnificent flowers in the Flower Walk and the music played in the bandstand gave him back some peace.  That same Sunday walk had been taken 30 years previously by my mother and her family - but for different reasons: all dressed up in their best clothes, the boys in knickerbockers and the huge white stiffly starched collars designed to inhibit fidgeting or any violent movement, and the girls in equally starched frills and tucks, bonnets, white gloves and parasols, the object was to see and be seen by acquaintances similarly accoutred.

	However in spite of poverty Ernie and I were always expensively dressed - and in the school holidays well fed also! Aunt Laura always asked us to spend the holidays with her, and that included a day in Hertford being outfitted! In addition the local squires son and heir lived in the lovely Georgian manor house near the village (his father preferring to live a more secluded life well outside).  He had 3 children, a son John around Ernie’s age, who was at Harrow but spent the holidays at home, a daughter Elizabeth, known always as Bunty, who was my age and a “little one” Susan, a bit younger than Joyce.  None of them wore their clothes out and as Nanny Pawle was a friend of Aunt Laura’s their cast-offs always came our way - and very elegant those clothes were! And because Aunt Laura was so obviously a lady, in spite of being “in trade”, I and later Joyce were asked to the House to be companions for the girls.  We got on reasonably well - chiefly I suspect because we loved to play with all their expensive and wondrous toys and in the immense and exciting grounds.  Nanny Pawle was the archetype family Nanny as adept at curing her charges of the normal childish complaints as she was at caring for their physical and emotional comforts and social education.

	On one occasion when Joyce fell off the swing and cried about the pain in her shoulder, she sat her on the kitchen table, uttering soothing noises while she got gently behind her, gave the shoulder a quick wrench and all was well.  Gradually I became one of the family in those holidays and would frequently stay there for days at a time.  Every evening that the parents were home - and not having a dinner party - we would be taken down to the dining room at the end of their meal and have some dessert with them while we chatted about the day’s events.  To my knowledge this was the only contact the children had with their parents.  Even John frequently had his meals with us in the nursery dining room although he would attend the dinner parties - and amuse us afterwards with his imitations of some of the zanier guests.  Sometimes there would be weekend house parties and frequent visitors included their cousin’ Rosemary’s family.  She of course shared the nursery quarters but with no liking for the arrangement on either side, and although Nanny would allow no disparagement of her temporary charge from any of us, we sensed her relief also when the visit ended.  Years later when the story of her marriage breakup hit the headlines owing to her husband’s involvement with Princess Margaret, I remembered the effect she had on us and sympathised with Captain Townsend.

	I enjoyed my life at the manor and totally alien as it was to normal life as I knew it, slipped easily into it at the beginning of the holiday season – and slipped just as easily back into real life as school loomed up again.  But Uncle Jack died - of pneumonia brought on through lying in a ditch for hours on a cold, rainy night after a fall on his way home from the Green Man.  Aunt Laura felt that she couldn’t carry on without extra help and employed a tough, hefty local man as assistant.  He was a workaholic and not only increased the turnover, but tightened up the financial side of the business, negotiating increased concessions from suppliers and winkling payment from debtors.  He later suggested expansions in various ways such as raising their own animals for the butchery department he inaugurated and installing petrol pumps; but naturally if he was going to do all that he would require a bigger stake in matters.

	He was a personable, gay, bluff sort of man - and almost teetotal; Aunt Laura agreed to marry him.

	The harmony lasted about as long as the honeymoon.  The drapery side of the business had begun to go downhill some time before when a bus service had been provided and the villagers could go and browse in the emporiums of Hertford for their materials and linen.  Although Dorothy was indispensable in the main shop and to assist in household management, Rosie was de trop - and so was her small daughter! He closed the drapery down, on the pretext that the building was unsafe, and harassed Rosie to such an extent, saying that either she went or he would, that she began making plans for some other home and livelihood.  He hadn’t bargained on Dorothy’s loyalty though and was very upset when she said she would go too.  He even offered her more wages and was genuinely amazed when she turned him down.  They searched for a little shop with living accommodation and Joyce, then 5, remembers desperately hoping that they would settle on the sweet and paper shop in Hemel Hempstead, rather than the draper’s in Brixton - which was their ultimate choice - and not only because of the attractions of the stock; she loved the country as much as I did and Hemel Hempstead was a village not much bigger than Widford and not far away.  She hated going to school except for the “nature” walks the class took across the fields; on one occasion to prevent being taken to school she hid in the water butt outside the kitchen door (empty at the time - there was a drought) while her mother and aunt hunted everywhere for her.  But she rather spoilt the desired effect by calling out “It’s no good looking for me in the water butt, ‘cause I’m not there”.  She was equally forthright at a village fete opened by another local aristocrat, Lord Buckmaster, who afterwards did his duty by circulating amongst the stalls, and during the refreshment session took the skinny little girl on his knee.  He was of course immaculately dressed for the occasion in the de rigeur Harris Tweed trousers and sports jacket; she was in a very short cotton dress.  She wriggled out of his grasp saying loudly “I don’t like you; you have prickly drawers”.  As the Buckmasters were one of the shop’s biggest customers, with their constant house guests, perhaps that accentuated Arthur Ginger’s dislike of her.  15 years later the Big House became an even more important client when its owner was put in charge of organising the new hush-hush corps of men and women trained to parachute into Occupied Europe to liaise with the Underground movements there, and the numbers living at the house increased dramatically.
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	And so in the summer of 1926 the 2 sisters began their independence.  It was of course quite the wrong time to make such a move.  The poor had been inexorably growing poorer while the wealthier had partied, Charlestoned, eaten and drunk their way through the frenetic flapper period.  Industrial trouble had been growing and in that year culminated in the General Strike.  My father was naturally on the side of the strikers and therefore we children didn’t question it.  But it became a different world for us: the deserted streets empty of all transport except the occasional private car (and they soon were garaged as petrol ran out) and bicycles, the emptying shops with the resultant queues for any supplies they did have, the pickets outside factories and public transport termini, and department stores.  But above all, the QUIET.

	Our neighbourhood was considered a peaceful one but we had never realised the noise which we now became aware of through its absence; the milkman’s gentle yet penetrating “milko”, as his horse slowly clip-clopped along: the fish vendor pushing his iron clad wheeled barrow, shouting “cockles, winkles, fresh mussels” (why were only mussels fresh?), the newsboy shouting the headlines, the trams clanking and buses grinding, the delivery carts with horse hooves ringing - all were silenced.  The itinerant self-employed who required no replenishment of goods - the knife and scissors grinder with his wheeled bench or the tinker with his rattling pots telling his trade, still circulated but their beat was too extensive for them to be heard often.  No one really knew how things were going as there were no papers and the wireless was still rare - and certainly not in our circles.  But transport began to trickle through manned by blacklegs - men who like my future husband gave no thought to the desperation which had driven men to such action but wanted only to earn money for their own families, or men who - backed up by Special Constables - thought it a bit of a lark to have a legalised confrontation, or those who thought that the strikers were a lot of commie stirrers - except that then the expression was “Bolshevik anarchists” (although how one could be a highly organised Bolshevik and at the same time an anti-any-government anarchist was never explained!).

	The government sat tight; troops were sent to maintain essential services and were held ready to squash any riots which might break out, but it was hoped that the strike would peter out.  And of course it did: one by one the unions gave in until only the miners, whose despair had begun the business, were left holding out.  With plenteous stocks of coal and few being able to afford to buy it, the mine owners held back.

	Eventually the miners had no choice but to surrender; the ringleaders of course found themselves dismissed but the miners had learnt their lesson - never to go into confrontation again without being economically prepared.

	These events had compounded the troubles faced by Rosie and Dorothy.  Apart from the fact that the owner of the property had tried to get more “key” money out of them (Dorothy even had to go to Court to contest his demands - and forever after Rosie spoke of him only as “that crook”) the district was a poor one to start with and the even greater belt tightening imposed by the strike on their potential customers meant no business.  In order to eat they had to sell the odd bits and pieces inherited from their parents; oil paintings in gilded frames such as are so sought after now, bringing in 2/-.  Fortunately when the strike ended a custard powder manufacturer turned the derelict houses opposite them into a factory.  Slave wages the girls might have been paid but they spent a lot of it on female monthly necessities and the sisters were able to buy wool and knit baby clothes.  The girls bought these (on lay-by) for those no longer requiring those necessities and as presents for nieces and nephews.  The quality was so good and the prices so attractive - 5/- per garment including the cost of the wool - that orders came fast; the sisters were kept busy knitting all day, every day and well into the night.  But both Joyce and I remember them as always gay and laughing - although the struggle to survive and the conditions in which they lived must have been heartbreaking.  There was one tiny room behind the shop which was workroom and living room.  A long way down an unlit passage was the one bedroom, just big enough for one high chest of drawers and a double bed in which the three of them slept (plus me when I stayed with them).  Off that was the kitchen with concrete floor and built in copper and a gas cooker; outside in the yard was the W.C. The “garden” was a tiny square of rock hard dirt in which the only thing which would grow was an amazing plum tree, sprung up from a stone.  It never bore fruit until the year they left but the blossom lifted their hearts every spring.

	Joyce went back to a school of dreary grey buildings and concrete playground quite close to another sort of prison run by the Justice Department; but it was brightened by the sight of a child of her age with a fairy cycle! She very pragmatically decided that if she made a friend of the girl she would be able to ride it - and, elbowing out the child already making-up to the bike’s owner, so she did! They are still firm friends even though Vera married and went to South Africa where she still lives, returning for holidays when she stays with Joyce.  However, it wasn’t the bike which caused her mother the most alarm in spite of the falls she had from it.  Joyce had a love of climbing, with many a spill, but one day while showing off her skill at balancing in walking along the top of a spiked railing, she slipped and fell, one of the spikes going through her leg and out the other side.  Somehow she ripped her leg off, and evading everyone who tried to stop her, dashed home pumping blood at every step and rushed into the shop declaiming “Mum, I’m going to die” and promptly fainted.  Her mother nearly joined her on the floor! She enjoyed the subsequent attention and being pushed around in a borrowed pushchair - at least, for a couple of weeks, then the immobility palled.

	The rift thus forced between Laura and her younger sisters left my mother hanging in between - but not for long.  Arthur decreed that as Aunty Dolly had left them in the lurch, Aunt Laura would now have no time to entertain - or indeed visit - any other relative and certainly couldn’t look after a young niece all holidays.  Contact between Laura and her family was maintained only by letters except for the occasional trips she was able to make on a shopping expedition to London.  There was never any prior arrangements for these - just telegrams arriving at both our homes late on Wednesday mornings (early closing day for both Widford and Brixton shops) asking us to meet her at Selfridge’s P.O. at 3.0., so Joyce and I concluded (probably unjustly, but we were ready to attribute any meanness to Arthur) that he had decided to go to Bishop’s Stortford on business and his wife seized the opportunity to get away.

	We loved these excursions for the glamour and excitement of wandering through the West End’s fabulous shops actually buying things, the fantastic gardens on their roof tops, the demonstrations by world famous tennis names playing on full size courts set up in one of the salons, swimming stars exhibiting their prowess in pools on the roof, and top cricketers at the nets in the sports departments, donkey rides in sawdust strewn basements and then finishing with scrumptious teas at Fullers! These were the only personal contacts Laura had with any of her family for 15 years, except for the 2 occasions in the summer of 1933.  I and a friend, on one of our week-end cycle rides, and without prior discussion with my parents, turned up at the store and greeted them both as if we’d been pals all the time, and suggested that we might unroll our sleeping bags on the barn floor.  Arthur seemed almost pleased with my presumption - and I soon found out why! We were by then quite attractive teenagers, and very attractive to him! We immediately closed ranks and never left one another’s side while we were there - a custom which Joyce and I had to resume when, in 1941, the family was invited to spend August bank holiday week-end there.  The invitation astounded us - until we discovered that he had several acres of harvest to get in! But we all enjoyed it, learned to drive a tractor and hold the reins while his tough little Welsh pony Nellie, plodded her way around the field, pulling the gig also pressed into service as a cart.

	By the time that the rift with Arthur Ginger had begun, we had reached our rock bottom and the wheel had begun slowly to turn up again.  A man had come into the shop to ask my father if he could do with an assistant; he soon gauged the state of affairs and left.  Later that day he was back with a few repair jobs to be done; the 2 men sat at the bench and began working on them.  When the repairs were finished he went off with them and returned the next day with the money for the jobs plus a few more watches to be fixed.  And so the unofficial partnership began - he not only got cash for the work they were doing but also took a list of debtors and winkled out at least some of the money owing.

