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I was born on June 3rd, 1909 on the Watling Street, Brownhills and at the age of three we 
moved to a house in Pelsall Road, Brownhills belonging to my Grandfather Marklew, my 
mother was born there. She was the eldest daughter of fifteen children, never went out to 
work as she had to help her mother with the housework and children. She was given 
permission to have one day per week from school to help grandma with the washing. 

My grandparents moved from Pelsall Road to Coppice Side, Brownhills after their tenth child 
was born, to a very old and historic house known as "The Old Tommy Shop" which was the 
last "Tommy Shop" to close under the Truck Act in 1876 in Staffordshire. At the age of forty 
my grandfather started to build up his farm. He was born at this house and followed the 
Marklews family who had been tenants of the Squire Macphereson for over one hundred 
years. They worked at the Brickiln Hole near the house, my grandfather started to work with 
his father at the age of five, I remember my mother telling me he often found it hard to pick 
up a brick and was told "If you drop another brick I will drop one on your foot, that will make 
you pick it up". This Brickiln Hole is still there in Coppice Side, it is marked on the map as 
Marklews Pond. 

To complete her education my mother went to a Dame School, High Street, Clayhanger to 
learn to sew and write, it was run by two sisters named Marklew (no relation) and cost her 
father twopence per week. 

The farmhouse was very old, my grandfather was born there in 1851 and we were told it was 
once an old Inn and was used by Dick Turpin. It had a parlour lined with polished wood, a 
grate surrounded with lovely green tiles and a window with iron bars. 

It had a highly polished rosewood table in the centre and on this table stood a big leather 
bound Bible containing all the births, deaths and names of all the family. It had a horse hair 
sofa in a mahogany frame with chairs to match and a beautiful Chiffonier. This had a large 
mirror back, a marble top and beautifully carved walnut cupboards. Either side of the fire
place were big glass cases of stuffed birds and animals shot in the woods and fields 
surrounding the farm. This parlour was only used for christenings, funerals, Christmas and 
very special visitors. Us children were only allowed in at Christmas but sometimes the door 
was left off the latch and we would peep in quickly if there was no one about. 

The middle room was very large and the hub of family life. It had two windows fitted with iron 
bars, red brick floor, great big oak beam in the ceiling and inglenook fireplace with brick built 
sills either side where my aunts and uncles loved to sit for a warm by a big coal fire. 

Comfort was never heard of in those days. In the centre of this middle room was a large 
wooden table to seat the family of seventeen, it was covered with a patterned oilcloth. There 
was a long wooden bench one side, a large wooden squab. Mother said six children sat on 
stools alongside this for meals as no child was allowed to sit at the same table as her parents 
until they were fourteen and had started to work. No one was allowed to speak or cut her 
father's meat. Mother said grandma only cut his meat once when he was late home and he 
picked up the plate and threw it on the fire and in a raging temper said "No woman is stinting 
me''. 

In this room was an organ, a large chest of mahogany drawers and one wooden armchair 
which was my grandfather's. He ruled his family with a rod of iron and by this chair he kept a 
birch rod. Us grandchildren were terrified of him and always hoped he would be out when we 
were sent to the farm with a message. He was a very strong, hardworking man, he worked 
nights down the pit and during the day he fetched the miners' allowance coal from the pit with 
his horse and cart. He wouldn't allow anything in the house unless it was paid for. Mother 
said when they were short of meat he would go into the coppice and shoot sparrows and 
pidgeons and mother had to remove the feathers and clean them and make a big pie. My 
aunts all went out to good service, my mother had to work very hard looking after the 
children and scrubbing and cleaning the house which had four bedrooms and a long, wide 
landing which had two beds on for the young boys. 



As grandfather built up the farm the long pantry was turned into a dairy off the huge kitchen 
where grandma and mother made lovely home-made butter in a big chum and wrapped each 
block in a dock leaf after it had been patted and shaped by two wooden blades. They also 
baked all the bread in the bake-oven. I loved to watch my grandma pull the loaves from the 
oven with a long-handled shovel. She always made a few Ratjacks from the dough and if 
my sister and I went there on baking day she sometimes gave us a small Flatjack to take 
home, they were like a big scone and when eaten warm plastered with butter, were delicious. 

My grandma was a very proud and reserved woman. she thought she was superior to all her 
neighbours and my grandfather's family. My mother hardly knew some of them and rarely 
talked about them to us children. My mother always told us her parents were unevenly 
yoked. 

Grandma was a very secretive and cold woman. I donl know whether she was afraid or 
embarrassed to show any feeling or emotions. I never remember [her) kissing me or buying 
me a present. When she and grandfather had words she would not speak to anybody for two 
days, she would walk about hunvning while she did her jobs. 

Mother had to scrub all these brick floors every day, black lead two half ranges, help with the 
children, cooking etc. When her sisters came home from service once a week for the day, 
she envied them, their nice clothes and money of their own. 

Mother never had any money but occasionally my grandfather gave her a gold sovereign, 
she was much closer to her father than her mother as he showed her more feeling. Grandma 
had a row of tins in a drawer in the chest in the middle room, one for milk money, one for egg 
money, one for coal drawing money, and one for potatoes, all sold at the door. 

According to my mother and aunts, grandma went to Walsall shopping on the train three 
times a year, bulk buying for the children • six pairs of shoes, coats, dresses etc., these were 
taken to the train and put in the Guards' van by the shop assistants, one of her sons would be 
waiting for her and the parcels with the horse and trap to take them home. 

All the nine sons and six daughters were healthy and when they went to the doctor's he would 
fetch something from their arm and inject it into poor sick children, when my grandfather 
heard about this he went to the surgery and told the doctor if ever he touched one of his 
children again he would send him as far as he could see him. 

I heard several elderly people say there were only two big bottles in the surgery, one for 
women was "Mother Segals" and the one for men was Epsom Salts. The doctor was an 
Irishman who loved his whiskey, he was often seen lying helplessly drunk in the back of a 
trap being taken home. 

My grandparents lost their first child in 1917, killed in the First World War aged twenty-four. 
My grandmother had her fifteenth child at the age of forty-four and died at the age of fifty
eight. Mother's youngest sister, Edith, looked after the boys still at home but there was a lot 
of jealousy and in 1920 Frank emigrated to Australia on a grant from the Government for ex
servicemen to set up their own farm and we never saw him again. His brother joined him in 
1921 but returned in 1935. My grandfather had retired and Sidney took over the farm. He 
died from cancer at the age of forty and his son Basil took over the farm. He died from 
cancer at the age of 46 and his brother Hyla took over the farm and it remained in the 
Marklews family until Aldridge-Brownhills Council compulsorily purchased the ground for an 
industrial site and declared the farm as an Historic Building. 

The Council had an oil-painting of 1he farmhouse titled "The Old Tommy Shop". This hung in 
the hall of the new Council Offices at Aldridge until the council went over to the Walsall 
Borough Council and it has not been seen since. We have tried to trace it • Museum etc. -
but it has vanished. The children in those days, mother said, when the big field was 
ploughed she and her two younger brothers had to go, before school, to this field picking 
stones. When they had got enough in the barrow they could push, they had to take it and tip 
it on a wide grass verge in Engine Lane near the farm. 
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When the pile was a certain height and length grandfather would notify the local council, they 
would send a man to measure it and would pay two shillings and sixpence per yard. These 
stones would be taken by horse and cart to the builder's yard at the local Board, the stone 
breakers would break these stones with big sledge hammers into small pieces ready to fill the 
pot holes and surface the roads. I can remember when those stones were spread on the 
roads the steam roller used to go up and down the road until it was level and then another 
steam engine would spread the gas tar on the surface. The tar was in a big boiler with a fire 
underneath to keep it boiling. 

A younger sister had to take a big can of milk, before she went to school, over to the Watling 
Street to serve the customers who bought the milk and mother's younger brother had to 
harness the horse at six a.m. and take the trap to the Rising Sun where five miners would be 
waiting to be taken to the Grove Pit and he would have to fetch them home after school at 
4.30 p.m. 

Us grandchildren loved to go to the farm at harvest time, we would get a ride on the horse 
and dray to the field, we would play hide and seek in and out of the shooks of corn and when 
the dray was loaded we would walk back to the farm with one of our young uncles. 

My sister and I would love to play hide and seek in the farm yard when my grandfather had 
gone to the pit with a coal note to fetch a miners' allowance coal. I can remember running up 
the steps into the loft, hiding beneath the hay. Sometimes there would be a very old woman 
sitting there mending bags with a bagging needle ready for potato picking time, my 
grandfather employed local men and women and they were glad to earn a few shillings, 
sometimes they would get a few eggs, milk and potatoes. 

There were thirtyfive grandchildren so whenever we went to the farm there would always be 
uncles around to tease us. They had ferrets in a pen in the Rickyard and would chase us and 
try and put them round our necks. I remember my sister and I having to go to the farm alter 
school. Uncle Frank had built a pen and had some very pretty pigeons, I think they were 
called "Tumbler Pigeons•. They rolled and glided when let out and were fascinating to watch. 
Us girls stood there watching Uncle Norman, Uncle Len, Uncle Alf and Uncle Frank fly these 
pigeons when out roared my grandfather with a big axe and smashed the pen into bits 
shouting "I'll show you when I tell you to go to work in the fields as soon as you have had 
your tea". The boys fled up to the fields and us grandchildren fled home terrified. Every 
Monday my grandfather went by train to Lichfield market. If he had cows to sell he and his 
son had to walk with the cows the six miles to Lichfield running after these cows. If they met 
a cross eyed man, they would turn [back) as it was a bad omen - he would lose a lot of 
money at the market. Also if a miner met a woman on the way to the pit before 7 a.m. he 
would also turn back home as no woman would go out before that time before the miners 
went to work. 

As soon as a woman was married she had to leave her job. My eldest sister had a very good 
job as First Sales at Ralph Richman & Son in Walsall, it was a very high-class haberdashery 
shop, it had a large dining room for senior shop assistants with maids in long black dresses 
and white cap and apron. They also had the Cape Room where they made beautiful evening 
dresses. ball goyms, dinner dresses, wedding dresses etc. for the army officers' wives in 
Cape Town, S. Africa. My sister loved her job, she had to wear black alpaca dress in the 
summer and black cashmere dress in winter and looked very smart but when she got married 
she had to leave her job and a very good wage in 1929 of £2 per week plus commission on 
sales. My younger sister went to school and college until she was twenty-one, she passed 
her final exam and taught at Chase Terrace Senior School until she was twenty-nine years of 
age, when she married in 1940 and had to leave her job. 

At Lichfield cattle market they sold all kinds of things. I remember my grandfather bringing a 
large chest of light oak drawers which my mother bought from him for ''the girls' room". I had 
one draw to keep my hankies, hair-ribbons, stockings etc. and my money-box. Another time 
grandfather bought a beautiful. black ebony display cabinet, which my mother also bought 
from him for our parlour. It had a pretty ornate leaded light door on the front with cupboard 
beneath where mother kept the wine glasses etc. and lovely carved shelves on either side 
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where vases were placed. On the top (was] a large mirror framed with ebony and encrusted 
with carved leaves. 

Grandfather always returned home with large pieces of cheese and piles of pigs-pudding for 
the family. The strangest thing he ever bought was the Mayor of Sutton's coach. I can see it 
now sitting in the Rickyard with beautiful embossed lamps and ornate glass in doors and 
windows, upholstered seats inside and buttoned. We were not allowed near it but as time 
passed by my uncles found it an ideal place in the winter to do their courting in and the fowls, 
who wandered all over the place, laid eggs in it. 

What he always went to were local house sales. By the time I became ill in 1919 he had 
bought two more houses in Pelsall Road next to ours. They had very large gardens so in 
1927 he buitt two very modem detached houses on part of our garden and the garden next 
door. By now grandfather had retired from the farm about three years and moved into the 
house he had bought next door but one to ours with his youngest daughter, Edith and her 
husband John and his two younger sons, Norman and Leonard. 

He spent a lot of money on this house making it into a large family house with two reception 
rooms, a large living kitchen with a big pantry leading off, like the farm. Upstairs were three 
big double bedrooms. a W.C. and bathroom and outside W.C. 

By that time my parents had accepted that I was incurable. the specialist said I could live to 
be sixteen or sixty, so my bed was moved from the parlour and taken into my parents' 
bedroom, where my brother David also had a bed as we only had two bedrooms. 

My parents had to look for another house but with me being in such pain I could not be taken 
very far, so grandfather came to the rescue and said we could move into one of the new 
houses when it was finished. We were all thrilled about this, when the first chimney was built 
the flag was hoisted and my grandfather opened a bottle of whiskey and asked mother to 
name our house. 

My auntie Edie was very jealous and caused a lot of trouble in this large family, she could not 
tolerate grandfather doing or giving anything to the family and when she knew he was letting 
us rent one of these new houses she was furious, so was her brother Leonard. They made 
my grandfathe(s life a misery so that in the end he offered my mother the big family house, 
Uncle Len our house and Auntie Edie one of the new houses. Mother was furious and so 
upset for grandfather but this large family house was a Godsend as I could sit in a big 
bathchair in the kitchen and be pushed from room to room. We had spent ten happy years 
there and then moved to a lovely house in Lichfield Road, Brownhills, it had a big square 
lounge with a big bay window and attractive fireplace, a long dining room with sash window 
and a nice family kitchen where I loved to sit and watch my mother cook and I would read out 
the recipe to her. 

All three houses hold special memories for me. but the one I dwell in day and night is the first 
two up and two down house in Pelsall Road that my mother was born in in 1883. It was here 
I spent a happy childhood running and playing houses. paddling in the brook and climbing 
trees. started to school in Clayhar19er and all the lovely times I spent at chapel. The Sunday 
School listening to my father telling us lovely Biblical stories. standing on the platform all in 
white with my younger sister and my eldest sister singing in the choir and my father, who had 
been training us for weeks standing in front with his baton conducting. My mother was very 
busy at home getting meals etc. and us girls ready for morning, afternoon and evening 
service. My fathe(s mother and sister Mary always came to the afternoon service, stayed for 
tea and so did the Reverend Minister. We loved our grandmother James and auntie, they 
loved their Will's children, when I stood up to sing a solo to a packed church grandma and 
auntie would sob until I had finished and alter the service would give us a penny each and 
hug and kisses. 

Mother always went to the evening service at 5 p.m., piling all the dishes in the brewhouse 
until the next day as we always had a packed house after the evening service, us girls would 
be so tired alter attending three services mother would be so busy making tea and serving 

4 



home-made cake, putting us to bed and my father would be looking out for the horse and 
trap to take grandma James and aunt Mary home. 

We were not allowed to speak unless spoken to. In our quietness. listening to all the 
conversation, what wisdom we learned, how I wish the children today knew the love and 
caring and time our parents had to listen and to care. Today I see from my window women 
pushing babies and very young children past at 6 a.m. to a childminder while they go to work 
and when they come home with a meal to get and chores to do they just have no time for 
their children. In this Nursing Home where I live I have seen a mother dash in with a baby to 
leave with her husband, who has worked as a male nurse all night, while she dashes off to 
work at the hospital. I have also seen a nurse having to leave here at 3 a.m. and fetch her 
baby, as her husband can't cope. 

I know children enjoy a better standard of living, have televisions in their bedrooms, presents 
that cost £100. their own bedrooms but they still are not contented and satisfied, also they 
are not sent to Sunday School to learn Christ's teaching, which gives them a guidance for 
life, teaches them right from wrong and helps them when they are old enough to make their 
own decisions to make to right ones. 

As I spend my days sitting in my wheelchair I dwell on those years in this small house and 
relive those days of childhood and those ten years of freedom, when I could run about and 
knew the meaning of independence. Now I have to ask for everything, even to have my 
nose wiped, but the staff at the Brownhills Nursing Home are very caring and very interested 
in all my church activities at Clayhanger Methodist Church, where my family spent a lifetime 
of service. also all I do as a member of the Brownhills and District Fellowship for the 
Physically Handicapped for thirty years. 

I loved school. From five to seven years old I went to Clayhanger Church of England School 
with Phyllis, my younger sister, then we both went to Ogley Hay Junior School. I had just 
gone ten years of age and so looking forward to moving up with my sister to the Senior Class 
from eleven to thirteen years of age when I developed Stills Disease. 

We were both good scholars and always head of our class, Phyllis won a Minor D. 
Scholarship to the Friary School, Lichfield, she was the only one in the County of 
Staffordshire to pass. The miners were on two days a week and three on the dole, my father 
said "If I have to pawn my shirt she is going to the Friary· , a very exclusive boarding school 
where miners' daughters were looked clown upon as scum, but my sister had the Marklew's 
pride and soon let them see that a mine(s daughter was a human being, with more brains 
than they had. 

She soon became a Prefect, then Head Girl, Captain of the hockey team and the daughters 
of the snobs and wealthy were coming into a miner's home and as we had moved into my 
grandfather's family house by then they could see we too had a bathroom, toilet upstairs and 
down and a home filled with love. 

I remember the struggle my parents had to keep my sister at school and to buy all things 
needed to relieve my suffering etc. All my father had for me from the dole was one shilling a 
week until I was sixteen years of age and then was told to apply for poor relief. This aroused 
my mother's pride, she said "Nobody is making a pauper of my daughter, I would rather eat 
out of the gutter". 

As I lay watching my young sister prepare for this new school and a higher standard of life I 
used to cry "Why can't I walk and do all these things" and my mother would be upset and 
look so sad. 

The worst thing I remember was trying to get the school uniform for her first time, she had to 
have a white panama hat and a navy coat. The year before I became ill my father had 
promised to take me to Pontesbury to stay with his Uncle Ben for a week, mother had bought 
me a green coat and a white panama hat from Ralph Richmans sale ready arid my father 
was trying to pu1 sixpence a week from the music lessons he gave in a tin. As I gradually got 
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worse, we realised I would never go to Pontesbury or wear my new hat and coat, but I did 
want to keep them until J was well again, so you can imagine the heartache it must have 
caused my mother to ask me if Phyllis could have my new hat and coat for school. I 
remember how I cried and cried and she said she would buy me a lovely hat and coat when I 
was well again. 

Times weie so hard in the 1920s for the miners, my father's wage was often no more than 
ten shillings a week. He was a Stallman with so many men working for him, he was paid for 
the amount of coal in each tub and raced about trying to fill each tub and get it on the rails to 
be weighed. He always paid his men first. he was highly respected by the men, they called 
him the "Chapel Mon" because he never swore and was always honest and fair in his 
dealings with others. Whenever there was an argument. they would shout "Fetch the Chapel 
Mon, he will tell you the truth". 

All his life he gave his time for others. He devoted his time to the young people in the 
Clayhanger Methodist Chapel. I can see him now standing in front of the Sunday School 
telling us the lovely Bible stories and reading from the Bible and teaching us the 
Commandments, Beatitudes etc., which we had to learn by heart. He always had his Bible 
by his bed. When he died the pages were so worn and thumbed we could not read it. He 
always knelt beside his bed at night and prayed aloud for his family and all this influence 
moulded our lives on a Christian foundation. He started a Young Mens· Class. a Bible Class. 
Male Voice Choir, Cricket Club and a very good chapel choir. He loved music, mother said 
the first thing they bought for the parlour when they were married was the organ, she paid 
two shillings and sixpence a week and never missed a payment. 

My father gave music lessons and trained all us four children. I had just had twelve months' 
lessons when I became ill and our family life was completely changed. The parlour was my 
bedroom and sick room for years and my torture room. The organ was never played for 
years, no more visitors, life as I remember centred around me while I suffered and fought. 
My mother never left me day and night, getting up as many as fourteen times in the night to 
rub me, ease me and comfort me. She had three more children and a husband to wash, 
cook for and share their problems. The first eleven months of my illness my mother never 
left the house. I could not bear her out of my sight. After tea and a rest my father would have 
me on his lap but he could not bear my screams, I remember him saying "Elsie. I don1 know 
how you stick it, for I couldn1". The pain was indescribable, there were no pain-killers or 
drugs in those days. only my mother's love and the treatment she gave, wrapped up in 
flannel and cotton wool, rubbed with whiskey, linsfoot Oil, Bettona, The Stafford Treatment, 
Renepas Powders, herbs and anything they saw advertised to kill pain. 

I never went out for seven years except on a hot summer day, then Doctor Bradford and my 
mother went out into the garden to find a warm spot to put me outside in the sun. My mother 
always kept a pig in the sty and near at hand the heavy solid Pig Bench - this she used as my 
bed in the garden. She would pile feather cushions and carry me out to lie on it, covering me 
with blankets. 

I can remember lying and feeling the warmth of the sun and listening to the various noises 
going on around.me. If it was a Monday, I would listen to the rhythm of the dollies as the 
neighbours thumped them round the washtubs and count from one to the other. I would 
listen to the crowing of the cockerels as they crowed in tum. I also loved to listen to the 
trucks shunted by men with long poles who ran beside a truck filled with coal from the local 
pits and hooked the chain off it and directed it onto the right line. This would run on to the 
junction to be attached to a long line of trucks, all ready with the engine puffing, waiting to 
move off with its load to factories and various depots. I spent years watching these trucks 
from the kitchen window as the line ran at the bottom of a field adjoining our garden. 

My little brother played around me, asking me to tell him a story. He was only three years of 
age and never remembered me walking about. Us three sisters adored our little brother 
David. We never knew he was expected until one Saturday night my mother went to bed 
after tea, my grandmother James arrived and then my auntie too came and bathed us two 
girls and put us to bed. I was seven years of age, my younger sister was six years of age 
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and my elder sister was fourteen and was working at Jordan's, a well-known cafe in Walsall 
and was not with us. 

Phyllis and I snuggled together in bed in the Girts' Room when we heard this piercing cry. 
We both jumped out of bed to go to mother's room when Auntie Flo caught hold of us as we 
got to the door, she said "Get back into bed, it's only your dad killing the cat". We howled 
and cried even more until we fell asleep. Next morning my father came to our bedroom and 
said mother wanted to show us something. We ran into her bedroom, she turned the clothes 
down and there was this little baby boy. We both were so excited and wanted to hold him but 
grandma James appeared and we had to leave. She was a well-known midwife and colliery 
nurse, she was seventy-six years of age at that time. She stayed and looked after my 
mother for a fortnight until she allowed my mother to put her feet out of bed. She fed her 
with bowls of gruel and I remember seeing the lovely china chamber pot covered with red 
flannel, it had elastic top and bottom and a slit for the handle to go through. 

My father badly wanted a son, he had had four daughters. Elsie died from diphtheria at the 
age of three, she was fifteen months younger than my eldest sister. Violet and Phyllis and I 
never remembered her. 

Us girls adored my brother. As he approached his third birthday we argued who would take 
him to Sunday School, but when the time came I lay and wept, I was too ill to move to take 
him, or to school when he was four years of age, I just had to watch my sisters do all the 
things I wanted to do. I would get very resentful and asked God why He did this to me, I 
would tell Hirn I did not want Him and I had finished with Him, He was cruel and unkind. 

This would only last a few hours until I had to be moved and then I knew I could not do it 
alone. I would say "lord, please forgive me, Lord I need You, I can't do it alone" and as my 
mother lifted me and my father steadied my legs, I would hold my breath ready to go through 
the terrible excruciating pain and I would feel that wonderful calmness that comes from a 
complete and utter faith and trust in God, thiS faith and trust grew as I called to God in my 
hour of need and He has never left me or forsaken me and because of this and in spite of 
losing all my family, I love my life and wish and hope and pray that everybody could know 
that inner peace that passeth understanding. They say the looker--0n sees the best of the 
game and that is my role in life. I have to be washed, dressed and fed and carried about like 
a baby, utterly dependent al the mercy of others. I can see and learn from listening to 
others, what a materialistic age this is, people want so many things, have no time to enjoy 
the family life and a mother always at home whom we could run to with our problems. How I 
wish I could give to others the peace and contentment I enjoy. I have lost my home that was 
so precious to me, all I have is a comer of a shared room with a few family pictures on the 
wall, but God supplies your needs and not your wants. I have all I need to make my life 
worth living in this nursing home where I live. I am surrounded by caring people who do all 
they can to do the things I can't do. They help a lot by giving of their precious time to liSten 
to us when we need a friend. There are time when they lose their patience, after being under 
pressure and are sharp and ill-mannered. 

l never realised how hard Care Assistants have to work and all the unpleasant things they 
have 10 do, they .have to rush about especially when they are short of staff. l have seen the 
perspiration running off them and they are quite exhausted. Some of the residents are very 
heavy and off their legs and are a big strain on the backs and legs of Care Assistants, they 
are poorly paid for the amount of work they do, they have no Union to fight for them and no 
Minimum Wage Rules to protect the fair wage they all deserve. 

I have wonderful friends who care about me and visit. The one friend is Cynthia Barber, she 
came to help with me when my mother and sisters were alive and too old to lilt me and for 
sixteen years she came four times a day to wash, dress and lilt me and at night to put me to 
bed, she was like one of the family. When my mother and sisters died and my brother 
looked after me tor four years until he died, Cynthia was a wonderful friend to both of us, she 
kept the house lovely and clean, helped me with shopping lists etc. 
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When I had to move into a Home six years ago, she came with me to make sure I was happy 
and for the past six years she has visited me every week, she does my shopping, gets my 
pension, does my drawers out and I confide in her and through helping me with my work as 
Organising Secretary for Clayhanger Methodist Ladies' Good Companions, she decided to 
join this ladies' group and then came into the chapel with her sister and that makes us closer. 

I have one niece and one nephew, who I love very dearly, they come to see me about twice 
a year. They belong to a different generation and the affluent society and have a completely 
ditferenl outlook on life. My nephew has two daughters, both married and full-time nurses, 
my niece has two sons, she works full-time as an accountant. But I am greatly blessed with a 
very caring cousin and her husband, they too come every week to visit me and share a lot of 
my personal problems, she lost her father when she was four years of age and my elder 
sister looked after her for ten months, so I shared many happy hours in her younger days and 
have always felt close to her. Then I have all my church friends and all happy t imes we 
spend in Christian fellowship. I gain great comfort and strength from my church and then I 
have all the interests from Brownhills and District Fellowship for the Physically Handicapped, 
I am the oldest founder member and have belonged for thirty years. I belonged when we 
met once a month in different pubs and were ferried to and fro by members of Brownhills 
Rotary Club, whose members worked so hard to get our Fellowship established. 

Doctor D. M. Forster, Councillor B Blundell, Miss Violet Cliff, members of Brownhills Inner 
Wheel and Brownhills Townswomen's Guild and many volunteers - how hard we all worked 
in those days raising money to get premises of our own. I was leader of Clayhanger Girls' 
Club at that time, mother could not cany me about then, at the age of seventy-six her knee 
gave way and it was too dangerous. We engaged a Mrs Davies to come in four times a day 
to lift, get me up, wash and dress me and undress me and put me to bed for nearly two 
years. then we engaged Mrs Edwards from Clayhanger, she was much younger then Mrs 
Davies and soon became involved in the Gir1s' Club and Fellowship for the Handicapped. 

Her husband had an old Bedford van and when it was night he would take me to the Girls' 
Club in this van, their two daughters were members and when I relented and took nineteen 
boys in, her two sons joined. Mrs Edwards became my escort and went with me to the 
Fellowship in the van to the pubs and for eleven years I worked with the boys and girls to 
raise £100 and put a Fish & Chip Supper on for the members and committee of the 
Fellowship and all the Youth Club. The church choir, under the leadership of my brother, 
would entertain for the first hour while the fish and chip van stood in front of the chapel 
cooking one hundred packets of fish and chips, the girls and boys and church members 
would run backwards and forwards with them to make sure they were hot when they reached 
the plates. 

These boys ranged from twelve to nineteen years of age. I never had a bit of trouble, no 
back answering or cheek, they would wash up, ask if they could unfasten my bag or help me 
in any way. I would take a personal interest in each one of them, invite them to my home to 
listen and to talk to them. 

I got the girls to play Netball League, the head mistress, Miss Hall, of the Ogley Hay Senior 
Girls' School gaye me permission to use the school netball pitch and kitchen, so long as I 
was present. I kept in touch with all the football leagues and position of well known Midland 
teams, so I knew what the boys were talking about. Being affiliated to Staffordshire Service 
of Youth, I could apply for the boys to go on a weekend course walking or climbing in Wales. 
I would ask local Scouts to lend me haversacks and these boys really enjoyed these 
weekends. 

I also booked teachers for drama. P.E., and dancing, which girls and boys could do together. 
l used to get them involved in church activities. they loved making garland and decorating 
the hut for Christmas parties and the stalls at church bazaar. l would take odd rolls of 
wallpaper. glue. Christmas paper, scissors etc .. they would cut out stars, moons, crackers 
etc., and stick on lengths of wallpaper to hang across the front of stalls and they looked so 
attractive. One year Mrs Edwards did a ten week course of Christmas decorations for the 
Club stall, the boys enjoyed doing these more than the girls • putting candles in the middle of 
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old saucers and covering them with artificial holly, mistletoe, gilling weathers corks to go on 
(them] and then adding tinsel, artificial Christmas roses and red berries. They would love 
playing charades, miming, fancy dress parades, quizzes etc. and treasure hunts around the 
village. 

We had to raise money for various projects and when we did a play, we could not afford to 
buy books so I would spend hours writing out the parts for each character. 

I have very little sleep at night with my joints being fastened in such awkward positions and 
often smile as my thoughts wander back to my schoolhood days in this small house in Pelsall 
Road. I had three childhood romances, and all ended in disaster. 

My first sweetheart was in Sunday School and the Christian Endeavour and his name was 
Jim. He was aged thirteen and I was in my tenth year. We would walk down Clayhanger 
Lane to chapel, hand in hand and I thought he was lovely. Every other week before school I 
had to go to "The Big House Farm" armed with a can to fetch the milk, Jim used to wail for 
me and walk with me. The week my sister was on, we would leave a note for each other in a 
hole in the wall of the Jolly Collier bridge saying when we would meet again or where I would 
be. 

Alas, it was one of these notes that finished our romance. We were both at Christian 
Endeavour at chapel this night, which was being taken by my father with about twenty more 
children, we were singing a hymn when I felt a poke in my back - it was a piece of paper from 
Jim, on it he had put:-

Oear Gwen, I think you have some secret to tell me. 
I wrote back:-

Oear Jim, This secret is I love you very much, Love from Gwen. 
Then I heard my fathers voice "Bring me those papers and go into the vestry and I will see 
you two later·. I was terrified and said this kind of thing must not happen again. When I got 
home he gave me a good telling off and I was not allowed to go out through the garden gate 
for a week or be seen again with Jim. 

The next romance was a boy named Sam. He was aged thirteen and I was turned ten years 
of age and very near to be laid aside for thirteen years with Stills Disease. 

Sam was tall and nice-looking, he drove his grandfather's horse and trap and if I met him 
standing up in this trap with the reins in his hands, my heart missed a beat - then it all 
happened. Sam came cantering in the trap along Pelsall Road as my sister and I were 
coming home from school at four o'clock. He pulled up and asked ii we would like to go to 
Little Bloxwich with him to deliver two pigs. After refusing and arguing it would take about 
ten minutes, we climbed in under the nets with our feet among these squealing pigs. 

We seemed to be riding hours and it was getting dark. My sister and I were worried about 
our parents and what would happen ii we were not home for four o'clock. He delivered these 
pigs and made the horse come home at a gallop. When he came over High Bridge and our 
house came in sight I asked Sam to stop the trap and let us get out. I did not want mother to 
see [us) get off this trap. As we galloped home, Phyllis and I decided to tell our parents we 
had been to the Big House Farm to fetch the milk save fetching it before we went to school 
and had been playing hide and seek in the Rickyard and never {realised) it was so late and 
ran home without the milk. After a good telling off we had tea and went off to practice at 
chapel with my father, thinking everything was forgotten but next morning, just as we were 
putting our coats on to go to school, the door opened and in walked Mrs Gough, our next
door neighbour with some gossip for my mother. She looked at us two girls and said "My 
word, we came home in style last night, didn1 we". Phyllis and me did not know what to say 
after Mrs Gough had told mother she had seen us coming down High Bridge in Sam's trap. 
We knew by the look on mother's face we were doomed, all she said was "We will see what 
your father has to say about that tonight". 