	He was a Russian Jew whose surname was so difficult for the Briton to master that he had dropped it and used his last given name - Nathan.  His family had fled from Nizhniy Novgorod in one of the many Tsarist pogroms when he was in his teens and they had settled in the Jewish quarter of London - Whitechapel.  Like most of his race, he was unstintingly generous to family, friends and his own people - and from the moment he met my father he included us among them.  He envied the peaceful and serene love that bound us and sought to become part of it.  Occasionally he would bring his son Benjamin (Ernie’s age) or daughter Fanny (21) to visit us; to my unsophisticated eyes she looked like a film star but I soon got bored with her topic of conversation and her brother was just another boy obsessed with chasing or hitting a ball.

	Once Nathan took me to his home, first buying a whole salmon as a “peace offering” to his wife: I realised afterwards that I was an added incentive for her to be peaceable, but at the time I could only marvel at the astounding extravagance of anyone buying a WHOLE SALMON! We entered the flat and went into the kitchen to be met with a torrent of Russian (apparently) abuse.  He laid the salmon on the table beside her with some conciliatory - sounding words and began to lead me forward to introduce me when the salmon came flying across the room; he ducked with practiced precision and the fish whizzed past my ear.  It was closely followed by a hail of pans during which we made a hurried retreat.

	I also accompanied him on other outings when we would call on friends or family in Jewry.  Slum areas they undoubtedly were, being tall narrow buildings with only a skylight to illuminate the 4 flights of stairs, each floor housing what sounded like dozens of people but with only one lavatory in the entire house; and yet the families we called on were wholeheartedly welcoming warm, friendly if frenziedly noisy.  Some were poor and others quite well off but all helped one another.  It was at first sight and sound an alarmingly alien world but within a very short time I was thoroughly at home in it.  It was of course through this network that Nathan was able to assist us in so many ways through the years (I write of him without the prefix but during all those years of close friendship he was always Mr. N to us all and my parents were Mr.  and Mrs. Wilde to him).

	Amongst other proofs that we - as his friends - were accepted by that community as one of them, was the care Ernie received in his various bouts of illness by a doctor among them, but who never sent us a bill.  But there came a time when Dr. Foley was beaten; Ernie’s temperature remained sky high and he alternated between delirium and unconsciousness for no apparent reason.  The doctor hesitantly suggested a specialist but added that his fee would be £5.  Even Nathan couldn’t produce that, but a swift visit to Whitechapel soon raised the amount and we awaited the great man.  A Rolls Royce pulled up at the door but it was only Dr. Foley’s club footed step we heard; deeply humiliated he had to tell us that the specialist wouldn’t come in until he was assured his fee would be forthcoming.  Silently my father handed him the money and Dr. Foley returned to the car; the great healer came in, had a routine check and said he would send an ambulance to take him to the Royal Free Hospital for children.  3 weeks later Ernie was home, restored to normal without any certain diagnosis having been made.  Two further bouts led to his later sojourns there without anyone ever discovering what was wrong with him.

	Nathan also arranged the fitting up of the first floor of the house as a separate flat which was let to a young couple with a baby.  The lease strictly forbade any sub-letting but my parents were sufficiently infected with his insouciance to be able to take a chance and the rent money was manna from heaven.  I loved to help with the baby (though if the parents had seen the near disaster when I was pushing it out in the pram, seeing how far it could run downhill before I caught up with it again, they would probably have walked out on us.) and I saw and heard my first gramophone.  True the records our lodgers had weren’t the sort my parents enjoyed and I didn’t think much of them myself once the novelty had worn off, but I was as fascinated as the little dog at the sounds coming out of the trumpet.

	Soon after that introduction I had my first experience of the wireless.  One of Grandpa’s sisters, Aunt Kate, lived in what seemed a mansion to me near Epping Forest and she invited us to afternoon tea one Sunday to listen to Melba on her newly acquired wireless.  We had never been before (nor did we again) and I was wide-eyed with excitement at the door being opened by a maid in starched apron and cap, the big silver tea tray brought into the richly gleaming drawing room with the silver set with 2 teapots, China or Indian, the Crown Derby china from which we ate ridiculously thin cucumber sandwiches and Dundee cake.  I knew of all this of course from the Pawle’s but my own relatives living in such luxury! 

	Aunt Kate was awesomely forbidding in manner but her only daughter -incongruously known as Birdie - was more human.  Joyce - who was also a once only visitor there later likened her to Joyce Grenfell both in looks, mannerisms and also gentle kindness.  Then came the moment my father had been aching for - Melba’s recital.  We were all given earphones, plugged into a little square box, and with great excitement I adjusted them over my ears - to suffer the greatest disappointment of my musical life! The famous voice sounded thin and tinny, the high notes shrieked and the lower ones vanished in static.  I had known nothing of the inadequacies of transmission and reception in those pioneer days and was expecting the glorious sounds I had heard so much about the sounds I actually heard shocked me.  I was too well schooled to voice my disappointment in front of my hostess - and my father’s elation at the miracle he had experienced kept me from deflating his happiness after we left.  It dawned on me that while we children are flatly realistic, adults live in a world of fantasy and imagination!

	But I did enjoy plenty of real music.  A local newsagent displayed posters for a variety of theatres and concert halls, for which he received a couple of free tickets for each show.  He wasn’t interested in concerts and passed the tickets on to my father.  Partly because of Ernie’s health and partly because my mother wasn’t so keen on going anyway, I was usually his companion on these musical evenings.  We walked to and from the Albert, Queen’s and Wigmore Halls, attended symphony, promenade and chamber music concerts, organ and singing recitals; we saw and heard Beecham, Harty and Wood, McCormick, Nash, Natzke and Baillie.

	I was also making music.  My father was unable to play his own instrument - the violin - as his had been sold while he was away, and there was no way of buying another, but Grandma’s piano was in the house and he had begun to teach me as soon as I was able to read music (no Suzuki method in those days).  I had an easy proficiency in technique and my inherited and nurtured love of music combined to make me quite a good performer - so much so that when Aunt Cissie heard me she was adamant that I should have expert tuition.  Realising that the expense was beyond us, she herself found the right teacher and paid the first term’s fees.  I didn’t myself see at that time (I was 7 years old) that my new dominie was so much better than my father, and I was irked at having to walk so far to yet more schooling, so that when Uncle Arthur (Sanders) heard about it and forbade any more such expensive gestures I was quite pleased that we returned to the status quo when the term ended.

	Schooling generally came easily to me so that my only objection to attending was that I might possibly be doing something more interesting.  But in any case I had only myself to blame; Ernie had been going for some years and his stock answer to questions about lessons for the day being a vague “er... Scripture..  er...messing about.  play” gave me to think that it was a delightful place to go.  I did not then realise that he had always had the happy knack of tuning out of anything so boring to him as conventional schooling and so was genuinely unaware of what was actually going on in the classroom around him.  Even when at 5 he had started school in Calvin he had soon learnt to leave the classroom behind him and even - in a fit of irritation at being badgered back to reality by the teacher’s insistence on what a dog says - responded with an irate “I don’t know what the damned dog says”; fortunately the teacher’s stunned embarrassment was curtailed by the bell - but my parents received the first of innumerable complaints that Ernie had plenty of ability but wouldn’t pay attention.  So, at quarter past four - (I had learnt to tell the time and to count but with a child’s logic couldn’t see the point of differing terminology for the same fraction) I at last nagged my parents into letting me start.

	It was the same school which my mother and her siblings had attended (but now of course it was free) and the headmistress was the same one who had taught her.  It was a 3-storied grey brick building divided into Boys, Girls and Infants but with only one playground - a tiny courtyard about 40 x 30 feet, surrounded entirely by the building; playtime had to be staggered so that there was room for us to at least walk about.  Lunchtime was from 12 until 2.0 and we all had to go home for it.  We lived 1½ miles away, and we had to walk that 4 times a day.  There was little time to dawdle in the mornings or midday but at 4.0 p.m. when school finished it was a walk of wonder.  As the previous generation had done, we went through the fairyland of - at that time London’s biggest and after Harrods, most elegant department store - Whitely’s, whose proud boast was that they sold - or would obtain - anything from a pin to an elephant.  It has long been demolished now, unlike Harrods, and it never had to live up to that boast - although its competitor Harrods, has recently obtained one for a customer.

	Whitely stretched right down the 600 yards of Queens Road starting opposite the school, and for 200 yards along the next street, at right angles.  By cutting through the shop at an angle we could have cut the distance of our walk but the place was too exciting for that.  The firm of course didn’t appreciate a horde of children swarming into its luxurious salons and frequently asked for the school’s cooperation.  Stern lectures on consideration for others and notes to parents would have a short effect, but we were soon drawn back.  The elegantly dressed shopwalkers would question us as to our wants and I stayed away from there for some weeks after one occasion when I glibly told one of them that I had to buy some bread - knowing that that section was the furthest away.  Further questions had me listing various types which I had always longed to taste.  I was a very bad liar and obviously not believing a word of it he asked my mother’s name and address.  For days afterwards I lived in terror that the Whitely’s van would deliver my order and demand the money which I knew could never be found.

	The last part of our walk was enlivened by the antics of the “pirate” buses.  There were then lots of small bus firms and even single owner-driver ones, all touting for the most business.  They would race one another to the bus stops that had lots of passengers waiting, leaving the emptier ones to the laggards in the race.  Customers were urged on and off at all possible speed so as to be able to take off again a second earlier than the competitor and reach the next full bus stop first.  Passengers knew of these practices so there was no dawdling or orderly queuing and the young regulars perfected the skill of swinging off or on while the bus was going flat out.  The danger of such tactics and the difficulties for the old or disabled didn’t occur to us children and we used to cheer on our favourite buses.

	There was also still a lot of horse drawn commercial traffic and usually the animals plodded along unconcernedly at all this flurry knowing their own routine and stopping at their ports of call without any signal from their drivers.  At lunchtimes their chaff bags would be unhooked from under the cart and slung over their heads.  Once I was stupid enough to reach up to pat one of such horses after he’d received his bag.  Naturally thinking I was going take it from him, he jerked out his head, caught hold of my shoulder in his teeth, shook me hard, dropped me in the gutter and returned to his food.  His bite wasn’t all that bad (I was wearing a thick coat at the time) but my vanity was injured!

	The milkman retained his horse-driven cart right up to and during the 1939 war, although by then it was a 4-wheeler with rubber tyres laden with crates of bottled milk, and making his rounds 3 times a day; pre-dawn, with prearranged orders, about mid-morning for further deliveries and instructions for the afternoon round when cream, butter and eggs would be brought.  But in my early London days the milkman was still driving the 2-wheel step-on trap with churns of milk swinging freely, and with ¼, ½ and 1 pint ladles hanging around them, and he would ladle out the required amount into the lidded cans left at doorsteps or into jugs of those who came out to meet him.  There were also dairies, cool even in the hottest summers, with their tiled floors and walls, marble counters with huge slabs of ice under them, where one could buy milk and dairy products; and if one ran out of milk after hours, there was an iron model of a cow attached to the outside of the door - put ½d in the slot, hold one’s jug under its udder and catch the measured amount which she dispensed!

	Other street vendors abounded, but one we liked to follow on winter Sunday afternoons was the muffin man.  Not that we were ever customers but because of the delicious smell of hot bakery which surrounded him as he walked along with his white-cloth covered tray of muffins on his head, ringing his little bell and calling out “muffins, hot muffins”.  Another great favourite in cold weather was the hot-chestnut or baked potato man.  His coke-fired brazier hung freely between the 2 wheels of the barrow which he pushed along the street, and which also carried the raw products.  The smell of roasting chestnuts would bring us homing in from streets away - and there was always the chance of a dropped one!

	In summer we followed the ice-man’s cart and cooled off in its cold atmosphere while the vendor, with a thick sacking hood and cape over his head and shoulders, struck his hook - like a huge hay-bale hook but with a very sharp point - into one of the ½cwt. blocks, dragged it to the edge of the cart, put his shoulder under it and steadying it against his head, carried it into the dairies, fish shops, butchers or restaurants.  Fish shops were open to the street and the fish displayed on sloping marble counters cooled by the ice and with crushed ice packed between layers.  The shop floors were always running with water from the melting ice but the place remained so cool and odourless that no flies intruded.  This lay-out remained at least until we left England with the ice replaced by refrigeration pipes, and the traditional blue/white striped apron being replaced by similarly coloured jackets and trousers with white rubber aprons and white gum boots, but the uniform still topped with the white “boater”.  Butcher shops were also open to the street in our early days; the carcasses were kept in the ice-cooled storeroom behind the shop but the sides being used were hung at the back with the huge oak chopping block right in the front almost on the pavement.  But like the fishmonger, the butcher wore a long blue and white striped apron and a boater with similarly coloured band around it.

	Having got out of the desperate circle of being in debt and therefore unable to afford to move anywhere and therefore getting into more debt, my parents’ longing to at least get away from London began to surface, and Nathan found them a house in Sutton in Surrey - only 10 miles south of central London but in those days (1927) a small town in the country.  The house was rent free but we would have to leave it in 3 months as it belonged to the railway (who had gradually been buying property along a proposed new line) and the lease on the last occupied home (attached to ours) expired then and the building would be pulled down.  18 months later, with the 20-feet-deep cutting reaching the garden and the excavators tearing up our rose-covered archway right by the backdoor, we left.  We were still dreadfully poor - both the mothers being used to walking over a mile to find a butcher’s where an H-bone of beef (enough for both families for a week if carefully eked out) could be bought for 2½d lb. (5c. per kilo) or a breast of mutton for 3d. but as things eased a little we would have an annual holiday - one day on the excursion train to Southend on Sea, usually referred to as Southend on Mud as at low tide there was over a mile of mud to be traversed to reach the sea.  Eating our sandwiches by the water, with our mothers exclaiming ecstatically “just smell the ozone” squelching with bare feet on the long walk to find the sea, wandering among the superb flower beds and climbing the cliffs at the “posh” end, known as Westcliff, was indeed heaven.

	Ernie had already started work - found for him by Nathan - as a kitchen boy in the Grosvenor hotel in London it was too expensive as well as impossible on his early morning shifts, for him to live at home and commute, so on 5 nights a week he slept at a Rowton House - charitable doss-houses where beds were crammed into huge dormitories and rented out to males only at 6d per night.  London’s down and outs crowded into them in winter when the doors opened at 6.00 p.m.  and were turned out by 8.00 a.m.  Ernie hated it, but it left him 5/- out of his wages (all meals during his work hours provided plus uniform and its laundry) to buy clothes, pay his fare home on his days off and the occasional trip to a cricket match or the cinema.  (He was an excellent cricketer and being a southpaw was an advantage; and in spite of his semi-paralysed leg he could outrun most of his contemporaries.)

	The 2 days at home were worth the misery of the other 5 nights.  We all loved our new surroundings - open fields on 3 sides of us, wide peaceful streets on our way to shops and school (still 1½ miles to walk each way) with sunny, individual houses set back in their own beautiful gardens.  To Joyce, who came with her mother and aunt at weekends; it was wonder-full the fields with the long grass, wild flowers, butterflies, it was “a magic place”.  The only snag was the dark.  The streets near our home in London had been fairly well lit but between us and the little tobacconist there were no lights nor lighted houses.  When my father - quite unaware of my fears, as vanity compelled me to hide anything so unheroic - asked me to go and buy his weekly ½ ounce of tobacco, I was terrified.  Loitering on our lighted doorstep to gather all the breath and stamina I could, I’d make a wild dash down the 200 yards to the shop, wait gasping outside until I could stroll in for my purchase - and then repeat the exercise home.  This procedure so annoyed me that at last I decided to do something about it; not only did I force myself to walk very slowly on that journey but also made every opportunity to walk alone through the deserted churchyard after dark.  My delight at one night discovering that I had traversed it without thinking about it made me whoop with joy at my freedom.

	Vanity ruled my actions a great deal.  I had so often been told what a pretty little girl I was that when I realised that my eyesight was less than normal I hid the fact lest I be made to wear disfiguring glasses.  I became adept at subterfuges at home, and as our school work was always handed around to us in typescript I coped with no trouble and was consistently top or second in class.  But when we moved to Sutton the system was for the teacher to write everything up on the blackboard.  My timid complaint that I couldn’t read what she had written resulted in the harassed command to change places with a pupil in the front row and a brisk “That’s better now isn’t it” brooked no repudiation.  I came 36th out of 38.  Mortified I leapt at my father’s puzzled assumption that the upheaval of my new life had affected me and said nothing.  The next term I was 32 out of 37.  My personal vanity collapsed in the face of my scholastic pride and I confessed; fitted out with spectacles I shot up to 4th out of 39 – and from a fierce determination to keep my glasses solely for school work, I was so ecstatic at the wonderful new world opened up to me that I never removed them except for bed! Then came the scholarship examinations and I won the only free place offered to a nearby Grammar School; as this scholarship offered not only free tuition, books and equipment, but also fares, uniforms, and cooked midday meals, there was no financial pressure on the family.

	And when, 20 years later, I thought I knew all the tricks of evasion, and accordingly felt secure about Alan’s sight, I complacently dismissed Thurlow’s suspicions.  I was shocked to discover he knew tricks I didn’t.  Such as being able to tell the number of the approaching bus long before even Thurlow could! He had such a profound knowledge of London Transport’s system that he knew the number of a bus from its outlined shape, distinguishable even to him from many yards away.

	Vanity took another beating when we moved from our railway house.  We still couldn’t afford a proper house and once again Nathan found a wooden hut, no longer required, on a neighbouring farm being cut up and developed for housing.  He persuaded the owner to let him have it for nothing and got it moved on to a piece of vacant land The hut was 18 feet by 10’6” and was divided into 2 rooms one 6’ and the other 12’ long.  The smaller room contained my parents’ double bed, my small one and one chest of drawers; that left enough room for one person to stand and dress so we had to take turns.  Ernie’s bed was in the living room which had a black cylindrical wood stove in the centre of it as in the cabins of Western films.  A water tap was installed on the outside and a duckboard laid to a “safari” lavatory several yards away.  I thought the whole set-up appalling until I discovered that our landlord lived in similar circumstances at the end of the garden and that a large family lived in the one-time farm stables a few yards away.

	The veneer of ‘gentility” in which I was plastered began to crack.  Our landlord had a heart of gold (as well as a lot of the solid stuff) and it didn’t seem to matter after a while that his clothes, house and ancient mother screamed out for the application of soap and water, nor that he knew only one adjective and one personal pronoun, neither of which I had heard before but which I instinctively knew I mustn’t adopt.  His hobby was building bicycles - which he immediately allowed me to ride until he had a buyer for them.  As I ran one into an unyielding lamp-post somersaulted over another when going at top speed downhill (I had never known a back-pedalling brake system before and pulled hard on the hand lever to slow down to take a corner, not knowing that it operated on front wheel only) and practised bike-o-batics on all of them, I don’t think he made much profit out of them.  I had a greater range of bikes than the wealthiest child.
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	Another of our neighbours, a kind lady named Mrs. Sturgess, had a sister who for some reason needed to find a husband, and she persuaded Mr. Cleveland (our landlord) to accept that honour.  He was quite chuffed at the idea and as his future wife understandably wouldn’t share his hut with his mother, had a pair of houses built on some land he owned nearby.  When the baby was born a few weeks later, the mirror image of Mr. Sturgess, he was overjoyed with him and cherished him lovingly.  That was fortunate for baby Bob, as his mother did nothing but recline on her new sofa, read True Love magazines and eat chocolates.  When a couple of years later she went off to live with her brother-in-law, taking little Bobbie with her, Mr.  Cleveland was heart-broken.

	The sister’s problem had arisen when Mrs. Sturgess had been confined to bed with phlebitis, and Peggy had come to keep house for her - and her husband had suddenly ceased to go out in the evenings.  The situation didn’t bother Mrs. Sturgess; all that did worry her was that she couldn’t get out to visit her man friend, so as soon as she was sufficiently recovered to be able to sit up, I was paid 6d to take her out in a bathchair every Wednesday afternoon when we had no school.  I was used to this exercise as I had regularly collected an elderly and infirm aunt of my bicycle benefactor and pushed her the 1½ miles to visit her nephew.  She was a sweet old lady and I didn’t mind that a bit (and in any case I knew I owed my friend a service) but I soon got fed up with Mrs. S. and her friends - and the man concerned I thought a drip! But her women friends were perfect harridans.  Their only subject of conversation was the iniquity of their respective husbands, and before the visit ended, my sympathies were wholly for the men I never met.

	But on my last stint as invalid attendant I did meet one.  The house this time was further away than we had been before and I was hot and fed up by the time we arrived.  I sat and glowered through my customary lemonade and bun, and refused to go out and play with the children (not much younger than I) when they returned from school, saying pointedly that it wasn’t worth it as we had to go soon.  They agreed but continued discussing their husbands’ misdemeanours: a car began to turn into the drive and both women panicked, rushing to get Mrs S. out.  Inevitably we weren’t even at the front door when it opened and the husband stepped in.  In the few seconds of complete silence his expression lowered the temperature several degrees, then he held the door wide open, said chillily “If I ever catch you in my house again Mrs. Sturgess, I’ll go to the police”.  slight lift of his hat, “Good afternoon young lady”.  It all sounded very exciting, but all Mrs S. would say was “Poor Mrs. Humphris, having to put up with a husband like that”.  And it was only 12 years later that I learned that although he knew of Mrs S’s other misdemeanours, she had also been a back street abortionist - a trade which revolted him - and that as one of her patients had recently  died, she was terrified that he knew something the police didn’t; he didn’t actually but the fear was enough to restrain her.

	Happily for me, I recounted the story to my parents and the next week I was told that Mrs. S was now well enough not to need a chair pusher.

	Unknown to me our paths crossed again 4 years later.  My cycling mania had continued and once I was able to have a machine of my own I had become a founder member of the Sutton Cycle Club.  Our clubrooms were over a cafe near our new home which had a rather off-beat but thoroughly charming proprietor.  When some scandalised members wanted to move because they’d discovered that “he was a dreadful man who’d deserted his wife and 2 beautiful children” the majority opinion was that it had nothing to do with us and we stayed there until our numbers got too great and we had to move to bigger premises.  [Soon afterwards the club grew too big for my liking and in any case my interest was increasingly political and I drifted away from it.  I remained a keen cyclist on less organised rides with a friend or Joyce.  Her introduction to cycling had been as pillion rider (side saddle “so that she could jump off quickly”) with me; we had travelled an incredible mileage like that until my father gave her his old bike, painted bright red.  She pedalled that ton weight of a machine all around the country; by the time she had a decent roadster she had the stamina of a horse].

	Shortly afterwards my mother learned of Mrs. Sturgess’ other dealings with the police; I had returned to being as expensively dressed as in my Widford days.  Mrs. S. used to go “charring” at some of the big houses at the other end of Sutton and was frequently given top-quality clothes for her own daughter.  As Eileen, although my age and height, was considerably fatter, they rarely fitted her and Mrs. S. gave them to me.  Until one day when my mother, who also went house cleaning at 6d an hour mentioned the reason for my high fashion gear.  When her employer heard the name of my benefactor she told her the truth that Mrs. S. had frequently been found guilty of housebreaking and stealing, among other things, clothes! The thought that at any moment, my strolling around Sutton could have led to my being arrested for receiving stolen property, terrified my mother, but it wasn’t for many years that she told me why my fine clothes all vanished overnight.

	Later we learnt that Mrs. S. had also been training her daughter to do likewise - the girl who in company with Joyce and other friends around I had dragooned into taking part in “theatricals” I organised for family and friends who were charged id entrance fee.  They were of course much less elaborate than the Christmas shows we organised with our own children many years later, but my only object now was to get some spending money - augmented by buying ½d bars of chocolate and selling them in the interval for 1d.  The later shows developed into individual acts in the first half with a mini-play, using a well known children’s story and incorporating songs chosen from popular ones of the day, elaborately costumed and with attractive backdrops.  I never risked asking the children how much they enjoyed doing them but all parents, grandparents, uncles and aunts revelled in them!

	One of my mother’s employers was the Head of the Boys High School at which Thurlow had been a pupil 20 odd years previously.  His wife was very delicate and spent most of the day reclining on a chaise lounge in the drawing room where she hindered mother by constantly ringing for her to give some tip on economy in preparing the boys’ meals.  They spent all the Christmas holidays with her parents in the country and asked mother if we would all come and stay at the school house to maintain it - and to care for those boarders who returned early.  Joyce and I thought it luxury indeed and for a fortnight “lived it up”.

	The Rowton House horrors had driven Ernie to leave the hotel and he worked for a time at Brock’s Firework Factory situated in isolated country at the far end of Gander Green Lane, with the nearest building fortuitously being a hospital.  He worked in the lithograph department well away from the gunpowder, but our parents weren’t happy about it and after one particularly bad explosion, insisted he leave.  But while he was working there he had given me 6d a week pocket money, such a large sum, and my very first pocket money.  He returned to the catering world when Nathan got him an offer to start again as kitchen boy but in the most prestigious banqueting rooms in London.  There were no early morning starts, and the policy of the firm was not to allow juniors to work late hours so it was possible for Ernie to return home every day.  His wages were much increased and in any case things were looking up for us financially.

	My father had returned to the painting and decorating work which had been included in his duties as janitor at the school in Calvin, and been fortunate in getting employment with the London County Council who ran various psychiatric hospitals in the near countryside.  It was a secure job, for employees once taken on were only dismissed for such things as dishonesty or other thefts; his meticulous care and pride expended on his work, rendering him too slow and expensive for the commercial employer didn’t worry the Council and he was happy there. 
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	We were also collecting quite a few “consumer articles”.  Tobacco companies vied with one another by issuing coupons (1 in every packet of 10 cigarettes) which could be swapped for a variety of articles.  A new company outdid its rivals by offering 2 coupons per packet of 10 and 5 in a packet of 20.  Nathan, who chain-smoked, obligingly changed his brand in spite of his preference for another, and over the months we acquired a gramophone, many records, a wireless, variety of table and bed linen, china and cutlery, rugs and a luxury armchair which although it had a more staid name than Lazy Boy, did the same things.