Mother did all the punishing, if my father raised his voice we would break our hearts. After 
tea father said he wanted to speak to us in the front room, he gave us a lecture on telling 
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untruths, took his strap off and hit us three times aCfoss our bottoms. We were not allowed 
to go out for a week or sing in the "Cantata• at chapel - we hated that Mrs Gough. 

The next episode involved another Jim, aged fourteen. He was a horrid boy, f hated him but 
he had a pash on me and I could not get rid of him. He was always waiting for PhyUis and 
me by the school gate and would chase us all the way home, which was a good mile. 

One morning he was waiting by the school gate with a bunch of beautiful red roses and came 
to me and said ·1 have brought these for you". I flatly refused to have them and as I ran into 
school I saw him throw these roses over the fence into the long grass in the cemetery next to 
the Ogley Hay Gir1s' Schoof. After prayers and the register was called, in walked Miss 
Whitaker, our head mistress with Mr Wibby, Vicar of Brownhills Parish Church. After we 
were all seated the headmistress said that the Vicar was very angry and wanted to talk to 
everybody in the school. He said that in front of his study window he had a bush of lovely 
red roses which he always looked at every morning, but when he opened the curtains that 
morning, every rose had been pulled off and he was going to question everybody in this 
school and the Boys' 

I was terrified and so glad I had never taken them. When the Vicar questioned me I told him 
I never came through the churchyard to school as I lived a mile away in Pelsall Road. I can 
remember how I trembled and could not wait to go home. The next encounter with this Jim 
was on a Sunday morning. as I came home from Sunday School he was waiting for me 
nearly by our garden gate, in his hand was a leather jewellery box. When he opened it and 
tried to make me have it I could see it was a military badge made into a brooch. when I 
refused to have it he threw it over the hedge into the field and I raced into the house. 

The end of this horrible Jim came one day as Phyllis and I came home from school. We 
looked round and there was this Jim and another boy chasing us. Just as they went to grab 
me my mother opened Jhe bedroom window and shouted and both these boys fled, the next 
thing my father came through the gate with his bicycle, he jumped on and raced up the road 
after them. He grabbed the one nearest to him, took off his belt and gave him a good hiding, 
unfortunately he hit the wrong boy I had not seen before, and Jim had scaled the hedge and 
fled, he was nowhere to be seen. Phyllis and I hurried and ate out tea as we had to be at the 
chapel at six o'clock for the sewing class, making small things for a Sale of Work. As we 
turned into Clayhanger Lane we could see about six young men standing outside the chapel 
gate waiting tor the girls to arrive. 

As Phyllis and I went under the railway bridge, this Jim came running down the railway 
embankment and grabbed me. As I screamed and shouted, young men came running and 
pulled him on the ground and r.eld him while I ran into the chapel vestry where a group of 
girls were already busy sewing, and one of them dashed and locked the chapel door. Just as 
we got started there was a loud banging on the chapel door, one ol the teenge girls unlocked 
the door and there was my father and these young men, with Jim in their arms shouting "My 
leg, my leg". My lather asked us all to leave the vestry while they put Jim on the long table 
and looked at his leg. Jim was yelling and shouting and when they tried to stand him on his 
teet he fell on the floor. One of these young men ran home and fetched a wheelbarrow and 
put Jim in and set off to push him in turn to his home in Ogley Square, which was over a mile 
away. As they neared the house his father was standing by the door, when Jim saw him he 
jumped out of the barrow and ran into the house and ran up the stairs, which was opposite 
the front door. The young men told his father what had happened, he told them how naughty 
he was, staying out at night, sleeping in the Midland Railway Station all night and they never 
knew where he was. 

The next time I saw him I was in a wheelchair and Jim was a grown man with a shop in the 
High Street, Brownhills. 

Pelsall Road was a long straight road to Brownhills Bridge where it joined Chester Road 
opposite the Local Board, which had a big clock on the front and the fire bell on the side 
[for?) the total population in Brownhills Urban District in the 1920s. 
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The top half nearest the clock was the residential part of Pelsall Road and the bottom end 
from High Bridge to the Swan Canal Bridge was looked upon as a lower class area and I 
lived in one of the fou r houses owned by grandfather Marklew. There were twenty-eight 
houses in our stretch of Pelsall Road, one shop and two pubs. The one nearest to our house 
was "The Yew Tree• and the one at the end of our stretch was called "The Jolly Collier''. My 
parents looked upon a pub as a place of wickedness and a woman that went into a pub was 
looked upon as the lowest of the lowest. 

Running in front of these houses were two fields and a small common up to High Bridge and 
behind these ran the main railway line from Lichfield to Birmingham. There were no buses, 
so the railway stations at Lichfield, Hammerwich, Brownhills, Pelsall and Walsall were very 
busy places, each had its own Station Master, who lived at the Station Master's House. At 
the back of our houses were fields and the Back Common, which my grandfather rented after 
he retired from Coppice Side Farm. This common had eight kilns, which he put roofs on and 
doors and kept goats and fowls. Before he took over the Back Common, it was our play 
area, it had an old arm coming from the canal with an old rotting coal barge in it where we 
paddled. We had to be careful as it had some very big pike in. men fished in it and I 
remember Sam Arblaster catching a huge pike and having it on show, people came from all 
over Brownhills to see it. 

The canal ran at the back of the common, alongside Pelsall Road to the Swan Bridge where 
it turned and meandered through the edge of Clayhanger and crossed the High Street, 
Brownhills under the Anchor Bridge. During the hard winter months the canal would freeze 
solid and us children going to school were very excited when we heard the ice-breaker 
ripping through the ice and breaking it up so that the coal barges could get through with their 
boats of coal from the pits· lorries had not been heard of. 

Us children would stand on top of the Swan Bridge and Jolly Collier watching this longboat 
doing its work, it had an iron bar running the whole length of the boat either side, six men 
would stand and rock this boat from side to side breaking up a length of canal and the man in 
charge of the horse pulling the boat would get the horse to pull it a few yards and then the 
men would rock it again and the barges full of coal would move along. It was a very hard job 
for these men rocking the boat, they would be out of breath and would wipe the sweat off 
their faces. 

Just below the Jolly Collier was a big brick stable belonging to the Canal Company. When 
the barges tied up by the Collier Bridge for the night they would take the rope off the ho<se 
and take it to the stable and bed it down and feed it and the boatees went into the Collier for 
a drink. If we were coming past the stable when we came home from chapel and saw the 
light from the lantern in the stable we would run across the road to see what was going on. 
Some of the horses had lovely big coloured beads threaded in their harness. 

Also living in the stable was a homeless old man we called ·sweetie". He spent his time in 
the Collier playing his violin and every Sunday would be lying blind drunk under the hedge in 
Clayhanger Lane when we came out of Sunday School and (we) would run past him terrified. 

Another character. that was drunk every weekend would be Dickie Green. Sometimes he got 
very weepy when he was drunk and at these times he would tumble through the chapel doors 
in the middle of the service shouting and sobbing "Lord, I have come to be saved". Others 
would come to our front door shouting "Mr James, I want Mr James, the chapel mon. I have 
sinned and have come to be saved". My father would go out and talk to [them). Sometimes 
their trousers were wet and there would be vomit all down the front of them. He would take 
them home - if they were too drunk and too heavy for him to handle, he would leave them to 
sleep it off and then take them home. 

My father was a humble kind of man and very peaceful. As church leader he was highly 
respected by everybody in Clayhanger and Pelsall Road - when anybody was dying, a 
relative would come for my father to pray for them. At the funeral they would bring the coffin 
out and rest it on a table, all the family would get round it and my father would sing their 
favourite hymn in his beautiful clear tenor voice. What he did in those days of poverty and 
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depression to improve the quality of life for the young people will never be known. He 
wanted no praise or memorials, he always said he looked for his reward in Heaven, not clown 
here. 

His four children followed in his footsteps. My two sisters opened the first affiliated Girls' 
Club in Staffordshire to their Service of Youth and when I was strong enough to join and hold 
a pen I became organiSing secretary to the Girls' Club from 1940 to 1967. I have been 
organising secretary for Clayhanger Methodist Ladies Good Companions for the past fony
three years, and Violet was President until she died in 1986. All the records, log book and 
photograph album are kepi in Walsall History Museum. The Curalor said it was a unique 
story of life in the village of Clayhanger and the part the Methodist Church played in those 
terrible years of depression. 

I walked until I was thirteen years of age with great effort. All my relatives kept telling my 
mother she must keep me on my feet and she would do anything to get me well again, she 
stood behind me, put her arms around my waist and pushed my one leg and then the other 
and I would cry and cry but she would do anything to get me well again. This came to an end 
when I collapsed, my Doctor Bradford was sent for, he was furious when my mother told him 
what she had done, he said he had clone all he had to save my heart and she had listened to 
these old wives' tales and undone all that had been done. 

From then, for seven years I stayed in the front room and fought and fought to get well again 
with a mother who cared for me day and night. She had a husband and three more children 
to wash, cook and care for, there were no Home Helps, no Social Security money, they kept 
me until I was forty years of age and the Government passed a Bill for all dependants to 
have £1 per week • that was the year my falher relired and ten shillings of my money went 
towards the rent and I had the other for clothes, church collections etc. My father was sixty
nine years of age, he had walked clown the pit for fifty-six years and that included four years 
over retirement age for the war effort and there was no pension, all my parents had to live on 
was their Old Age Pension and thirteen shillings a quarter from the Miners' Union. At the age 
of sixty-five he broke his leg in the pil and never had any compensalion. 

The miners in 1hose days were looked upon as uncouth and fihhy and brainless, but there 
were some very intelligent and good men who were well-read, Councillors and Church 
Leaders. · Many learned to read and write in the Sunday School and had children who had 
passed a scholarship and gone to University and Training College. My Auntie Tan and Uncle 
Roland lived on the Watling Street, Brownhills in their own well-built detached house in an 
acre of ground. My uncle was a miner, a big chapel walker and had a small holding with all 
this ground, they sold beautiful flowers from the greenhouses, fruit and vegetables to 
passers-by and uncle delivered orders in boxes on his bicycle. 

They lived near cross-roads on this busy road. One teatime as they were having tea they 
heard a bump and when they ran out, two cars had collided and two of the <>CaJpants were 
badly shaken, so uncle invited them in for a cup of tea. Auntie was spotlessly clean and 
always had a beautiful damask white table cloth on the table for meals. During the 
conversation uncle mentioned he was a miner and worked clown the pit. They both gasped 
and could not believe it, they said they were always told miners lived in filthy hovels and 
could not read or write. My uncle told them he went to Cannock Mining College to night 
school, and had passed his Fireman's Certificate and was now in charge of so many men 
down the pit and my auntie had been in good service and was a well-spoken woman. 

As I look back to those years I spent in our front room, I realise what an upheaval my illness 
must have caused in our family life, they all had to manage in the small kitchen, no organ 
could be played, no visitors allowed, my sister was at the Friary School and had to do all her 
homework on the kitchen table, my screams were heard by all the neighbours when my 
mother tried to turn or lift me, the tears that ran down the back of my ears and left big blisters 
added to my misery. 

Every morning at 7 o'clock and at night at six o'clock I would listen for the bell on the horse 
who came past our house with the Royal Mail from Walsall to Chasetown, the van was 
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painted red and had the Crown and "Royal Mail" on the side and was driven by Mr Bell. He 
had some big keys, one to unlock the mail box near the Foundry Bridge, one in the High 
Street and the other was to lock and unlock the van. Mr Bell would sit on top of the mail van 
in all weathers. When the snow and rain was pouring down he would be wrapped up in a big 
waterproof cape and his Postman's peaked cap was pulled right over his eyes. He was a 
very humble Christian and a pacifist who was a conscientious objector during the 1914-18 
war, he was imprisoned somewhere in Worcestershire and had to work on the land. One 
day, when my sister had stayed over at the Friary to revise, just as she left the six o'ckx:k 
train into Brownhills Station and was wal<ing down Pelsall Road, Mr BeU puUed up and 
offered her a lift , which she accepted. During their conversation she talked about me and 
from then onwards he left a big bag of fruit by our front door every Friday night. 

One Friday night my sister persuaded him to come in and see me. He asked my mother if 
she would try "Bettona" on my swollen and very painful joints. It was £1 a bottle, and for six 
weeks he left the money, but it never helped me at all. We became great friends for many 
years, he and his wife had no children, they lived in a big family house in Lichfield Street, 
Walsall with Mrs Bell's father and her sister Ruby. Mr Sambrook had been superintendent of 
Great Wyrley Methodist Chapel Sunday School for fifty years and had a lovely marble clock 
on the mantelpiece all inscribed. All this family died before Mr Beu. They had moved to a 
big bungalow in Lichfield Road, Bloxwich and when he died he left this bungalow to his 
church to be used as an extra place of worship. 

In 1921, during the miners' twenty-six weeks strike, when I was thirteen years ol age and 
lying very ill in bed in our front room, I heard a lot of men shouting. My father, who was 
sit1ing with me, ran to the front door and said it was Arthur Cook, the miners' agent, leading a 
big crowd of miners armed with big sticks shouting "Out with the black-legs, out with the 
traitors". They were on their way to Bug Row Common in Coppice Side where the miners 
had Slaked out their plot and were digging down right underneath the ground and bringing up 
tons of coal. This was being sold to big coal depots and factories in Walsall and 
Birmingham. 

Just below our house and opposite in a field they had set up a weigh-bridge and all day long I 
watched these big lorries bring their loads to be weighed. These miners had never seen such 
money - they wanted the strike to go on for ever. Every weekend the Yew Tree pub and the 
Jolly Collier was packed and the money flowed like water. There were terrible fights and the 
women would stand outside trying to get some money from their men before it was gone. 

People like my father, who stayed loyal to the strike, did not have a leg to stand on. Mother 
had to spend all her savings and with having a pig in the S1y to kill and a big garden well 
stocked with vegetables, seven apple trees, two pear trees and lols of black currants and 
gooseberry bushes, we coped and never had to go to the soup kitchens at Mount Zion 
Chapel and the schools. When this S1rike ended, the miners went back wOf'Se than they 
came out and in 1926 the miners came out on S1rike again fighting for their rights and better 
conditions. To be a miner's son or daughter of a miner in those days was like being an 
outcast, they were never acknowledged until the war came and they "kept the home fires 
burning·. 

Another thing that stands out in my memory during my stay in our front room, many young 
men went to Night Class at Cannock Mining College to gain various certificates and 
qualifications to enable them to get promotions in the mine - two of these were [the) Jones 
brothers, who gained surveyo(s and mining engineef's certificates. They opened two small 
mines, boring down the shaft and opening up old workings and tapping seams of coal, which 
is very plentiful in this area. One of these "Gin Pits", as my father ea.lied them, was on the 
right of the big field opposite our house in a small coppice next to the railway line. 

I remember a big long iron boiler with steam pouring out, bringing lots of water up the shaft 
and emptying it into the brook that ran alongside of the coppice and my lather saying one of 
the men wor1<ing there had been telling him the conditions they were working in were terrible 
and somebody was bound to be killed. Just over a week later there was a lot of activity going 
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on round this pit, and we learned that Jim Arblaster had been killed. He was the husband of 
Sue Wilcox whose parents kept the Yew Tree public house not far from where we lived. 

This [one?] morning my parents were with me as I lay in my bed facing the window. As they 
were talking, a tremendous explosion shook our house and sailing through the air over the 
railway line was the big boiler from the Gin Pit in a cloud of steam. My father ran to the front 
door, raced across the filed and scaled the hedge and found a man covered in scalding ash 
wandering about in a daze. People came running to help - there were no cars or phones 
then, so Mrs Gough fetched her bike and a neighbour raced off to fetch Doctor Bradford and 
another man went for Sam Arblaster to take the injured man to hospital at Walsall. 

That was the finish of the "Gin Pit" but every day for over a week, people from all over 
Brownhills and Pelsall came past my window and walked through Benton's Field by High 
Bridge and could not believe this great big iron boiler could have travelled so far and so high 
to clear the railway line. 

My eldest sister, Violet, left school at the age of fourteen and her first job was at Jordan's 
Cale in Walsall. I remember one Christmas at the end of the First World War, Mr Jordan 
gave my sister a tin of butter, which my mother put away for Christmas as food was very 
scarce. When she opened the tin it smelt to "high heaven" and had to be thrown away. I 
donl remember much about this war, but I do remember my mother taking the cream off the 
milk every day and putting it in a malt and cod-liver oil jar. At the end of the week she would 
put some salt in and shake it, then my father would shake it while my mother had a rest until 
it was solid and we had some lovely best butter to put on our bread instead of the horrible 
margarine. 

I also remember one of my mothers brothers coming to tell her Uncle Bill had been shot by a 
snipers bullet "going over the top" and going to his memorial service in Independent Chapel 
in Coppice Side and a beautiful brass plaque being unveiled by Captain William Harrison 
from South Staffs Regiment. I remember the chapel was packed and my two sisters and I 
had a new black felt hat and a black armband on and had to wear them during six months of 
mourning. Today, 1996, the Independent Chapel is turned into flats. In 1917 the elite of 
Brownhills attended this chapel, that is why my Grandma Marklew sent her children there. 
Mr Poxon and family from the chemist in the High Street and Goodhall, the builders, were 
two families I remember. All the men wore top hats. 

Coppice Side was and still is a very lonely road. After Independent Chapel was a small field, 
then Birch Coppice and then Midland railway line which went to the Jerome's pit to collect 
coal, and then the big coppice which stretched straight back to the canal along Pelsall Road. 
Just inside the big coppice and near the railway line, Doctor Madeva had a lovely big house 
built with Elizabethan chimneys by Wigleys, well-known Brownhills builders. With the big 
coppice surrounding it, it was nicely enclosed and had sweeping lawns and lovely gardens. 
When Doctor Madeva died, Doctor Bradford and his wife moved in and stayed until he retired 
and went to live in Hastings. 
For several years Doctor Bradford and his wife had a garden party to raise funds for the 
Nursing Association and my sisters Violet and Phyllis took a team from Clayhanger Girls' 
Club to entertain. with country dancing. The doctor in those days was a very important 
person and everybody was expected to treat him with great respect. I shall never forget the 
day Phyllis was taking me for a walk in my first old wicker bathchair my mother had bought 
second·hand, We were chatting about the Circus coming to Brownhills and as we got to the 
Jolly Collier my sister said "Oh look, there's a big poster on the stable door" and swung my 
chair round to cross the road and knocked the doctor off his bike. He had not been in 
Brownhills very long and could not afford a car. He picked his trilby hat off the road, dusted 
himself down and told my sister to look where she was going before she rushed across the 
road. 

The doctors house was called Coombe House and next to this was a small field and then 
another lovely old grey stone house just inside the big coppice and [this] was the home of 
Hollands - we called (them] "the gentry" as they had maids and a gardener.groomsman. The 
Holland family must have been there since the 1850s as my Grandma Marklew was a maid 
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there and met my grandfather, who lived at the Old Tommy Shop just across the common. 
She was Harriet Hitchen and lived in Cheslyn Hay. she was eighteen when she married 
William Marklew, and had her first child in 1880. 

Mr Holland had a very important job to do with the Grove Colliery. He had two sons - Mr 
Hyla John was headmaster of Ogley Hay Boys School and lived in a lovely big house in the 
posh end of Pelsall Road. They had two daughters, Dorothy and Trixie. Dorothy trained for 
nursing and she was the first matron of Addenbrooks Hospital, Cambridge. The second son 
was a naval officer and came over with his wife, two children and their nanny twice a year to 
stay at Coppice Side with his parents, and mother's younger brother, Leonard, met the nanny 
who came from Tewkesbury and they were married just before the war. 

There were no cars then but the Hollands had a brougham and William Pountney, from the 
sweet shop in Church Hill was the groom and used to drive them to the Parish Church every 
Sunday morning. If it was fine they would have the hood open. 

Next to Hollands Drive was a stile which led to a footpath that went right through the coppice 
to where it ended by the canal alongside Pelsall Road. It was a very dense and dark wood 
where us children spent many happy hours playing, with no fear of being attacked like they 
are today. On Sunday evenings after chapel and church all the young women and men 
would congregate in this coppice, sitting on the banks or strolling hand in hand. My 
grandfather told us this footpath was once a railway line that took the bricks from the brickiln 
where he worked with his father, to the barges on the canal and bring back clay etc. Today 
the two beautiful houses are demolished and for years not a tree remains in the coppice. It is 
leased to Potters Clay, a firm that gets excavates and mines all the land for the white clay, 
which is the finest of its kind in the country and is taken by lorries to the Potteries and is also 
used for padding the sides of canals. Where the beautiful coppice was is now just a slag 
heap pitted with deep holes. I understand when all the clay is worked out the coppice has got 
to be put back, trees etc. replaced just as it was before. 

My mother told us that my grandfather had a brother, Harry, one day he decided to go for a 
walk through the big coppice, as he got over the stile and walked along the path a big black 
deg came out of the undergrowth and bit him in the hand. Harry raced back home 
screaming, he went delirious and started foaming at the mouth. They fetched Doctor 
Madeva, he sent for the cab to take him to Burntwood Asylum, but just as it pulled up outside 
the gate. Harry died and he was the last person in Staffordshire to have died from rabies. 

My mother was born in 1883. As she sat beside my bed she would talk about her childhood 
and life on the farm and what went on in Brownhills. She said when they put the railway 
through Brownhills, gangs of Irishmen did all the labouring, living in an old house in the High 
Street, Brownhills. Where the Station Hotel was built was a Mr and Mrs Robert, they started 
to do the washing for these Irishmen and make home-made beer - this was the beginning of 
Roberts Brewery, the building of the Station Hotel and the building of twenty-five local pubs. 
All had an engine on - the brewery's trade mark. Mother said the Roberts used to have 
theatrical groups come to the Hotel for weeks to entertain. She said they would come by 
train into Brownhills Station and Mr Jones, from the fruit and vegetable shop in High Street, 
Brownhills, would meet them with his cab to take all the boxes and cases to the Hotel. 

Although I was so poorly, I still had a sense of humour and was still very close to my younger 
sister and took an interest in all she did at school and out. I watched her grow up into an 
attractive young woman, who was full of fun, loved sport and was involved with my sister 
Violet and our father in all that went on at chapel. She walked like a model and spoke 
beautifully - no trace of the Black Country accent, which was the hallmark of the Friary 
School. She was a rebel and always had the last word - she and my parents had some 
battles. They told us dancing and going to the theatre was a sin and very wicked and my 
eldest sisler had to be in by 9 p.m., but gradually all this had to change as Phyllis went with 
the school to the theatre at Stratford-on-Avon to see a Shakespearean play and attended the 
school dances. My sister Violet resented all the freedom Phyllis enjoyed, she had longed to 
dance and go to the theatre with the girls from Richmans but dare not ask my God-fearing 
parents. She was very reserved and like all the Marklews, thought herself a cut above 
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everybody else and was always beautifully dressed in the latest fashions. I remember when 
Lord Carter discovered Tutankamen's tomb and found all the gold and treasures, England 
went crazy - everybody was wearing bright gold and glitter. Ralph Richman & Son, being a 
firsH::lass shop for the elite in Walsall had some beautiful materials for sale to commemorate 
this great event. Violet bought a length of material in red and gold lurex and Phyllis had 
some material in a silver and gold metal-like material. They bought two patterns and 
between them they made two very pretty dresses. 

I lay and watched all these •goings-on" and said to mother "If our Phyllis can have some 
material. why can't I?". We had another long miners' strike in 1926 and money was very tight 
but Violet came to the rescue and bought me a length of beautiful gold shantung material 
with a red and turquoise pattern on and she trimmed it with a turquoise braid, shot with silver 
and I loved it. All my clothes had to be stitched down on one side and a string round the 
neck to get them on and off. Violet made them and my dresses were a Magyar style, it was a 
terrible painful job and I used to squeal to get my arms in but I loved clothes and wanted to 
dress like my sisters. When I was fifteen my mother cut my hair with a fringe because my 
sisters had theirs cut. 

It was a terrible struggle for my parents to keep my sister at the Friary and compete with gir1s 
from rich famifies. but God works in a mysterious way, and this is how He sent the help they 
needed. 

When my sister was twelve years old she joined the Girl Guides. The Captain was our 
District Nurse, Nurse O'Conner and her helper was Mrs Read, the lady she lodged with in a 
nice house in Pelsall Road, near Brownhills Bridge. Near this house was a big residence 
surrounded by a high wall, called "Rose Villa" where Mr and Mrs Bagby lived, who were very 
wealthy. They had two daughters, Ann and Joan, a nanny, maids and a chauffeur named 
Lakin who drove a beautiful big Daimler, the only car in BrownhiJJs. Mrs Clara Bagby was a 
Brownhills girl who went to school with my mother. She came from a very poor family whose 
father was killed down the pit, she was a very attractive girl and when she left school she 
went to work at the Station Hotel and eventually became the barmaid. 

Mr and Mrs Roberts, who owned the Station Hotel and brewery, had one son. They became 
very fond of Clara and adopted her as their own daughter. She married Mr Bagby, who 
owned a factory at Wednesbury making nails and when Mr Roberts died she became a very 
weahhy woman. Us children liked to stop outside Rose Villa and look up at the nursery 
windows at the two little gir1s trying to peep through the brass bars or at the big car coming 
out of the garage and Lakin very smartly dressed in green uniform. Mrs Bagby was very 
good to her sisters and brothers, Brownhills Parish Church and many other people and good 
causes. Both her daughters went to a gir1s' boarding-school in Rhos-0n-Sea in North Wales. 
Mrs Bagby bought a lovely house there overlooking the sea and used it as a summer 
residence. Ann and Joan Bagby joined the Girl Guides, Lakin brought them in the car and 
fetched them back and one of the maids stayed with them. Eventually they became great 
friends with my sister Phyllis, she was invited to Rose Villa and when Mrs Bagby knew my 
sister belonged to the Marklews from Coppice Side Farm, she approved of the friendship, 
which lasted for many. many years. 

Mrs Bagby became very fond of Phyllis and treated her like her own daughter and took her 
with them wherever they went. Lakin would arrive at our house in the Daimler with a 
message from Mrs Bagby to ask my sister to be ready to go shopping at Beatties at 
Wolverhampton, or to the theatre etc. She also went with them for long holidays at Rhos-on 
Sea. 

Mother always told Phyllis she was not to accept any gifts from Mrs Bagby in the way of 
clothes, and not to forget to keep her pride. With Violet working at Richmans, where Mrs 
Bagby shopped, she could pick up lovely suits and dresses in the sale, and Mrs Bagby did 
not like to see her dressed much smarter than her daughters. 
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This friendship with all its privileges and opportunities meant that Phyllis could enjoy the 
same things as girls from upper ciass families. She was tall and slim with lovely brown wavy 
hair, she had a strong personality, the Mar1dew's arrogance, and feared nobody. 

Nurse O'Conner also became very fond of her and used to invite her to stay with her at her 
home in Yor1<shire where she had some lovely walking holidays with the Nurse around the 
Yor1<shire Dales and met some very interesting people. 

In 1928, when I was nineteen years of age, we moved a little further along to live in the big 
family house my grandfather had had altered and enlarged to live in when he retired from the 
farm, but had moved into one of the new modern houses he had had built on part of our old 
garden. to keep the peace with mother's youngest sister and her husband he lived with, and 
who was very jealous ol anything he did for others in this big family. By this time all the 
inflammation had burnt out of my joints, my parents accepted I was an incurable and gave up 
spending and fighting to find a cure. I shall never forget the first time my father pushed me 
through the front gate alter being "interned" for seven years fighting and struggling to get well 
and do what my sisters did. I was in this big old wicker bathehair, which my parents bought 
for ten shillings from Mr Leek, the painter who did the painting of my grandfather's houses, 
and as I went through this gate, the High Bridge looked like a mountain and terrified me, girls 
I played with were grown-vp young ladies I was frightened of, I tried to hide my ugly 
deformed hands and I did not want them to see me, I was so upset my father was glad to 
bring me back but my brother or sisters pushed me a little further each day and the fun we 
had with this bathchair helped me to gain confidence. I could not use the steering wheel so 
my hands had to be tied to it and the bathchair went from side to side and we thought it 
hilarious. Wherever we went, "Spot", our fox-terrier dog lay in the bottom and loved it in 
spile of the bumpy ride. 

My brother David and my two sisters always treated me as normal and included me in 
everything they did, but mother would not let the wind blow on me, still kept me wrapped up 
in flannel and cotton wool and only let me go out in the summer weather. 

All this changed when we moved to the big house that we called •Netherfield" and my sisters 
persuaded me to go to the Clayhanger Girls' Club. As I have explained at the beginning of 
this book, us girls were thrilled with this change of house, it had a big lounge, the middle 
room was now a dining room and the kitchen was so big, with a half range that always had a 
roaring fire blazing up the chimney, a big walk-in pantry, hot and cold water taps over the 
sink and an outside W.C. This meant we were not awakened in the night by the nightsoil 
men bringing the horse and the midden cart down the big drive we had at Netherfield, then a 
big light from the Shukky Lamps would light up the bedroom and the men would empty the 
bog hole, which was full of the smelly rubbish which ran into it from tho earth closet and 
smelt horrid. and the men scraped and emptied the contents of this hole. Sometimes one of 
my sisters would peep through the window and report the two men were sitting on the side of 
the bog hole eating their snap, as it was called in those days, with filthy hands. All the clogs 
in the area were barking and the men talking together and shouting at the horse meant we 
had a sleepless night. 

Upstairs was very spacious with three large bedrooms. bathroom and toilet. My mother was 
a real homemaker and very thrifty, never short of a pound and soon had big improvements 
made. First, shelves were put up in the kitchen and a long dresser with drawers and 
cupboards, she had a door moved in the dining room, the cubby hole beneath the stairs was 
made into a cloakroom with hooks etc. and a shelf for hats. She had enough money to put a 
carpet in the lounge, buy a seven piece suite in green plush and with the organ and china 
cabinet it looked very nice and us girls were thrilled with it. We still had a big pegged 
hearthrug in the dining room and kitchen. I went to sleep in the girls' room. I had always 
been in my parents' room when I left being downstairs as my mother had to be in and out of 
bed to relieve me, but when I called she would come down the long landing with her eyes 
shut and moved me automatically. 

My mother and I spent hours together and I loved to hear all about her childhood days and 
life on the farm, she said it was the best day's wOl1< she ever did when she met my father at 
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Brownhills Wake, she said he used to come to the farm late at night and peep through the 
windows and watch her scrubbing the big kitchen floor and he used to say "You will never 
work this hard when I have got you·. They were married when my mother was nineteen 
years of age and went to live w~h his widowed mother and young widowed sister Mary and 
two young sons in Baileys Row on the Watling Street facing the common. 

She said he told her the night he fetched the wedding ring he promised he would never touch 
a spot of beer again and he never did. His wages at that time in 1903 was £1.0.3d per week, 
they paid his mother £1 per week and my father, Frances William James had the threepence 
for his collection at the Weslyan Chapel on the Watling Street, where my lather was organist 
and choirmaster at the age of twenty-one, anything my mother wanted she went to the fann 
for. 

My Grandma James was a midwife and colliery nurse and had a very hard life, she had ten 
children and lost her husband when my father was seven years of age and the youngest 
child. There was no Children's Allowance or Social Security in those days but grandma 
earned what she could from being a midwife and was greatly respected. 

She used to go to the colliery managers' wives to deliver their babies and stay with them for 
a month until they were able to cope themselves. she also went to the shopkeepers, including 
Bradburys, who were looked upon as the elite of Brownhills. 

She was also a very good doctor and nurse, she used to have a surgery for miners twice a 
week, my eldest sister remembered these surgeries well. Grandma would go down to the 
cellar and bring up two big tin bowls containing leeches and put them on to the big scrubbed 
top table in the big kitchen next to two big meat dishes filled with salt. The miners came with 
elbows and knees swollen with puss through crawling on their hands and knees down the pit. 

Grandma would wash the affected part, put a leech on to suck out the yellow puss, when it 
was full and blown up she would pop it onto the salt where it would vomit all this filth up. 
After so many times the leech would be put back into a big jar of cold water ready for the 
next time. This treatment and a jar of my grandma's home-made ointment made from herbs 
and homefed lard would cost sixpence. If she went to nurse someone with pneumonia she 
would put sheep's melts on the bottom of their feet to draw the poison out and have the boiler 
on to make the poultices of bran, salt and mustard, which were placed on the chest non-stop 
until the breathing was easier. If a woman came to the surgery with a gathered breast, she 
would get a big darn-green cabbage teal, put it between flannel and put it in the oven and 
when it was red hot she slapped it on the breast to draw out the inflammation. 

She drove a gig pulled by a big dappled grey horse called James Jedder. There were no 
phones then. if they needed her at the colliery, a man would fetch her oo horse-back. my 
father got up with her all hours of the night to harness the horse and see her off on her 
journey in the pitch dark on the bumpy roads with no street lights to guide her on her way. 

She was a real character and us children adored her - she was warm and loving. Every 
Sunday morning, atter Sunday School, my lather would take us to see her. her arms were all 
round us and she smothered us with kisses. First we were taken down the cellar to chose a 
home-made cake, then we had to sing for her and before we went she felt in a deep pocket in 
her skirt, pulled out her purse and gave Phyllis and me a halfpenny. 

Violet was born there and like Phyllis, David and me was brought into the world by our 
grandma. She was grandma's favourite and she iilways had a penny to buy a jelly. 
Grandma was well known for miles around and was always popping out to visit an old friend 
and like all her children, except my father, liked her tot of whiskey and glass of beer and 
came home sometimes the worst for wear. One of the characters she visited we loved our 
mother to tell us about, was old Mrs Rollings - she lived in a room over a cowshed at the 
Fleur-de-Lys on the Watling Street, where it stands today and is a very popular pub and 
serves high-qualtty meals. Her income came from Betsy, her one and only cow that the 
landlord allowed her to keep in his field and spend the winter in his cowshed. Mother said 
every morning in all weathers she would ride down the Watling Street with a heavy can of 
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milk serving her customers on the way. She always stayed at my Grandma James' house for 
a rest and to "wet her whistle" before she set off across the common, which is called Holland 
Park today, and off down the High Street to sell the rest of her milk. One story we loved to 
hear about Mrs Rollings from our mother, when she lectured us on being honest, was that 
one very cold winter morning with snow on the ground, Mrs Rollings was walking down the 
High Street and when she got as far as Dennings, opposite the Station Hotel, she saw a two
shilling piece lying on the snow. She bent and picked it up, looked at it, shook her head and 
said "No, it is not mine·. Mother said it would have been more money [than) she had earned 
all day. 

My father used to hire a horse and trap once a month to fetch grandma for the day on 
Sunday. Us two sisters would be so excited and argue and fall out who should look after her. 
She wore the most beautiful black bonnet tied beneath the chin with a big bow of black 
ribbon, with this she wore a lovely silk cape, all embroidered with beads, she always had a 
black silk parasol and big bag, all given to her by the people she nursed. 

Some weekends she would stay with us, she would have the single bed in the Girls' Room 
and Violet would share the double bed with Phyllis and me and grandma always got up first 
after Violet had gone to work. This morning she said "Be good little girls and tum over while 
grandma gets dressed", we both put our heads beneath the bedclothes, then I heard a tinkle 
and when I peeped over the clothes she was tying a big bag round her waist, she pulled our 
scissors, cotton, bandages and then a long thing wrapped in paper. Curiosity killed the cat 
and I shouted "Oh, Grandma, what is that?", she was so cross with me and I was in disgrace 
all day. She was very fond of my mother, when she visited us she often bought one of her 
vases. saying she knew mother would treasure them. Grandma James taught her to 
scheme, cook and patch, something her own mother never did. 

Auntie Mary had always lived with grandma, she Jost her husband with flu when he was only 
thirty-six years old and left her with a two year old son named John Edward and another son, 
who was born after her husband died, two momhs premature, and was named Harry. Auntie 
was a fully qualified dressmaker and all day Jong she machined and stitched in the front 
room, mother told us the dresses had rows of tucks, tiny buttons and trimmed with a lot of 
braid. Mother said she often went in and helped with the tacking etc. and learned a lot. 

Mother also went with grandma, Auntie Mary and her two sons and my father to chapel four 
times on Sunday and made some nice friends, she was also able to wear nice clothes, she 
said her life was completely changed, although there was very little money there was lots of 
warmth and love. When my sister was born, she and Auntie Mary's sons were brought up 
together and my father was head of the family. 

Grandma James told mother when her husband was on his death-bed he asked her if she 
could possibly manage it, to put Willy to the organ, he said he was always playing tunes with 
the spoons and he had a talent for it. Grandma saved every penny she could get and when 
he was ten years of age she sent him to a Mr Thomson, who had a music shop in the High 
Street, Brownhills. Mr Thomson was highly qualified and my father did very well, during the 
last twelve months he went to a Professor of Music, which cost his mother seven and 
sixpence an hour t)ut he passed all his exams and used his talent to give hours of pleasure to 
others and in the chapel. 

Auntie Mary's son, Harry, was very intelligent, a good debater and excellent heckler at 
political meetings. My father used to tell us when they went to the election meetings, they 
would pass Harry from the back of the packed hall, over the heads of the crowd, to the front 
so that he could heckle and torment the opposition. Harry was an avid reader and loved to 
learn. He studied the Bible and passed out as a local preacher, he also studied at the 
Cannock Mining College and passed out for a Colliery Manager. 

His first job was manager of Thackeroo Pit at Brindley Village on Cannock Chase and the 
next post was manager of "My Fair Lady Colliery" at Five Ways. He had a nice house to go 
with the job and Jived for many years with his wife and four children. 
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My Grandma James' maiden name was Judith Rogers, she lived at Pontesbury on the 
Shropshire/Welsh border, her mother was the village schoolmistress and her father was the 
bellringer. They did not approve of their daughter's courtship with Thomas James so they 
eloped to Shrewsbury and were married at Shrewsbury Parish Church. Jobs in that area in 
the 1920-1930s were very scarce so they moved into Staffordshire and the only work he 
could get was working down the pit. Later his two brothers followed him. Robert married a 
local girl named Martha and had a very thriving wet fish, fruit and vegetable shop in the High 
Street. Brownhills. They had a son named Frank, he was a professional footballer and 
played for West Bromwich Albion. The other brother was named Evan. Mother said Evan 
always wore a frock coat and black top hat. I never heard where he lived or what he did for a 
living. 

Evan had a son named Jack who opened a bakery in Pier Street, Brownhills and employed 
two men to deliver the loaves and two to help in the bakery. He became very wealthy and 
had a big touring car and two vans with Jack James Bakery on to replace the horse and 
carts. Unfortunately he got involved with the wrong company and was with other business 
friends drinking, which was the James' weakness. He neglected his business, spent money 
like water and went bankrupt. His wife left him, he became homeless and the last we heard 
of him his cousin met him in Birmingham and he had a job as a porter, he was homeless and 
his cousin gave him sixpence to buy a bed in a doss-house. 

When we moved into Netherfield our neighbours, Mr and Mrs Wain, were much nearer. 
Before we were separated by two large gardens, which now had the two semi-detached 
modern houses on built by grandfather Marklew. 

Wains' house was called "Rose Cottage", there were two old houses when grandfather 
bought them, he had them made into a double-fronted country cottage covered with white 
pebble dash, and Mrs Wain was very good with her fingers, she made a "sham" linen blind 
for each of the four windows at the front of the house and edged them with lovely crocheting 
she had done herself. 

Rose Cottage was very spacious inside, it was double-fronted, it had a big kitchen with a big 
walk-in pantry, a nice sitting-room which always looked oosy with pretty oovers and cushions 
and a big pegged rug - all made by Mrs Wain. The other sitting-room was long and narrow 
and went alongside our big wide drive with a side window which overlooked our house. 

The Wains came from Cannock Wood on Cannock Chase. Mr Wain worked at the "Fair 
Lady Pit" as a blacksmith and was intelligent as he had passed a scholarship and had been 
to Grammar School. He was in the Territorials and was a big military man. They had moved 
into Rose Cottage in 1916, had a son in the army and a daughter, Dorothy who was three 
years younger than my eldest sister. She and her parents were Church of England but soon 
became friends and good neighbours. Dorothy spent hours at our old house and was very 
pleased when we went to live next door to them. 

Mrs Wain was very hard on Dorothy. She had to do so much before she went to school and 
wait on her mother. She would go away to stay with her sister for six weeks and leave 
Dorothy to keep l)ouse and look after her father. They were very close to each other and 
both supported each other behind her mother's back. Mrs Wain loved gossiping and once 
she came into the house you could not get her out Mother never encouraged her but they 
got on together and helped each other in emergencies. Dorothy soon became involved in 
the chapel - her parents never came but Mrs Wain was a great worker behind the scenes. 
When my father produced a pantomime, Phyllis trained the girls for dancing and helped with 
producing, the young men did the scenery and Violet was responsible for doing costumes, so 
when Mrs Wain offered to help Violet with the sewing she was soon roped in and with so 
much time on her hands was a great help. 

When my father called a meeting and suggested we organise the first Carnival in Brownhills 
everybody agreed. We had lots.of Socials etc. to raise the money to buy materials, pay for 
printing and posters and a very special night to chose the Carnival Queen and her 
attendants. One of our local preachers was Councillor Halfpenny from Lichfield, he served 
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on Lichfield Council and many other committees and so my father went to see him to ask if 
we could borrow the new cream and gold chariot they used at Lichfield Bower for our 
Carnival Queen and we were delighted to receive a letter from Lichfield Council saying we 
could borrow the chariot. 

Mr Dick Willet from Bug Row took a horse from grandfather's farm to Lichfield to fetch this 
beautiful chariot, and my father walked with him and it was to be parked in our drive. Mrs 
Wain had been to a house sale in Cannock a few weeks before and bought a big roll of red 
carpet very cheap, she lent this to cover the floor and steps to the throne on this chariot, 
which set it off. 

All this activity was of great interest to me, it was like being in another wor1d after being 
indoors all those years in such terrible pain, twisting, locking my joints and stunting my 
growth. My grandfather had built a big porch over the side door and my mother would wrap 
me up warm and put me in this porch to watch all that was going on. They would hire a 
hurdy-gurdy to go in the procession, that would be brought the day before and put into the big 
brick shed my grandfather had built at the bottom of our drive. The fun we had playing this 
hurdy-gurdy. 

My father was up at four o'clock the day of the Carnival to get things off to a good start. Mrs 
Wain had made the dresses for the Queen and attendants. Mrs Gwilliam, who had a shop in 
the High Street selling lovely hats, blouses etc. had a purple cloak and train in velvet made 
for the Queen and gave it to her as a gift. I was not strong enough to be pushed to chapel to 
see the procession move off or to the field afterwards for all the fun, jazz band competition, 
races and amusements, bul our house was the cenlre of all activity and I watched all what 
was going on. The Queen and her attendants came to Mrs Wain's house to be dressed and 
arrayed on the chariot, my eldest sister was in charge of catering in the big marquee, she and 
mother had cooked dozens of cakes and sandwiches, my brother stayed with other young 
men at the field all night guarding tents etc .. my sister helped my father with the organising 
etc. It was a mammoth job and by midnight when it was all over, my father would bring an 
the money in a bucket to our house and all the family sat round the table checking and 
counting the money. 

All the young men at chapel were very close to my father. When the cricket season started 
lots of them came to our house and helped my father to dig his large garden so that he would 
be ready to umpire and go with them to other villages in the charabanc. There were lour 
brothers my father had brought into the church - John, William, Fred and Harold Smith. John 
courted and married my mother's youngest sister, Edith, William courted and married my 
sister, Violet and Fred courted and married Dorothy Wain and this all added to our family and 
we had such happy times in my home. My father trained John and Harold on the organ, Fred 
learned to play the violin, he also trained Violet, Phyllis and David on the organ. 

Three big events took place in Netherfield. I celebrated my twenty-first birthday on June 3rd 
1930, my sister Phyllis left the Friary aged nineteen and Violet got married on January 23rd, 
1923. 

I could only have a small party as my mother was under a very big expense with preparing 
for Phyllis to go to college, she had always wanted to be a missionary, but after a long 
interview with Miss Hodge, the headmistress, with mother present, she decided to become a 
school teacher and apply tor a place at Whitelands Training College at London next to the 
Chelsea Pensioners' Home for two years. This college belonged to the Church of England 
and one had to be confirmed a member to be accepted. Being strong Primitive Methodists, 
this went very much "against the grain", but as my parents wanted to take Miss Hodge's 
advice, Phyllis went for an interview with Mr Wibby, the Vicar of Brownhills Parish Church 
and he arranged everything. 

What a worry it must have been to my parents with David and me to keep and my father 
working two or three days a week. They had to have a sponsor to stand as guarantor for the 
fees ii my parents could not pay it and my mother went with Phyllis and all the forms etc. to 
her brother Hyla's, who lived in a lovely house at Streetly and was a very wealthy man. He 
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was a terrible snob and was very fond of Phyllis because she went to the Friary. He signed 
all the necessary forms but mother never had to call on him for financial help. Phyllis had to 
sign papers to say that so much money would be deducted each month from her wages when 
she started to teach for books and fees that Staffordshire Education Committee [provided?). 

All this brought great interest into my life. We shared everything and I could not bear to think 
of her going away from home. She had brought about great changes into our home • we 
were not allowed to read any secular books on the Sabbath or do any kind of work, [but?) 
Phyllis argued a Christian should be able to do on a Sunday what she would do on a Monday, 
and with going out with the Bagby's to a show and staying over at school late, she had to 
have a key. which my eldest sister resented - she had to be in at 9 p.m. I still had bouts of 
depression wanting to do all these things Phyllis was doing. I prayed to walk, I told God I had 
finished with Him and did not want to talk to Him again, I would play my mother up, Phyllis 
would tell me off and I had to question and agree I was sorry for myself and it got me 
nowhere. 

I often talked to God and still do. Once t had found Him and His holy presence in all my 
terrible suffering, I could not cope without Him. He gave a purpose to my life, I learned to go 
with life and not against it. Looking back, I can see how He revealed Himself in so many 
ways, how He promised He would never leave me or forsake me and He never did. I have 
had a wonderful life, so full of love and caring from a mother and family. I have witnessed 
the joy of sunshine after rain, an unseen hand and comforting power just when I could go no 
further with indescribable pain. I am so happy at times and want to run and shout and give 
this inner peace to others who are bored, have no joy in their lives, can see no wonder .or 
thrill in the small things in life and think the material things in life will solve all their problems. 
when the best things in life are free. 

My Grandmother Marklew died on June 10th 1919 from cancer at the age of fifty-eight. She 
had confided in her favourite daughter, Harriet, who was as secretive and as narrow-minded 
as she was, where her money was hidden and her instructions not to let her lather know 
anything. Everybody was amazed at the amount of money she had stored away. 

Harriet had to put this money in the Savings Bonds for six years and then share it amongst 
the six daughters. This money caused such a lot of bad feeling in the family. They resented 
Auntie Harriet having full control of this money, but Harriet was very honest and at the end of 
six years she shared this money and the interest. Mother banked it for a "rainy day·. 

Grandmother James died in 1921, she only left enough money for her funeral and £1 each to 
her nine children - Thomas had died when my father was a boy - but she left a load of love. 
Just before she died she hired a horse and brake, was carried in and brought to see me. The 
tears she shed, the hugging and kissing she gave me was worth all the Marklew money. 
Mother told us when Grandmother was on her death-bed, it was a joy to be with her, she said 
she looked at my father with her face all aglow and said "Oh, Will, don1 pray for me to live, 
pray for me to die for there is a glorious awaiting for me". 

By 1930 my grandfather had bought another eight houses and was looked upon as a wealthy 
man. He was a very hard-working man, after he retired from the farm he rented two small 
fields and the Back Common and had a small-holding, this was situated at the back of 
Netherfield. We could see him scything the long grass, he was in his early seventies and 
beginning to slow up, my mother often said she wished she was in a position to care for him. 

When Violet announced she would like to be married to Will Smith, the date was fixed for 
January 23rd, 1929 at Mount Zion Chapel in the High Street, Brownhills, as Clayhanger 
Methodist Chapel was not licensed for weddings. What excitement preparing for this 
wedding brought into our lives for weeks. First my sister decided the colour scheme for this 
wedding should be in shades of autumn colour. In appreciation of her seivices and loyalty to 
Ralph Richman & Son for nine years, Mr Richman gave permission for her wedding dress to 
be made in the Cape Room from an exclusive design. I can see it now - a long edge to edge 
dress in a deep cream chiffon velvet material, fastened with a beautiful diamante buckle. 
Underneath was a long pleated panel in heavy crepe-de-chine and from the shoulders at the 
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back was a long pleated train in the same heavy crepe-de-chine, i1 was a most beautiful 
gown. 

My sister Phyllis and Will Smith's sister Florence were bridesmaids. They went to 
Birmingham with Violet to chose a bridesmaid's dress in a primrose and old gold colour. 
Alter walking for mites, they discovered a Jewish shop in a back street who specialised in 
bridesmaid dresses and chose two exactly the same in a primrose shade in heavy crepe-de
chine with heavy gold lace inset in the waist and done round the bottom in handkerchief 
points - the latest fashion ·and round the sleeves. 

I waited and watched the clock all day with great anticipation to see these dresses but they 
were too tired after all the walking they had done, so I had to wait until they had had a meal 
and a rest and listen to all their adventures. When Phyllis walked down the stairs wearing 
her dress and a mob cap on her head in old gold lurex I thought how beautiful, and again 
realising what I was missing, I was choked, but Violet said ·1 am making your bridesmaid 
dress to wear on my wedding day" and she did. It was a full length dress in cerise heavy 
crepe-de-chine, i1 fastened all down the front so I could get into it, with pretty gold buttons in 
a double row so I could get my twisted and swollen arms into i1 easily. She scalloped all 
round the bottom and in each scallop she put a pattern in artificial autumn leaves. I was 
thrilled with it. 

She had two little page-boys, Ron and John Edward Maddox, dressed in rust velvet suits, a 
primrose pleated blouse set off with a velvet dickie bow and they both carried a silver-topped 
walking stick. My brother David was thirteen years of age. He was an usher and wore a 
tweed suit with short trousers. a lemon coloured shirt and a rust velvet dickie bow. My father 
gave his daughter away. I can~ remember what my mother's dress was like but I remember 
her coat was a beige face-cloth, which has a lovely sheen and a brown felt hat in German 
Helmet style, with a large beaded motif on the front. 

My mother did the catering, Mrs Wain helped with the cooking and between them they did a 
nice wedding cake decorated in autumn colours and mother saved a big home-fed ham for 
sandwiches. The reception was held in the chapel school room, which adjoined the chapel 
with two big oak doors. There was only one cold water tap and that was in the brewhouse 
outside the schoolroom, this had a boiler in with a coal fire underneath for boiling the water 
for making the tea, washing up and cleaning. There was no electricity, the schoolroom was 
lit by two oil lamps hanging from the ceiling. My sister, Dorothy Wain and helpers went down 
on the Saturday to arrange tables for fifty guests and do all the names re seating and after 
the service on the Sunday evening my father stoked up the big stove in the chapel and 
opened the big oak doors so the heat would circulate round the schoolroom. He then 
decided to light the two oil lamps to give off extra warmth. 

Next morning, Monday, was the wedding day. Everybody was up early and after breakfast 
Phyllis and father went down to put the flower arrangements of chrysanthemums in place and 
lay the trailers of artificial autumn leaves down the tables. It was a dry but very cold January 
day so the first thing my father went to do was scale all the cinders from out of the big stove 
and put the paraffin into the lamps and light them and also put the boiler on. When they 
walked into the scboolroom they had a terrible shock - both lamps had fired and there were 
black smuts all over the china and tables etc., and big black cobwebs hanging from the 
ceiling. As soon as the water was hot they washed all the china and wiped all the tables 
down. It took au morning to get everything ready, they never came back for dinner and we 
were worried stiff. They had started to dress the bride when they got back to Netherfield. 
Phyllis dashed upstairs and turned the bath water on, never saw the bouquets in the bath and 
just managed to grab them in time. 

Everything went according to plan, everybody said what a lovely wedding it was. I could not 
go out in the icy cold, people took it in turn to stay with me and reported on all that was going 
on at the wedding and all said how nice I looked. Violet and Will had a big disappointment • 
a councillor and family friend promised them a new council house on the Watling Street and 
they were to have the key a month before the wedding. When they went to collect it they 
were told several councillors had opposed them having a house as they lived in the 
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Brownhills Ward and these council houses were for people in the Lichfield Ward. They went 
on the list for a council house being built in School Avenue, in the meantime my parents let 
them have a room up and a room down until they got their house. 

Violet had to leave Ralph Richmans as no married woman was allowed to work when they 
got married. She was able to help mother in the house. do a lot more work for chapel and 
was good company for me. I missed Phyllis so much when she went to college the same 
year as Violet was married, but she wrote a long letter to me every week and I was so 
interested in all she did it was like being in another world. I wanted to reply so badly and was 
determined I would lry and wrtte and feed myself with my mother's help. 

First mother got a wooden skewer from the Sunday joint, tied one of those wire folks from a 
Newberry Fruits box and put it between two of my swollen and painful fingers and after 
persisting, getting my arm up and down with tears pouring from my eyes, I began to do it 
myself and am still doing it the same way today - I put the fork or spoon between my two 
fingers on the left hand, put it onto my right arm and push it up to my mouth. To write, I first 
used a pencil the same way and it was so faint when I wrote my first letters to Phyllis, she 
had to use a microscope to read them. This period of trying and determination opened a 
gateway into a new world of freedom and independence, for I was organising secretary of 
Clayhanger Girls' Club from 1940 to when it closed in 1967 and I have been organising 
secretary of Clayhanger Methodists Ladies Good Companions since it opened in 1953. I 
have written to cousins in Australia for many years, also to friends, people in hospital, my 
M.P., and now I am involved in the Malklew's family tree and now my autobiography at the 
age of 87. 

After my sister had been at Whitelands Training College in Chelsea for twelve months, they 
moved to a brand new college at Putney, which was opened by Queen Mary. My father and 
Auntie Mary, his sister, went to the opening ceremony, so did Violet and walched Phyllis 
dance before the Queen. She wrote to me in detail of everything she did and when it was the 
Boat Race she told me in her long letters how she and her friends stood on Putney Bridge 
very early to get a place and all the celebrating they did. She made many good friends and 
every chance she had to get home she would send a postcard with a big S.O.S. on it, the 
amount she needed for train fare. the date plus a friend. We would scheme somehow and 
get the amount she needed, my father saved a bit from his music lessons. I often had 
sixpence or a shilling from relatives which I would send to her. 
The first friend she brought home was Alice Osbaldiston from Sheffield. Her father worked 
on the railways in India as a supervisor and he and his wife lived there, so she loved to come 
to our house for a couple of nights and although I was very nervous at first, I gained more 
and more confidence, and although I was nervous and had to be a "looker-on", I began to 
feel a part of what they were doing and longed to be one of them and not an invalid. 

Violet and Will only stayed with us a short time. A friend of Mrs Wain, who lived in a lovely 
big house in Lichfield Road, Brownhills had just lost her parents and wanted someone to 
share the house with her. She was a piano teacher and very well known. She came round to 
Netherfield and asked Violet and Will if they would share her house with her, they went to 
look around and said they would go if they could have their own room up and down. This 
they did but Ethel was very lonely, she had no relatives and was soon part of our family. She 
was about forty-five and being a loner for so long, found our way of life, with so much going 
on at chapel and always plenty of friends and family visitors around, a real eye-opener. She 
would never tell anybody her age and always talked as if she was in our age-group. Us three 
sisters thought she was hilarious and the fun we had behind her back when she started to put 
daubs of make-up on and swing skirts and hats like a plate on an elastic band. 

Phyllis belonged to the tennis club at the Brownhills Memorial Hall. Ethel lived not far away 
so my sister went there to change into shorts etc. when she was on holiday from college and 
sometimes Violet went with her in the daytime to give her a game. Eventually, Ethel went 
with them. She made them believe she had been a first-class player, but when she got on 
the tennis courts her antics made her "a laugh a minute". The fun I had watching my sisters 
and David imitate her and all the remarks the men made about her performance on the court 
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opened another door into a normal way of life and helped me to persevere with "mind over 
matter". 

The last straw was the Tennis Dance. Ethel raked up a dress that fitted where it touched. 
She always talked about "my boy-friends" but we never saw any until this dance. I waited all 
night for Phyllis to return from the dance to hear all the news. She was late coming home as 
Ethel had invited them all back to her house for a sherry. She described Ethel's man-friend -
his dancing and his sweaty feet. We were giggling so much my father called and asked us to 
be quiet. The greatest laugh was when Violet came next day and said this man's feet had 
sweated so much there were two black marl<s on her best carpet and they were there until the 
end of the carpet. 

Ethel was very secretive and never mentioned her childhood. We found out by putting two 
and two together she was an adopted child. Her skin was dar1< and course and the palms of 
her hands were almost black and we all were certain one of her parents was coloured, but 
she was a beautiful pianist and a very good teacher. She had bouts of depression and was 
difficult, but we got to understand her and being with our family must have brought her a lot 
of happiness. She and Violet would dress up and go into Birmingham, shop-gazing and a 
meal. 

Will was a miner like my father and only worked three days a week but Violet was thrifty like 
mother and just as snooty. Mother used to say "Being poor and seeming poor is the Devil all 
over". Knowing how much miners were looked down on as scum, Violet never dared let 
them know at Richmans she was courting a miner, he was not allowed to meet her outside 
Richmans. 

Ethel and Violet had their differences, but always tolerated each other and were always 
friends until Ethel went too far and put paid to everything. One day when Will was off worn, 
he and Violet decided to go for a picnic on the train to the village of Hammerwich, near 
Lichfield - the next railway station to Brownhills. After an early lunch, Violet packed a picnic 
lunch telling Ethel they would be back home on the seven o'clock train. 

We had rumours that Ethel was meeting a man-friend but she never mentioned it, but 
"Behold, your sins will find you out". Violet and Will had just started their picnic tea when it 
began to rain heavy, they packed everything up and went to the station to wait for the train. 
When they got home and walked into their room, Ethel and her man-friend were sitting at 
Violet's dining table and it was all set out with her best Irish linen table-cloth that she had won 
first prize with, and her best tea service etc., a big fire burning in the grate and they were 
having a meal. Violet was furious, gave them a good telling off and their friendship was 
never the same. 

Ethel's man-friend was as funny as she was, never spoke to his brothers, was hated for his 
meanness, lived in a big house that stood in an acre of land and was a teacher and a loner. 

The next morning, Violet came down early to tell mother and me what had happened and it 
took me ages to write and tell Phyllis the whole story. Mother advised Violet to get her name 
on the council house list, but before she was given a brand new council house in School 
Avenue, Ethel was married to her man-friend at Lichfield Register Office. Violet and Will and 
the Wains were invited and Dorothy Wain was kept on as the charlady, she had worked for 
Ethel for years and had no money, but had her weekly piano lesson free of charge. Fred 
Smith, Will's brother, who was engaged to Dorothy was roped in to keep the orchard and 
garden tidy. Ethel's man-friend had a new Ford Popular car, which he only took out in fine 
weather. 

A few months later, Violet and Will moved into their new council house in School Avenue. 
All the family went up to see it and were involved in all the colour schemes etc., which I 
found quite exciting. David left school at the same time aged fourteen, he and Will were 
very close, we called them Big Sonny and Little Sonny. 
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Jobs were very scarce but David cycled all the way to Wilton and toured the factories in 
search of a job and came back thrilled to tell us he had got a job at G.E.C., knowing his 
money would be a big help to mother. David was a great Scouter, he joined at the age of 
eleven, went to the Jamboree in Belgium at the age of thirteen and stayed in the Scouts until 
he was married at the age of twenty-two and was Assistant Scoutmaster to Wilfred Sickly. It 
made a man of him, he loved the outdoor life, he and his father were inseparable, great 
cricketers, big supporters of West Bromwich Albion, loved the chapel and music. I adored 
him, loved to see him in Scouts' uniform wearing white gloves when he was on parade to 
play the drums. 

I never shall forget when he brought a bugle and was learning to practise playing it - he had 
to go outside, we just could not stand the noise indoors. He would sit on top of the big brick
built shed at the bottom of our drive, but we could not stand the terrible noise which set all 
the dogs barking and howling, the neighbours complaining and grandfather swore and told 
mother she had no sense and said he had to go and practice up the back common. David 
could not master the bugle and gave it up. 

Phyllis enjoyed her stay at Whiteland Training College and made many nice friends. Alice 
Osbaldiston was married to Lady Hulme's son of Sheffield. He got a degree at Sheffield 
Polytechnic and they went to live in Peru. Phyllis was a bridesmaid and wore a beautiful blue 
taffeta dress. 

One of the friends became a life-Jong friend and a member of our family. She was Ann 
Watson from Whitehaven, her mother was a schoolteacher and her father was head of the 
Tax Department and knew every lake, beck and mountain in the Lake District and was a fell
walker and mountain-climber. Ann spent many happy holidays with us. she is eighty-four 
years of age. She has lost all her family, like me, but we remain good and sincere friends 
and write regularly to each other - will tell you more later on in my book. 

Phyllis left college in 1931. Her first teaching job was at a school in Summer Lane, the worst 
slum area in Birmingham. It was unbelievable that people could live in such squalor and 
terrible poverty. The children were dressed in rags, stitched into their vests all winter, and 
they wore their father's trousers and shoes. The Priest visited the school and would tell 
Phyllis something of the conditions they lived in (in) their homes, they had to take it in turns 
to have a sleep in the bed, others slept on the floor, they all were in poor health for want of 
food, we used to beg clothes for them from our friends and anything that would help - cakes, 
sweets etc. Every night when she got home from school she went into the bath for a good 
soak and at times would call mother up to see a bug floating on the water. 

These children had never seen a tree or a blade of grass and when she told them a story 
about the farm and how the milk came from the cow, they could not understand it as they 
had never seen a row. One sunny afternoon as we sat talking about these children, my 
sister asked my father and brother if it would be possible for them to help her bring her class 
of forty children over to the farm on the train one Saturday afternoon. They thought it a great 
idea and all the plans were made. Uncle Sid gave permission for Phyllis to bring them for a 
picnic in the Spinney, mother, Violet, Mrs Wain and Dorothy did all the sandwiches and we 
begged the bottles of pop. My father and David went with Phyllis to fetch the forty boys on 
the train - they were no trouble, Phyllis was a martinet, one look from her and you could hear 
a pin drop. 

How I longed to go with them to share the afternoon with them but I was not strong enough. I 
waited all day for them to return to hear how they coped. It must have been g p.m. when 
they got back after getting all the children safely back to Birmingham, according to what they 
said they had had a very successful time. David, being an Assistant Scoutmaster, was a 
great help to Phyllis, checking the boys on and off the train. It was easy in those days to 
cross the Chester Road in Brownhills, very few cars to be seen Uust) the odd horse and trap 
and bicycle. 

As soon as they got into Coppice Side with its common on one side and coppice on the other 
they could give the children their freedom to run and feel and see their first sight of a tree 
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and a blade of grass. My father explained the thrill it was when they got to the level crossing 
in Engine Lane and the gates were closed while the coal trucks went through to the shunting 
yards at High Bridge. Once they were all safely through the gates, the spinney was on the 
left and they were all free to run and gambol in the grass and climb the trees. David said it 
was a waste of time to have taken the bats and balls, all the boys wanted to do was climb 
and roll and smell the grass. It must have been a thrill to have seen them when they saw 
their first tree and smell and see the green grass. 