	And at last we began to discuss a proper house of our own.  By this time the Depression was well entrenched (even though we oddly enough were much better off than we had been before it began) and builders were mass-producing houses at shockingly low wages and yet having difficulty in selling them.  Semi-detached 6-roomed plus bathroom and separate W.C. houses, fitted with wardrobes and kitchen cabinets and with large gardens were being offered for £450, with only £50 deposit and repayments of 11/- weekly.  Others, less roomy or attractive were even cheaper.  However, as with most folk, finding the deposit was the greatest problem so we settled for a better quality but 4 year old house in a quiet street and opposite an orchard at £430 but a deposit of £25.  That was borrowed from Aunt Cissie and on my 15th birthday we moved.  [I met the present owner a few months ago (July 1983) and she had been offered 100 times that price].

	That debt apparently caused a rift between the two families for there was no more communication between them until in 1968, I wrote to the postmistress in Eastry enclosing a letter for my cousin Olga and asking her to address it for me or to forward it if she knew where she had gone.  I received a reply by return post from Olga still living in the old home and as delighted as I was to renew friendships.  Her mother, Aunt Cissie, had married rather late in life and after Olga’s birth had been too ill for there to have been any more children.  Her husband, Arthur Conrad Sanders had been born in Bermuda, but grew up in Yorkshire; he and his friend H.O. Wills of tobacco fame had gone to Uckfield Agricultural College although neither of them found their metier there.

	Arthur was interested only in motor vehicles and set up his own motor repair business.  He drove a Lanchester with tiller steering and terrified his family - and other road users - when he took them out in it.  He was the son of a Lt. Col. - an army surgeon - in the Irish Fusiliers, and a rather formidable lady descended from Admiral Sir Temple West - and who never let anybody forget it! She insisted on her grand-daughter bearing the name and when the baby was christened merely Olga Maud, had the other tacked on by deed poll.  She always wore purple gowns being “the royal purple of course, my dear” and if crossed in any way would threaten legal action, stamping and storming “Something must be done Mowll and Mowll” (her solicitors) Her daughter-in-law somewhat understandably didn’t get on too well with her and after living next door to her in the village of W. Studdale, where she taught local children as well as her own daughter (Olga never did go to school), persuaded her husband to return to Sheffield.  However that didn’t suit his health and following a breakdown, he went back to Kent.

	Eventually a compromise was reached and Olga and her parents bought a house in Eastry, a village not very far from his mother’s village but not too close either; there Olga still lives.  In spite of her husband’s such dislike of music that he even tried to prevent Cissie from playing the piano at all, she now took in piano pupils, while continuing her daughter’s “home schooling”.  During the first war he made munitions in his own workshop in the house: armaments and music on either side of the hallway!

	Cissie deteriorated mentally in the early 30s and so Olga took over the pupils plus the housework and nursing her mother.  She died aged 82 shortly before the 2nd world war began and Olga was free to take up ARP duties, qualify as Red Cross nurse, drive an ambulance, help in a military canteen and look after servicemen billeted on them; oh yes, and housekeep for self and her father! When the war ended her activities didn’t lessen as - bang on cue - her father fell off his motor-bike, injured his foot and was only ever able to get around by pushing a chair in front of him.  Then he had a series of strokes each leaving him more helpless until he died in 1952.  Fortunately a few years before that Olga had, at the vicar’s request, given weekend board and lodging to a young student of the Royal School of Church Music at Canterbury who became organist and choirmaster at weekends, at Eastry Church - where Olga sang in the choir.  When he finished his studies, David Griffiths became music teacher at a nearby village and remained at The Limes as a full-time gentle, caring, and incredibly resourceful member of the family.  As well as being organist and choirmaster at Sandwich Church he is also professional organ builder - doing the portable part of the work in the garage, which he built, and is unpaid electrician, plumber, painter and decorator and general factotum around the house - as well as an unorthodox philosopher.  Until quite recently Olga continued as organist at Worth Church (a mile or so from Eastry and en route to Sandwich); David dropped her off there on his way, although until nearly 80 she was independent, travelling around on her Scooter. 
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	My father had always remained a socialist, and although after leaving London we had ceased attending political meetings (which to me were just junkets at which I met people bearing names which were frequently on news posters: I had been fascinated with Ramsey McDonald’s Scottish burr when he Once fatuously asked me if I was going to carry the banner for socialism when I grew up - never dreaming that indeed I would, literally.), the rumblings in Europe didn’t go unnoticed in our family.  I was beginning to read the papers and ask questions, and Nathan with his contacts was giving us a different story from the soothing bromide issued by our government about the increasing violence perpetrated on his race in Germany.  Like so many young students of every generation, I grew increasingly concerned at tyranny and injustice.  When, after Hitler’s inauguration as Chancellor of Germany, Jews fled the country in ever increasing numbers, and those who stayed were rapidly driven out of their businesses and finally their homes and herded into ghettos where they starved in obscurity, I became involved in the Anti-Fascist movement.  As time went on huge camps were built where train-loads of Jews, plus any suspected of being antagonistic to the Nazis, worked until they dropped.  As that wasn’t fast enough the trainload’s coming into the camp were marched direct to the “ablution block” where they were stripped for showers, the doors locked behind them and the taps turned on.  The gas which emanated from the pipes soon killed the roomful, the bodies were bull-dozed into pits and the earth pushed over them - after picking them over to remove any gold teeth or jewellery.

	Another refined method was to pack as many as possible into closed lorries, telling them they were being taken to work outside, the sides of the trucks being painted with happy smiling faces, and a tape of laughter and singing being played as the vehicle passed anybody.  Arrived in an isolated wood, they would be let out, marched to dig a large pit, lined up near it “to receive their lunch”, a hail of bullets dropping them into the pit, which the soldiers then had to cover in.  Understandably that wasn’t quite so popular with the soldiery, as they had a certain amount of hard work to do! Although by these and other methods 6 million Jews, plus nearly as many other races who had protested, were killed, the stories which came out of Germany weren’t believed by most folk - just as the “silent majority” always prefer not to believe things which might disturb the even tenor of their own lives.; those of us who clamoured for League of Nations action against Germany were accused of being left-wing stirrers using communist propaganda Discovering that only left-wing parties would listen, we naturally deviated towards them and from being merely Anti-Fascists we became Friends of the Soviet Union (at that time the only country openly fulminating against Nazism) and eventually members of the Young Communist League.  The 1930s were the heyday of the left-wing parties in Europe and the pinnacle of the cult of idealistic university students turning into spies for the only country which seemed to care.

	The 30s rolled on; Hitler annexed Sudetenland, the Saar, Alsace-Lorraine; Austria, Hungary caved in without an audible peep from the League of Nations.  Indeed Britain’s cabinet and the charismatic Prince of Wales entertained and were wined and dined by any high ranking German diplomat or politician who came within reach.  Suddenly George V died and the Prince took his place.  The story of his affair with Mrs.  Simpson, although it had been an unending feast for the American press, had never been mentioned in the British Commonwealth news and we therefore had no idea that this obviously pro-Nazi King would not be on the throne for long.  True, as a constitutional monarch he had no say in government, but the propaganda value of his approval was a marvellous help to Hitler.  All through the year that saga of uncrowned passion continued, without the hoi polloi (except perhaps the villagers near Fort Belvedere) hearing a whisper.  Edward must have known that he couldn’t have his cake and eat it but it seems as if Mrs.  Simpson could never bring herself to believe that she wouldn’t somehow be a queen.  It seems incredible now that so much salacious news could have been in the hands of newspaper proprietors without a single word being printed.  However, from the beginning of December 1936 they have certainly made up for it!

	But that year was a very dark one for those who opposed Fascism, as yet another government of that calibre surfaced.  The Spanish electors had put a socialist and republican government in 5 years previously.  Although King Alfonson had been enthusiastically thrown out, any other reforms had been largely ineffectual and the government seemed to spend more time trying to put down groups who were unilaterally putting land reforms into action without waiting for officialdom, than in implementing its programme.  Riots and counter rebellions blew up everywhere and as a large proportion of the people who had put the new bunch in power were anarchists who believed in no government and wouldn’t take control - or orders - chaos ruled.  The army took over, sent for General Franco to return from Morocco (where he had been putting down other rebellions) and civil war erupted in earnest.

	Goering being anxious to get in some real training for his air force, squadrons were sent out to aid Franco and when Mussolini saw that they were bound to win, he jumped on the bandwagon also.  The Luftwaffe perfected the art of saturation bombing, their masterpiece being the small isolated, totally non-military town of Guernica, which was reduced to a pile of smoking rubble.  The government forces fought on aided only by what became known as the International Brigade - a body of young men and women sympathetic to their cause and drawn from many countries.  They had to slip illegally out of their own countries who refused to issue passports to any they suspected of wanting to go to Spain, and therefore totally unequipped.  When at last the government capitulated, the stream of refugees who poured over the Pyrenees to France included many notable Spaniards who, like Casals and Picasso, refused all attempts to lure them back until the Falangists had returned the country to elected rulers - an event which didn’t take place for over 40 years during which time Franco, who had rallied the monarchists to his side, took care not to restore the monarchy either! Many of my friends went to Spain to join the Brigade; 3 never returned.  Would I have gone if I hadn’t had a new baby? The fact gave me the excuse not to have to test the courage of my convictions!

	I had met my husband through my first tentative groping’s toward anti-fascism.  As he was an ex Welsh miner he had naturally gravitated towards others of his nationality on his random arrival in Sutton, and had found board with a rabid communist.  Although he himself had no political ideas of any kind he good-naturedly helped his friends with practical matters like transporting and setting up soap boxes for outdoor harangues and humping the heavy bundles of pamphlets, and so attended the coffee stall which was the alfresco meeting house of all concerned “left-wingers” from palest blush-pink to deepest blood red.  Realising that by now I had no time for uncommitted young men he dived in wholeheartedly, attending demonstrations, marching in rallies, shouting slogans and carrying the banners which I and the other girl members so painstakingly designed and sewed.

	Oh yes, sexism was as natural in the left-wing as on the right.  Females made tea, cut sandwiches, baked cakes, sewed banners and insignia’s, typed and duplicated leaflets, while the males sat and discussed strategies - whichever side we were on! The noble cry of “equality for all men” meant just that! However, the issue of opposing Fascism seemed of greater moment at the time than who cooked and sewed, and I was insistent enough to be also tolerated in the debates until a visiting high official in the C.P. was cunning enough to suggest that as I was “so erudite and persuasive” I was an obvious choice for infiltrating a local but very security-conscious factory and give a lunchtime soap-box speech to the workers! I went quietly back to the distaff side! 

	Marches up to huge demonstrations in central London were another matter: the gloriously colourful mixture of enormous elaborately decorated banners waving above the thousands of gaily dressed walkers (dreary jeans and duffle coats or sombre leather jackets hadn’t cone into fashion then) of all sorts of political rosiness) bands lustily playing a variety of marches) all escorted by the beautifully gleaming police horses unperturbably pacing alongside unrattled by anything.  Even when I found myself being inched inexorably back by an unyielding shining rump, there was no fear that its owner would lash out in anger or fear - whereas a line of armlocked, hot, frustrated and finally panicky or just plain angry foot policemen could react just like any other human being.

	But never in my experience were there any serious confrontations between police and demonstrators: these were - on the surface - issues of more intellectual import than the marches of men desperate with hunger and weariness that had resulted in the violence of the 20s and early 30s and governments are always more tolerant of protests centred on other rulers than themselves.  Desperately anxious though Baldwin was to appease Hitler, it did no harm to let him discover that opposition was growing, in the hope that it might temper his actions.

	But our involvement in the political scene began to fade when my priorities began to centre around the coming babe, and Fred’s enthusiasm therefore promptly evaporated.  He returned to his original interests of darts, billiards, table tennis and soccer, well lubricated by the venue for most of these activities being the games room of one of the local pubs.  At first loyalty dictated that just as he had joined in my interests, so I should support him in his.  But the excruciating boredom of sitting against the walls with other wives or friends simulating enthusiasm became unbearable.  We drifted apart.

	On his side, his behaviour was perfectly normal; he didn’t complain about having to part with so much of his wages, he didn’t go around with other women; why was I dissatisfied? When the baby arrived he apparently talked proudly to his mates but as a stereotyped father of his time and class he had nothing to do with his care.  He wouldn’t be seen dead pushing the pram and on those rare occasions when the three of us went out together, he was always either one pace ahead or behind.  At home he might infrequently play with him if he were clean and gurgling but mostly his attentions were confined to flinging a sock or something similar at the cot if he were crying.  Alan was a happy laughing little soul but he had his moments of discomfort and frustration and no inhibition about proclaiming them; the fact that these so often occurred when his father was around may have been coincidence.  By Alan’s first birthday I’d thrown in the sponge and decided to become financially independent so that I could start again.  But in 1937 that wasn’t easy; although unemployment figures had begun to drop from the frightening high of over 3,000,000 there was still fierce competition and employers generally imposed a total ban on married women except in domestic work.