Will Smith and some of the fellows from chapel had taken mother's clothes baskets full of 
sandwiches, several big cakes to cut up and the pop ready for the picnic tea. which the 
children soon demolished the lot. Before it was time for the boys to be taken to the train, 
Uncle Sid had given Phyllis permission to take the boys into the farmyard to see the animals. 
When they saw their first cow, Phyllis said they were very nervous but Uncle Sid gave them 
a demonstration of how the milk comes from the cow and they squealed with excitement and 
loved looking in the duck and fowl-pens. 

Auntie Violet and Uncle Sid had five sons and while the children were looking round the 
Rickyard, auntie sorted a parcel of clothes and shoes out for Phyllis to give the Priest to 
share out amongst the boys. 

It was a wonderful day for all of us, but as time went by the stress of seeing these children 
living in such terrible conditions began to affect Phyllis' health and Doctor Bradford said that 
if she did not give this job up she would be heading for a nervous breakdown, so at the end 
of twelve months teaching she left this school in Summer Lane, Birmingham. At that time 
they had just finished building a big modern school for senior girls and boys at Chase 
Terrace. One of the governors at the school was Alderman Lewis Davis, he was a well
known local Methodist preacher and a friend of my father's, which meant he knew Phyllis' 
qualifications as a teacher and specialist in maths and when she applied for a job at this 
school she was accepted as a maths teacher. She knew a few of the teachers as they went 
to the Friary the same time as she did. The domestic science teacher was Jessie Thomas, 
she lived in a big old house standing in its own grounds by Pelsall fingerpost. She travelled 
to Chase Terrace in her own car via Pelsall Road and called at Netherfield every morning for 
Phyllis. If she had to come in, she always remarked upon our lovely family kitchen. Miss 
Thomas was courting Phil Drable at that time, he was very keen at that time on car racing 
and twice they took Phyllis with them to Silverstone to watch the racing. 

Phyllis was very happy at this school and her enthusiasm for teaching new projects made me 
want to grow up and learn · that is how I became a lover of books, also as I got stronger and 
more confident, Phyllis let me help her with her marking and this helped me to spell. She 
was a keen badminton player and loved P.E. I always waited for her to come home to hear 
who she had met etc. 

As the inflammation died down and the pain got less and less, it had stunted my growth. I 
was barely five foot tall and weighed less than four stone. I am still the same height but am 
well over four stone. I began using a dip pen and then when the felt pen came out I 
mastered that. Now I use a Papermate, it takes me two hours or more to write a letter and 
leaves me very tir.ed from the effort . 

I was settling in to the Clayhanger Girls' Club and was embroidering tray cloths and 
crocheting hats and scarves in black and gold, the colours of the Swan Football Club and 
raised a lot of money for club funds. All our interests and social life was cantered round 
Clayhanger Methodist Chapel. Some time ago we found an old 1937 Sunday School 
register, we had one hundred children in the Sunday School and seventeen Sunday School 
teachers and now we have no Sunday School and if we get fifteen people in the congregation 
we think that is very good. There were no televisions, no cars, no football matches on 
Sundays, no cars and no going away to the caravan for the weekend. Sunday was a family 
day. when grandmother, aunts and uncles came to tea after chapel and everybody wore their 
best clothes. We were all God-fearing and went by His commandment "Remember the 
Sabbath Day, to keep it holy. The Seventh is the Sabbath of the Lord thy God, in it thou 
shall do no manner of work". 
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Discipline was very strong in all our lives. A boy always took his hat off when he went into 
anybody's home, he respected the police, obeyed and respected his parents and teachers, 
but today they have no respect for anybody and are a law unto themselves. The cane was a 
great deterrent • I was hit on my knuckles with a ruler several times. All our parents would 
say when we told them was "You must have deserved it or the teacher would not have used 
it". I have lived in a Nursing Home for the past six years and I have been shocked at the way 
some of the young care assistants have spoken to some of the elderly in their eighties and 
nineties and I am also appalled at the swearing that goes on too. 

I sit and listen to their kind of life, how they go to the Night Clubs at 10.30 p.m., the amount 
of aloohol they oonsume and come home at 3.30 a.m., sometimes drunk, how they leave 
home if their parents try to tell them what life is all about, they leave home and move in a flat 
- why do councillors make it so easy for them to get these flats? 

I am also alarmed at the number of young people who live together, have children and never 
have them christened. I remember when a woman had a baby, the first thing she did was go 
to church or chapel to be churched, to thank God for the gift of a child. They would not go to 
anybody's house until they had been churched and at the christening of the baby all the 
family would attend the service. the baby would wear a lovely long wMe silk christening 
robe, a white silk bonnet and a veil to cover the baby's face. After the service they would all 
go back for a family tea. These christening robes would be handed down from one baby to 
the next. 

Every Whitsuntide we would have our Sunday [School] Treat if it was fine it would be held in 
the field next to chapel or in the field by the Swing Bridge Farm opposite the chapel. 
Teachers and their classes would compete in the egg and spoon race, three-legged race, 
sack race etc. My father and Mr George Willett, the treasurer, would go to Walsall to get the 
prizes. Mr and Mrs Dick Poxon, chapel caretakers, would have the boiler going in the 
brewhouse to make urns of tea. Mrs Bailey, Mrs Sunderland and Mrs Upton would have a 
long trestle table set up on the field with mugs and jugs on and big baskets of sandwiches all 
set out ready for the tea. The Sunday School Treat and Prize Giving were red letter days in 
the ltte of the chapel. 

Several times they would have a boat trip. My father and Mr Richard Willett and his heavy 
cart and cart horse, Daisy, would go to Brains Boat Yard at Pelsall to fetch the coal barge 
they had hired for three days for this boat trip to Hednesford Hills. They brought this boat 
along the canal to where it passes opposite Clayhanger Lane and secured it with no fear of 
vandals getting in it and doing damage like they would do today. When I read or hear on 
T.V. the damage young people do in schools and churches, I ask: where have parents gone 
wrong today to have no control over them, and looking back, I feel sure it is lack of discipline 
from an early age in the home and in the schools. On the other hand, their hands are tied by 
the law that (does] not allow them to use a cane as a deterrent. 

The next morning the Sunday School teachers, Young Men's Class and helpers would arrive 
at chapel with buckets and bass brooms. Mr Poxon would have the boiler in the brewhouse 
going ready tor them to fill their buckets and carry them up to Clayhanger Lane to the boat, 
which was filthy with ooal dust, and work all day brushing and scrubbing until it was clean 
enough tor people to sit in, then they would carry all the benches from chapel for seating 
everybody. I would be waiting to hear all about what had gone on. Father would have us 
howling with laughter describing how he and Dick Willett got the coal boat from Pelsall to the 
top of Clayhanger Lane - neither of them knew a thing about steering a coal barge or driving 
a horse on the tow path attached to a boat and several times they forgot to slack off the rope 
and nearly had the horse in the canal. 

Next morning, Violet and Will would be down to our house at 7 a.m. ready to start helping 
Phyllis and our father carry all the stuff and set up the shop in the cabin. They sold sweets, 
chocolates etc. to raise a little money for church funds. By nine o'clock all would be aboard, 
carrying their packs of sandwiches and pop, they also took the Girls' Club portable 
gramophone and played the records all along the route. I was sitting with the kitchen door 
wide open waiting to hear the music, shouting and laughter from the boat as it wound its way 
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round the bottom of the back oommon to the High Bridges and on its way to Pelsall. Mother 
would be upstairs looking through the back bedroom window shouting to tell me what she 
could see - like mother (I) was terrified of water and would not go anywhere near water. 

It took the boat about three hours to get to Hednesford Hills. With Phyllis, a teacher, and 
David, a Scoutmaster, the children were well supervised, when they got into Hednesford Hills 
and had eaten their sandwiches, they played cricket, rounders, hide and seek and climbing 
the hills and all enjoyed a lovely day. Mother would be on the look out around nine o'clock 
and would shout down to tell me she could hear the music and laughter and I would wait for 
them to come home so I could hear all the news and join in the laughter. 

I was very fond of animals and all my life we had a cat. dog and fowls and for several years 
we had a pig in the sty. My favourite dog was Peter, my lather brought it from his mate at 
the pit for my fourteenth birthday, he was almost human and never left my side. When I was 
lying on the settee he would lie at my feet and nobody could come near me. When relatives 
visited me, mother would have to put Peter into the kitchen before they could kiss me 
goodbye. He was an Aberdeen Terrier crossed with a Porn, he lived to be fifteen years of 
age, went blind and came to a sad end - he was hit with a lorry and died instantly. 

I also had a pet hen. Mother put twelve eggs beneath a broody hen and as they hatched out 
this broody hen pecked them to death. Mother managed to save two chickens. she put them 
in a shoe box on the hearth wrapped in flannel and fed them with chopped egg on a stick. I 
used to sit by the fire-guard wrapped in cotton wool and flannel from my feet to my hips and 
eventually these two chickens learned to jump out of the shoe-box and nestle on my feet by 
the warm flannel and then scramble on to my lap. When mother carried me to the settee 
they [would) stay on me until she got there and then they would run up and get comfortable 
beneath my chin. I would cluck-cluck like a mother hen and they would twitter in response 
and shuffle to get comfortable. 

As they started to grow, mother decided to put the cock-bird into the pen and fatten him up 
for Christmas and gave the other to me and I named her Noodle. She was as faithful as my 
dog, when she became broody mother put her on a nest with a dozen eggs in, she was a 
wonderful mother and hatched out all the chicks. The first time mother let them out of the 
pen, Noodle brought them into the kitchen, she jumped on my lap and called all the chicks up 
and she sat there with all these chicks beneath her and she did this every morning until they 
were too big and heavy for me to cope with. 

One day Noodle was very restless, mother looked at her comb and said she was ready to lay 
and she would have to keep an eye on her. In the meantime my grandfather came to see 
about some repairs and while he and mother were chatting in the brewhouse, Noodle came 
pattering in to me, jumped onto me as I lay on my side on the settee, scratched my long 
brown hair and sat on the back of my neck and just as I fell something hot, my mother and 
grandfather walked in, grabbed Noodle and ran to the pen with her and just put her on the 
nest in time. 

Noodle knew everything we said, she loved to lie on the hearth rug with the cat. During that 
time my father was producing ·Jack and the Beanstalk". Will Smith and his brother Fred 
were fantastic with their hands making the stage set, Fred was a lovely painter and Will could 
improvise anything out of wood. They made trees and lovely golden eggs to go in the nest, 
Violet and Mrs Wain made the costumes. During the last rehearsal, my lather asked me if 
he could take Noodle to sit on the golden eggs. I was too poorly then to go out and keep my 
eye on her but he promised he would take care of her. He picked her up and sat her on a 
barrow of bits and pieces and pushed her to chapel. 

Phyllis was fourteen years old and took the principal part of Jack. I waited and waited for 
them to come home and tell me all that had happened. Everything went well except the 
Giant's big head made by Will and Fred, it was too big to go through the stage door and the 
sides had to be hammered in. Noodle had been as good as gold, she sat on the golden eggs 
all through the two hour show. Phyllis said she never moved until towards the end. When 
she turned her head and moved her eyes everybody clapped and shouted as they thought it 
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was an artificial one. Noodle was very clean in her habits, mother trained her to use a stiff 
piece of cardboard under the stairs. 

Mother always kept a pig in the pigsty in the garden, my grandfather knew a lot about pigs 
and always told mother never to buy a riclding, which I think was the smallest pig in the litter. 
She always asked him to buy us a pig from the Lichfield Ma11<et • I remember they used to 
say a "Porkit Pig" to be fattened up to about fourteen or fifteen score ready to be killed in 
November. Mother loved her pig, I used to watch her from the kitchen window brushing it 
and combing it after it had eaten all the food out of the trough, then she would say "Come on 
and see Gwen· and she would bring it down into the kitchen. It loved the fire and would sit 
on the hearth rug with its snout on the fir~ard. All this came to a stop when the cat walked 
in one morning, arched its back and spat at the pig, which fled around the kitchen and got 
wedged in the legs of an armchair and mother was worried in case it got bruised or broke its 
leg. She had to knock the wall for Mrs Gough to come round and help her release the pig. 

The time us children dreaded was the day our grandfather came to kill the pig. Mother would 
have a roaring fire beneath the boiler in the brewhouse to keep the water boiling. 
Grandfather, Mr Wain and my lather would fetch the pig out of the sty and the squealing it 
made would go through you and I hated it. They would bring the pig down to the brick paved 
yard in front of the kitchen where the pig bench would be waiting, scrubbed spotlessly clean 
by mother. David would be standing on a chair by the kitchen window with the curtain pulled 
across. I would be propped in my place by the fire-guard to keep warm. David would tell us 
in detail what was going (on]. 

Grandfather was a professional pig killer. First he would slit the pig's throat and when the 
squealing would stop and we knew the poor pig was dead, then the men started to bring the 
buckets of scalding water and as they poured it over the pig my grandfather would scrape all 
the skin off the pig uni ii it was all off. When he had removed its intestines etc. they would be 
taken into the kitchen sink where mother would be waiting to wash them ready to cook for 
chitterlings. The pluck was cleaned and after hanging in the brewhouse a few days was used 
as pig's fry and shared round the neighbours with the joint of pork they had ordered. The pig 
was carried by the men into the brewhouse and hung on a beam from the roof and then 
grandfather put the boiler stick inside the pig to wedge it open. I can remember now when I 
could walk, running across the yard to the brewhouse without a light and running into this icy 
cold pig. After it had hung in the brewhouse this pig had to be cured, mother had to buy a 
block of salt, a box of borax and a bag of sahpetre. She would clear everything off the two 
big thalls in the pantry and scrub them well, the pig had been cut up and the two flitches 
brought into the pantry to be cured and they had to be turned every few days. Grandfather 
would be very particular about putting the borax round the big bone in the two hams to keep 
them from getting flyblown. 

When the llitches were cured they were hung up on two wooden frames on the kitchen walls 
and wrapped in two large sheets. The two hams were put into muslin bags mother had had 
from the butcher's and washed, these were hung at the foot of the stairs and would not be 
touched until Good Friday morning • it was delicious. 

Mother was very busy cooking for a week. David had got the pig's bladder, which had been 
dried and blown up, to kick about. She would cut up into tiny pieces the fat from inside the 
pig and render it all down in a big iron pot (on] a big coal fire • we had no gas or electricity in 
the houses then in the 19205 and 1930s. When it was au rendered down into a liquid, she 
would pour it into the stone jars to set and then we should have pure white home-fed lard to 
spread on thick rounds of toast or new bread, we would put plenty of pepper and salt on and 
it tasted beautiful, so different from the rubbish we have to eat and cook with today, like 
lumps of candle fat. All the bits left in the iron pot were chopped up very small and we had 
scratchings, which us children loved when they were cold and crackly. Mother would share 
them round and after we had put plenty of satt on [we would] eat [them] with a piece of bread. 

Another night she would screw the mincer on to the table ready for mincing the liver, onions 
etc. up for faggots. When it was all mixed and rolled into balls, mother would cover each one 
with a piece of white veiling out of the pig, but I can't remember [what) was the right name for 
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[it]. When they were cooked in the coal oven [they were) ready to have next day with our 
potatoes etc. for dinner. 

What I really enjoyed was mother's pork pies. She would make that special crusty pastry, cut 
a piece off and mould it round the bottom of a big bottle, then when she peeled it off and 
pinched all round the top like a frill, she would fill it from the dish of minced pork and 
seasoning. put the pastry lid on, put a hole in the middle and pour the liquid jelly from a small 
jug into the hole, and after, they were cooked a golden brown. Mother loved looking after her 
family of six. How we all managed in that small kitchen during those two years I was very ill 
in the front room, we had an oil lamp on the wall and ii mother was cooking we would want a 
stir, especially when she was making the Christmas pudding. We would help get the stalks 
off the raisins and all the stones out, but what we really waited and quarrelled over was the 
sugar from the candied peel, mother had to share it. Us children would sit around the kitchen 
table after tea with our parents playing Ludo, Snakes and Ladders or Tiddlywinks. My father 
would cheat and get one of us crying sometimes, but they were very happy times. 

Lots of changes took place in my life at Netherfield during the 1930s. One morning when I 
was twenty-six years of age I discovered I was a woman - like Anna Franks said in her diary. 
I had waited so long for this sweet mystery so that I could be like my two sisters. l fell a 
complete outsider when they were consulting their diaries and whispering, but now I was one 
of them. My outlook on life completely changed. I wanted my hair permed and my face 
made-up. I was interested in my appearance and very aware of the opposite sex. I was also 
much more understanding with all the teenagers in the Girls' Club and felt very grown-up and 
a woman in every sense of the word. 

After all the fuss and the stress my mother's youngest sister caused my grandfather, when 
she heard my mother was going to live in one of the new houses he had had built on the 
garden next to us, she bought "lvydene• and the cottage next door to it, called "The Crib" 
with a lot of ground to it. She, my Auntie Edith and her husband, Uncle Jack and my Uncle 
Alf, who had come back from Australia after living in Australia for ten years, and Auntie 
Edith's little boy, Ira, moved into lvydene in the residential part of Pelsall Road, opposite 
Doctor Donald Forster's. 

My grandfather went with them very reluctantly, knowing he would no longer be master in his 
own house. We had just lost Uncle Sid with cancer and grandfather spent most of his time at 
the farm doing what he could to help Uncle Sid's wile, Violet, who had been left with seven 
children. The eldest son, Basil, aged fourteen was trying to run the farm with the help of 
Uncle Alfred and grandfather. 

The next to leave Pelsall Road was our next-door neighbours, the Wains. They moved to a 
new house in New Road, near Brownhills Parish Church, which they were going to buy on a 
mortgage. I was going to miss them. Mrs Wain and her daughter, Dorothy had been very 
good friends to me. Mrs Wain used to pop round and take me for a walk to High Bridge, 
which relieved my mother, other times when the weather was cool, she would take me round 
to her house, which was called "Rose Cottage" as it had lovely roses round the front door. It 
was two old houses when grandfather bought it, he had it made into a double-fronted house 
with two sitting rooms on the front and a big kitchen and a walk-in pantry. He had it covered 
all over with white pebble dash which made it look very attractive. The sitting room they 
used always looked cosy with all the pretty cushions and covers Mrs Wain had made and a 
big coal fire in the grate. Her treadle sewing machine was always in front of the window so 
that she could sit and see everybody go past our house or grandfather's. The Wains came 
from Gentleshaw, near Castle Ring on Cannock Chase. I loved to listen to her life when she 
was young, her friend was a maid at the stately home of the Earl and Countess of Anglesey 
near Castle Ring, at Beaudesert. When they had a ball or entertainment and needed extra 
staff, Mrs Wain went to help. She told me they would creep up the back stairs and peep from 
the Minstrel's Gallery and watch the ladies in their beautiful ball gowns dancing, also all about 
the big hampers they had to pack ready to load on the coaches going to Ascot and the lovely 
hats and outfits the ladies wore. 
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She also told me about one of the ladies' maids that was on the Titanic when it sank and the 
money the Earl spent trying to find if she was one of the rescued. My father told us that the 
first Earl of Anglesey lost a leg in the war and the King at that time awarded him for his 
bravery a promise that the one-legged Earl should be given all the land on Cannock Chase 
he could ride round on horseback in a day, and he managed to ride as far out as the Big Pool 
(near Brownhills) now called Chasewater. I can't remember when the Earl and family moved 
from Beaudesert to live on their estate in the Isle of Anglesey. The hall at Beaudesert was 
pulled down and turned into a permanent site for Scouts and Guides to camp and train. 

Before the Wains left, my father decided to produce another pantomime and this time I was 
well enough and strong enough to attend the rehearsals, my writing was clear and strong and 
I could write the parts for each character, and with my dip-pen I was writing to the National 
Association of Girls' Clubs and the Staffordshire Association of Youth Clubs. 

I had an air of authority about me, I could control the girls and keep order and gradually I was 
becoming a great help to my sisters. Life was wonderful, it had a purpose and I could do my 
Christian service. I could work in God's name to thank Him for the comfort, strength and 
support and for sustaining me throughout those dark and terrible years of suffering. I loved 
people, was a good listener and was no longer conscious of my ugly hands, thin spindly legs 
with big swollen feet, neck that was locked, and having to be carried about. 

For some time my younger sister had been courting a very good-looking young man, named 
Gordon. She met him at Brownhills Memorial Hall, he was a beautiful dancer, played cricket, 
badminton and enjoyed boxing. I had known about this for some time and during our little 
talks at night, I knew she was in love at last Eventually the girls discovered that this dark 
handsome young man, waiting at the top of Clayhanger Lane after Club was courting Miss 
James - they were all agog. She brought him out and introduced him to the family one 
Sunday afternoon, he stayed for tea and the more we knew him the better we liked him. He 
was well-spoken, very kind and very well-mannered, especially a ladies' man. He soon 
became one of the family. roped into everything at chapel and was in the cast for this 
pantomime. 

He had come with.his family from London when he was a boy. His father was in the Army. 
When his time had expired, jobs were very hard to find anywhere in the 1930s, but one day 
when he was looking for a job in the national newspaper he saw a bailiff was wanted at 
Burton's Farm, Sandhills, Brownhills. He applied for this job and got it and moved with his 
four sons, his wife and daughter to the Sandhills to live in a nice double-fronted house that 
went with the job. Mr McCarthy was a good orator and won first prize for the best orator in 
Staffordshire, he was a very popular speaker at political meetings. 

Mrs McCarthy was severely handicapped and walked with great difficulty. In her younger 
days she had a beautiful singing voice and worked with Florence Barclay, who did so much 
for the homeless and down-and-outs. She lived in a big house in London and according to 
Mrs McCarthy her hall door was left open so that the homeless could go in at night out of the 
cold and get a hot drink. 

Her eldest daughter, Maud, was granny-reared. She passed for a scholarship to High School 
and became a free-lance journalist and wrote the Society Column in national papers. She 
was a good pianist and accompanied her mother as she went around the Mission Halls with 
Florence Barclay singing Sankey's hymns, trying to inspire the drunks and prostitutes to 
follow in Christ's footsteps to improve the quality of their lives. Mrs McCarthy was a 
descendant of David Livingstone, and like him, enjoyed doing missionary work. 

Maud was a very intelligent and interesting woman and had lived a very colourful life. She 
was well-spoken and I could sit all day listening to her life story. She married an army 
captain in the First World War and for a few years they lived in Egypt. When they returned 
to England, she discovered this captain was already married, and for a time she went through 
a very difficult period in her life. She went back to work on the papers in Fleet Street and 
met and married a charming and cultured man, very much older than herself. He too had a 
very important job in Fleet Street, something to do with a "chaper· • a word used in the 
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printing world I could never understand. They lived in a very big house in a residential part 
of London. Phyllis and Gordon were invited for a week-end, they would go to a tea-dance or 
a show, so Phyllis always took one of her long evening dresses and I would envy her and 
wait for them to return. 

Like many young men who had stayed at grammar school until they were eighteen, the only 
job Gordon could get was as a shop assistant in the local Co-op shop. He went to night-class 
and Educational College run by the Co-operative Society and learned every detail about 
buying in dried fruits and the countries they came from etc. and all the costing and banking, 
hoping one day to have a grocery store of his own. 

Also, at this time, David had fallen in love with Hilda, an attractive seventeen-year-old local 
girl. She was in the Girls' Club, a Sunday School teacher, member of the choir and involved 
in everything connected with chapel. She was also the grand-daughter of George Willetts. 
one-time Superintendent of the Sunday School, Chapel Secretary and son of one of the 
founders of Clayhanger Methodist Church. His brother, Joseph had an impediment in his 
speech, but he too loved the chapel and worked hard for it, going from door to door selling 
sweets with his sister, Mrs Sunderland, and for over twelve months they went from door to 
door all round the village collecting "a penny a week" to buy a new piano for chapel. 

The pantomime was "Sleeping Beauty" and it was the last one to be produced. As usual, 
everybody was involved, my father was musical director, Mrs Wain, Violet and Dorothy did 
all the costumes, Phyllis trained the girls for dancing and drama, and Will and Fred Smith 
and lots of young men did the stage sets etc. 

David, Gordon and Will Poxon had principal parts and everybody in the village was waiting 
for this show. Some cooked cakes and sandwiches to be sold during the interval to raise a 
little more money for chapel. The final rehearsal was on a Saturday afternoon, one of the 
Club gir1s called to push me down to the hut, which was a hive of industry, everybody busy 
doing their job, Phyllis putting the girls through their paces, father sitting at the organ, the 
men checking all the stage sets and electrical parts. footlights, etc. 

Violet and some of the older Club girls decided to make the sandwiches and make the tea so 
that the younger girls from the village of Clayhanger could have their refreshments and walk 
down the lonely lane before it was dark. I sat in my wheelchair watching all that was going 
on and trying to help where I could and wanting to feel a part of it. When everybody had 
finished the refreshments, Violet rounded the girls up and watched them on their way. Just 
as everybody had started work, these young girls came screaming into the hut that a man 
had stopped them and they were terrified. Violet went to the door armed with a poker to 
empty the teapot and came dashing back in, shouting a man had got Gordon on the floor. 
He had just arrived from work in the M.G. car he and Phyllis had bought between them, saw 
this drunken man and asked him ii he had been stopping these children. This made this 
drunken man "see red" - he went to punch Gordon just as Violet had gone to the door and 
Gordon, being a boxer, retaliated. This man was shouting "I'm Pat Malley, the prize boxer 
from Walsall". Phyllis was out in a flash, took control, ordering Gordon and everybody into 
the hut and locked the chapel gate. This man was running up and down, shaking the gates 
and his language was vile - if anyone went out and asked him to go, he would strike out, and 
happened to catch Will Smith on his mouth and broke his teeth. 

Everybody was locked in the hut, Pat Malley's language and shouting was terrible outside the 
chapel, all at once Phyllis ran to the door telling everybody not to move. She unlocked the 
chain on the gate, put her hand on Pat Malley and was calming him down when he turned 
quickly. My father had crept out and was behind Phyllis and then thinking Pat was going for 
Phyllis, he gave this drunken man such a punch under his chin, lifted him off his feet and 
landed him on his back. This incited him, he started shouting "I want the man in the bowler 
har. Phyllis ran to the car, jumped into the car, raced up to Brownhills, grabbed P.C. Sawyer 
and flew back to chapel with him. 

He grabbed Pat Malley, turned him round, telling everybody to go home and ordered my 
sister to hide the car as he and his gang could come back. When we got home mother was 
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so worried and I was exhausted but several years later we still laughed about Pat Malley and 
recalled how the night before the pantomime, Will Poxon had an S.O.S. from the George 
and Dragon pub in Clayhanger to say that Pat Malley and his gang were coming on the night 
of the pantomime to smash the place up. Our men went armed with sticks etc. but they 
never came and the pantomime was a great success. 

My father did all he could to encourage the young people to live a good and purposeful life. 
He started a cricket team, a Young Men's Bible Class and a Male Voice Choir, They rented a 
field for the cricket club from Mr Smith, farmer of Lambs Lodge Farm on Pelsall Road, near 
to Brownhills Bridge. The solidly built farm house stood in an old-fashioned garden facing 
Wallace Road, next was a gate into the farmyard and next to this gate was an old cottage. 
Mother used to tell us that when she was a young girl going to Ogley Hay Junior School 
around 1890, an old man lived in this cottage who made the coffins for Brownhills in the front 
room. It had a big front window in, and on their way to and from school the children used to 
stand by this window and watch him at work, and they called him the "coffin man· . This 
cottage had no back door and joined the cow-shed and stables. Next to this was another 
field gate that took you through the Rickyard over the cattle bridge which spanned the railway 
to Brownhills station, and onto the cricket field. 

It was a lovely field, trees gave a lot of shade. at the bottom was a canal with horse-drawn 
barges going to and fro and on one side was the Midland Railway line, which ran from the 
Midland Railway station, which stood between the Watling Street, Chester Road and Coppice 
Side and crossed the Pelsall Road on its way to Walsall Wood, Aldridge, Streetly etc. There 
were passenger trains as well as coal trucks, our parents often took us three sisters on this 
train to Streetly to visit Uncle Walter and Aunt Sarah, mother's eldest brother. 

The farmer allowed our team to build a small wooden pavilion and every Saturday afternoon, 
weather permitting, one of the Club girls would push me from my home in Pelsall Road up to 
the cricket field, where I would sit with Hilda, my future sister-in-law, in the pavilion helping 
her to keep the scores. At 4.30 p.m. we would go with the teams to our chapel in Clayhanger 
Lane for a lovely tea prepared by the wives and girl-friends of our team and I would be taken 
home to be attended to and put on the settee by my mother who would be busy cooking 
cakes and a pie ready for Sunday and making a jelly 

We often played a team from the factories in Birmingham, who loved to spend an afternoon 
in the country. I can see them and their wives stretched out in the sun on our cricket field, 
loving every minute of it. Now, in 1996, the farm house with all its buildings have gone, and 
houses are built there, the canal is never used and the bridges crossing Chester Road, 
Coppice Side and Pelsall Road have been knocked down but the railways and bankS still 
stand covered with scrub, deformed trees etc. and are ideal homes for foxes etc. 

In the 1920s great changes were taking place in the Brownhills Urban District and I had a lot 
to see from the front room window as I lay in my bed for two years propped up on pillows. I 
watched the men lay the sewerage pipes down the road in front of my window, how they 
worked very hard in appalling conditions, being winter. There were no mechanical diggers 
etc. and they would stand in all weathers picking and digging deep trenches, then lowering 
and lifting great big pipes into place, [sometimes?] they hit hidden springs and worked wet 
through all day. The only shelter was the night-watchman's hut with a big fire blazing in a 
brazier outside the hut door. I remember mother constantly making cans of tea and boiling 
water, and on Christmas Day my father took the night-watchman his Christmas dinner and 
tea and a glass of mother's home-made wine. 

Then I lay and watched the poles and wires go up and our homes [were) wired for electric 
lighting and the old gas lights along our lanes and streets were replaced with electric lighting. 

The old earth closets were replaced with the new water closets - landlords had lo have these 
connected to the main sewer. This meant no more nightsoilers coming in the night to empty 
the bog hole, which was filled with all the smelly contents from the earth closet and the ashes 
from all the fireplaces in the house. In the summer these bog holes were buzzing with flies 
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and when you went to these closets, one had to bang the lids to make sure the rats had gone 
• often they came up from the bog hole and left their footprints over the seats. 

Then the horse and carts started to disappear from the roads. We had coal lorries, milk 
lorries. bread vans etc. All these changes took place while I lay and fought for about ten 
years this crippling Stills Disease. 

In those days the majority of houses had no front gardens · you opened the front door and 
stepped right onto a square of laid bricks, and then on to the road. Our house was Like that, it 
was semi-detached and one of the last two houses in Persall Road before the High Bridges. 

Next to the brick frontage was the road, then a field and next to this was the main railway line 
from Walsall to Lichfield. I knew the times of every train. When the whistle blew three times 
f knew the train was slowing down to come into Brownhills Railway Station, when it was foggy 
I waited for the fog signals to be fired, but Thursday was my special day for it was closing 
afternoon at Ralph Richman & Son in Walsall and my sister Violet would be on the one-thirty 
p.m. train, standing at the window waving to me and I watched the clock waiting for her to 
arrive. knowing she had three home-made Eccles Cakes from Mrs Jones' in the High Street 
and mother would have the pot of tea ready. 

The next great interesting thing I had to watch from my window was when the buses started 
to run from Walsall via Pelsall Road to Brownhills. They were single-decker buses with a 
driver and conductor and would stop and pick you up anywhere, which meant you could 
stand outside our gate, wave your hand when you saw the bus approaching and it would stop 
and pick you up. 

Big changes were also taking place in our family lives in the 1930s. My mother's brother 
Frank. aged 38, who had a farm at Wracknabeal in Australia, was hit by a falling tree branch, 
which pierced his lung and killed him. He left a wife and five young children. Then her 
brother Sid, aged 40 died from cancer, he left a wife and seven young children. There were 
no Children's Benefits, Income Support or Social Security. Mother was very worried, she 
could not help financially with my father only working two days a week and me to keep, so 
she suggested she had Desmond, aged ten, and my sister Violet and her husband Will took 
little Violet. aged lour. Desmond soon settled in with us and loved my brother David, who 
played with him and being an assistant Scoutmaster he soon toughened him up. My parents 
saw that he went to Sunday School and was well dressed and well behaved. He stayed with 
us for nearly three years. When his four brothers and the animals and freedom of the farm 
beckoned him, he said "Auntie, I don~ want to go, but I want to be with my brothers·. Mother 
told him she would never keep him against his will. 

The my grandfather died. We had watched him deteriorating for some time. He was worried 
about Uncle Sid's widow and her eldest son, Basil, aged fourteen, trying to run the farm. 
Uncle Alf, who had returned from Australia, helped him and grandfather did whatever he 
could. 

There was a lot of ill feeling and jealousy in such a large family. He left thirteen houses all 
paid for and other.assets. Everything had to be shared equally between the children, except 
Alfred who was left £10. I understand Uncle Alf had had a row, grandfather telling him that 
he and his sister Florence who was a Spencer, should be living with him and not Edith and 
her husband. Florence had always been a children's nurse with good families and was about 
to retire as a nanny to the children of Scribbens {the cake manufacturers) who lived at Little 
Aston Hall and was about to retire. 

All thirteen houses had to be sold by auction. Florence bought our house and the detached 
house next door, which she was to have converted into a bungalow for herself. The first 
thing she did was to raise our rent two and sixpence a week. Mother and all the family were 
furious, we had spent a lot of money on it, having doors and cupboards moved, lovely big 
dresser and cupboards built into the kitchen. We all turned against it and started to search 
for another house. The council had started to build council house estates to rehouse 
overcrowded families and those living in houses unfit for habitation in Clayhanger and 
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Brownhills. Mother was worried about moving me far, we all hated the idea of living on a 
council estate, even in the new two hundred housing estate on the field opposite the Jolly 
Collier. There were such rough families moving into them. I remember a Methodist lay 
preacher who was a councillor coming to tea and telling us about some of the rough families 
and the damage they had clone. Some kept coal in the bath and took doors off and chopped 
them up to put on the fire. He said no matter what they did to improve their qualfy of life, 
they had to knock the slums out of the people first. 

Again God worlled in a mysterious way • one morning Violet came down early and said she 
had some good news for us. Old Mrs Denning, a highly respected lady who had an old and 
well-established Gents' Outfitters shop in High Street, Brownhills, had been to see her. She 
told her she was going to live with her son at Rushall, she had heard mother was looking for 
a private house to rent and wondered if mother would like it. She said she had known 
molher's family for years, they had been very good customers and there was nobody she 
would like more to rent her house than mother. 

We all went to see this house, one of eight villas built in the residential part of Lichfield Road. 
It was called "Gomershay", it was a lovely house with a hall entrance and large rooms [but] 
we knew we could not pay fifteen shillings a week unless a miracle happened - and it did. 
Phyllis solved the problem, she said she had just finished paying the loan to Stafford 
Education Authority for the books etc. she had to have for Whitelands Training College and 
would give my mother ten shillings a week - we never said a word to Auntie Florence or the 
family, and moved to Gomershay in August 1938. 

Secretly I did not want to move. I could not see how the girls from Clayhanger could push 
me a mile from Gomershay to the Girts' Club at chapel, but they did for the next twenty 
years. By now my mother knew I was not an invalid any longer, all the inflammation had 
burnt out of every joint in my body and left me twisted and deformed and completely 
dependent. All I could do was write and feed myself with two fingers and I am still the same 
today. I had a head of lovely thick brown hair and large brown eyes. As the marks of 
suffering left my face and I became more animated I became quite attractive. Mother always 
put curlers in my hair and made me up. She had made me a pertectionist like herself, I 
wanted everything right and must have been very demanding. Mother was still washing and 
dressing me at the age of ninety. 

We loved the house in Lichfield Road, it had a nice hall entrance, big lounge, dining room 
overlooking a large private garden with a lovely big rowan tree outside the dining-room 
window. The kitchen had a half-range, which always had a big fire in as mother did a lot of 
her oooking in [it) as she did not like the gas oooker. It had a big set of house-keeping 
cupboards and was a big cosy room with a pegged rug on the hearth. I spent a lot of time in 
here wilh my mother writing and reading and watching her oook. 

By now I loved going in the car with Phyllis. She took me to Walsall, which I had not seen 
since I could walk. I was mesmerised with the vastness of everything. She took me to visit 
Mr Bell, the postman and his family who lived with Mr Sambrooks and his daughter Ruby in a 
large three storey house in Lichfield Street, Walsall . They were a most unusual family, very 
outgoing. Ruby had been to University and played the harp. Mr Sambrooks had been 
superintendent ofthe Sunday School of Great Wyrley Methodist Chapel and had a beautiful 
clock on the mantelpiece with a plate to say it was presented to Mr Sambrooks for all the 
years he had been superintendent of the Sunday School at this chapel. He had a general 
store in Great Wyrley. The last time Phyllis and Gordon took me to visit the Bells they had 
lost Mr Sambrooks and had moved to a big bungalow in Lichfield Road, Bloxwich. Mrs Bell 
was very poorly, Ruby was crippled with arthritis and unable to walk and Mr Bell was 
struggling to look after them. Shortly afterwards Mrs Bell died, Ruby went into a home and 
only lived a short time afterwards. The last time we heard of this lovely family, who had 
been such good friends since 1920 was that Mr Bell had left the bungalow to be used for a 
church. 

They often took me over to Cannock Chase. We always stayed at The Shed at Milford for 
one of their special ice creams. They took me to the German Cemetery and into the chapel 

36 



where a guide showed us the book of memory. We often stayed at the cafe almost opposite 
the cemetery for tea and scones which were delicious. I was fixed in a sitting position with 
my limbs so I could be lifted onto cushions on the seat next to the driver and tied securely 
with pyjama strings to the chair and to the back, so that when the brakes had to be applied 
suddenly I stayed securely with being so light and small. The last time the Matron weighed 
me here a few months ago in 1996, I was four stone four pounds - the heaviest I have ever 
been. 

By 1938 I was getting more confident to talk to people and a very interesting listener. I was 
now a trustee of Clayhanger Methodist Church, on the Youth Leader's Council and attended 
their monthly meetings at Mr Barnet's club next to Brownhills Memorial Hall, only five 
minutes' walk from Gomershay. I met some very interesting people and was still learning a 
lot from Phyllis who introduced me to the books to help me as I had not been to school since 
the age ot ten. My writing was much improved and I could use a dip-pen. I wrote to people I 
knew who were in hospital and with my experience of terrible suffering and all the help I had 
received from my trust in God and living one day at a time, knowing He woold never leave 
me or forsake me, I often was a great comfort and help to them. 

I was doing a lot of writing and organising for the Clayhanger Girls' Club and I now had the 
confidence to talk to Captain W. R. Stevenson and Miss Monks, the first County Youth 
Officers to Staffordshire Service of Youth, to which we were one of the first clubs to be 
affiliated. They often came to our house to discuss problems with my sisters and I was able 
to listen and learn for when I became Leader myself. 

Three times a year an inspector from the National Association of Girls' Clubs, whose 
Headquarters were in Devonshire Street, London came to "sit in" our club to assess what we 
were doing to improve the quality of life for these miners' daughters during those years of 
depression. We always had excellent reports and received very good grants to buy 
equipment, including table-tennis tables, a portable gramophone, easy chairs etc. We also 
got very good grants from County Youth Service, which helped us to have a kitchen, quiet 
room, indoor W.C., new wooden floor and false ceiling in the hut, which was seventy feet 
long and twenty-two feet wide. 

We had just got happy and settled in, when my brother David annoonced Hilda and he 
wanted to get married. Knowing he had only been paying board for twelve months and had 
no money, mother talked to him and told him "As you make your bed, so you must lie". 
Being a very close family we soon rallied round to support him. We were very fond of Hilda, 
she was a very sensible and practical girl, was a Sunday School teacher. in the chapel choir 
and an assistant Youth Leader and belonged to the Willetts family, who were founders of the 
chapel and great workers. Hilda's parents did not agree to this marriage and would not have 
anything to do with it, so my parents let them live with us until they had a house. Violet took 
Hilda to Birmingham to chose a wedding dress and two bridesmaid dresses. Mother made a 
lovely wedding cake and provided all the food for the reception, which was held at our house 
and Phyllis took them to Herefordshire after the reception, to spend their honeymoon in an 
old farmhouse out in the wilds and fetched them back in her car. My sisters had once taken 
the girls here. 

It was a very pretty wedding at Brownhills Methodist Chapel, known then as Mount Zion. 
Hilda looked beautiful in a gold satin dress with a full pleated skirt, and her sister Mary, aged 
nine and her friend Joyce Low, who was in the Girls' Club, wore full length blue satin dresses. 
It received a good write-up in the Walsall Observer under the heading of "Golden Bride from 
Brownhills". 

To help them to get the money in the bank for when they had their own home, mother let 
Hilda go to work for twelve months and live in as boarders. They stayed with us for two 
years and we spent many happy hours together. Hilda was very kind to me, doing my hair, 
making me dresses etc. We had some very happy family gatherings and were all dedicated 
to all church activities and the Girls' and Boys' Clubs. 
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We had a lovely long enclosed garden and a very big lawn. We often had our tea and 
birthday parties on this lawn and the girls from the Club spent many happy times playing 
clock golf. 

Hilda's eldest bother met the family for the first time when he was Best Man at his sister's 
wedding and became one of the family immediately, spending many hours playing snooker 
with David and my father in the kitchen or playing silly card games with all the family sitting 
round the dining room table. George was a tall fine-looking young man aged twenty, he was 
a keen cyclist and meticulously clean. His father was a miner who had many bad accidents. 
He was a fanatic Labour man who helped many local people to get their rights by wming on 
their behalf. Like my own parents, he strived to give his four sons and two daughters a better 
start in life. George and Timothy passed scholarships to King Edward's Grammar School 
and were quite intelligent and all they could get after the terrible sacrifice their parents made 
was a job at a factory. 

In August 1938 my sisters took twenty girls to the Holiday House at Ullenhall, near Redditch 
which belonged to the Birmingham Union of Girls' Clubs, which was the first Association we 
were affiliated to. They had spent a lovely week there the year before and wanted to go 
again, it was a lovely big house out in the country in the pretty village of Ullenhall. 

I was still very nervous and felt very insecure away from my mother. I always had to sit 
facing the door as I still do in this Home and in chapel and I was terrified and still am to be 
left alone in a room with the door shut, but not many people know this as I want to be like one 
of them. Phyllis begged me to go away for the first time in my life with her and Violet to 
Ullenhall for a week and you will see later on why this was - why God had it in His plans for 
me. I felt I just had to go and I had a bed in the Leader's room with my sisters and had a 
lovely week with the girls. My father, brother and Will, my brother-in-law came down during 
the week to assure my mother I was well. I can hear her now as my sisters told her they 
were taking me to Ullenhall: "Don't forget, my ladies, if our Gwen comes back ill, you will 
have to look after her". I loved every minute of my stay at Ullenhall and could write a book 
on it. 

We had a lovely family Christmas, the last of its kind at Gomershay, for dark and sad days 
were waiting round the corner for everybody, but what lovely memories we had to sustain us 
in those dark and frightening days in years to come. 

In January 1939 my father caught a chill, which developed into pneumonia. He lay fighting 
for his life while his family nursed him day and night. Mother looked after him and me during 
the day and Violet helped her, and the rest of the family. who worked during the day, looked 
after him during the night. The house was like death, everybody wore bedroom slippers and 
Mr Beacon, the printer, who lived a few doors away from us put a large notice up asking 
drivers to slow and drive quietly as someone was gravely ill, and neighbours emptied ashes 
on the footpath in front of our house and padded it down to lessen the noise. 

The Wains were our neighbours in Pelsall Road for over nineteen years in one of our 
grandfather's houses. Dorothy, who had grown up with us from children and shared all our 
activities at chapel, often came and fetched me for the day with her and Mrs Wain. Dorothy 
(had) played with me when I could walk out and seen me through all those years of suffering 
become helpless and completely dependent on others. She came round to see if she could 
help. Violet said, if only you could take our Gwen for two or three hours, it will help a lot. I 
was broken-hearted having to lie with all this sadness around me and was glad to go with 
Dorothy, and Phyllis would fetch me home at 7 p.m .. 

Dorothy was four years older than me, only five feet tall, a good singer and pianist and was 
married to Fred Smith, brother to Will and John Smith. She could lift me and carry me 
about. When Phyllis came to fetch me home, I told her I was staying the night with the 
Wains. She fetched my Lilo. cushions etc. and after going to Ullenhall I knew I would be safe 
without my mother and stayed for three weeks. In the meantime, my lather had reached the 
crisis. The doctor had been to visit him and said there was only one more thing he could do, 
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and that was to try the new M & B tablets that May & Baker had just developed at their 
laboratories at Wolverhampton. 

I remember it was Sunday morning the doctor gave Phyllis a letter, and she and David 
jumped in the car and dashed to Wolverhampton - I think they had to go to Tettenhall. These 
tablets did the trick, my father responded and was the first person in Brownhills to have M & 
B tablets . Dorothy was golden to me. I lay on my Lile next to her in her double bed and 
every night she took me round home to see my father and mother, every morning Fred put a 
fire in the lounge and Mrs Wain and me spent the day in there together. 

Dorothy had a very hard life. Her mother had to be first, she had to wait on her hand and 
foot and had no freedom and caring for, like my mother gave us and we all did what we could 
tor her. Her mother was a hypochondriac and if we wanted to help Dorothy to go out, we only 
had to sympathise and tell her how ill she looked and we could get round her. My sisters and 
I used to give Dorothy the wink when we were getting round her mother, and were often in 
fits of laughter behind her back. I remember my sister was taking me out in the car for the 
day and when we started off she decided to call at Wains' and ask if Dorothy and her mother 
would like to go with us. Dorothy said her mother was playing up and was on the settee very 
poorly. Phyllis went in to see her and when she told her she had come to take her and 
Dorothy out, she sat up and said (she] was much better, so for Dorothy's sake we took her out 
to visit her brother at Banbury and had a lovely day. 
My father was very poorly for a long, long time and mother was certainly in need of a rest 
and complete change, and one morning near Easter, God intervened in a most wonderful 
way by an unexpected letter from Ann Watson and her parents, who lived in Whitehaven in 
Cumberland overlooking the sea, asking Phyllis to take mother and me to stay with them for 
the Easter fortnight. There were no motorways then, it was a six-hour journey and a very big 
responsibility for Phyllis to take me all that way, and mother, who was not well and a very 
bad traveller. Mother never thought about herself, she could not leave father and it was far 
too big a journey for me, but when she knew Hilda and David and Violet and Will would look 
after my father and I was willing to go, she relented and all arrangements were made for this 
very long journey, which I shall never forget, some [recollections?] quite vividly. 

David put me in the car, which I think was a new Ford Popular, made sure I was tied in 
securely and very comfortable, put mother in and the luggage in. All the family waved us off 
at 7.30 a.m .. Phyllis was an excellent driver and loved speeding. She had sent to the RAC 
for a good route, which she spread out on my lap and asked me to try and follow it. After 
lying all those years in agony, shut away from the world, I remember what a wonder1ul 
experience this journey was and have lived it over and over again. I remember going 
through Stafford, going alongside Morecambe Bay and seeing the sea for the first time in my 
life. I was nearly thirty-one years of age and I was terrified of water and was pleased and yet 
excited to get past it. I seem to remember the next big town was Lancaster and going 
through a stone archway in an imposing building which I think was a castle. 

On and on we went to Carlisle and came to a lovely hotel where Phyllis decided to stay for 
lunch and a well-earned rest. She went in and explained to the manager her position. He 
was helpful, told her to park her car in front of a big window and he would have a table put in 
this big bay window where she and mother could have a meal and I could see them. I stayed 
with the car doors open and the butler came out several times to ask if I was alright. From 
there we went along the coast road to Whitehaven. I was very tired and once we had to stay 
for a while with the doors open as mother felt very faint and sick and looked awful, but she 
recovered and kept going until we came to the town and made our way to the coast road and 
up the hill to St. George's Terrace where the Watsons lived in a large three-storied house. It 
was side-on to the road and the last of a row of five houses. 

The Watsons, and Bob the dog, were waiting for us and gave us a very warm welcome. 
They had moved the furniture about to accommodate me and my wheelchair and mother 
soon had me toileted and lying down on the couch in front of a big coal fire in the front room, 
where I rested while they had a meal. Both these rooms overlooked the harbour and the sea 
and I spent many happy hours watching the boats coming in and out of the harbour and 
going out to sea. 
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It was the first time mother and I had met the Watsons, apart from Ann, who had stayed with 
us many times. They were great church workers, very down to earth Christians, especially 
Mr Watson, whose saintliness and humility made one feel they were in the presence of a holy 
man. When he saw how crippled, twisted and helpless I was he was deeply moved, He was 
head of the Tax Office at Whitehaven, he was a very interesting and intelligent man. He 
loved the Lake District, he knew every fell, beck, lake etc., he was also an authority on 
Whitehaven and known as the historian of Whitehaven and people were often phoning to ask 
him for information. 

He would sit on the floor by the side of the couch I was lying on and tell me all about the 
lakes etc. He could nol hurt a worm. Bob was the boss in that house - whenever we went for 
a walk, Bob took Mr Watson. He went up peoples' drives and their front gardens - Mr 
Watson would be saying quietly "Come on Bob, there's a good fellow·, Ann and her mother 
would be screaming at him to come out, my mother was seething with rage beneath her 
breath what she would like to do to him and Phyllis and I were hysterical. We had this 
pantomime everytime we went for a walk, but Mr Watson loved Bob and let him do as he 
liked. Every morning he took this dog to a little shop round the comer for his bar of 
chocolate. 

I remember Mr Watson asking Phyllis and Ann if they would like to climb Scarfell with him. 
Everything had to be ready for this climb the night before. I can see Mr Watson sorting and 
cleaning the big climbing boots in the covered-in yard, placing them in a row with strong 
walking sticks while Phyllis and Ann packed the food. Mother and Mrs Watson got on line 
together and so long as Phyllis carried me down the steep stairs, mother could cope with me. 
The climbers left after an early breakfast and Mrs Watson said that after lunch we would go 
into town and look at the shops and spend an hour in the park. We never thought we should 
have to take Bob with us, but Mrs Watson would not hear of leaving him alone in the house. 
She put him on the leash, he got tangled up round my wheelchair and when we let him free 
he raced across the road, in and out of traffic, and we were so thankful to get him into the 
park, for there was no way we could take him round the shops. 

As we sat on the bench, a very drunken man came rolling along, when he saw me in a 
wheelchair he came across to me and offered me one shilling. I was so frightened but Mrs 
Watson whispered in my ear to take it or he might tum nasty so we decided to move and 
make our way back home. Mother pushed me and Mrs Watson had Bob on the leash - what 
a game she had to control him. When we got opposite the harbour, Mrs Watson suggested 
as Bob had calmed down, we would walk round the harbour. We set off very nicely until this 
blessed dog spotted another dog, he started yapping and [trying to) get to it. Mrs Watson 
could not hold him, if she had not let him go he would have pulled her into the sea. What a 
game she had to catch this dog, she was running up and down shouting for help to save her 
dog and just as it was going to jump into the sea, a young man grabbed the leash and saved 
him. Mother and I declared we would never go out with that dog again. 

It was getting dusk when the climbers returned, Phyllis had reached the top and was thrilled, 
then we had to tell them about the dreadful day we had had with the dog, and all Mr Watson 
said was "He's a good fellow". 

We had a lovely holiday and mother and I looked so much better for the complete change. 
One day I said to Mr Watson how I would like to see a really big ship come into the harbour 
before I went home. He went down to the harbour to look at the shipping list and found there 
was a very big ship due in !he next day. He rang the Harbour Master who said she would 
come in on the tide at around 10 p.m. 

I waited all next day in anticipation to see this big boat come in. The Harbour Master rang Mr 
Watson and said that the tugs had gone out to fetch the "Green Bat" and it would be in the 
harbour at 11 p.m. It was a very cold night but mother wrapped me up warm and we all went 
down the hill to the harbour to see this massive boat come in to the harbour. 
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What a beautiful sight it was. I can see it now all lit up, gliding in to the harbour so gracefully, 
Mr Watson at my side showing and telling me in detail what everything was. He made it a 
wonderful experience and even found out that the cargo was potash, or something like that 
and was destined for a factory in Whitehaven where they made washing powders. 

On the day before we were going home, Mr Watson asked Phyllis if she could take me up 
two flights of stairs and he would show us some of his slides he used for his lectures on 
Whitehaven. After tea, mother carried me up the first flight of stairs and Phyllis took me up 
the second flight to the top storey and into a nineteen-foot long room where Mr Watson had 
put a screen upon the wall and sorted out the slides already. What a wonderful last night this 
was and a very happy and interesting end to two weeks' holiday with true Christian friends. 
Mr Watson had showed us wonderful slides of the coal mines in Whitehaven and how far 
they went beneath the sea, and about an old woman who worked down the mine and was a 
real character. 

He also told us when he was a young man, how he went over to Ireland on the boat and 
played the flute to earn a bit of pocket-money. We had nice musical evenings listening to 
Ann playing the piano and Mr Watson on the flute. 

It was while we were staying at the Watsons' we heard Mussolini had invaded Abyssinia and 
the dark clouds of war were looming on the horizon. 

I will never forget Mr Watson and Bob, how the two budgerigars were never shut in the cage 
and had paper "toilets• on the back of all the pictures and landing on my plate at meal time, 
and how the two painters who were painting the front of the house when we were there, all 
hot and bothered because Mr Watson thought they should sit in all their smelly clothes at the 
dining table with us for lunch, Ann and Mrs Watson trying to reason with him and seeing Mr 
Watson taking these painters into the big covered-in outhouse, where he had set up a card 
table and covered it with a snow-white table cloth. 

Mr and Mrs Watson have been dead for many years, but Ann is still alive and living in the 
Lake District and we write regularly. I first met her in 1930 and it is now 1997. 

It was still very hard to find work in the 1920s. Gordon was a very smart and good-looking 
young man, just twelve months older than me. He was very intelligent, a wizard with figures, 
but the only job he could get was a shop assistant in a Walsall Co-operative Grocery Shop. 
He went to night school and college and learnt every aspect of this trade - all the different 
cheeses, dried fruits etc., the various countries they came from, the packages and packing 
and the shipping lines and cargo boats the Co-operative Society used. He learnt all about 
the dividends paid each quarter to customers according to the amount of money they had 
spent. They were given a receipt for everything they bought, these were kept in a tin and 
calculated up at the end of the quarter. Some people, like my mother and Mrs Wain, tried 
not to have the dividend money out, it would be entered in a little black book - this was a 
poor man's bank-book in those terrible years of depression. Other poor families were waiting 
for this money to buy a pair of shoes for one of the children. 

This happened with the money they paid into the Nursing and Doctors' Fund. There was a 
Mr Mason living in Clayhanger who was treasurer of this fund. Mother had a card, which was 
very precious and was kept locked up with the Co-operative Bank Book. I think my mother 
paid one shilling per week for us family of six, and once a year Mr Mason and the committee 
hired our chapel for the share-0ut of this money, which was seven shillings and sixpence 
once a year to each family. 

Gordon became manager of this Co-operative Shop. He was thirty-one years of age, my 
sistE:r was twenty-eight years old, they had been engaged for twelve months and Gordon was 
anxious to be married, but with Phyllis being in the teaching profession, and having all the 
traits of the Marklews of being far superior to any one else, she did not like the idea of 
marrying a shop keeper, so Gordon gave everything up and became a Co-operative 
Insurance Agent going from door to door trying to sell insurance policies. which was very 
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hard woli< in those days, but he liked the wol1< and often it was ten o'clock before he finished 
his day's woli<. 

Going back to that wonderful holiday with the Watsons, it was lovely to get home to my 
family again and tell them all the things we had done, and all the places we had visited, and 
about Mr Watson and Bob. Mother was still furious about this dog, how he had nearly pulled 
Mrs Watson into the harbour. ft was this dog who attracted the drunken man in the park to 
come after me and offer me money, she said it was a wonder Mr Watson was not locked up 
for trespassing, the way he followed the dog up peoples' drives and over their front gardens. 

It was lovely to go back to the Girls' Club again and meet everybody. The girls realised how 
much I did for them, writing and booking teachers for ballroom and country dancing, drama 
etc. We did some lovely plays, we won the shield for "Mrs Methuselah" in the Stafford 
Service for Youth at their drama festival. There is a lovely photograph of the cast in the Club 
photograph album, which is now in Walsall Museum in Essex Street. There were no 
televisions then, we made our own entertainments, loved to be with our families singing, 
while my father played organ, we also played Ludo, Snakes and Ladders and Tiddlywinks. 

I adored my brother David, I was very fond of Gordon and being a woman in every sense of 
the word I enjoyed male company and some evenings when we were all together we listened 
to Victor Silvester and his Band and Jack Payne and his Band and sang all the love songs. 
My parents were God-fearing people - we were not allowed to use a pair of scissors on a 
Sunday, read or sing any secular music and only do the least and essential meals. They 
would quote the commandment which says "Remember the Sabbath Day, to keep it holy. 
Six days shah thou labour and do all thy work, but the seventh is the Sabbath of the Lord thy 
God, in it thou shall do no manner of work". Sometimes when my parents were sitting in the 
kitchen on Sunday evening after chapel and we were all in the lounge singing the latest hit 
song, the moment we heard the door click, we started to sing "When the roll is called up 
yonder". 

My brother used to pick me up in his arms and dance with me all around the rooms. When i1 
was the end of school term for Phyllis, she and my brother David would do a -War Dance· 
and have us all laughing our heads off. My eldest sister Violet was almost seven years older 
than me, she was very reserved and quiet. Will, her husband, was ten years older than me, 
they lived about five minutes walk from us and often came to visit us, but were not one of us 
and Violet never liked living in a council house and thought it was far below her standard, she 
loved clothes and was always beautifully dressed. 

Mother had been very strict with her. She was not allowed to stay out after nine o'clock at 
night and helped look after the three of us. She resented the freedom Phyllis and David had 
- they were allowed a key to come in anytime and back-answered and argued with my 
parents and always had their friends in whenever they wanted. Phyllis was very intelligent. 
She soon became Head Girt of the Friary and was mixing with high class families. She 
spoke beautilully and learnt all the right table manners. This behaviour soon brushed off on 
us and our standards rose to middle-class. She always had the last word and was afraid of 
nobody. No matter how much mother argued with her, she would reason with her until she 
could see the point, but she loved mother most dearly and was the first 10 come to her aid in 
years to come. Gordon too was also very fond of my parents. 

That year, 1939, the papers were full of Adolph Hitler, the new dictator of Germany - how he 
hated the Jews and was training the youth of Germany to be ready for war. Apart from this, 
life in England went on the same as ever for us, the Girls' Club was as popular as ever with 
waiting lists for Junior and Senior Clubs. 

In the August of this year, Phyllis took twenty-two girls to Bridlington on her own. David and 
his friend George Wood, a great Scouter like my brother, packed the scout tents and sent 
them off in advance on the train. I wrote to the Brownhills Station Master and told him what 
we were doing, he was most helpful, reserved two compartments and brought all the tickets 
down to our house. Phyllis coped on her own very well except on the way there, when they 
changed at Crewe, she marshalled them all to the toilets, all in their royal blue berets and 
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Club unifonn, and when she checked them back on the train one girt was missing. When she 
ran down the train the guardsman held up the green flag and before he could raise it, the girls 
said, she jumped at it and grabbed the flag and told him to hold up the train, then spotted 
Kitty wandering about on the platform and ran with her to the train and pushed her in our 
compartment. They had a lovely holiday - it was the last holiday for several years. 

We were waiting for grave news over the radio that England had declared war with Germany. 
When Neville Chamberlain announced this dreaded news on September 3rd 1939, we never 
realised it was going to last five years, but our country proved to the world that when English 
people had their backs to the wall and had to go it alone, their spirit could not be broken, and 
with a wonderful leader l.ike Winston Churchill, whose oratory over the radio every night 
inspired us to give of our best in our homes, our factories, our mines etc., we realised our 
country was precious and England was great. 

The first thing we were instructed over the radio to do was to go out and buy reels of selotape 
and [put] up strips all down and across each pane in every window to prevent the glass 
splintering and flying, and as soon as the siren went to warn us German bombers had been 
sighted coming over London, we were to go underneath the stairs or a strong table. For the 
first twelve months the war did not affect us. George Wood joined the Fleet Air Arm and 
every time David volunteered for active service, his firm, Tallboys from Witton. would not 
release him and appealed he was on essential work He was very disappointed bu1 did all he 
could to help on the Home Front. Next came the black-out, when we had no lights on our 
street, all windows had to be covered with black-out material, all places of entertainment had 
to close down and all car owners had to take the alternators out of their cars to the Police 
Station where they labelled [them] with owners' names and addresses. These were kept for 
the duration of the war and cars rusted and dropped to bits. Gordon's work was classed as 
essential work and he was given so many petrol coupons. 

Just after war was declared, Gordon announced he had been promoted to manager of the 
Co-operative Offices in Great Yarmouth. He told Phyllis if she would not marry him and go 
with him to Great Yannouth he would give everything up and join the army, so she agreed. 
She was twenty-nine years of age and Gordon was thirty-two. The wedding was fixed for 
February 24th, 1940 and at the weekends they went house hunting at Great Yannouth and 
after going to several Estate Agents, found a nice big house to rent at Gorleston-on-Sea. I 
knew I was going to miss Phyllis a lot, but with having Hilda to share all my interests it would 
help a lot. Phyllis was to be married at St. James' Parish Church as our chapel at 
Clayhanger was not licensed for weddings. 

We had a very quiet Christmas. With our lads going off to fight and knowing we were not 
prepared with guns, fighter planes etc. to tackle the might of German equipment, which Hitler 
had been preparing for a few years, we felt guilty to enjoy ourselves. 

The topic at that time was what we were all going to wear for this wedding. Violet loved 
clothes and always wanted to be different from anybody else. I remember as though it was 
yesterday what we all wore. Violet had a brown silk suit, a beautiful mustard coloured coat 
with a swing back, which was the latest fashion, and a very smart brown felt hat. She took 
mother to Ralph Richman & Son for her out1it, she chose a burgundy coloured dress with 
heavy lace sleeves', a smart edge to edge black coat and a black felt trilby-style hat with a 
spray of mulberry coloured flowers on the brim. Hilda had a smart bottle-green suit with a 
hat to match. 

A few months earlier a Mrs Lindsey from Wolverhampton came to see my sisters at the Girls' 
Club to ask if they would be willing to start a "Make Do And Mend" class in the hut on a 
Thursday afternoon to enable women to make clothes for their families out of old clothes 
from jumble sales etc .. as there was no money in those terrible days to buy children's' 
clothes. My sisters agreed and Hilda, who loved sewing, was a great help. This Society set 
up to help the poor provided a machine, iron for pressing remnants at bargain prices and a 
very good teacher named Miss Brown. Violet, Hilda and myself joined this class and it soon 
became a very well known class with the amount of members allowed. 
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Hilda and I were telling Miss Brown about Phyllis' wedding and asked if she had any 
suggestions for what I could wear. She found a remnant of burgundy coloured silk which 
Hilda made for me with the help of Miss Brown. It was a lovely dress with white lace collar 
and cuffs, and a diamante zip down the front to the waist. To wear with this they made a 
heavy silk cape, as l could not stand to wear a coat, trimmed with a cream fur collar. To 
wear with this I found an unusual green hat like a dunce's cap trimmed with veiling. 