	The one exception was Lyons, the country’s biggest catering firm, but they also had a very tight selection process.  I went through all the innumerable tests and was slotted in the “top bracket” of potential staff - but they didn’t have vacancies in that echelon in any branch anywhere near my home; they would let me know when there was.  Other attempts to get a job foundered on my inability to lie successfully when asked if I were married and eventually I returned to Lyons.  My insistence on any job rather than wait for the cream, brought me the reluctant offer of training as a Nippy (as their waitresses were known), and I began my extensive training in November.  It soon became clear why Lyons had won its reputation for its superb service; each of us who were finally accepted as Nippies had learned to be able to do twice the amount of waitressing at half the time and effort of staff in other restaurants - and we enjoyed it! But within a year it had become obvious to all except our myopic P.M.  that war with Germany was inevitable, and as public transport would be difficult when that occurred, Lyons juggled its staff so that as far as possible we would all be able to walk home if necessary.  I was moved to the Sutton branch where I soon became acquainted with a regular “weak tea and toast done on both sides and burnt on neither” customer.  And if the goods weren’t exactly as ordered they would be returned with unfailing courtesy wrapped around biting sarcasm delivered with constant even temper We all liked him although we thought him a bit odd, and took care that he always got just what he asked for - and not just to avoid having to take the food back! 
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	In the meantime, my financial independence enabled me to gain my marital freedom.  As we rented a couple of rooms in my parent’s house it wasn’t really possible for me to “pack my bags and go home to mother” so I had to make Fred want to walk out instead.  I didn’t exactly like myself for what I was doing, but as I couldn’t see any alternative I didn’t agonise over it any more than I did over his demands for his “conjugal rights” as the law so quaintly put it.

	In spite of Goldsworthy having been as much admired during his lifetime as he was by a “hooked” TV audience 80 years or so after he wrote his novels about the Forsyte family, the law remains unchanged.  The pen might be mightier than the sword but seemed to get its nibs crossed when fighting the law.  Finally, Fred moved out and took lodgings a short distance away.  For a while he showed Alan more interest than he had ever displayed, turning up with most expensive toys and suggesting a variety of outings; but as I always expressed delight in these visits but insisted he take Alan without my accompanying them, he at last gave up, and finally moved further away.

	But even if Chamberlain actually believed Hitler’s regularly reiterated promise that he had no further claims on any more territory, his cabinet no longer did.  And although still officially repudiating as communist propaganda the ever-increasing tales of the persecution of a race it privately thought had too much financial power anyway, it wasn’t so happy about the realisation that Britain’s position as the Great Power was being undermined.  The final humiliation, when at Munich Chamberlain agreed to the takeover of Czechoslovakia in return for Hitler’s signature to yet another little bit of paper, heralded frantic preparations for the inevitable.  Household air raid shelters were designed and sold, the most popular being the Anderson - a hole dug in the garden and lined with corrugated iron, its roof a couple of feet above ground and the Morrison - a large metal table, with a strengthened top which replaced the ordinary dining table, under which the family sat during raids.  Emergency rations were stored in homes; gas masks, identity and ration cards issued to everyone.  Plans for mass evacuation of schoolchildren were made and courses on first aid were packed by anxious citizens.  Parks had trenches dug across them and great tank traps disfigured them.  Pamphlets urged gardeners to replace their roses and dahlias with potatoes and tomatoes.  Dotty schemes for dealing with bombs and/or paratroopers proliferated.

	But still Hitler, bemused by the friendliness with which his ambassadors and other plenipotentiaries were still wined and dined by British society and government circles, thought that, as before, nothing would actually be done; and less than a year after Munich-sent his troops into Poland.  Diplomatic notes were sent as usual, the routine “explanations” and reassurances once more returned, culminating in the ultimatum that unless Hitler agreed to withdraw his army by 11.00 a.m.  Sunday September 3, Britain would declare war.  The threat wasn’t taken seriously and Chamberlain’s sombre announcement on the radio shortly after 11.00 that we were now at war with Germany came as a shock to Hitler but almost as a relief to a country that at last gave up teetering on the tightrope.  The air raid siren wailing shortly afterwards jolted us into a realisation of what the future would hold, although common sense told us that it was too soon for enemy planes to have arrived; the unfair gambit of bombing before a declaration of war didn’t enter our heads until Japan put it there on December 7 1941

	The plans for evacuation were put into effect, and with customary amateurism we prepared for war.  Railway termini were filled with children clasping their sandwiches, name and school tags in lapels, gas masks slung over their shoulders, excitedly, apprehensibly or downright miserably farewelling their parents as trains moved out in rapid succession carrying them to new and often totally alien environments.  Some settled and loved their new lives and families; some hated it and clamoured to return to the perhaps physically more dangerous but emotionally happier haven of their own homes; but most seemed to come to terms with their disruptions, and settled acceptably into their new niches.  However as the months of the “phoney” war slipped by it began to seem a pointless exercise and from being regarded as a selfish mother for keeping my son at home in a danger zone, I was envied for my stance.

	All venues of entertainment had closed - except for the London Windmill theatre noted for being the nursery of so many famous comedians but also for its nude show girls; how the poor things obeyed the Chancellor’s edict (that they must stand stock still while on stage) once the bombs began to drop, causing bits of ceiling to drop around them and icy blasts to blow through broken windows, reveals their devotion to their art! Restaurants closed down at dusk and our working hours became less staggered.  Branches of Dad’s Army sprang up in every community and on the one occasion when - while walking home from a friend’s place in the total blackness of a moon and star-less night - I was accosted by a wavering call of “Halt. Who goes there?” I was more frightened that the obviously terrified bearer of the gun presumably pointed in the direction of my footsteps would accidentally press the trigger through his quivering, than I ever was of a German paratrooper.  However, that was the least of the worries of being out after dark; rapists had a field day - as I found out to my cost, and it became necessary to do any nocturnal trips in convoy!

	Fred had of course been called up, and early in the New Year was sent to France.  Secure behind its famed Maginot Line, and with nothing much happening, that country proved a congenial base - until the rotter Hun ignored the impregnable fortification and went around it by invading neutral Belgium and Holland, and the German panzers rolled from there unimpeded into France.  The phoney war turned into a rout as Allied forces fought a retreating battle with small guns and rifles against tanks and dive-bombers.  France capitulated and only the Channel saved Britain from being similarly over-run.  Official incompetence was saved as usual by the insouciance and obstinacy of the “little man” at the incredible rescues of Dunkirk - and the remains of the British Expeditionary Force filled the hospitals hitherto patiently awaiting patients! Not all were wounded however; I took Alan down to a hospital “somewhere in Sussex” to see Fred receiving treatment for a duodenal ulcer; it wouldn’t respond and he was invalided out eventually.  Chamberlain was at last “persuaded” to resign and Churchill took his place.  A master politician combining all the doubtful qualities that that epithet denotes, he was the ideal person to inspire the country to keep going until the inevitable victory (although I personally reacted adversely to his rhetoric).

	Ernie had also been conscripted but his disability saved him from the armed services and he was directed into airplane manufacturing - in which industry he remained for the rest of his employed life.  His training was at the government centre at Croydon, so he was able to live at home, but later he was sent to Bristol.  Aunt Dolly had earlier returned to Widford; their poverty had lessened over the years and Joyce had been aiding the exchequer also, so when Laura begged her to return to save her from the unending stream of girls who were not only vastly less capable, but also quite prepared to abet her humiliation at her husband’s blatant pawing, she agreed.

	Joyce had been working in a large drapery store when the war started, and she and her mother commuted between their home and ours every evening - she frequently cycling both ways.  But in spite of that she managed to find time to continue a friendship with a young wine waiter at the Carlton Hotel - then the “plushest” in London.  Inevitably he too was swallowed up in the army - and the hotel was demolished when the devastating air raids began.  (In the rebuilding after the war ended, its place was taken by N.Z. House).  Joyce and Joe were married on March 14 1941 and Joyce went to live in Norfolk near where Joe was stationed and where their first son, Terry, was born on “Empire Day” 1942. 
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	In the meantime I had been asked to train as a manageress.  To my surprise I had been enjoying my job and hadn’t really any wish to go into the lonelier area of management; but the money would be greater and the cost of raising a small boy was steadily increasing.  I deliberately hadn’t asked for any maintenance for him as I wished to wipe out the whole affair as far as was possible; Fred could, of course have offered payment and could maintain as much contact as he desired - after all I was the official guilty party and therefore had less “rights” in law than Fred.  But I knew my man and after he had accepted that I wasn’t to be persuaded back, we were left in peace.

	The Managerial training was incredibly thorough; initial suitability was tested out during 3 weeks spent in Cadby Hall learning every aspect of every job in the restaurants, and then we went out into various branches putting in practice all the theory by actually doing the jobs.  Starting in the kitchens and working our way down (the kitchens were always on the top floor with staff having access to a roof-top to escape from the heat and steam) via “ladies’ room” attendant, service counter, Nippy, porter, “front shop” where Lyons own tea, coffee, cakes and bread were sold, and cashier.  Then came a return to the training centre and learning the business side of the job.  Finally the all important skill of handling staff and the people who were always right the customer.  Our instructor would dream all sorts of awkward situations which we had to cope with to her satisfaction - but nobody taught me how to deal with water pouring through the ceiling from an overflowing lavatory cistern, or a customer having an epileptic fit, or a refrigerator system that packed up and began leaking sulphur fumes into the restaurant.  All 3 of which occurred on the very first day that I was left in sole charge of my first “shop” on a Sunday, always chosen for an introductory day as it was the quietest!

	But prior to that day, in the summer of 1940, I had spent a month in the restaurant - a large very busy one in Croydon - working with a seasoned manageress.  One day I had seen a familiar figure walk in and welcomed him as a relief from tension.  On my return to my mentor, she asked me if I knew him.  My reply that he had been a regular customer in the Sutton Branch elicited a disapproving sniff and the remark “His name is Humphris: a dreadful man - deserted his wife and 2 beautiful children” I had an attack of deja vue and entendu as the images, name and condemnations meshed and I recalled not only my early cycling club days but also the cold courtesy of the reviled husband of 11 years earlier.  Naturally I was all sympathetic interest! I happily accepted his suggestion that he escort me home after work - although I took with a large tablespoon of salt his assertion that he had been systematically combing all the branches looking for me.  But from that day he was my constant companion.

	Those 11 years had been eventful and frequently unhappy ones for him.  He had literally walked out on “his wife and 2 beautiful children” soon after my first encounter with him; one evening after yet another bitter quarrel, he had got up, methodically knocked out his pipe on the hearth, said “goodbye my dear”, got into the car driven off and never returned.  By the time I met him in his cafe 3 years later, he had been living with a charming - and sweet tempered girl from Denmark, named Bonni, and they had a delightful daughter Marlene, just learning to stagger around.  Soon after the club moved its quarters it was discovered that he had pulmonary T.B. and they moved to a small holding in Woodmansterne.  But it was too late for country living to improve his health and once more he found himself in hospital, this time in Earlswood.  As Bonni wasn’t a legal dependant, and had language problems, she and the children (there was another daughter by then) fared very badly and Thurlow had to threaten to crawl out of the hospital to get help before the authorities set a welfare programme in action.  But Thurlow’s health, complicated by an attack of thrombosis, deteriorated to the point where the hospital staff sent warning messages to his mother and to his wife.  They arrived to find the screens around his bed and Lily exclaimed “Is he dead already?”.  He was floating in and out of consciousness at the time and Thurlow always maintained that he heard her query just as he was crossing the line between this life and the next and said to himself “I’m damned if I’m going to give her that pleasure” and fought his way back to this side again.  Certainly he regained consciousness almost immediately and began the long slow haul back to strength.  But it was a long, arduous business and Bonni was growing weary, disheartened and homesick, eventually she took the children and returned to Denmark.  Correspondence was desultory and of course in September 1939 it stopped altogether.

	In December 1938 Thurlow discharged himself against Doctors’ advice and the prognosis that not only would he be unable to work again but that if he so much as picked up anything heavier than a handkerchief he would haemorrhage and die.  Not having the money to buy a car, he took to walking - and later on cycling the 4 miles from his home to Sutton, across the Downs and by the time I met him again in 1939 he was running a furniture removal business and when necessary assisting in humping furniture around.

	When we began our lifetime association, the evacuation from France was taking place.  Germany rapidly consolidated its position taking over all Northern France completely, and tolerating a nominally independent government in the south - as long as it conformed.  It wasn’t necessary to expend troops as the Spanish government was (although officially neutral) on the German side; Mussolini, thinking he could see which way events would lead, enthusiastically dragged Italy in with Hitler; and Switzerland remained as usual strictly neutral, content to provide both sides with a listening post and make financial gain out of everyone; only that part of France which bordered the conquered nations and/or faced Britain was dangerous.