All the arrangements for the wedding were made. There was one more stumbling block -
Phyllis wanted all the men, my father, Gordon and his two brothers, Bob and Bruce to wear 
top hat and tails. My parents (said?) it was above our standard and out of place with a war 
on, but Phyllis argued, said it was her wedding etc. As usual she had her own way and the 
men all went to Dunn's at Walsall to hire their grey top hats and tails. Nobody at that time 
could wear a white bridal gown etc. After reading in the newspaper and listening to the news 
over the radio, we had that awful fear that our way of life would be taken away from us and 
there would be hard times ahead of us. Phyllis and Violet had most of their clothes from 
Bradbury's Ladies Clothes Shop in High Street, Brownhills. II was run by Nellie and Louie 
Bradbury and [their] brother, George Bradbury was in charge of bedding, curtaining material, 
carpets etc. They were strong Methodists - George was a local preacher and a J.P. 

Phyllis went to Bradbury's for her wedding outfit, which they had to send away for. It was a 
midnight blue heavy crepe dress, perfectly plain but stood out in quality. She had a full
length coat with flared skirt trimmed with lambswool. The felt hat was exactly the same 
colour with pork pie crown, this was filled with yellow mimosa which cascaded all over the hat 
- she looked stunning on the day. 

Gordon was very easy to get on with and did very well selling insurance. Like all those 
depending on cars for their business, he was allowed so many petrol coupons and he always 
seemed to get a few more so that he and Phyllis could go down to Gorfeston to get the house 
ready. Will went for a week and did a lot of decorating to help. Married women were not 
allowed to work, my sister had served a month's notice and was free to stay and get the 
house ready. 

We only invited Mrs Wain and Dorothy to the wedding and Gordon's family, and my mother 
and sisters prepared the buffet the night before. Ann Watson was to be bridesmaid but could 
not get a train so Ma~orie Thomson, Phyllis' old school friend who was studying at Girton 
College was her only bridesmaid. II was a quiet but happy wedding, but I was so sad to see 
them go, Phyllis and I were close, but little did I know how much this marriage was going to 
extend my world and the interesting people I would meet. I became a leader of the Girls' 
Club, we were meeting three nights a week doing war work, knitting warm socks, scarves, 
mittens, begging and packing food parcels to send to the Red Cross, writing letters to local 
boys and collecting one penny a week for the Red Cross Fund. 

I went a mile to every meeting in the black-out. My brother fixed a bicycle lamp to my foot· 
board, covered with a black hood to guide us to follow the curb. We had to carry our identity 
card everywhere we went, in case we were challenged "Who goes there?". This only 
happened to us once as we went over the Swan Bridge, when a soldier stepped out of the 
dark and challenged us. We learned from my brother it was a practice for when they were 
going to form the Home Guard ready for when Hitler invaded our country. 

All the papers and news bulletins were telling .us how the Germans were massing tanks, 
artillery etc. across the Channel, ready to invade. Although we were working flat out in the 
factories, mines, farms etc. , we knew we had very little equipment to face this mighty 
German army of men and machines, but Mr Churchill's call to the nation [that] we would fight 
in our street, in our homes and on the beaches inspired us to such a pitch we were confident 
that nobody was ever going to take our country away from us. 

None of the girls in the Club were allowed in the hut until my sister or myself or Hilda were 
there to supervise, so hail, snow, rain or bombs would [not) keep me away. Otten I felt 
exhausted and not too good. I had bronchial pneumonia three times, they nearly lost me with 
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pneumonia and when I went into Walsall General Hospital for a major operation as soon as I 
was strong enough I ran the Club from my bed. 

My sisters built this Club on a Christian foundation and developed the Club spirit until we had 
a wonderful bond that bound us together. Many girls stayed in the Club until they were 
married. Even today, I have met some of my old Club girls visiting in thiS Nursing Home I 
have not seen for over thirty years and that bond unites us immediately. I still keep in touch 
with girls by letter who are over seventy years old. 

I never visited my sister at Gorteston-on-Sea, but my family did. I missed Phyllis very much, 
but every week we exchanged long newsy letters and I gave her a lull report of all we were 
doing in the Club, which she had worked so hard for. After she and her husband had been in 
Gorleston a very short time, the Government declared the East Coast a Defence Zone and 
they cleared and commandeered everything that stood in the way of putting in the concrete 
bases to put the anti-aircraft guns on, deep trenches and everything needed to prevent 
invasion by the Germans. All signposts and street names were removed, big notices were 
everywhere warning us not to speak to strangers. I remember the big round concrete posts 
on either side of the A5 to prevent the German planes landing. 

While all these preparations were going on on the East Coast, Violet went to spend a week's 
holiday with Phyllis and Gordon. One morning they went for a visit to Lowestoft, following 
the signs and instructions and warnings to parts of the coast that were prohibited. As they 
strolled around the harbour at Lowestoft, Phyllis asked Violet to sit on an upturned boat and 
she would take her photograph. Just a she was about to press the trigger, two policemen 
appeared from nowhere, grabbed the camera and after a few questions, marched them both 
through the streets to the police station. They were held there all day while they contacted 
the Brownhills Police, the Vicar who married Phyllis and Gordon and the minister who 
married Violet and Will. Gordon was fetched from his office in Great Yarmouth to be 
interrogated and after a final check-up they were released and taken home. It was a 
frightening experience and Violet never touched or owned a camera again. 

A great hush hung over the country as the invasion drew near. Phyllis received a letter from 
the Ministry informing her that all the houses on the East Coast were to be evacuated in so 
many days. She notmed my family that she would have to come home and would they 
arrange for the furniture removers to fetch her furniture and could they find somewhere to 
store it. The furniture removers had to have a special permit to enter the Defence Zone. We 
stored as much furniture etc. as we could and Will's mother, Grannie Smith. had the rest. 
Phyllis arrived with the car packed, plus the cat, also she brought her landlady and her two 
cats to live with her brother in Leicestershire. Gordon's offices at Great Yarmouth were 
moved to Norwich and he went into lodgings. 

Then God intervened in a most wonderful way. Russia declared war on Germany and 
instead of the German army, bombers etc. crossing the Channel and invading England, it 
turned round to fight the great Russian army. This gave us the chance to build our forces 
and machines, the United States and other countries were sending us as much help as 
possible. Gordon wrote to say he had found a nice fully furnished house in Histon, next to 
Chivers Jam factory near Cambridge. This house belonged to two spinsters, Myrtle was a 
private secretary but I can't remember the name of her sister, they moved into the house 
next door to live with their eldest sister Janet and her husband, Mr and Mrs Doggitt and their 
two-year-old son. Phyllis was so thrilled when Gordon came to fetch her to HiSton as they 
had spent only a few months together since their marriage. Their furniture stayed with us 
and Grannie Smith until 1946. 

Little did I know this move to Cambridge was to take me into untold happiness and into a new 
world, but more about that later. The Germans were beginning to sneak in and drop bombs 
on London and the Government made plans to evacuate the children into the country. Violet 
became leader of the W. V .S. in the Clay hanger, Pelsall Road and Coppice Side area. The 
hut was used as a rest centre where the evacuees for the area were brought from the trains 
by W.V.S. helpers, who were given hot drinks, sweets etc. and taken to the home they were 
allotted to - every house which had a bedroom not in use had to take a child or two. 
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The senior girls, under Violet's and Hilda's instruction made cots for the babies from hessian 
with ends turned up about eight inches, these were slung between two chairs and the babies 
lay in them until mother and baby were taken to their billets. 

At the end of November, Phyllis came to fetch me to stay with them until Christmas. It was a 
tremendous journey, but I loved riding in the car no matter how tired and exhausted I was. 
The wheelchairs in those days were big wickerwork things that would not fold up and go into 
the boot of the car. Phyllis said Mr Doggitt could hire a chair from Chivers as he worked 
there. The journey to Hist on took hours, it was like "Alice in Wonderland" to me, so much to 
see and all the anticipation of being with Phyllis and Gordon in their first home. 

The first shock I had was the next morning. When she was getting the bacon and egg 
breakfast, the knife slipped and cut her finger and she passed out in a dead faint, which she 
always did at the sight of blood. Gordon carried her onto the settee and went for Janet 
Doggitt and that was my introduction to the Doggitts, they were charming people and so kind 
to me, they loved having me when Phyllis and Gordon went out for an evening. 

The next shock was our first sight of the bathchair, it was so big it would only go through the 
trench windows, so we only could have it in at night. The fun we had getting me into this 
chair. I had to be packed in with pillows etc. Myrtle and her sister pushed me round the 
village, one pushing and the other pulling on the long handle at the front. According to the 
Doggitts, it used to be pulled by a pony. 

My sister loved entertaining and would invite the Doggitts round for an evening for a meal 
and a game of Newmarket, and they would invite us in return. Phyllis would cur1 my hair, 
make me up and put on one of my pretty dresses and Gordon would carry me out of our 
trench window into the Doggitts for an evening of fun. Gordon loved telling tales, Phyllis was 
very witty and the cheating the two men did, had me laughing until I cried, but this time they 
were tears of joy and happiness and not of pain. It was such an experience for me, several 
times during my stay, Phyllis and I would go out most of the day with Gordon trying to get 
new business, he had to carry his permit to admit him into Military Zones and we had to show 
our identity cards and say what relationship to Gordon we were. Everywhere we went, 
soldiers and men were busy preparing to defend our country against air-raids on strategic 
points. 

It was lovely to get home again. As long as I can remember, all the family met for breakfast 
and we all stayed together on Christmas Day and Boxing Day. My father and David stayed 
on the settee Christmas Eve and Christmas night. On Christmas Eve, they and my two 
brother-in-laws went to Walsall while mother and my sisters did all the cooking and 
preparations for Christmas dinner and tea. They always went to Dances for a pork supper 
and then round the market to buy novetties for our stockings. We got very little sleep that 
night. Father and David were making cups of tea all night, putting whiskey in or coffee with 
rum in. At six a.m. they would stand on the landing and sing a carol · this would be the signal 
for everybody up. 

By then we had opened our parcels · the fun and screaming that went off. I remember I had 
a beautiful box in my stocking, when my mother opened it and removed all the tissues and 
cotton wool, there staring at us was a horrible blood-shot pig's eye. Then while mother was 
washing and dressing me, Violet and Phyllis would cut big slices of home-fed ham, eggs and 
mushrooms and when Hilda came to live with us, she lay the table. All the house would be 
decorated and we kept up this tradition when mother had two grandchildren and four great· 
grandchildren. After breakfast and everything was cleared, everybody would disappear to 
fetch their boxes and bags of Christmas presents out We sat in a big circle in the dining 
room, a clothes basket in the centre to put all the paper and rubbish in, then my father would 
lead us off with "All hail the power of Jesu·s name·, then David would fill the glasses with 
sherry for us to wish each other "A Very Happy Christmas" and at last it was time to open the 
presents. 
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Mother and father gave theirs out first, and next came Violet and Will, me etc. to the 
youngest member of the family. The men all went out visiting neighbours to sing them a 
carol while mother and my sisters prepared a beautiful Christmas dinner. Mother made all 
her own Christmas puddings, including one for my father's brother, who lost a leg in a pit 
accident. His wife used to wash and iron once a week for two shillings and sixpence to help 
to help keep their three sons. We used to have visitors coming and going all Christmas Day, 
including our neighbours and two or three of mother's nine brothers who loved playing all the 
silly games at night, including dressing up for charades. My father enjoyed all the fun and 
games. 

1941 . The war began to make us prepare for the hard times and the sad times to come, and 
for survival the Germans began coming over more often after dark. We used to sit in our big 
pantry after the siren went. but soon realised it was very little protection from the devastation 
of these bombs. My father and Will Smith. being miners, decided to build an underground 
shelter away from the house and underneath the roots of the rowan tree to help support the 
roof. It was a fantastic job, we went down a slope fitted with a hand-rail into a big square 
room, the roof and sides strongly supported like a miner's stall, which never moved 
throughout the terrible raids over Birmingham which shook the earth beneath us like an 
earthquake. Mother covered the floor with lino and we had chairs all round. 

The A.R.P. station was at Brownhills Memorial Hall. When the red light in there came on to 
warn them the German bombers were crossing the Channel, the A.R.P. Warden would run 
up to our house. lift the flap on our letter-box and shout "Mr James, get the daughter in the 
shelter, we have got a red light". 

Before they went to bed, my parents, Hilda and David put their warm coats etc. and the 
cases with their valuables in, bank book, rent book, insurance policies ready to grab and take 
into th.e shelter. and made sure before they rushed out that all windows were opened six 
inches so the blast could go through instead of shattering the windows. When we all went 
into the house after a bad raid over Birmingham, the flak was everywhere from the blast, 
including the bottom of the bath. I remember Hilda scooping some up to show me - it was 
like tiny bits of metal. 

If I remember rightly, Birmingham was just thirteen miles from Brownhills and we were in the 
third ring of defence. Occasionally, when there was a heavy raid over Birmingham. David 
would pick me up in his arms and take me up onto the lawn to see the spectacular sight as 
our guns etc. went into action. The sky was lit up like a furnace, tracer bullets etc. and 
searchlights criss-crossed the sky and once or twice we caught a glimpse of a huge Barrage 
Balloon sailing on the horizon. 

We were very lucky, we only had the odd bomb fall in this area. We had hundreds of 
incendiary bombs one night fall down the High Street, which started several small fires in the 
shops. Next morning we all went to our Police Station in Church Hill, which is called Church 
Road today. to see some of the bits and pieces on show that had been dropped by the 
German bombers. One was like a big metal basket with tiny bombs attached that exploded 
when they hit the ground and set everything on fire. and another time a bomb dropped in the 
field by the Anchoc Bridge and killed a horse. 

These raids were nerve-wracking. The council started to issue air-raid shelters made of 
corrugated metal for people to put in their garden. They put a big public shelter in the 
donkey field off the Back Lane, now known as Great Charles Street. Every night at 7 p.m. 
mothers and children laden with pillows, blankets etc. from the new big council estate built on 
fields in Lichfield Road would make their way to this public shelter for the night. The worst 
night we spent in our shelter was on a very bad raid over Birmingham. Violet, Will and little 
Violet joined us every night in our shelter and as we all huddled together as the walls and 
floor vibrated around us we heard this awful whistling sound above us and the earth rocked 
below. The men ran out and when they saw a big crater in our garden, rushed us out of the 
shelter and into the house. 
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It was early hours of the morning. David ran down to the A.R.P. station and reported we had 
an unexploded bomb in our garden. The officer in charge contacted the police and just 
before it was time for my father and David to go to work, the bomb disposal squad arrived. 
They said we may have to be evacuated, but after working on it for some time they 
discovered it was a very big shell from one of our anti-aircraft guns. 

Things were going from bad to worse - food and clothes were getting shorter and we all had 
ration books and coupons. An appeal went out for books for schools, we packed all our 
Sunday School prizes we had treasured all those years and sent them off to the local 
schools, then we had an appeal tor iron and metal to smelt down to make artillery. 
Everybody sent whatever they had, iron railings, ornate ironwork from public buildings, 
kettles, saucepans, brass pot-hooks, ornaments etc. George had been called up for active 
service. he was twenty years old and joined the Medical Corps, as he had flat feet. Gordon's 
brother Bruce was also called up and Cyril Marklew, mothe(s nephew and son of her eldest 
brother Walter. I promised to write to George and I kept this promise. 

During 1941 I went three times to Cambridge to stay with Phyllis and Gordon. We found 
there was a big airfield near Histon where our bombers went out every night about 7 p.m. to 
drop their bombs on Germany. Many people living in Histon counted them as they went oul 
and again as they returned and knew how many had been shot down. As we lay in bed and 
listened, we knew that some had been badly damaged from the sound as they limped back 
over our houses to the airfield. 

As we went round with Gordon there were soldiers everywhere. I remember going to Ely and 
seeing the cathedral and going to look at King's College, Cambridge. When I was taken for a 
walk in that enonnous bathchair I was shown all the fruit orchards belonging to Chivers. It 
was while I was at Histon I received a letter from Hilda to say she was pregnant. I was 
thrilled and could not get home quick enough to share this news with Hilda and David. I 
loved the .idea of being an auntie for the first time. 

The last time in 1941 I stayed at Histon with Phyllis and Gordon three weeks before 
Christmas, we had several raids in the area and were up all night under the stairs. Phyllis 
was doing voluntary war work, she contacted the Commanding Officer at the airfield and 
offered the hospitality of her home to airmen needing peace and rest after the terrible 
missions over Germany. She met some charming young men, gave them a nice meal and 
gave them the use of her lounge and sometimes played card games and invited the Doggitts 
to join them. 

We went back for the family get-together at Brownhills for Christmas, trying to hold on to the 
old traditions. Things were going from bad to worse, but with Winston Churchill at the helm 
to inspire us and our Spitfires thrilling us with all the German bombers they were shooting 
down and preventing them coming over our country, the British spirit could not be broken. 

I remember how irate we were when Haw Haw used to come on the radio at 7 p.m. with all 
his propaganda - ranting and raving that the Germans had captured this place and sunk all 
our ships and what they were going to do with the Royal Family when they marched into 
London and how tbey were going to string Mr Churchill up by the neck. Several people got 
so mad they would throw the iron or some other heavy object at the radio and knock it off its 
stand. 

Posters were going up everywhere asking us to "Dig For Victory•. I asked the girls to answer 
this appeal and was given a field at Warren House Farm down the Chemical. not far from my 
home, planting cabbage plants every Sunday morning for several weeks. Violet went with 
them and although they had very painful backs, they never grumbled, all they wanted to do 
was their bit for their country. 

Next appeal we had was the Red Cross for Prisoner of War Bags for our soldiers taken 
prisoner, to put their identity discs, watch etc. and often a photograph of a wife or loved one 
in. They were made from scraps of material made into bags twelve inches by six inches, 
with a draw string and they were worn round their neck. On each bag we had to sew a plain 
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bit of material, two inches by two, to put their name and identification number on. We 
begged old shirts, nighties etc., we made hundreds of these bags and I was able with a very 
painful effort to stitch a small label on these '1reasure bags" as they were called. 

As we emered 1942 we were pleased to hear Hilda and David had got a nice house to rem in 
Pelsall Road. Mr Wilcox, landlord of the Yew Tree public house built these two semi
detached villas on a plot of land next to the pub. His daughter, Sue Arblaster, lived in one 
with her small da11ghter, Dorothy. Her husband was killed in the pit. We knew the family 
very well and were pleased to have Hilda and David as neighbours. As soon as they moved 
in this nice roomy house, Violet and Will and little Violet insisted on moving round to 
Gomershay. They said it was too much of a worry to have my parems on their own with me, 
with all the raids going on most nights. 

Violet had not been living with us long when her age group was called up for essential work. 
She lost her appeal she was needed to help mother care for me, and she was sent to do a 
man's job at Walsall Co-operative Furniture Shop. She loved shop work and hoped one day 
to have her own business. David was still held by his firm on essential work, but he was 
involved in the Brownhills Home Guard and soon rose to the rank of Sergeant and then 
leader of his platoon. Every spare minute he spem with the Home Guard, often staying out 
all night in mock battles - i.e. Lichfield trying to capture Brownhills. The firing range where 
they practised shooting was in the sand holes down the Chemical. In February, Phyllis wrote 
to tell us she was pregnant. She was in her thirty-second year and we were all delighted to 
receive this news. 

George wrote from "Somewhere in England" that his regiment were moving abroad. These 
letters [were] all checked and if there was one word they thought would help the enemy in 
any way, the blue pencil wem right through it. Times were very bad, England had its back to 
the wall, convoys bringing in food and other goods were being hunted by Gennan 
submarines, food was sca.rce, Violet, Hilda and mother stood in long queues to get a bit of 
beef dripping, and my father and Will had to go out to work down the pit all day on a bit of 
dried egg and a piece of bread. This dried egg was a yellow powder that had to be mixed 
with water into a paste and fried in the pan. Often our ration of eggs for a month were all 
rotten and had to be buried in the garden. Russia was carrying out the "scorched earth" plan, 
every field of corn or anything they thought would help the Gennans was set on fire as 
Russia advanced yard by yard in bitter fighting. 

On May 28th, Hilda had a lovely baby son, who they named David George. All babies then 
had to be born at home downstairs. That night the Gennans dropped a bomb on the 
marshalling yard at High Bridge, two houses were destroyed in High Bridge Row, but no one 
was hurt as they were all in their shelters, and David carried Hilda and their little son and put 
them on a mattress under the stairs. Fortunately, Hilda's parents lived almost opposite, so 
she was well cared for. 

All through the war, weather permitting, I went with my parems and Violet and Will to chapel 
on Sunday evening and to anything on other nights and during the week - the girls came and 
fetched me. When America joined the war, a lot of the soldiers were stationed at the 
Whittington Barracks, Lichfield, and were seen everywhere, includlng Brownhills. As we went 
to chapel on Sunday night, we were surprised to see how many women were making their 
way to Brownhills station to catch the "Passion Train" as it was called, to Lichfield to meet the 
Yanks. 

We were waiting for November for Phyllis to have her baby. She was booked into a Nursing 
Home in Cambridge and as the time came for Gordon to take her in, he phoned a neighbour 
to tell us. We waited for news all day and then Gordon phoned our neighbour and asked to 
speak to Violet. She was very upset when she came back and told us that just as the baby 
was about to be born, there was a big air-raid, all the lights went out and they rushed Phyllis 
underneath a big table, where the baby died from strangulation. Gordon said it was a 
beautiful boy. 
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As soon as Phyllis was well enough to leave the Nursing Home, my father took my mother 
down to stay with her for a week, and then she brought Phyllis back with her, knowing the 
love that would surround her would heal the sadness of losing her first child. I remember her 
going to Bradbury's to buy a lovely dress and how lovely she looked in it when David came to 
take her to the Home Guard dance at Ogley Hay Senior Girls' School and the warm welcome 
she received from the girls she had spent so many years with. 

She slept in the Girls' Room with me and we lay awake chatting and sorting the problems of 
life out, and how we all sat huddled together in the shelter while the raids on Birmingham 
shook the ground around us. When daylight came and my father and Will went off to work, 
how we all worried silently, wondering if a bomb would drop on the pit shaft and bury them 
alive, but through all these terrible and frightening times. God was our refuge and our 
strength. Our faith was tested and we experienced over and over again the nearness of the 
Holy Spirit holding and protecting us from all the dangers that surrounded us. 

At that time I had a beautiful little Seatyham dog I named Trusty. It was a pedigree from the 
Billbury-Bluebird line and very highly strung. It had a lovely story attached to it, like so many 
lovely things that have happened to me in my life of affliction. When I lost Peter after loving 
him and knowing the meaning of his devotion and faithfulness for fifteen years. this beautiful 
bundle ot white fluff was delivered one bitterly cold night from somebody who signed no 
name. 

I had had it nine years, he was terrified of thunder and organ playing and when these raids 
were on it was pitiful to see him. The final straw came during a frightening raid over 
Birmingham. Trusty went berserk, nobody could hold him, he attacked the cat, biting a piece 
off its face and then attacked and biting Violet's leg. To be truthful I was glad to see him 
going to the vet's to be put to sleep. 

David .George was a beautiful baby, we had a family christening at chapel, my parents 
bought the lovely lace christening robe and the beautiful carnations for the alter and I had the 
pleasure of watching him grow up. I wrote to George and told him all about the christening 
etc., and what a lovely child he was. The last letter I wrote to George was when David 
George was six months old, but he never received it, tor a tew days later his parents 
received a letter from the War Office to say George had been killed in action at the battle ot 
El Alemein. It was a very big blow to his parents. They never really got over it. 

Mother heard from her eldest brother Walter, that Cyril, his second son. had been blown up 
by a land mine. The shock affected Auntie until the end of her life. 

While all this terrible sadness was going on, big changes were about to take place in our 
home. Gordon's younger brother. Bruce. was in the battle of Tobruk. When it was over, he 
and several other soldiers jumped into the harbour at Tobruk to have a swim, and [he) had 
terrible cramp, went to the bottom like a stone and drowned. He left a young widow and a 
two year old son. Gordon immediately gave up his job and went and enlisted in his brother's 
place. He was thirty-five years of age and went into the administrative side of the Army and 
was sent to train at Cromer, on the East Coast. Phyllis packed up and came home. She got 
a job teaching at Watling Street Schools. Poor mother - all extra cooking, washing etc. , but 
she never grumbled. With Violet and Will and now Phyllis, we had a full house and mother 
never seemed to rest at all. 

Phyllis had tried hard to face up to all this upheaval, but after a few weeks, something 
snapped. She just gave up and suffered a mental breakdown and was as frightened as a 
little child . She never left my side for months, drawing on my bit of strength and the power of 
my strong Christian faith, which guided me to say the right words at the right moment. I shall 
never forget that terrible cross we were called upon to carry, but God was always there to 
carry the heaviest end. 

Every mirror in the house had to be covered with covers and sheets, all the lights had to go 
out at 9 p.m., everybody was creeping about, all newspapers had to be hidden. Mother had 
to tie in bed at night to hold her tight as she shook and trembled and I lay next to them in my 
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own bed. Soon my mother was fast asleep from exhaustion and pressure. As soon as I 
heard my sister getting agitated, I would ask her what was worrying her, and she would tell 
me she was holding the cross, and if she let go she would jump out of the window. I talked to 
her and asked her if her mind was racing and told her how my mind raced when all the pain 
was in my head and how hard I fought against passing out, and asked her to do what I did. I 
started to say "Abide With Me", and asked her to repeat these beautiful words after me and 
think of their meaning. As she followed me, I went slower and slower and calmer and calmer 
until she went to sleep. Sometimes I would say "What A Friend We Have In Jesus·, 
remembering how much they had helped me. 
My father always carried me downstairs every morning before he and Will went off to work al 
6 a.m .. then Violet would be getting ready to go off to work at 8 a.m., mother would be busy 
washing and dressing me and preparing breakfast, Phyllis would join, try to eat a little 
breakfast, but she was so worked up she would be very sick. As soon as I had finished my 
breakfast, she would put me into my new wheelchair, wrap me up, put her own warm coat 
etc. on, and off she would go. I never knew where we were going, and every inch of the way 
she talked and talked, wanting to know if she had done this or that wrong I had to be very 
careful what I said so she would not feel guilty (or feel] she had hurt or done anything wrong 
and get all flustered. 

Mother was worried to death, wondering if she would bring me back. I would be nervous 
when we went over a canal bridge in case she snapped and pushed me into the water. She 
never mentioned Gordon. When I tried to talk to her about him, she said she did not want 
him and she did not know him. I wrote to him every week but never let him know how poorly 
she was. Once when he came home on leave he was shocked to see how strange she was, 
but he was so engrossed in his training he could not take any more. He was training for a 
commission, but his age went against him. 

I could not explain what I went through day after day, but the inner strength I received from 
prayer and faith never let me down as I cast my burden on the Lord. I felt so ill some days 
but I never wanted my mother to know. The worst part of my sister's terrible breakdown was 
when she had awful noises in her head. She would cry and rock her head from side to side, I 
would tell her all I had gone through and how I conquered it in the end by putting these 
noises outside into a bird in a tree. I talked and talked until I convinced her it was the 
beginning of her recovery. Doctor Bradford came in every day and when he saw her stand 
up and look for this noisy bird in the tree, he came over to me, put his hand on my head and 
said "Gwen, you have got some wisdom there·. The next battle I got her to win was to write 
a letter to Gordon. I got mother to give her a pen and paper, I sat next to her in my 
wheelchair and pleaded with her to write a few lines to Gordon, she said she could not, she 
felt too poorly. I talked and begged of her just to try. She held the pen, I said "Just write, 
Dear Gordon, and if it makes you feel ill, I will do ii for you". This she did and when I 
convinced her she fell no worse, she wrote a few more words and got her confidence back 
and wrote a few more lines every day. 

As time went on, Gordon was moved to Newtown in Wales. Doctor Bradford talked to my 
mother and persuaded her to take Phyllis to see a very good specialist in Edgbaston. They 
hired a taxi belonging to Alderman Lewis Davies. who had a special permit for petrol to do 
his work at Bumtwood Mental Hospital. We all waited for them to come back home and hear 
the verdict. · 

Mr Wynn said Phyllis should go to Wales and join her husband and get a job with her hands 
and try to have another child to replace the great loss and shock she had suffered from 
losing a son. Everything was sorted out. Gordon got rooms with an old lady at Newtown for 
them to live in and Phyllis got a job in a factory. Phyllis still wanted to walk, and every spare 
minute they walked and soon got to know the hill farmers and were able to send us a 
chicken, eggs and a bit of Welsh lamb. 

At that time the farmers and police had to be on watch for the rustlers. These men used to 
come over the border into Wales and rustle the sheep and lambs into the lorries hidden in 
the dense woodland on the hillside, and bring (them] back to the Midlands to sell at 
extortionate prices on the Black Market, to sell to those who had the money for food. What a 
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shock we had to read in the paper, a man we knew well who lived not far from us had been 
sent to prison for rustling lambs to sell. Next to the Chemical Works in Lichfield Road was an 
old cottage which had been commandeered for a monuary in case any residents in 
Brownhills were killed in an air-raid. When the police went into this cottage to search it for 
Black Market stuff. the coffins were filled with sugar, shoes etc. People were up in arms to 
think of our lads giving their lives and every night hundreds of men, women and children in 
our big towns and cities being killed by bombs, while others were stealing and making 
fonunes. 
I still wrote regularly to Phyllis to encourage and suppon her. I knew the fight with herself 
she had to overcome, and we both agreed not to let Gordon know how ill she had been. All 
day he was marching and training in the hills and did not get back until bedtime. It was not 
until Phyllis had gone to Wales that I realised how much this strain for over six months had 
done to me. The doctor had to give me tonies etc. It took eighteen months to get over it. I 
could not sleep as l was on the listen for Phyllis - as always mother suffered in silence, like a 
well-bred beast. 

The Girls' Club was my salvation. With Phyllis gone for so long and Violet working and often 
too tired to go to the Club, and Hilda resigned to look after her little boy, I had to take the 
Club myself, but in those days when discipline was the basis of all character-building, and 
respect for others had to be strictly adhered to, I never had any difficulty controlling the girls. 
On the odd occasion when a girl broke the rules or back-answered me, they were not allowed 
in the Club for three weeks. They hated it, especially if they were to have played in a netball 
match, or we had invited the Scouts or A.T.C. for a night. 

I was always on the look-out for something different for them to do in the Club. I remember 
once I had an invitation to an Open day at Princess Alice Orphanage near Sutton Park in 
appreciation of all the money we had raised over the years in our house-to-house collections 
for National Children's Homes. The girls would have loved to have gone, but there was no 
form of public transpon and only about three had a bicycle. Then I read in the paper that the 
Star Public House, Bumtwood, had a horse and brake for hire. The girls thought it was great 
fun for me to hire this brake, but my mother thought I was mad. I wrote to the Star for 
par1iculars. Two men came to see me, when I said how I wished I could go, they said that 
was no problem as they had a Governess Can that would be ideal, and I could see it as they 
had come in it to see me. 

Mother took me outside, and there stood this little pony and a highly polished vehicle with 
padded seats either side and a door to open at the back and a big step to get in, but no way 
could I have got in, and when the two men got in and nearly lifted the pony off its feet, that 
was the end of me going to the Orphanage. The twenty girls waited for this Saturday 
afternoon for when they were to go in this brake to the Princess Alice Orphanage, quite a 
crowd of relatives waiting to see them off. Will Smith pushed me the mile from Lichfield 
Road to check and give final instructions to senior girls in charge. When they saw this big 
horse come galloping round the corner into Clayhanger Lane a cheer went up and some of 
them looked really terrified. To be honest I would not have got up into this brake, they were 
so high off the ground, and with the sun shining down on them they looked a happy crowd. 

They were cheered by the shoppers as they went through the High Street and on the Chester 
Road to Edgbaston. Then they could hear this terrible clatter and bang, the horse started to 
jib and when the driver saw this convoy of tanks approaching, he opened a field gate and led 
the horse off the road into this field until this convoy of tanks had gone past from the 
factories to Liverpool Docks. 

The raids on this country were getting less and less, the fighting was in the Middle East as 
Field Marshall Montgomery pushed Rommel back inch by inch, and the Eighth Army star1ed 
to gain successes. We had witnessed the Battle of Dunkirk, the Battle of Arnhem and all the 
battles on the sea when we lost our battleships and convoys on their way to and from Russia. 
Every factory in the country was working full speed ahead. I would lie awake at night 
listening to the convoys and movements of soldiers and tanks through Brownhills to the 
docks. My mother's youngest brother, Norman Marklew, who was Chief Personnel Officer at 
Streetly Works was awarded the M.B.E. for the production the factory turned out. 
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The girls too did everything they could in the Club to help. We entertained wounded soldiers 
from the General Hospital, Walsall in the hut and the children from Arnhem convalescing 
after the Battle of Arnhem, and knitting, sewing, wrtting to lads from the village and sending 
parcels. I must not forget to mention that David too had a very good Boys' Club for many 
years in the [hut?) and the girls had some very happy times together. David would take both 
Clubs into the big coppice, which went from Pelsall Road to Coppice Side and was ideal for 
Hide and Seek. Releasio and many outdoor games he did with the Boy Scouts. They loved 
building big fires and doing a big fry-up in two big pans. 

I would sit there in my wheelchair trying to wave a spray of leaves to keep the gnats off, and 
keeping law and order. The boys had great respect for me, it was so nice to sit and watch 
the girls and boys slice the big onions, tomatoes and potatoes while Phyllis and Violet fried 
the sausages, cut thick slices of bread, while David and some of the boys made the tea ard 
poured it out. They all had to bring their own cups, plates and cutlery and two boys were 
made responsible for bringing two big enamel teapots from the hut. When they had finished 
the meal, David would start them off on a sing-song, which would ring around the wood, ard 
when the light was fading David would instruct them how to put the fire out, pour the contents 
of the two teapots over it and dispense [with) all hot cinders by covering and burying them 
with earth. 

All these happy times, plus paper chases, inter-club nights and football matches when we all 
went to shout for the boys and I was lifted in my wheelchair into the stand had to go during 
those terrible days of war and the time [came?] for David to change his job and was no 
longer free to take over the Boys' Club. 

Christmas 1943 was not like all those family Christmases we had shared since childhood. 
Gordon had to go overseas. Phyllis had to come home again, this time she was pregnant and 
expected her baby in August 1944 - she was 34. I was thrilled, and being with us and in the 
care of our old family doctor, Doctor Bradford, took a big worry from mother's mind. She 
went back to chapel and to the Girls' Club again. The girls loved having her back and this 
coming baby was awaited by them with great anticipation. Hilda was rather a possessive 
mother and with living so near to her own family we did not see too much of David George 
and would have liked to have shared him more, but he loved to visit us and waited for 
Christmas and present time and staying overnight on Christmas Day as much as we all did. 

After nearly tour years of war and all the lives we had lost, all the suffering and sacrifices that 
had been made to protect this small island from the giant strength and might of Hitler and the 
German war machine, we felt proud to be British and the love we felt for King and Country 
made our spirits even stronger and anxious to answer the call of our leader, Winston 
Churchill to give of our blood, sweat and tears. 

I would struggle and try to crochet a little matinee jacket and bonnet for the expected baby 
which was to be born in Victoria Hospital, Lichfield. Violet was busy too sewing and making 
beautiful things for the cot and pram. and I remember Phyllis making a lovely screen to go 
round the baby when she washed and fed it. 

Will's health was· not too good, he was not a strong masculine man, and working down the 
pit, bent up doing picking and shovelling was much too hard for him, and Violet was 
determined to find a shop and get him out of the pit, and looking through the adverts one 
evening a few weeks before the baby was due. she saw a shop advertised at Walsall Wood 
and decided to go and investigate it. It was an old double-fronted house, it belonged to an 
old lady and sold everything, but was in a very decrepit state. but Violet could see this shop 
had great potential after the war, and after discussing things with my parents and my sister, 
they decided to loan her the money she needed to buy it. 

Will Smith was very kind to me. On his days on the dole, he would push me for miles. He 
was very unselfish, loved the chapel as much as I did and he and my father were great 
friends. He. like his brother Fred. was so good with his hands. When my father produced a 
pantomime, these two made all the sets and scenery, trees for "Babes in the Wood" etc .• and 
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I remember them making a fantastic head for the giant in· Jack and the Beanstalk". Will was 
small, only took a size six in a shoe and loved visiting people with Councillor Howard Cox 
and helping them with their problems. He also enjoyed visiting the Girls' Club, he would run 
about anywhere for me when I was organising some[thing) I needed help with, and I always 
wrote for him if he wanted to book a special preacher. He was ten years older than me, and 
like my sister Violet, who was almost seven years older than me and out of our age group. 
Gordon was allowed compassionate leave for two nights from Belgium to visit Phyllis when 
the baby was born on August. 27th, 1944. I remember I had gone to the Girls' Club on the 
day Phyllis went into hospital to have her baby and as I turned Clayhanger Lane into Pelsall 
Road on my [way] home, 1 could see Will running to meet me, all smiles and waving his 
hands and he had come to tell me Phyllis had a baby daughter, and all was well. We were 
all so thrilled, everybody went to see her and came back and told me how pretty she was and 
just like her daddy. Even some of the Club girls cycled to Lichfield to see this baby, but I had 
to wait until Phyllis brought the baby home. and from that moment she was my baby. 

Mother had looked after Gordon, cooked good meals and made sure he had rested. Phyllis 
would not have the baby christened until the war was over, and Gordon would be present for 
the christening at Clayhanger Methodist Chapel. We were all war-weary, but our brave little 
country was still holding its own. 

Little Violet had gone back to the farm some months ago. My sister had brought her up 
beautifully, took her away on holiday and sent her to Sunday School and took her with them 
to chapel and she joined the Junior Girts· Club at the age of eight. I spent hours playing with 
her. helping her to read and write, but she was almost eleven years of age and wanted the 
company of younger people and her five brothers and one sister who wanted her back home, 
but she never forgot her Auntie Vi and Uncle Bill, and they never forgot her. and treated her 
like their own daughter. 

By September Violet and Will moved into the shop and spent several weeks cleaning and 
decorating it throughout. Mother and I knew Phyllis would never be the same again alter that 
terrible breakdown and it was better for us to have the lounge free again for her to rest and 
have the baby on her own. She was very restless and had very definite ideas about when 
she should be picked up, and let her lie and scream and I would sob my heart out. When the 
baby was three weeks old, she left her while she went scrubbing and cleaning the shop. 
When she came home and saw mother nursing the baby, she went mad and told mother she 
was undoing all that she had done. Then my father made one of his very rare interferences. 
and told her if [she) expected us to sit and listen to the baby screaming and crying. we were 
not going to do it and she would have to take her. 

This soon put an end to her grumblings, tor when the baby was six months old she had a 
voluntary job as Area Youth Organiser with George Fitch. Mother and Doctor Bradford 
agreed it was the best thing that could happen to occupy her mind. In those days, most 
Youth Clubs were run by the chapels and churches and every leader and helper did their job 
without pay. 

Food was still short and we still had to use ration cards. Violet had stocked the shop and we 
were all anxious to hear if there was an improvement every week in the takings. This was 
another interest for me. Will fetched me as soon as he could and 1 went on a guided tour 
and was shown everything, including the coupons which had to be counted every Saturday 
night ready for Will to take to the Food Office on Monday morning. 

I lived my life through all my sisters and my brother and of course the Girls' and Boys' Club. 
After all the suffering and being shut off from the world for over twenty years, 1 learnt the 
importance and the value of people, friendship and the love and guidance of Jesus and how 
unnecessary it was to crave for possessions. 

It was nine months before Gordon was allowed to come home for the christening of his little 
daughter. All arrangements for this were made. Mother bought a lovely silk dress and 
bonnet, made a nice christening cake and prepared a lovely buffet for around twenty people 
from Gordon's and our family. The chapel was full with these relatives and girls and boys 
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from the Club. She was christened by the Reverend Eric Richardson and named Judith 
Anna. The following week Phyllis booked a fifty-two seater coach, which were back in 
business now that petrol rationing was ended, and took so many girls and boys over Cannock 
Chase for picnic tea. She packed the sandwiches and cakes. The driver of the coach lifted 
me in his arms and went up the two high steps into the coach and lowered me on to the seat 
behind the driver's seat, which was piled with a special Dunlopilo cushion and on that a big 
feather cushion and somebody had to sit next to me and hold me tight. We took the two big 
enamel teapots from the hut and called at an old cottage near Milford to ask for boiling water 
to make the tea. 

Judith stayed with my parents. Violet was busy in the shop, so Phyllis was in charge and we 
had a lovely evening celebrating Judith's christening. I remember seeing German prisoners
of-war wor1<ing in the fields. General de Gaulle, leader of the French Resistance Movement 
was also staying on Cannock Chase for sometime during his stay in exile. 

Judith was a lovely baby with a mop of tight curly hair. She used to lie next to me on the 
settee, I would "bill and coo" to her and play as well as I could. As time passed I had the thrill 
of watching her grow and as soon as she could crawl, she would pull herself up by the settee, 
throwing all her playthings on me and when she started to walk she would stand on my 
footboards and play on my lap, scribbling and crayoning and listen to me reading and 
teaching her nursery rhymes. She cried when I went out, and when she had to leave the 
room while mother attended to me, she would sit outside the door and every few minutes 
would shout "Auntie, have you done a toilet?". 

As we entered 1945, the war was raging on two fronts, the Middle East and in Europe. We 
could see hope on the horizon and hoped for the day when Gordon would be back home. 
We did not see him for over twelve months [except?] for a few days leave to see Phyllis and 
his little daughter before we entered Germany. 

What a joy it would be to move all the black-out curtains, have our shops full of food and 
have all our men back home again. It would also be very sad for those who had lost 
husbands and sons. When I read and hear about the crime in this country today, especially 
the elderly living alone who are killed and attacked and are unable to defend themselves, I 
wondered if they had lost a loved one so that England could be free from the dictatorship of 
Hitler, who had had millions of Jews thrown into the gas chambers in concentration camps. 

In those days before the war, young people respected their elders and the discipline they 
received from their teachers and parents made them well-mannered and polite. They had to 
go to Sunday School, learned right from wrong by Sunday School teachers, who taught them 
(that) to be a Christian is to be Christ-like, they learnt the Commandments, Psalms and 
Beatitudes off by heart which gave them a Christian foundation to build their lives on. 

What a boon our girls and boys found their Clubs to be during the war. It closed the Band of 
Hope and the Christian Endeavour. My sisters believed in practical Christianity, and we had 
a most saintly minister at that time who gave us his full support and guidance. He did not 
believe in forcing anybody to go to chapel, you went because you wanted to. My sisters and 
David did not agree with closed clubs, so we would never have "Methodist Club" in the title, 
just Clayhanger Girls' or Boys' Clubs. The trustees were very much against having Catholics, 
Church of England or Spiritualists in a Methodist Chapel, but this Christ-like minister and my 
father won the day. My sisters always insisted how important it was to serve God in their 
daily lives and set them an example. We always had a Club Sunday and the girls sang in the 
choir. I remember inviting Brownhills Scouts once, they paraded from their Headquarters 
next to the Central School banging the drums and blowing the bugle. When they got to the 
chapel gate they all marched through to the chapel door except one boy, he was a Catholic 
and not allowed into a Protestant chapel. 

Another occasion we all helped with was decorating the chapel for the Harvest Festival. The 
girls took me everywhere it was possible to push me. I shall never forget them taking me on 
the common one Saturday afternoon down Coppice Side to sit in my wheelchair and watch 
them cut a sack of heather to decorate the chapel for Harvest Festival. We took this sack to 
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chapel, tipped all the heather out on to the floor and kept handing bunches up to Phyllis to 
decorate the pulpit and communion rail, all of a sudden there was a mighty scream when one 
girl was stung by ants. they were flying everywhere, several girls were stung and l was bitten 
on my hand. 

One of the girls went to Howdle's shop for a bottle of iodine and a packet of cotton wool and 
we all had to be dabbed with iodine on our stings. When we all went to the service the 
following afternoon we nearly all disgraced ourselves when an ant landed on top of the 
preacher's bald head and he gave it a slap. 

We knew the end of the war was very near from what we heard over the radio and from Mr 
Churchill. The Americans were fighting alongside our soldiers in Europe and when the news 
came through that the Americans had marched into Berlin, Hitler had disappeared and was 
never found again, we all went berserk and shall never forget that date - May 7th, 1945. We 
started straight away to plan street parties, works parties and a big party for the Girls' and 
Boys' Clubs in the hut on V .E. Day. 

Phyllis began to plan for Gordon's home-coming. Lots of warnings and talks on radio warned 
wives and mothers [about] all the difficulties their menfolk had had to face and many of them 
had had no female company for many months and years and asked them to be patient and 
understanding. lt was eighteen months since Gordon had seen his little daughter, he would 
be a complete stranger to her, and Phyllis was a little apprehensive about getting to know all 
about Gordon after all he had seen and gone through. She decided to book accommodation 
for the three of them at a hotel in Wales for two weeks, and Gordon was to go straight to 
Wales from being demobbed. Phyllis hired a car, strapped Judith on to the front seat, and 
off they went to Wales . 

I will never forget V.E.Day, the first time one could really smile without feeling guilty and the 
very air we breathed had felt filled with sadness. When Gordon wrote and told Phyllis the 
date he would be home for good, she said "I always felt he would come back because we 
needed him to carry you now our parents were getting older". All over England, in every 
street. village, town and city, on V.E.Day street parties were held. These streets were closed 
to traffic, tables borrowed from churches, chapels, pubs and schools were put down the 
centre of the road, decorated· and laden with food, cooked and given by mothers living in the 
street and from house-to-house collections to buy every child a mug. These parents also 
waited on the children as they sat at the tables with red, white and blue paper hats on, 
waving their flags. When the meal was over and everything cleared away everybody danced 
the night away. 

The boys and girls decided to have a fancy-dress parade, and after a big meal and plenty of 
fun, dancing and playing charades etc., they danced all around the streets in Clayhanger -
some of the boys had their fathers' pit shoes [on]. I remember Violet and Will pushing me 
back home very late and all the flags, banners and streamers being flown from all the 
houses. Everybody was proud to be British and to have shared in all the suffering that it had 
taken to save us from Hitler and the Gestapo. 

We had one more moving celebration I had to plan. At the beginning of the war, a young 
woman and her three young children moved from Bloxwich when her husband was called up 
on active service, to live in an old cottage in Clayhanger Lane. Mrs Robottom was very 
lonely and after starting Elsie, Irene and Iris to Sunday School, heard about the Girls' Club 
and asked if she could join the Club and bring her three daughters with her. We could not 
say "No" with Mr Robottom fighting for us and two of the girls went into the Junior Club and 
Iris went into the Senior section and enjoyed every minute of it and stayed until they were 
married. 

Then one day Mrs Robottom had the dreaded telegram to say her husband had been taken 
prisoner at the Battle of Dunkirk and he stayed in that German prison for four years. When 
we heard he was going to be released, I suggested we gave him a weloome-home party. 
They all agreed and they made a banner which they hung across the front of the hut -
"Welcome Home" - decorated the hut and the tables in red, white and blue and again people 
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had cooked and given that much food the tables were laden. When Mrs Robottom walked 
into the hut with her husband and their three daughters, this tired and weary man was 
overcome and began to weep and we could not keep the tears back, but David, always 
controlled, went up to him, shook hands and asked us to join him in singing "For He's A Jolly 
Good Fellow". After the meal we just sat and listened to the lovely singing of a local choir, 
what a memorable night it was to share in this wonderful home-corning of a husband and 
father his family had not seen for four years. 

My parents and I really enjoyed having the house to ourselves for a fortnight. My mother 
loved working in the garden and I would sit in the garden watching and chatting and arguing, 
for she was always digging and moving things and nothing had time to get established. I 
remember when Phyllis lived at Histon, an old man gave her a plant called "The Star of 
Bethlehem" for mother to put in our garden, telling her "If you plant it near the house, it will 
never be destroyed". It was one thing she never moved and our house was never destroyed 
nor damaged. 

When Phyllis, Gordon and Judith returned home, a letter was waiting for Gordon to ask him 
to report at the Co-operative Insurance Offices at Norwich to arrange for him to start his job 
as assistant manager. When he knew the date he was to return to the office, he and Phyllis 
went in search of accommodation. With so much property damaged by bombs and unlit to 
live in, they had very great difficulty in finding anything, but at the last moment, they found a 
room up and down with Mrs Batson and ·uncle Frank". Judith was nearly two years old and 
trotting and talking. When they left, she wanted me to go with her and sobbed when they left 
without me. Alter a week in rooms. Judith became very ill with a broken heart and was a big 
worry to Phyllis and showed no sign of improving until she knew she was going to Nanna's as 
soon as she was well enough to travel, and when they could find a house. Auntie Gwen 
would come to stay with her. I can see her now when she came to stay. As soon as the hall 
door was open she would come straight to me in the lounge with her arms full of toys and 
piled them onto me as I lay on the settee and never left me until she went home. 

Phyllis and I were very close. She had been and shared with me the black period in my life, 
and knew what mental and physical suffering was. I was by now a well-read woman with a 
great love for people, a good listener and a great understanding of the mind. God was as 
real to me as my sister. Whenever I had a problem, I learnt to accept it and wait for 
guidance. Phyllis used to say "Just go with life and not against it'', also "Gwen makes life a 
marvel and not a routine". Our greatest joy was doing things to improve the quality of life for 
others. that is why we loved the chapel and our work with the girls and boys in the Clubs. 

I am afraid to stay alone in my room as I canl press my buzzer if I need help and I can't go 
down to the big lounge as the lighting is not strong enough for me to write. also the radio or 
television is going most of the day - not because us elderly people desire it, but because the 
young people of today have no manners to ask us if we want this noise on and can't live 
without this banging, moaning and ear-splitting noise. 

As I sit outside my door writing my life story, I realise what a store-house of memories our 
brain and mind is. Man is a wonderful being, has invented and created such wonderful and 
breath-taking thin~s. including heart and lung transplants, but they canl make or invent the 
Breath of Life - only the Great Creator can do this. People donl believe in God because they 
can1 see him in the flesh, but I believe we are all born with a divine spirit waiting for us to 
find [it?] in so many wonderful ways - suffering, death, the birth of a child, the beauty of 
flowers and the song of birds and the wonderment of love a man has for a woman, and the 
presence of the Holy Spirit. I am so happy some days I just want to run out and share this 
wonderful feeling that makes life such a wonderful experience. 

1947 was a hard year for everybody. Things were still in short supply, miners were asked to 
work as long as they could, my father worked until he was sixty-nine years of age, by then he 
was very tired and had angina. That year we had one of the worst winters ever recorded, it 
snowed and froze for almost a week, and brought the country to a standstill. Buses that tried 
to take people to work were bogged down and could not move. It was bitterly cold, but with 
my father being a miner and having the miners' allowance coal, we had no trouble keeping 
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warm. Phyllis and Gordon had it very hard • they could get no coal and every morning they 
had to drag the pram and Judith down to the beach searching for driftwood and anything that 
would bum. Mrs Batson's elderly brother, "Uncle Frank", loved our Judith. He took her for 
walks, read to her and played with her. He was also very fond of my siS1er, he liked to tell 
her about his younger days because she was a good liS1ener. 

For a month, the Girls' Club met in Central School while we had major repairs to the hut. It 
was during that time we decided to go to a holiday home in Llangollen. it was the first one for 
eight years and everybody was so exited and we worked hard raising money for the ooach 
and towards the hire of the home and expenses. Gordon had been promoted to manager of 
the Co-operative Insurance Office at Grimsby. Judith came to stay with us while they moved 
into the house they had chosen to buy. It was the first home they had really had. 

What a wonderful world it opened up for me during the five years they were there. I went 
several times each year for three weeks and each time Phyllis and Gordon took me to 
various parts of the county. I loved going to Grimsby market with my sister and down to the 
dlod<s to see the big trawlers unloading f1Sh. She would also take me to Peoples' Park to sit 
and chat in the lovely surroundings. We would picnic on the beach at Cleethorpes or find a 
beauty spot by the River Humber watching the ferries and big boats passing by. I also 
remember etossing Binbrook aerodrome in the dark and seeing the flight-path all lit up. They 
say "The looker-on sees the best of the game·. I certainty can see a wonder in everything I 
can1 do, and a miracle in many. 

When my sister knew she was going to stay for a while in Grimsby, she joined the Methodist 
chapel and soon made friends and became involved in all its activities. When they learned 
she was a trained Youth Leader. she was invited to take over this activity and with her 
experience and all the suggestions etc. I gave her when she stayed, she was a very great 
help. She used to take me and I met some very interesting people. One man I met was a 
timber-merchant. He was an authority on all kinds of wood, the grains. soft and hard woods, 
where they came from and what they were used for. He travelled to many countries, 
including Russia and India and one Sunday evening when he was chatting to Phyllis and me, 
he invited us to his home to see his tibrary and oollectO(s items from countries he had 
visited. He lived in the residential part of Grimsby, I think it was called Petham Place, with 
his wife and daughter. wro was a doctor. What an experience it was to look at his beautiful 
collection of icons from Russia, and listen to their use and origins, and to hold the 
breathtaking pieces of ivory he had brought back from India. When I lie on my bed resting or 
during the long sleepless night when I have to lie in one position for hours, these memories 
sustain me and I thank God over and over again for my wonderful life. 

Violet was doing so well with her shop, Will retired from the pit, so she was able to go with 
Phyllis to Llangollen and twenty-five girls and invited me to go with them. It was a holiday I 
shall never forget. When the ooach arrived, it was a utility coach · the type they made after 
the war. It had wooden seats covered with leatherette and Phyllis and Violet had to sit either 
side of me to keep me on the cushion and I [can) not describe what I went through to get 
there. The holiday house was built high up on the side of the hill just outside the town. 
When we saw it I was terrified to see how high up it was. Phyllis and Violet were going to 
push from the back, and two girls pull me from the front and the driver came to the rescue 
with a piece of rope and tied it on the from and it helped us a lot. 

When we reached the door, Phyllis had to carry me downstairs to the sitting room while 
Violet followed behind with cushions and bits and pieces and the girls brought the wheelchair. 
All this had to be done in reverse when I went out or up to bed. Next morning the senior girls 
were allowed to go out into the town for two hours. when they came back they said they had 
been talking to some boys who said this house was haunted. The legend said a man 
murdered his wife, took her to the top of the hill, put her in a barrel and when he rolled it 
clown it would not go any further than the spot this house was built on, and this woman's 
ghost walked about in the night and made terrible noises. At night some of the girls were 
frightened to go to bed. Some of the older girls walked about with a sheet over their heads. 
tapping on doors and moaning, until one night when Phyllis crept up and caught them • she 
just issued an ultimatum and that was the end of that. Looking back, I often wondered how 
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my sisters coped with me and the responsibility of all these girls. The first thing they had to 
do every morning was to lift me out of bed and [get me] washed, dressed and toileted and 
then lifted into my wheelchair and taken to the dining room for breakfast - we were still short 
of food and every day we had rabbit. 

One of the days I was sick and very poorly alter eating rabbit. Phyllis was desperate to get 
me a drop of whiskey, but it was like searching for gold. I looked green and so ill, in the 
afternoon she wrapped me up and pushed me, alter we had got rid of the girls and rope, into 
town in search of whiskey, but it was hopeless. Then we came to this Hotel, which I think 
was called "The Cumbrian Hotel", in she marched with that air of authority and asked to see 
the manager. She told him the story, but he was sorry he could not help. He walked with her 
to the door, and before he could turn she said "Here is my sister", he just looked and said 
"Oh, my Goer and went in and returned with a tiny drop of whiskey. I had hall of it before 
going to bed, and the other half was to be had in my tea at breakfast-time, but unfortunately 
when my sister asked the girls to pass it down the table and put it in my tea, one of them 
thought it was for her tea, poured it in and drank it. That was the joke of the week. 

In 1947 my brother was invited by Staffordshire [Service) of Youth to become a paid Youth 
Leader of Heath End Youth. At that time it was a rough area but with the knowledge he had 
gained from years in the Boy Scouts and au the years as leader of Clayhanger Boys' Club he 
soon built this Club into a very progressive and happy group with a good football team and a 
good girls' netball team. Hilda worked with him. Every week she cooked big tins of bread 
pudding, they took them to the holiday homes we had been to, they worked well with the 
probation officer and were highly respected in the area for all they did for the miners' sons 
and daughters who had so little in their lives. 

At the end of being leader of this Club for six years he had to go to college for two years to 
do an advanced course in youth work, but the allowance was only £4 per week to keep three 
on and he had to resign and return to the factory to the work he had been apprenticed to. 
Also in this year my father retired in his seventieth year. He had had a slight heart attack but 
he had given his best to do his bit for the war effort. All my parents had for us three to live 
on was their old-age pension, but again God works in a mysterious way, for a few weeks alter 
my father retired, the Government passed a law granting all dependants £1 per week. My 
mother looked upon this as charity, and would not see the man who came to see me, but I 
had no problem in getting this grant, I was forty years old and it was the first time I had some 
money of my own, I had had to depend on what my sisters gave me and bought me. 

We were not to be on our own for long. One afternoon my mothe(s bachelor brother Alfred 
[came] to ask my parents ii they could find him a home until he could buy a caravan. He 
always lived with grandfather and his younger sister since he returned from Australia in 1931, 
but now grandfather had died, his younger brother Norman married, and Auntie Edith had 
opened a shop. He was not happy and alter speaking his mind, he was asked to go. None of 
his live sisters or eight brothers would find him home, he had been sleeping in the Rickyard 
and sheds at the farm and managing as best as he could when he came home from Streetly 
where he worked as a gardener. 

My sisters were furious. My mother was sixty-live with me to care for, and my father in poor 
health. She asked my lather for his opinion and he said "My love, you know what you can do 
and it is entirely up to you·. My mother said she could not steep on her bed at night knowing 
a brother had no shelter over his head, so he came and stayed with us for eleven months, 
until he bought a caravan. 

By now my father could not carry me up and downstairs, nor my mother, so we had to tum 
our dining room into a bedroom for mother and me. My sister often came over from Grimsby 
with Judith to help mother and take me back with her. Petrol was off ration and as I had a 
little money of my own, I could share some of the expenses. I loved going through the Fens, 
wilh its dikes and wild life, and can remember going to Spalding at tulip time • the beauty of 
all the different colours of the flowers were breathtaking. There were big sacks of bulbs for 
sale for a few shillings and I always bought some to take home for Violet, mother and Hilda. 

59 



--- -- - -

These stays with Phyllis and Gordon were always made very interesting by the people I met. 
Phyllis had some very good neighbours living next door, John and Marie and their two little 
boys. Phyllis always invited them round for a meal and a chat and I learned from them all 
about the fishing fleet and Grimsby docks as Marie's father was a skipper of a big fishing 
trawler and John worked in the docks. On their wireless they had a special channel for the 
families of the fishing fleet (which] told them where they were and any other news they 
wanted them to have. 

John was most interesting and used to sit beside me and tell me about wild duck shooting in 
the Fens. He went out at 4 o'clock in the morning wearing a big felt hat, waders right up to 
his thighs, his bullet case slung over his shoulder, plus his gun. He told me how he and his 
mate waded out though the high weeds into deep water marking every inch of the way with 
bull rushes, so they would find their way back. He would bring a wild duck for dinner and tell 
my sister in detail how to cook it and it was delicious - he also cooked an eel for us that was 
more-ish. 

By now Gordon had found an old folding small wheelchair just my size, which he could carry 
on a roof rack on top of the car. This made all the difference to my outings as I could be 
wheeled round the park, shops etc. My parents bought me nine new wheelchairs before I got 
a free one ram the National Health, each one became lighter and more compact. 

Violet and Will had gone from strength [to strength) with their business. They had enlarged 
the shop into a large double-fronted shop, sold everything and called it Smiths' Stores. They 
had got a big round delivering groceries etc. and paid a man to deliver the stuff to the 
houses, but he was unreliable so they bought their own van and Will passed his driving test 
and did the round himself. He never lifted me as he was too nervous, but if David put me in 
the van at home, Violet would get me out at that end. I would love to go down to the shop for 
a long chat with my sister and be wheeled around to see the alterations and the lovely things 
she had to sell in the shop. Eventually, she employed two staff, stopped the round and 
replaced the van with a big car, which was a great help to take us down to chapel on a 
Sunday night, especially as my fathe(s health and angina were deteriorating and he could 
not walk very far. 

Violet and Will never neglected their church, they never opened the shop on Sunday or Good 
Friday, attended all the meetings but could only help occasionally, but with the senior girls 
who had been members for over ten years and the various instructors I could get, we coped 
very well. One teacher we really liked was Miss Elkins for country dancing. When she came 
in the summer, we would all go out on to the field taking the portable gramophone with us, 
and the girls, especially those who had been in the factories all day, enjoyed every minute of 
it. But I am sad to say Miss Elkin died young from cancer, and all the clubs she had visited 
contributed to a clock which was to be put into Sharp House, London in memory of her. 

I was pleased in a way Uncle Alfred was staying with us, as I often felt nervous and wondered 
what would happen if my father had a heart attack, how mother would cope - we had not 
made the kind of neighbours as we had in Pelsall Road. It is strange how people steer clear 
of people who go to church and chapel. 

We were still very close to the Wains. Dorothy often fetched me for the day and we always 
had some happy times together. As the years passed by, Dorothy could not come to chapel 
very often, her husband Fred Smith developed that terrible miners' disease, pneumoconiosis 
and gradually wasted away. Six months before he died he did a beautiful oil painting of 
Jesus as the Shepherd leading his sheep. It was his wish it should be presented to me to 
hang in our chapel in memory of all the work I had done for young people and the chapel - it 
is still there today. 

In 1952 Phyllis and Gordon made a last and final move. Gordon was promoted as manager 
to the Leicester Co-operative Insurance Offices. Again Judith came to stay with us for two 
weeks while they moved to live in a semi-detached house in Birstall, a residential village on 
the outskirts of the city. She was a very difficult child to understand, very withdrawn and a 
poor mixer due to her mother's forcefulness and highly strung nature. Gordon too was very 
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quiet, letting my sister have all her way and her say. She still had headaches and since she 
had that mental breakdown she had to be doing and going somewhere. At times she was not 
easy to live with if you did not understand her. Will took us all on our first visit to Birstall, it 
was much nearer than going to Grimsby. I remember the fun we had on our first visit, trying 
to find the route. It took us ages to find Groby Road, which was pronounced Gruby Road and 
one man was quite insulted when Will asked him the way to Borstall. 

At this time [I was] organising a supper dance to celebrate the twenty-first birthday of 
Clayhanger Girts' Club in Brownhills Memorial [Hall] in March 1953. It was a mammoth job 
for me to organise but by now I had learnt a lot about organising and everything had to be 
perfect and I had some very good contacts. I had several meetings with the senior girls, 
designed the invitation cards in blue and white, the Club colours, made a long list of all the 
people we would invite including old girls who were in the Club for five years, Captain W.R. 
Steventon and Miss Monks, the Methodist Minister and church dignitaries, our Boys' Club, 
representatives from other clubs etc. 

My two sisters were hostesses, I booked the Melochord Band, wrote all the speeches for the 
girls, made a programme for the Table M.C., booked Mrs Perry and her helpers to do the 
catering, discussed the presentations and decided to give my sisters a piece of Wedgwood 
china. We also decided everybody should wear an evening dress. 

God works in a mysterious way, for my father was having bad heart turns more often, Uncle 
Alf had bought a caravan and was now living in it on the back common at the back of our old 
house in Pelsall Road, mother needed more help and Phyllis could come over in an hour 
when mother needed her. Also the home help service had just started and our family doctor 
asked my mother to apply to Stafford Social Services for a home help. I completed the 
necessary application forms, then we had an independent doctor from Stafford to visit us and 
decide whether we were entitled to have a home help. I can remember this young doctor 
walking into our dining room with mother where we had our beds. I was resting on my bed 
and when he saw me he was really shocked. He never spoke, just stood looking down at me. 
Mother asked him if he wanted to go upstairs to see my father and he said •No, I have seen 
enough" and granted us a home help every day except Saturday and Sunday for three hours 
per day. My mother was in her seventieth year and found this help a godsend - at that time 
we had to pay two shillings and sixpence per week. 