	While Hitler made plans for the invasion of Britain, the softening-up process began.  Joyce and I became quite athletic as we flattened ourselves on the ground in answer to the whistle of a descending bomb, but as we became used to it we were able to differentiate between those which might be dangerous and those too far away to concern us.  But the planes which droned over the coast met with unexpected resistance.  German intelligence had correctly calculated the numerical strength of the defence but totally underestimated the possible use of it.  The “happy few” fighter pilots’ oratory may not have been up to the “Cry God for England, Harry and St George” calibre but their monosyllabic exhortation “Scramble” led to a similar result.  The ever increasing losses they inflicted on the Luftwaffe, culminating in the debacle of September 15 1940 led to the virtual cessation of daylight attacks on ostensibly military targets and switched to the blanket night-time bombing of cities - presumably with the object of breaking the morale of the “common man”.

	All the physically fit of that sex being by now safely out of the cities in military camps naturally sited in the country, it was mostly the common women and children who refused to have their morale - whatever that was - broken.  Every evening as dusk fell and the air raid sirens wailed, they happily congregated in the huge underground shelters with their blankets, toilet necessities, sleeping bags, knitting, gramophones and radios and settled in to a companionable social get-together.  The underground railway stations provided ready-made shelters and although at first the proximity of playing children and electrified railway lines was terrifying, both children and parents came to accept the danger and no one was injured.  So popular were the stations that it was almost like a rush hour crush making one’s way out of the train and up to the exit; and when returning on the last train around midnight, it was necessary to pick one’s way carefully over recumbent and peacefully sleeping bodies.  To me the thought of being buried in any shelter - even without all that inescapable bonhomie around - kept me in the house or continuing on the street whatever my plans had entailed, but as the “tube” remained the only reasonably reliable nighttime transport I saw plenty of the phenomenon.

	At the start of the earlier day time raids, manageresses went to Cadby Hall for instructions in identifying the then-known poison gases, and how to organise emergency cooking facilities and fire-fighting techniques.  Emergency rations were built up, basements strengthened to provide staff shelters and instructions issued for all staff to proceed to shelter as soon as the siren warned.  After supervising their safety, checking that all gas, electricity and water was turned off, collecting the money from the cash desk, we announced to remaining customers that any who wished to leave should do so at once as we had to lock the doors and retire to the shelter with the others.  I had no objection to being above ground during all these duties as apart from my fear of being buried, I knew I looked rather fetching in my tin hat - worn of course at a totally irregular and rakish and completely useless angle.  However as these alarms were so frequent that we were up and down stairs like yo-yos, the rules were amended to allowing staff to retreat downstairs if they wished while we kept the restaurant open; soon no one took any notice except to pop outside when occasion permitted to watch the dog fight overhead.

	But with the advent of night time indiscriminate bombing the pattern changed.  The early morning shift became a test of planning in finding ways of getting to work at all with roads and rails being disorganised by damage, and on arrival it was heart-breaking to find knots of bewildered, shivering pyjama-clad people who had surfaced from their shelters to find no home to return to.  There was no question of routine preparation but radiators lit, gallons of tea and coffee, mountains of toast and pans of porridge being made and dished out.  As the pressure eased I vaguely wondered how I was ever going to balance the accounts but didn’t let it worry me; and Head Office in the person of a senior supervisor who arrived later confirmed my action and instructions were issued to all management to let need take precedence over rules.  Undoubtedly a lot of unneedy also got free breakfasts from then on!

	As the City and East End (the worst blasted areas of all) got more and more “blitz” weary, volunteers from less harassed restaurants were called for to relieve staff in those districts.  Thus I spent many week-ends (perforce having to bed down underground in the premises’ own shelters) in London.  I was never demolished but always had to begin the day organising a clearance among glass and rubble, check gas pipes (always turned off at the mains during the night, for leaks, repairing them if possible with Heath Robinson efforts to save the tedium of emergency cooking methods (barbecues may be fun when they aren’t necessary!) and collect water dripping through holes in the roof, before we could start the mammoth task of feeding the exhausted fire fighters and rescue workers taking a few minutes break from the seemingly endless work.  Then as if nothing had happened, - the regulars would turn up, plus “Tourists” who had come up to London to see the damage.  At the week-end’s end, I would hand over to my relieving counter-part and invariably find Thurlow waiting with a gentle, comforting and supportive arm.
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	Our friendship had developed continuously since that reunion in June 1940, to the extent that I had gradually discarded other men friends and had come to rely on his unfailing support in trouble and gay companionship in pleasure.  Restrictions in restaurants and entertainment had been lifted after the inertia of the early months and although petrol was severely rationed it hadn’t then been completely curtailed.  By using buses and trains during the day and the tiny 2-seater-with-dickey car for night time jaunts we had a lot of fun - and Alan soon came to accept him as family.  However, I hadn’t! It was over 10 months before the relationship became anything other than platonic.  Even though I gradually developed an affection for him, I was too wary of becoming involved in a second debacle to want to commit myself again.  So at every suggestion that we might one day become lovers, I repudiated any likelihood of its ever occurring.  Such an attitude had shattered previous friendships, and I was afraid that this too might founder on that rock, but Thurlow had a deep understanding and an equal capacity for patience.  It wasn’t until mid April 1941 that I realised that my love had deepened enough to swamp my fears.  Thus began a relationship that was to last for over 40 years, and apart from the stress of the last couple of years grew in strength of love, support and companionship throughout that time.  Even the decision in 1966 to make it legal (solely for financial reasons: I wasn’t anywhere near the age for being eligible for a pension in my own right but Thurlow could get a double one if I were his wife) didn’t break the invisible bond which joined us.

	At first we became regular and welcomed patrons of the Royal Hotel in Bloomsbury, but got tired of the long and increasingly arduous journey.  (One night we spent 2 hours getting the car inched up to the road surface after we had plunged into a bomb crater in Piccadilly; A.R.P.  wardens who passed, all pronounced the job impossible in the dark, but Thurlow was never one to accept defeat; using timbers from nearby bombed buildings, and aided by the regular flashes of exploding bombs and resultant fires, and finally assisted by a passing American soldier, we at last got going again).

	That same night Joe was returning home on week-end leave from Scotland; all other transport having temporarily stopped running, he walked from King’s Cross, with bombs exploding apparently just behind him all the way.  At Brixton an old man sheltering in the doorway of a large department store called out “Good evening soldier”.  Joe hesitated, thinking of joining him, but decided he was too tired to stop or he’d never feel like continuing, so just returned the greeting.  A minute later a bomb roared down, Joe flattened, and on arising, looked back; that part of the shop was no longer there.

	Thurlow and I rented a flat in Croydon where we stayed when I was on late-night early-morning shift, and later bought a large “gypsy” caravan on a small-holding a few miles outside Croydon, where we grew “organic” vegetables under the guidance of our neighbour (who fortunately was quite happy to attend to the making of the compost using both of our “safari” dunnies).  Alan revelled in our days there; we all gardened, explored the woods around us, hiked over the common close by and bird-watched in a nearby sanctuary.

	But it was still a hole in the corner affair even though Alan chattered uninhibitedly about our activities - and anyway I now wanted to increase our family.  I felt sure that by now Fred wouldn’t try to revenge himself by claiming custody of Alan and in any case his lack of financial support or attempts to maintain the relationship, plus the change in attitude over the war years, would give him little hope of success, so we began to look for a suitable house i.e.  one we could afford to buy and which we liked.  By the time we had settled on one and gone through the business of solicitors and mortgages, Alexandra was well on her way.  Almost our first visitor apart from family who had all come to love Thurlow and were delighted at events - was a divorce inquiry agent.  As he was an ex-policeman from the Sutton area (the police station was almost opposite Thurlow’s home) he knew Thurlow well and we were all friends at once; he was also able to convince Fred’s solicitors that when Thurlow said that he wouldn’t pay any costs, it was a waste of time and more money trying to make him.  Accordingly, apart from one routine invoice which arrived some months later and which was ignored, we heard nothing further.

	During all this the war had taken a different turning; although of course Canada, Australia and New Zealand had joined Britain immediately, the debacle typified by the word “Dunkirk” meant that the only land fighting was in North Africa - necessitating a dangerously long supply line; the major “battles” were at sea, trying to keep those supply lines open, and in the air.  Russia’s non-aggression pact with Hitler had ruled out assistance from that quarter and America was as usual being isolationist.  Then came the shock of disbelief (but overwhelming relief) at the news that Germany had repudiated its pact, and invaded Russia.  The disbelief wasn’t at the dishonouring of an agreement - all nations did that when it suited them, and Hitler’s record was greater than all the other countries put together - but that he should have taken on such an immense foe while Britain was still in the running and the occupied countries were proving such a headache with their underground movements, and North Africa - and Malta - were still unsettled.  Overnight the villainous Reds became our honoured and loved friends, and even though it looked at first as if Germany was going to sweep magnificently into Moscow, history had shown that they were biting off more than they could chew.  Then Japan’s shock attack on Pearl Harbour brought America in on the Allied side.  That heartening news was temporarily negatived by the loss of so many capital ships and by the terrible ordeal of the thousands of prisoners herded up by the Japanese who unfairly invaded Singapore from the land to its north instead of doing the decent thing and attacking it from its invincible side - the sea.

	The N.  African campaign at first seemed to be as disastrous as all the others but “Monty” - teetotal, non-smoking, non-swearing, religious rebel that he was inspired confidence and infuriated devotion in the troops under him, and irked his superiors to such an extent that they gave him the equipment he insisted upon before he would move, and the 8th army swept back driving the hitherto invincible Rommel’s army before them.

	Joe had been sent to Tunisia in January 1943 and had taken part in the Allied mopping up, and was then sent to Pantelleria, the small island which the Italian Air Force had used to such devastating effect as a base to try to bomb Malta into surrender and had wreaked such appalling losses on any shipping which attempted to go to its aid.  Small hope they had of getting Malta to give in when even the superb Luftwaffe operating from Sicily couldn’t do it! Joe and his fellow soldiers however met up with a different sort of enemy there - fleas, in their billions! The men had to all strip and jump into drums of oil to get rid of them.

	Then he took part in the invasion of Italy, at Anzio.  That beautiful bay was only about 20 miles south of Rome, which the Allies thought would be glad to receive them; unfortunately the defence had been taken over by the Germans, and it was a long and bitter struggle to reach it.  And on March 10 1944, Joe was wounded; he was taken to Naples hospital where his foot was amputated.  He arrived back in England on the day that all the shipping was going in the opposite direction - D Day June 6.  To his horror, the surgeons at the big servicemen’s hospital at Roehampton said that he would have to have a further amputation of perfectly good leg in order to be able to fit a workable artificial limb.  But Joe refused to accept defeat and was soon as active - in spite of all the pain - on one leg as most of us on two.  On one occasion Terry, then 3 years old, thinking his father would be unable to do anything about it, disobeyed and, keeping out of reach, bated him; the speed with which retribution arrived dis-illusioned him!

	Soon after being fitted with his artificial leg he began training as a carpenter but the impracticability of climbing up ladders with a leg which had no feeling led him to turn instead to office work; he joined Lloyd’s as a clerk in June 1947.  There aren’t many underwriters - which he now is - who began as the most lowly office dogsbody and had no influential friends to assist him up to the top! But in those early days finances were tight and Joyce helped out by utilising her talent for painting.  She spent hours painting flowers or animal faces on to plain white china ornaments brought to her at home in boxfuls by her employer - a pretty soul-destroying job and as poorly paid as outwork usually is.  But she was able to stay at home with the children and yet aid the exchequer.  She still uses her artistic talent for gain as her exhibits at art galleries bring her in commissions for land and sea scapes, portraits, and such fanciful subjects as elephants issuing out of forests! And we have several of her paintings on our walls - a lovely permanent remembrance of our lifetime friendship.

	Alexandra had been born a few days before Joe had been wounded.  Raids had quietened down by then and we had settled into our new home in apparent peace.  But it was still Health Dept policy for babies to be born in the safety of the country, or if - like me - mothers insisted on staying in the London area, in hospital so that midwives and nurses didn’t have to flounder around in the dark trying to find a home which might vanish as they reached it.  On the evening of March 2 1944, I went to a new maternity hospital about 3 miles away.  Alexandra was born at 10 p.m.  and I was just drifting off to sleep when all hell broke loose.  The drone of planes was drowned by the non-stop roar of a new sort of rocket ack-ack gun.  As was customary, a large notice at the front of the building admonished “Hospital.  Quiet please”; so the War Dept.  had considerately installed its latest weapon just BEHIND the hospital.  The din was accentuated by the crash of exploding bombs.  This was repeated at irregular hours every night.  We soon learnt to live with it, dashing up and down in the lifts at every siren wail, and a thriving “Book” was kept by one of the mothers taking bets on when it would start, how long it would last and how many bombs we would hear drop.

	The new technique was at last described by the government as being pilotless planes launched in specific directions and with only sufficient fuel to take them to their targets, when they would fall and explode.  The assault widened to take place during the day, when we would gaze up at them droning steadily on, secure in the knowledge that as long as the engine didn’t cut out just before it passed over us, we wouldn’t be the victim.  If it did, we flattened rapidly.  As 18 of them fell within ½ mile radius, we did a fair amount of obeisance.

	Orwell tells the story of his visiting a friend at Highgate and seeing 6 old gentlemen sitting in deckchairs on a grass verge at the top of the hill where all London was spread out below them and all with stop-watches in their hands; they were laying bets on how long each one would last from the moment it came into view.  But the flying bombs were fairly slow and had no evasion methods and after a while very few got through.  Fighter pilots had great fun meeting up with them in mid-Channel, flying alongside, closing up and just gently tipping their wings sufficiently to turn them around so that their fuel ran out over the sea; thousands of barrage balloons held up a forest of trip lines along the coast entangling most of those which escaped the fighter planes, and as a further back-up, many more anti-aircraft guns were moved to the coast and peppered away at any which got through.

	Sufficient still survived to cause enough havoc for Alan’s excited description of the damage he’d seen on his way to and from school, but the Germans soon realised that as a war-winning weapon it was a complete failure.  The next weapon seemed as if it could be more successful - the rocket bomb.  Again a pilotless missile, pointed in the required direction and with a fuel timing device, this one travelled faster than sound and had done its job before one was aware that it was coming.  But they didn’t come for long; the long-awaited 2nd Front in France was launched and Allied Forces soon over-ran the launching stations, faster than they could be shifted back.  All bombing ended and by the beginning of 1945 blackout restrictions were lifted.  The Allies made a couple of tactical blunders at Arnheim and The Bulge, but on the whole it was a steady advance towards Berlin.  Any normal military commander would have surrendered long before May, but Hitler was still in command and the carnage went on until Berlin was a mass of rubble over his bunker.  At last he committed suicide and the remaining German command accepted the total surrender terms.

	London went berserk with joy and excitement.  People spontaneously sang and danced in the streets and the roads to the Palace were completely blocked; police on crowd control found themselves arm in arm with the rejoicing thousands and even the normally immobile Guardsmen in their sentry boxes were grinning from ear to ear under their bearskins, and their stamped turns became dance steps.

	The war in the east still dragged on with the (mostly American) troops taking back one island after another in the seemingly endless Pacific.  In August, Truman - who had taken over as President when Roosevelt died shortly before VE day - took the awesome decision to use the atom bomb on Hiroshima and a stunned world saw the effect of man’s newest invention.  Before the Japanese had time to organise an agreement to surrender or the rest of the world to cry “stop”, the 2nd one was dropped on Nagasaki.  Nobody knew then the long-term damage they were to cause, but the immediate effect was enough.  The war ended.

	Elections to parliament had been suspended during hostilities but now not only legality demanded them but also political expediency dictated holding them while the euphoria of “Churchill’s leadership having won the war for us” could reasonably be assumed to ensure a Conservative victory.  But once again the people confounded the experts and the Labour Party swept in with a thumping majority.  Churchill crumpled under the blow and although he remained as MP for many years and was always greeted by the public with cheers and affection he was never a force again.

	Joyce’s second baby, Brian, had been born a couple of months before VE day, on the 4th anniversary of their wedding.  A few years later he was to cause embarrassed confusion to gushing admirers enquiring how old he was, by telling them he was born on the day his parents got married.  The following year I capped her when Christopher was born.

	Rationing, not only of food but also clothing and household goods, remained for many years, and eventually a little petrol was distributed (it had been cut off completely except for essential industries); consequently, ration books and identity cards had to be re-issued every year.  The complications of different names within the family necessitated the attendance and signature of both of us on all these consequent bits of paper and it had long lost the interest of novelty.  So when on our trip to register Christopher’s birth, the registrar suggested that all that was necessary to legally change my name was to sign a declaration of intent in front of him, I did so at once.  On being asked his feelings about it, Alan was delighted to follow suit and we all became Humphrises.
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	Thurlow had been running the typewriter repair business from a tiny workshop and office in Addiscombe a few miles on the bus route from our home; but through his contacts with stationers in Epsom, most of his big customers were in the country near there, where they had evacuated from London during the war and had discovered the pleasanter conditions and the cheaper costs outweighed any advantages London had.  “Business” petrol coupons being obtainable by then he made his headquarters in Epsom.  But the time spent in daily commuting seemed so wasted that we decided to move nearer.  At least, that was the rationale; actually I wanted to move.  The difficulties of travelling during the war and the added complications of carrying a new baby around with me during my many journeys to my parents’ home during the period of the flying bomb, buzz bomb, V1 or doodle bug as it was variously called, had made commuting a tiring business.  I had made so many trips because Aunt Laura had got the flu and Aunt Doily had therefore added nursing to her many other duties.

	Inevitably she too had succumbed to the virus and Arthur had begged my mother to go to their assistance.  In both cases the flu turned to pneumonia, still in those days a long and exhausting struggle for the victims.  Aunt Laura at last began to recover but Aunt Dolly was too weak to make it and she died in the summer of 1944.  My mother’s absence originally expected to be for only a few days - dragged on for weeks.  Ernie was still in conscripted work in Bristol and my father was a lost soul.  I went to visit him frequently.  I wished we were nearer! Also, although we were in a London suburb, the area had been very peaceful during the war as most of the inhabitants had gone to live in the country; but now they were all back and the district’s charm was wearing off.  And although the house and its wonderful huge garden were very pleasant to live in the summer, the rooms were enormous and it was a hopeless struggle to try to warm them in winter with a coal ration sufficient to last us one day in the week, a gas pressure that was so low that in daylight it was impossible to see whether the gas-fire was alight or not, and power cuts whenever one tried switching on a heater.  Thurlow became seriously ill with the flu during the worst winter we had known, with water pipes permanently frozen and the snow and ice lying unmelted for 6 weeks on end, and I wanted to live in a house of tiny rooms in an area where homes cuddled close up to one another for warmth.

	Our house had 14 rooms on 3 floors, so we had extra lavatories and baths installed fitted up extra kitchens and let it off in 3 flats while we bought a doll’s house in Cheam, about a mile from my parents’ and a couple from Thurlow’s mother and only 4 from Epsom.  By the time we had installed our furniture, bought with 20 feet square rooms in mind, we had difficulty in squeezing ourselves in.  Almost immediately Alexandra got pneumonia and with the memory of my aunts’ struggle to live only 3 years previously, the doctor’s diagnosis froze me: his airy reassurance that nowadays it was only a 24-hour recovery illness DIDN’T re-assure - but a few hours after the first dose of M&B I was ecstatic.  She had always looked a frail wisp of a child and the previous winter during whooping cough, the doctor had visited every day and had urged me not to hesitate to call her even on Christmas Day if we had the slightest feeling that she might be worsening; she had dismissed Christopher’s whoops at the same time with a cheerful “there’s nothing wrong with you”.  He had always looked) and been, sturdy and tough as old boots.  Even when that same winter he inadvertently sat on an electric heater and was badly burned on both buttocks it didn’t slow him down at all) and a later fall through the glasshouse resulting in severe cuts on his head) face and arms, was merely a nuisance!

	Having got over these incidents I decided that I wanted one more child.  Unfortunately once we’d made that commitment a snag arose.  Thurlow’s mother, blackmailed by his wife that she would never see Gordon or Rosemary again if she ever acknowledged me) had confined herself to sending messages.  But the news of the births of her new grandchildren had gradually stiffened her resolve and we had been - if not frequent - at least beloved visitors to her for the past couple of years.  Lily of course had heard of the visits and apart from railing at my barefaced impudence had naturally been unable to do anything.  Gordon and Rosemary were both in their late 20s and had long accepted reality.  In fact, I had been acquainted with Gordon almost from the beginning of my friendship with his father as we always attended at least one performance of every show he was in, and had supper with him afterwards while we discussed its merits or lack of them.  On one bitterly cold and wet night we had taken Joyce with us, the 3 of us squashed in the tiny 2-seater.  He wanted a lift home so he and Joyce clutched one another tightly to keep from freezing in the dickey outside; they had to be practically prised apart at the end of the journey.  He had been called up soon after I met him and had flown as navigator in Lancaster bombers far more times than average without ever crashing, but as soon as he was demobbed returned to the theatre.  On first nights we frequently saw Lily and Rosemary, and he would commute unconcernedly between the two pairs of us standing at opposite ends of the foyer or between the 2 tables at the after-show restaurant.

	By this time Grandma had become infatuated with her new family and when she became very ill again and her companion, who had long been anxious to retire and who suffered from severe hypertension, said she could no longer carry on, Grandma wanted to come and live with us.  I backed rapidly away from that idea and kept backing but apparently my steering wasn’t any good because we came back to the same point: that she would have no companion, was too old and ill to accept another (and although she didn’t know it her bank manager was insistent that she could no longer afford one), to live with Lily would be unbearable, and that Thurlow was her only child.  It was physically impossible to fit anyone else into our little box of a house - and in any case we realised how traumatic the change was to be for her without wrenching her from her home, so with great misgivings we moved to Sutton Court Rd 5 months before Malcolm was due to arrive.  Fortunately Grandma was still too ill to leave her bed so I was able to take over the reins painlessly.  The 9-roomed house, detached and in ¾ acre of garden gave us all room to keep out of trouble and the menage worked far more smoothly than I had ever hoped for.

	Lily, who had always had her own key (and I vetoed having the lock changed) would arrive most Saturday mornings, sweep past me as if I weren’t there and stalk into Grandma’s room.  Rosemary would return my greeting but otherwise there was no communication between us until 1973 when Thurlow and I returned to Europe for a visit; she, Gordon, his wife and daughter (born a couple of weeks before we left England) called on us at Joyce and Joe’s home; even then they’d kept the visit a secret from their mother - “to save a lot of argument”.

	The first week-end there I was “looked over” by Thurlow’s cousins, Jim, the Methodist minister, his wife, May, and their 3 children and his sister Jessie, spinster, who looked after their invalid mother, Grandma’s sister Maud.  They were pillars of rectitude and while they undoubtedly guessed something of Thurlow’s life, to have it brought out into the open and accepted by the aunt who had hitherto been a model of conventional respectability was another matter indeed.  

	Their opinion one way or another vas of no consequence to me but it mattered to Grandma and her happiness mattered to Thurlow so I hoped all would go well.  Apparently I met with full approval for their children began a regular session of holidays with us.  Their ages, then 11, 9, and 7 meshed in with ours and when I took them all out on “educational trips” we were a much admired family; Alan took charge of the baby, Malcolm; Brian organised loading of pushchair and bags on to the buses; Valerie looked after Alexandra; and Gillian ushered Christopher while I stood by and graciously accepted the kudos! 

	Our children resented being nursemaided but were too polite to say so until years later! Other relatives came around to investigate; Hugh, brother to Jim and Jessie, even flying over from Canada, and Thurlow’s cousin Vic (son of one of Grandma’s late brothers) and Aunt Caroline (one of Thurlow’s father’s innumerable sisters) became regular visitors.  She was a scurrilous old lady who told us many tales of the past - always detrimental to the characters involved! - hated her son-in-law and took great glee in thwarting him at every opportunity.  But she was so dynamic, although over 80 even then, had such a sparkling wit that she was great fun - and she adored Christopher, as indeed did most people, especially old ladies.

	But the smooth tenor of our lives was shattered a month before Malcolm was born.  My beloved father who was plagued with the elderly male’s scourge, a swollen prostrate, eventually had to have it removed.  The operation was routine and arrangements were made to collect him from hospital.  An hour before the appointment my parents’ neighbours phoned to tell us that he had just died from a blood clot and that my mother was in shock.  Her life had revolved around my father and the remaining 10 years of her life remained empty in spite of sisters, children and grandchildren - whom both she and my father had adored.  In a dreadful way she was helped through her shock by the other sister Laura’s discovery that she had bowel cancer and nothing could be done for her.  She became too ill to be able to work at all and her husband was only too happy to accede to her request to “die among those who loved her best” and she spent the last months of her life at Sutton with her sisters nursing her.

	The funeral was organised by her husband’s family.  I attended to support my mother but the hypocrisy of the whole affair so shocked me that I swore I’d never have anything to do with any of them again.  But a week later - having gone to my mother’s house and been told that she and Aunt Rosie were with us - Arthur turned up “to share his grief” It wasn’t long before he asked for the return of the one ring which was missing from Laura’s possessions.  The ring may or may not have been valuable but Aunt Laura had treasured it above all her jewellery because it had been given to her by her first husband, and a few weeks before her death she had given it to my mother as a keepsake.  Being told this as politely as possible, he still insisted on its being returned to him, as something to remember her by.  Reminding him that he had the rest of her jewels and her property to remember her by, I invited him to go to hell - where he went 12 years later.  My mother wore the ring for many years until she lost a couple of pearls from it - and I still have it among my “treasures”.

	 Malcolm arrived on schedule and with no bother and was “the most perfectly shaped baby” the doctor had seen (the medico’s words, and said to Sister, not to me.) and shortly after my return home Aunt Annie came back again.

	She was Grandma’s other sister, a widow whose sons had both died long ago.  One daughter-in-law was still caring for IHC identical twins, while her older twins were in the merchant service; and the other married with 2 little girls of her own.  Aunt Annie’s other daughter-in-law didn’t communicate at all being interested only in her little pig farm near Guildford.  Her only son, named Gordon but called Lester, had from early life lived almost exclusively with his grandparents: be had been called up into the navy which he hated with all his heart and had jumped ship in Australia where he was still living, under his grandmother’s maiden name) had married and had 2 children.  He wrote regularly to his grandmother whom he addressed as Mum.  It was all very confusing, but Aunt Annie obviously doted on him and loved to talk of him.

	She was a dear, gentle, sweet-natured old lady and I became very fond of her but she had apparently;’ been an autocratic lady in her younger days when she and her husband Robert Whittet Wootten had run a large emporium in Sutton employing 35 staff.  “Off the hook” servants’ dresses and uniforms were sold but all the gentry’s clothes were custom made so there were 14 staff, including designers and cutters, in the dressmaking department alone, and 8 in the men’s tailoring shop, plus 5 in the millinery section.  Accessories, haberdashery, table and bed linen and similar departments were equally busy.  

	As all the staff except some of the heads of departments lived in, there was in addition half dozen domestic staff.  Cook ruled the kitchen staff but Aunt Annie supervised all the catering, and every Monday would be driven down the High St.  with her pile of order books, stopping at every store she dealt with.  The proprietor would come out to the carriage, she would order the week’s requirements, praise or castigate the quality of goods supplied during the previous week, speak sharply about anything she suspected of being overcharged, and be shown samples of goods recommended by the purveyor.  The previous week’s bill would be paid and the coachman drive on to the next call.  She was the biggest customer in the town but I doubt whether any merchant ever dared to try and make any other than his legitimate profit out of her.  She was equally tough on her staff and any laziness, inefficiency or discourtesy to customers was swiftly and severely dealt with.  But she was also kind and thoughtful to them - for those days - and any illness, misfortune or unhappiness met with gentle sympathy and practical help.  

	Even the young assistant who got herself pregnant wasn’t dismissed until Aunt Annie had found her a home to go to, and had “loaned” her sufficient money to see her through and promised her position back afterwards if she wanted it.  To the scandalised forewoman who had informed her of the girl’s fall, and who thought that such leniency would be a bad example to the rest of the girls, she retorted “Don’t be a fool woman, nobody but an idiot would deliberately get herself into such a position”.

	Her husband however, was no businessman and preferred to spend money rather than spend time making it, and he got more and more in debt.  He was a genial outgoing type who revelled in being popular; he was indeed liked by all - and milked by many.  He became a town councillor and was soon chairman, and also chairman of the Board of Magistrates.  In the latter position he was always able to get his nephew out of any minor traffic infringement that Thurlow hadn’t been already able to talk himself out of, and no doubt abused his position in various other ways for his innumerable friends.  Eventually they sold the business but he continued to live above their means and when he died left his wife almost penniless, but with scores of obituaries fulsome in their praise of him and lavish in the deep regrets of all who knew him.  When his wife became ill her sister insisted that she leave the one room which was all she could then afford, and live with her.

	It was only because of Grandma’s illness that she had temporarily gone to stay with a niece by marriage until I could take over her care.  She had been a brilliant pianist and although now nearly 90 could still sweep through a formidable repertoire with style, panache and accuracy.  We’d seat her at the piano, remove all the usual impedimenta that graced its top and open it up; she would remove all her rings, laying them carefully on the blanks at each end of the keyboard, throw back her head - and then burst into some sparkling Scarlatti as an entree.  Bach, Beethoven, Mozart would be intermingled with Victorian ballads which she would sing in a still sweet contralto.  She tired increasingly quickly but preened happily in the knowledge that she could still do it.  But her hearing, eyesight, mobility and continence were all failing, and one morning when I went into her room to help her dress I found her halfway under the bed, which was saturated, stark naked - in an English winter! She had got out of bed - but not soon enough - managed to pull off the wet sheets and her clothes, but had then fallen and been unable to get up; her struggles had only got her further under the bed, where she was totally unable to reach her bell.

	She was severely ill after that and reluctantly I had to agree with our doctor that a family of 4 children one a toddler and one geriatric invalid were as much as we could manage, and she went into a nursing home.  Her income naturally wouldn’t stretch to that expense but feeling that the Masonic Society owed her something through her husband and her father (who had started the local lodge) I approached them and they made up the deficit.  She never complained, sure that God had everything under control and would take her as soon as it was right for her to go - although she did once wistfully confide that she wished He wouldn’t be too long about it.  The day that the king switched peacefully from sleep to death, so did she, in February 1952.
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	Grandma’s health had soon improved although she remained frail; undoubtedly both my and the children’s activities must frequently have irked her but she rarely let it show, and always seemed grateful that we had come to live with her.  Equally undoubtedly her strictures must have irked the children on occasions, but they apparently took it in their stride and there were no explosions.  The main difficulties arose when we went on holiday.  At first she went - as she had during her companion’s time off - to stay with her niece Jessie; but when Aunt Maud died, Jessie understandably felt that she’d done enough and wanted her freedom.  So we tried Grandma in a Rest Home.  We used that method every year, but never the same one.  No matron would take her a second time, and the phone rang hot even during our holiday where we had gone.

	The business in Epsom was expanding all the time, and extra mechanics had been employed.  New machines were coming freely on to the market at last and the sales side of the business was becoming increasingly important.  All this meant snowballing paper work which Thurlow couldn’t handle and the Internal Revenue Department were getting a bit tetchy.  Accordingly, we decided on a showroom with workshops behind it, close to our home so that I could cope with the office work, and in 1954 opened up a shop about 200 yards from home.  The staff worked a day week as was usual but as a lot of casual sales were to be made on Saturday afternoons, we remained open.  I would sometimes stand in for a while if Thurlow was called out to attend to some author or radio journalist meeting a deadline and once I had conquered my nerves at selling, I quite enjoyed it - especially when Harry Secombe came to look at a tape recorder that was new to him (and to me!) Testing it to its full capacity he vibrated a tumbler off its shelf and smashed it (Well, it fell off anyway, just as he pulled out all the stops on his highest note.’)

	That same year Alan joined the Air Force.  Conscription was still in force for a 2-year stint, and that meant usually in the army; but if one joined up voluntarily for a 3-year contract, one could choose one’s branch and section.  He had always been mad on the sea and his experiences in the Sea Scouts’ boat Monarch (which he once sailed up the Thames through London in the middle of the night) had nurtured that interest, and he fancied a career in the Navy.  He had sat the officers’ entrance examination and had come 37th out of over 400, but he was then failed on his eyesight.  His next choice was the RAF and once his initial weeks of square bashing was over had trained as ‘trouble-shooter” in direction landing equipment.  He spent the remainder of his service having an enjoyable time going around the various flying stations in the country checking and repairing their equipment.  He was virtually his own man and subject to no orders; trips to American airfields were always welcomed as the canteens there were ‘fabulous’.  But he wasn’t exactly 100% an airman; flying in small planes made him airsick and once when feeling queasy, he had slid back the cockpit roof and leant over the side; the slip-stream whipped off his glasses and sent them sailing down.  I wonder what unsuspecting person found spectacles from heaven landing on his head.

	Ernie was getting itchy feet (the dangerous 40s?) and as we were both American citizens by reason of our birth) as well as British through our parents) he was able to go to the USA without “let or hindrance”.  Being a fully qualified tool maker) he knew that getting a job there would be easy; so, on a glorious autumn day in November 1956 we drove down through a spectacularly coloured New Forest to see him depart on the Queen Elizabeth.  This was another blow for our mother for although he said that she could follow him out as soon as he was settled, she naturally preferred to remain where the larger part of her family was and therefore had no hope of seeing him again.  However, he returned for his holiday only 9 months later with a booking to fly back from Paris.  

	We had the Binneweg children from Holland staying over here (Robin with Terry and Judith with Alexandra) and as all 4 of them were to return to Holland for the other half of the school holidays and Christopher had insisted on having the full 4 weeks at the Dartmouth Sea Scout camp, we decided to go to Paris with him and spend a few days there.  Malcolm went to Joyce’s, Grandma went to a new Rest Home in Croydon, and Alan, now in civilian life again, held the fort at home and the shop.  With my mother and Aunt Rosie we flew from the car ferry terminal at Lymne in Kent and took the slow hedge-hopping plane to Staples and after lunching and exploring the tiny village where no one - even at the toy airport - spoke English, we took the train to Paris.  

	There, at the Gore du Nerd, Thurlow and I got separated from the others.  As I was carrying all the French money (the others having all shied off at the idea of doing any negotiating in francs), was the only one who spoke even basic French (other than my mother’s 2 questions dredged up from her schooldays - ‘Avezvous beaucoup d’argent?’ and ‘Parlez-vous Francais?’ neither of which were of much use to them in the circumstances) or could remember the name of the hotel where we were booked, we all panicked.  It was a vast labyrinth of a station, so while one of us stayed put the other searched around.  It was only after a second time around that Thurlow spotted them on a floor below us.

	Reunited we had to find a taxi; at Paris railway stations that requires a special technique but after being baulked twice Thurlow got the hang of it and had the others inside one before they knew quite what was happening.  But the driver flatly refused to move off with 5 of us plus all the luggage so Thurlow and I went by bus - far more interesting and exhilarating as it happened.  After an evening of exploration, we duly saw Ernie off and returned tired out at about 2:30 a.m.  to our hotel, where the concierge said our son had phoned urgently.  We rang Alan who told us that the Matron had been worried about Grandma.  As this was a routine reaction we re-assured him and went to bed.

	The next day we bad a feast of sight-seeing, punctuated by stops at pavement cafes to sample French pastries or for meals, where the waitresses stared disbelievingly at me when I asked for the decanter of wine apparently routinely served to be changed for one of water.  My accent left much to be desired I knew, but I seemed to be understood except for that little word “eau”.  Our exhausted return to the hotel was met with the same message - but this time Alan had the sombre news that Grandma was dead.  Thurlow naturally had a feeling of guilt as well as grief, so I suggested that we start our return home at once instead of waiting until the morning, with his brooding over it all night.

	There was no plane, but a wild taxi ride across Paris enabled us to catch the boat train to Dieppe, where we caught the ferry to Newhaven.  We gained nothing in time of course, but were merely doing something and arrived in Croydon too tired for much other emotion.  Would Grandma have died at that time if she had been among family? Very possibly not but, the few other members of her family always had very good reasons why they couldn’t help - and this was the first time that my mother had come away with us.  Grandma was 92, the same age as her sister had been.
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	Ernie had returned for a holiday so soon as we also were planning to emigrate.  His own departure had re-awakened our own old dreams of living in New Zealand, such dreams remaining unfulfilled because of family ties.  But my mother now had only us plus one sister, and Thurlow’s mother had also had only us plus niece and nephew and 2 grandchildren already drifted away.  If both mothers came with us, they would have the least amount of regrets that they were likely to have, Thurlow cared for nobody but us and my only regret would be leaving Joyce.  Alan had as yet no deep ties and the other children were still of on age where it would be just an exciting adventure.  It seemed now or never.

	One evening when Thurlow came home tired and complaining about government obstructionism, the weather and difficult customers, I responded lightly with my usual remedy, “Let’s go to New Zealand”; there was silence for about 30 seconds, then “alright, if you want to”.  The next day we did the rounds of the shipping lines and discovering that to book 8 passages together we should have to wait until February 1958, booked there and then in case further delays should occur.  By the time Ernie had come on his holiday, we had all got our passports, had our medicals, and were deep in the intrigues of selling properties, turning the typewriter business into a limited company and appointing directors to run it (We weren’t going to burn our boats until we were sure we were going to be happy over there, and it wasn’t for another 8 years that we severed our last financial links).

	At our last English Christmas, we again went to the Royal Albert Hall to hear the Messiah.  This time Alan was singing in the choir, thereby completing the hat-trick of generations; I had sung it there 26 years earlier and my mother and Aunt Rosie had started the habit 25 years before that.  Nine weeks later, on a miserable St Valentine’s Day, we made our tearful farewells to Joyce, Joe and Aunt Rosie on the Royal Albert Docks, and slipped almost imperceptibly through the maze of locks into the Thames estuary.

	The rest of the story I leave to the next generation
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