My sister was getting concerned about Judith. She would not mix with others and was quite 
perverse at times and lonely. She decided to make an appointment with our family doctor, 
Doctor D. M. Forster. When she explained everything to him he said his parents had the 
same problem with him as he was an only child - they sent him away to a boarding school 
and it was the making of him. 

After making enquiries about various boarding schools, she was sent as a boarder to 
Oswestry High School and stayed until she was sixteen years of age. The fees were very 
high so to help with these expenses my sister went back to teaching, first to Stoneygate 
Private School and then to St. Jonathan North School as head of the Maths Department. 
She and her husband went quite often to see Judith and took me with them. This was 
another experience, we spent the days touring the beautiful countryside, learning the history 
of Offa's Dyke etc. 

I remember sitting talking to Judith in the car while her parents went shopping, when 
suddenly she said "Auntie, I think I am going to become a Catholic". When I asked why she 
wanted to do that, she said she could go into the confessional box and talk to the Priest, tell 
him all her problems and ask him for guidance and help. I said "Judith, there is no need to 
talk to the Priest, all you have to do is to kneel by your bed and talk to Jesus. Tell Him all 
your problems, not go to Him via the Priest". She never answered me, just sat quiet for 
sometime. I knew I had given her ''food for thought" and she never mentioned becoming a 
Catholic again. 
Another thing I shall never forget was when she was about six years of age, she and her 
mother were staying with us. After breakfast, mother lay me on my settee while she and my 
sister did the housework, Judith followed and when I asked her what she wanted to play she 

61 



said "Chapels". I told her she had got to be the preacher and I would play the organ. When I 
asked her to open with a prayer, she said she did not know what to pray about, so I said "Ask 
Jesus to make Auntie Gwen belle('. She shouted "No, no, no Auntie. If Jesus makes you 
better I shall have nobody to play with, you will be busy like Nanna and Mummy doing 
housework". 

The family were popping in and out with my father being so poorly. My brother and Will 
would take it in turns to stay at nights and Phyllis and Gordon stayed weekends [and] with 
having a very good and caring home help arriving at nine o'clock each morning [this] was a 
great help to mother and me. 

Things were getting easier. The war in the Middle East was over, the dropping of the atom 
bomb, observed by Group Captain Leonard Cheshire, on Nagasaki in the Far East put a stop 
to the cruelty of the Japanese army and their inhumanity to man. 

Christmas 1952 we all spent together but my father could not take part in the games and 
spent some time in bed, which was then downstairs. January t953 we had the annual Girls' 
Club Christmas party when everybody was talking of the twenty-first birthday party at 
Brownhills Memorial Hall in March and what we should wear. Some had to borrow a long 
dress. others were trying to make their own. 

Christmas 1952 was a very quiet one with my father having to spend a lot of time in bed. He 
could not go upstairs so he and mother had twin beds in the dining room, but with a big 
lounge and family kitchen we coped. My father was allowed to get up at teatime, so (we] 
opened our presents then so he could share this tradition with us. 

January 1953, everybody was waiting for our supper dance to celebrate the Girls' Club 
twenty-first birthday. Everybody in Brownhills were talking about it. I was busy checking 
every detail, making sure the girls knew what they had to do. I did a long list for the Table 
M.C. so they knew who and when to announce presentations, speeches etc. I always wrote a 
little speech for the girls taking part. I did want a lovely long dress for this special occasion. 
Violet decided to go to Binningham and have a good look round the shops and when she 
walked in with these big parcels, I waited to see if she had found something for me. 

First she opened her dress. It was a long black silk dress with a short jacket to match, which 
was decorated all over the front with white lace daises. each one had a rhinestone in the 
centre and was really exclusive and she wore a beautiful fox-fur cape which set it off. When 
she opened my parcel, it took my breath away when she held up this lovely long turquoise 
blue taffeta dress. It was a girl's bridesmaid dress and it fitted me perfectly. Both my parents 
were invited, but my father was too poorly to go and my mother would not leave him. Judith 
begged to go with me and when my sister said "No", I said if Judith could not go I would not 
go, so she came in a pretty blue velvet dress and was allowed to stay until ten o'clock. 

When the big day arrived and I had checked everything, mother dressed me and made me 
up, Hilda had been up the night before and did my mop of lovely brown hair into little tiny 
curls all over my head and over my dress I wore a short black velvet jacket. When Phyllis 
went upstairs to dress, the girls came to fetch me. I took Judith with me and was delighted 
with the setting of the tables with all the flower arrangements etc. set out in the Club colours. 
My sisters waited in the foyer. wearing white gloves, to welcome the guests and two of the 
Club girls esoorted them to their places. I had spent hours writing name places to make sure 
everything went according to plan. 

It was a lovely evening. I was presented with a lovely pearl and rhinestone bracelet and my 
sisters received a piece of Wedgwood china. All the V.l.Ps from Staffordshire Service of 
Youth were present, so was a lady from London who served on the Executive Committee of 
the National Association of Girls' Clubs. During the interval, my sisters took several girls in 
their long dresses across to my home to see my father who, with being Superintendent for 
over forty years of our Sunday School, knew most of them and he was so pleased to see 
them. [When] the time was ten p.m .. Judith very reluctantly had to go to bed. 
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My greatest thrill was meeting and chatting to old Club girls all night. Some were married 
with young children. The old Club spirit of sharing and being together soon took over and 
were recaptured that night by some of these girls who begged of me to open an Old Girls' 
Club. 

Violet had a big flou rishing business. She had the premises extended, a big bacon and 
butter house built at the back, also a vegetable store. Will hated the business, but loved 
people and driving around. Violet said there was not a house in Brownhills he had not been 
in and he called every day to check on us to see how my father was. I remember one day he 
was missing for hours, when he returned he said a good customer had asked him to take him 
to Warley to fetch a pig. When my sister [saw) the state of the van and smelled the terrible 
smell she went berserk - it took hours to scrub and hose it clean. 

We talked about starting an Old Girls' Club. We realised if we started this Club as an arm of 
the church it would provide us with the help we n~ded to replace those elderly members, 
like my father, who were too ill and too old to serve the church they had loved, and decided 
to call a meeting. We were amazed how many came, some came from Norton Canes, 
Watling Street, Walsall Wood, Clayhanger, Pelsall Road etc. We had a very big discussion 
and we formed a good committee. My sister was to be President and I was elected 
Organising Secretary - that was forty-four years ago and I am still doing that job today. We 
called this group Clayhanger Methodist Ladies Good Companions. 

For many years we had a very happy and interesting programme. I worked hard writing to 
visit factories, stately homes etc., coach tours instead of our fortnightly meetings when we 
stayed at an old pub out in the country and finished with a fish and chip supper. I organised 
evenings when they joined the Gins· Club in make-up and hairdressing, flower arranging, 
craft demonstrations, social and musical evenings to raise money for chapel funds, and for 
several years the Good Companions joined the girls in preparing a fish and chip supper for 
one hundred people including seventy members of Brownhills and District Fellowship for 
Physically Handicapped. 

It was a wonderful evening. Clayhanger Lane was alive with cars and ambulances bringing 
the handicapped. First we would take them into the chapel for a musical evening given by 
our church choir. trained by my brother David who would be conducting, and the Minister 
would preside. While all this was going on I would book the local fish and chip van to stand 
outside and cook the fish and chips. When the entertainment was over, the girls would help 
take the handicapped into the hut where the tables would be laid and the Good Companions 
would be running to and from the van with cardboard plates of fish and chips. This effort cost 
over £100, which I raised from raffles and selling nearly-new clothes. My mother hated all 
the clutter I had in our spare bedroom, but I raised hundreds of pounds for my church and I 
am still selling things today. 1997. In my bedroom I have a big box of children's clothes and 
shoes, in my Ali-Baba basket I have stuff I have begged for our White Elephant Stall and 
Fancy Goods Stall at chapel in two week's time and I also have two rolls of satin in the 
corner. 

Looking back, I realise how God has blessed me all my life with loving care and deep 
friendship from the many people I have met over the years. When I am confined to a 
wheelchair, every joint in my body locked and deformed and I am completely dependent on 
others, it proves money does not buy happiness, and material things are often a rope round 
the neck of people who take out big loans of money to pay for their wants. 

Being in a Nursing Home with young girls from sixteen onwards, I realise how people's sense 
of values have changed, how good manners and respect for elderly people have changed, 
how they all resent discipline in any form. I am also shocked at the bad language these 
young girls use, and many are heavy smokers. I am the only one in this Home who goes to 
church, some are too poorly or too old, others are in a routine and can't be bothered. My file 
is so full, I have no time to think or dwell on those years of intense suffering, I have no 
resentment or bit1erness in my heart, I have learnt a lot from life and hope my anchor will 
hold in the storms of life, because it is fastened to the rock of God. 
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I remember how tenderly the Good Companions lifted me into the coach when the driver was 
too nervous to lift me, how they sat by me and held me so I would not fall off the seat and 
how they pushed me round the factory to see as much as I could. I remember writing for 
permission to visit the Brierley Hill Crystal Works, I always explained I was in a wheelchair 
and would be happy to go where they gave me permission. It was a wonder1ul experience. 
First I went into a dark kiln with a red-hot furnace burning. Two men stripped to the waist 
were blowing down long pipes, twisting and twertling and twirling the liquid on the end into 
beautiful shapes and thrusting these pipes into the red-hot furnace. II was too hot to stay too 
long by this furnace. so the guide asked us to follow him for refreshments. 

He took mother and me into the office where lovely refreshments on a tray waited for us as 
the buffet was upstairs and one had to climb up old and rickety steps like those we used to 
climb up to the loft in my grandfather's Rickyard on the farm. When we had finished our 
refreshments and were talking to the secretary, two big burly men appeared, took me outside 
in my wheelchair and the next thing I knew they were carrying me in my wheelchair up these 
shaky steps, with mother struggling behind us. We went into a long room like a shed • our 
ladies had just finished their refreshments and the guide was waiting to take us round the 
Museum. The beauty of all this crystal glass displayed on long shelves in different sections 
was breathtaking. In each section were samples of beautiful goblets. wine glasses etc. that 
had been supplied to various Heads of State all over the world. 

One of the guides asked Violet to take me over to another section, he said he had something 
very special to show me. He lifted this beautiful bowl, all decorated and inscribed. He said it 
was the original Loving Cup that our Queen had chosen for design and beauty to have made 
for Her Majesty to present to each country on her tour of all the Commonwealth countries she 
visited that year. Then he held ii to [my) lips with the two handles, and asked me lo kiss it 

When the tour was over and everybody had descended these dangerous steps safely, we 
made our way to the coach, all tired but happy after a most wonder1ul day. Just as they had 
carried me up in the coach and put me safely in my [seat?), we heard people shouting "Stop, 
stop" and a man climbed up the steps into the coach and put a parcel on my lap. When one 
of our Good Companions opened it, it was two lovely graceful crystal swans, which I 
treasured until I had to come into this Home, when I gave them to an old Club girt. 

Such lovely things have happened to me that have enriched my life and made up for all I 
have missed in other ways. None of them needed money to buy - things like caring people, 
friendship, the beauty of nature and the presence of the Holy Spirit which gives me that inner 
peace that the world and material things cannot give. 

I also went with the Ladies Good Companions to Wedgwood's, Royal Worcester China, 
Brinton's Carpet Factory. Elk's Biscuit Factory and many others. I remember arranging a 
long weekend for sixteen Good Companions at the Osborne Hotel in London and the fun they 
had, they said it was like being in the Girls' Club again. 

All my work was done with will-power. I often felt very tired and exhausted, everything I do is 
a great effort but I will never give in. This group soon became very popular and after several 
requests, we mada it an open club and several very good and sincere women joined. One of 
these women came from Leicestershire, she married a Brownhills man, lived in the High 
Street and had a two-year-old son. Her name was Betty Rigby and she became my assistant 
organising secretary, and what a great help she was to me and a very good friend. 

We knew my father would not be with us much longer, we were having sleepless nights, 
mother was looking very weary and tired, doctor was coming in every morning before going 
to his surgery, and on the Monday morning of October 12th, he asked mother to send for the 
family, as he would not last the day. Will Smith took me to Wains for the day, where Dorothy 
and Fred surrounded me with loving care. During the late afternoon, the Minister came to tell 
me my father had been ·called to higher servic·e". My first thought was for my mother. The 
doctor had sedated her, and Phyllis had persuaded her to lie on the bed for an hour, for she 
had had no real sleep for weeks. 
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My parents had been married for over fifty years. They had been very happy and created a 
good Christian home to bring us four children up in. They taught us how to behave and 
respect our elders, how to be honest and obedient - we were disciplined and punished for bad 
behaviour. 

All children in those days feared their parents, teachers, police and all those in authority. Not 
like children today. who rule their homes and if they attempt to give them a good hiding, the 
children can go to the police and report them, and we can see the result - people are terrified 
to stay in their homes (or] walk in the street because of muggers, burglars robbing and killing 
innocent people. and the police have to carry tear gas to protect themselves from gangs. 
Now the Government are getting anxious at the rise in crime, but nothing wiU cure [ it] until 
parents bring back discipline and send their children to Sunday School where they can learn 
to build [their] lives on a Christian foundation. 

My family came round later to give me their support and I agreed to stay overnight with 
Dorothy, and she would take me next morning to see my mother. In those days neighbours 
laid the body out and went into the garden to dig a big piece of turf to put under the bed to 
absorb all the smells until the undertaker came two days before the funeral to put him into 
the coffin. In those days it was most important to have your laying-out clothes put away in a 
special place. I did not want to see my father so I cannot describe his laying-out clothes, but 
I did see my mother's. It was a long wMe linen chemise beautifully made and trimmed with 
rows and rows of tucks and lovely lace and long wMe cashmere stockings - she kept them in 
a big tin trunk in the bedroom. 

My mother was born in 1883 and I loved to listen to her stories about life in those days. She 
said when you were forty years of age, you were looked upon as old and wore a bonnet and 
cape. I remember the lovely bonnets my Grandma James used to wear, the capes were 
always black and trimmed with heavy lace and frills, the bonnets tied beneath the chin with a 
big black bow of ribbon, and were trimmed with lovely beads, flowers or feathers. 

I could see with all the visitors that were calling from the various churches and the many 
relatives, my mother at seventy years of age was under a big strain, and I decided to stay 
with the Wains until the morning of the funeral, which I wanted to share with my family. I 
stayed by the gate until the funeral cortege had moved and then went to stay with Mr and Mrs 
Oaks, two charming neighbours who lived two doors away from us, and then joined my family 
and relatives in a packed house while our two neighbours, Mrs Perry and Mrs James served 
the food from the buffet in the hall. 

Phyllis and Gordon had left Judith with friends and after the memorial service in the chapel 
he had loved and worked for [for) nearly seventy years, a crowd of friends and relatives went 
back to our home and after a good talk and refreshments served by my two sisters, Gordon 
put me in the car with mother and Phyllis, and took us with them back to their home in Birstall 
in Leicestershire. 

They both wanted us to live with them. Judith was going to boarding school in Oswestry, and 
Phyllis was teaching. I talked with mother when we were on our own and she assured me 
with all the help we.would get she would cope with me on her own. I did not want to leave 
Brownhills, I loved my church, my Girts' Club and Good Companions, my mother's life was 
caring for me and her home and garden, so she thanked them and said she wanted to go 
home. 

When we returned home, ii was so silent and empty, but when mother went into the dining 
room where my father had died, it had been transformed. Will and David had re-papered the 
walls, Violet and Hilda had changed the curtains and stripped and made up the twin beds for 
mother and me. Mother just sat down and sobbed. It was the first time I had seen her cry 
since she howled when she had the letter from Australia over twenty years ago to say her 
brother Frank had been killed by a fallen tree on his farm in Wracknabeal and left a young 
widow and five small children. 
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When mother and I were left on our own, I did not like it during the night, but neither of us 
wanted to give up our home and I decided to put myself in God's hands, and take each day 
as it came and we coped quite well. I did not like to leave her on her own while (I went] to 
Girts' Club and she often would walk part of the way to meet me, but after a while I 
persuaded her to join our Ladies Good Companions, and she stayed until she was eighty, 
going on all the coach outings etc., but she was not a good mixer and I knew all those years 
she had spent caring for me, shut away from people and the outside world had left its scar, 
and I must help her all I could. I remember one night as we sat chatting by a big coal fire 
with the doors bolted and locked, she said "Gwen, your father and I often prayed to ask God 
to take you out of your terrible suffering and I am so glad He never answered our prayers, for 
you are a great comfort to me now I am getting older''. 

I must tell you we had a little Manchester Terrier dog, we had had him nine years when my 
father died. He was a good watch-dog and so faithful to mother and me and we loved him 
dearly. We were never lonely during the day. The home help came every morning for six 
days from nine a.m. to 12 a.m. I had all the committee meetings at our house during the 
evenings and different people popping in and out to chat to me about things we were 
planning for Girts' Club and chapel. 

You will be wondering what had happened to my Auntie Flo who bought our house in Pelsall 
Road when my grandfather died in 1937 and raised our rent to ten shillings a week and we 
moved to Lichfield Road, Brownhills. She bought Wains at the same time as she bought 
ours, and after the war she had it altered into a bungalow and retired as a children's' nurse 
and came to live in PelsaJI Road. We had not seen her for about twelve years but how lonely 
she was and she had not a friend in the world. I would not like to describe in detail how mean 
and selfish she was and how she spent her time visiting her relatives to save the coal, and 
was often there for a meal. She had one sister she had always been very close to and went 
every day to see her, but her husband was retired and resented this intrusion, but his wife 
made it clear that Auntie Flo was her sister and she would always welcome her. 

My mother's youngest sister, Edith, who caused so much jealousy in the family when 
grandfather lived with her, had tried with her husband to run the chapel after my father died. 
She hated Good CofT4)3Jlions because it was popular and a big asset to the chapel and she 
decided to start a Ladies' Guild. We always supported their efforts and it was at one of their 
functions mother and I met Auntie Ao. Apparently she needed to keep friends with her sister 
Edith as she was so lonely and needed somewhere to visit, so could not refuse when she was 
asked to join the Ladies' Guild. 

She came over and asked me how I was and when my mother came to push me home, she 
took over my wheelchair and said to mother she would push me as far as Brownhills Bridge. 
We chatted normally and when she left us. mother and I realised how lonely she was and 
how much she needed a friend and we felt so sorry for her, and all the bitterness we felt 
about her all those years ago had gone. 

Two days later, we heard the knocker, and there stood Auntie Ao with a bag of apples. 
looking very humble and a little nervous. She said she had been to visit Tan (her favourite 
sister, Harriet Ann) and she had asked her to leave this fruit. Mother invited her in. We 
could tell how suipriSed she was to see the lovely hall entrance, and when mother brought 
her into the lounge with a big coal fire blazing in the grate and big cosy arm-chairs and my 
settee, she was pleased when mother invited her to take her coat off and sit by the fire with 
my father and me and stay to tea. It was dark when she went, but she would not pay to go on 
the bus. 

She had let Netherfield to some very dubious tenants next door and did not know until it was 
too late. They tried to get into her one night, but she had her hall and bedroom doors locked 
and bolted. When she went into the kitchen next morning, the window was wide open and 
the milk money had gone. 

After my father died she spent a lot of time with mother and me. I was pleased she would 
stay with mother while I went to Girls' Club. If it was dark or raining, she would stay the night. 
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She joined the Good Companions and enjoyed every minute of it and stayed until she 
developed cancer and died aged sixty-seven. She left me £50. All the other nieces were left 
something out of her home • my sister Phyllis the brass, my mother was left an arm-<:hair 
which still had its wrapping on, David had a gold sovereign and Vi had a walnut tea trolley. 
All the rest was left to Auntie Tan. 

Auntie Tan was a very reserved woman and very small-minded, but her intentions were 
good. She and her husband Roland bought their house and an acre of ground in 1920 and 
during the 1921 strike, paid my father and Uncle Percy to dig the ground to bring a little 
money in those hard times. She had a daughter, who died in a diabetic coma at the age of 
thirty-six, leaving a two-year-old son, which Auntie reared. She lost her husband in his early 
seventies and her only son died with cancer aged fifty. Her grandson, whom she did so 
much for and spent so much money on, turned out to be a heartache and a big 
disappointment. He had no time for his grandma and she died alone, aged ninety. in Ivy 
House, which used to be a workhouse. 

I was so busy organising for the girts. Several had left to be married and joined our Ladies 
Good Companions. I had watched them grow up from children, and helped in many ways • 
writing out references when they went for a job and warning them against making wrong 
decisions. They spent hours with me in my home, many are in their seventies today and still 
visit and write to me. 

For the past four years after my father died. I did not stay with my sister in Birstall unless my 
mother came with me. and we had to take the dog. She was seventy-five years of age in 
1957 and I was forty-nine. She relied on me more and more and I often felt alone and 
nervous. We had no neighbours like Wains. who came every morning to see if we were 
alright or needed help. Little did we know big changes were to take place in our lives over 
the next two years, which solved all the problems for my mother and me. 

Just before Christmas, Will Smith had been complaining of heartburn and finding it difficult to 
swallow. He went to the docto(s and they discovered he had cancer of the lung. He became 
very tired and often came round to Gomershay to rest away from the pressures of the shop, 
and mother gave him hot milk and a drop of whiskey. 

Then in January 1957, I became very ill with pneumonia, and needed my mother to nurse me 
day and night, as Phyllis was teaching and Violet had the shop and David had problems with 
Hilda. who had developed a most terrible cough. The night I had reached crisis point, I was 
alone with mother. Doctor came, he told mother he was giving me this white tablet and if I 
did not respond to this, he could do no more, and he came in very early next morning and 
after examining my chest said the news was good and I had [made) the turn for the better. 

All through those weeks I just lay in a kind of trance, waiting for God's decision and prepared 
for whatever it was. Phyllis and Gordon were with Violet waiting at the hospital for Will to 
come out of the theatre, where he was going through major surgery to remove ribs etc .. but 
he died on the operating table, aged fifty-seven. 

Phyllis stayed with Violet for two weeks until the funeral was over, and she was getting over 
the shock. Mother wanted her to stay with us at night, but she had a very good guard-dog, 
but she spent all day Sunday with my mother and me. We went to chapel every Sunday, 
weather pennitting, but it was getting too much for my mother to walk a mile there and back. 

Violet had a strong will of her own, and was detennined to pass her driving test instead of 
paying others to take her out. She failed her first test and passed her second. She took 
mother and me out a lot and to visit Phyllis and Gordon at Birstall and to our cousin's, Grace 
Ray at Hednesford • my fathe(s niece. who also came often for the day with mother and me, 
and a weekend with Violet, she was a widow who had a very hard life. She was the 
illegitimate child of my father's eldest sister Sarah, unloved and unwanted, and was farmed 
out to a woman in Manchester. When my fathe(s eldest brother John heard this news. he 
set off from Brownhills to find her, and returned with a poor little urchin, riddled with rickets 
and unable to walk. My Uncle John was a miner with four sons and a daughter. living in a 
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two bedroomed house wtth very little money going in, but cared for Grace like one of their 
own. 

She grew up to be a woman of high principles and of good heart. She went into service at 
thirteen years of age wtth a good family in Hednesford who had a good business. She was 
sent to Sunday School, she became a Sunday School teacher and met Fred Ray, who was 
badly shell-shocked in the First World War and was as simple as a child, but they were like 
two orphans in a storm. They lived in an old terrace house, which she scrubbed and polished 
and treasured everything in tt. She was a widow qutte young, she could not read or write 
very well, and we admired her how she worked in the canteen nights during the last war at a 
factory in Birmingham on her crippled feet, caused by neglect and cruelty as a ltttle child. 

I wrote to her every week and helped her all I could to make up for the very hard life she had 
had. She was very fond of me because I was a good listener and loved to spend Sunday 
wtth mother, Violet and me. Then Violet would take her home in the car after chapel, it was 
so much better than waiting for buses. Violet was fifty-three when Will died and fifty-five 
when she passed her driving [test]. She was still driving when she died aged eighty-two, and 
had never had an accident. 

In 1958 the Gins' Club celebrated tts twenty-fifth birthday in Brownhills Memorial Hall with 
another lovely supper dance. This time all the Good Companions joined us and we were just 
one big happy family. They presented me wtth a beautiful rhinestone broach for all the hard 
work I had done, but without Will Smtth it was not the same. He was such a part of chapel 
and the Girts' Club. We called his van the Gospel Chariot for he was always running about 
fetching this and that. Mother and I missed him a lot, we could not afford to have a phone in 
and tt was difficult to get help. 

After six years as paid leader of Heath End Youth Club, David had to do a two year course at 
college. The allowance was £4 a week, but wtth young David at King Edward's Grammar 
School he had to leave Heath End Youth Club and go back to the factory and do the work he 
was trained for • welding. This meant he could not pop in and out during the day to check on 
mother and me. 

Hilda also went back to the leather factory to help educate young David. Around this time 
the council commandeered all the land in Pelsall Road from the Jolly Collier pub to High 
Bridges as an Industrial Site. All the houses, including the five that once belonged to my 
grandfather and the one I had lived in since the age of four wtth my parents, two sisters and 
only brother, and where I walked until I was thirteen years of age, were all knocked down and 
factories built. The council also commandeered Coppice Side, and the Big House Farm, Bug 
Row, the cottages and Coppice Side Farm, where my grandparents and family once lived 
were also bulldozed to the ground and replaced wtth factory untts, including Strumecs 
Engineering, where David worked until he retired in the 1970's. 

Mrs Arblaster had lost her only daughter, Dorothy, and went to live wtth a friend in an old 
peoples' bungalow. Hilda and David went to live in a three-bedroomed council house on the 
Hussey Estate just off Pelsall Road nearer to Brownhills. It was in a lovely position wtth a big 
rose garden in frol)t and Birch Coppice at the back. David put a gate in the garden hedge so 
he could let the dog into the wood and he could enjoy the wild life, including the squirrels and 
jays. This house was only five minutes walk from chapel. Mother and I missed Will and 
David popping in during the day and I hated being alone at night and it was getting to be a 
real effort for me to be pushed to and from chapel in all weathers, but God supplies our 
needs and not our wants, and this is what He did for mother and me. 

One lovely summer evening in 1958, Violet and I were sauntering back home from the 
Sunday evening service, looking at the gardens and houses. When we got to the residential 
part of Pelsall Road, just past the doctofs lovely old house were five detached villas built in 
1936. As we stopped to admire [them] Violet said "Will and I always said we would love to 
live in one of these villas when we retired". When we got to the last but one, named 
"Sherwood" - number 54 - there was a "For Sale" notice in the front garden, and Mr Rhead, 
whom we knew very well being a Methodist and a great chapel worker in the Brownhills 
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Circuit like us, was standing by the hall door and came down to talk to us. and my sister told 
him how much she would love his house if she was ready to retire. As they chatted I felt in a 
dream begging and asking God to make it possible for mother and me to live in Pelsall Road, 
which was only five minutes walk from chapel, just four doors away from my mother's 
youngest brother Norman and his wile, and just a few minutes from my brother David, also 
we would be surrounded by girls from the Girls' Club and chapel friends. 

Next day. mother and I were sitting in the kitchen after lunch chatting when we saw Violet 
pass the window and open the back door. She said she cculd not stay long because of the 
shop, but she wanted to know if she bought Rhead's house, would mother and me go and live 
in it until she was ready to retire and come to live with us and help to look after me. Before 
mother could speak, I said "Oh, yes" and said how nervous at night I was to be alone with 
mother aged seventy-six. The dog had died from old age and our neighbours were old and 
very unsociable. She phoned Phyllis and had a chat with David and both agreed it was the 
best thing that could ever [have] happened, and on November 22nd, 1958 mother and I 
moved to Sherwood in Pelsall Road. and stayed for twenty-seven years. 

Violet spent a lot of money on this house. She had the dining room extended to seventeen 
feet, with a floor to ceiling window with trench doors that opened on to a patio, beautiful stone 
fireplaces in lounge and dining room. The kitchen was quite big with a coal fireplace, she 
had it all modernised, fitted with cupboards etc. and a fireplace with oven over the top that 
mother loved to cook in. She had all the drive tarmac-ed and the old wooden garage 
replaced by a large brick built one adjoining the house, and indoor toilet. She had the long 
private garden lawned with rose gardens. shrubbery and herbaceous borders. Near the patio 
was a big old rowan tree and at the bottom of the garden was a very old sycamore tree, the 
branches stretched the whole width of the garden. Both trees were over one hundred years 
old, and had preservation orders on. They gave us ample shade and were a sanctuary for 
the birds. 

Once mother and I were settled in we were never on our own. Uncle Norman was Chief 
Personnel Officer at Streetly Works, his wife Jessie did not believe in routine and I found her 
good company and a very interesting person. Her family came from London. her father was 
a trench polisher and got the job he saw advertised for a first-class trench polisher to do the 
floor in Walsall Town Hall. He was a red-hot Communist and had a big influence on Jessie's 
early life. She was the first one to deliver the Communist Paper in Walsall. She did not 
believe in set meal times, so the first thing Uncle Norman did when he parked his car was to 
stroll up to our house, get into a comfortable armchair in our lounge with a cup of tea and 
relax. 

David had been working at Bisens near Lichfield after leaving Youth Work but soon after we 
moved into Pelsall Road. he left and got a job as foreman at Strumecs Engineering on the 
Coppice Side Industrial Estate. He bought a car and passed his driving test first time. 

Soon after mother's seventy-sixth birthday, her knee gave way and she oould not lift or carry 
me anymore. Phyllis came over to sort things out. She booked Mrs David, a very good 
woman we knew well, to come in every morning at 7.30 to get me up, wash and dress me 
and put me in my wheelchair, and again at two thirty every afternoon to put me on my bed 
and for the next twenty-odd years David called from work to put me in my wheelchair and 
again at ten thirty at night or anytime we needed him. 
When mother and me moved into Sherwood, an old lady aged ninety lived alone next door 
and she was very poorly and after Christmas 1958 she went to live with her son at Dover and 
the house went up for sale. The new owners came to live in it at Eastertime. Mrs Hardwick, 
her unmarried son and daughter were complete strangers to us, but after a few smiles and 
cheery words over the garden hedge, we soon became close friends and very good 
neighbours. Harold, the son, put a neighbours gate in the hedge near our trench window so 
the daughter Gladys could pop round to chat or to see if mother and I were alright. Gladys 
was the most caring and unselfish girl one could meet. She was born with a polio leg. For 
several years she wore callipers and then went into hospital for twelve months to have her 
leg and knee stiffened, which made her walk with a terrible limp. Like me she was severely 
handicapped and knew what suffering was. 
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She trained to be a hairdresser. The council gave her permission to use their garage as a 
hairdressing salon, and from then on it never cost me a penny to have my hair permed or 
washed until she retired. Every Monday morning she came for my washing and she would 
never allow mother to cut my toe nails. I could always stay with Gladys and her mother when 
the home help did not come so mother could go out shopping and Gladys knitted nice warm 
woollies etc. Again, God had answered my prayers. I felt so secure and surrounded by 
loving care. It was only five minutes walk to chapel and I had no problem to get to 
everything at chapel, including Girls' Club and Ladies Good Companions. 

On June 3rd 1959, I celebrated my fiftieth birthday with a lovely party with my family and 
friends. It was a beautiful day, so we had a buffet in the dining room and people wandered 
into the garden to sit under the rowan tree in the shade and the garden gate was open for 
Hardwicks to join us for drinks. My special guest was my cousin Rossie from Streetly. I was 
one day older than she was and we had celebrated our birthdays since we were fourteen 
years of age. She was very small and always seemed sad and lonely and afraid to talk. She 
was adopted by my mother's brother Hyla after he and his wife lost three little boys one after 
another. Uncle Hyla loved her in a strange way but, according to mother, his wife never 
wanted her and when eventually they had a daughter, Rossie was a nursemaid and very 
unhappy. All mother's family felt very sorry for her and gave her their full support. 

Uncle Hyla was the King of Snobs. He had a butcher's shop all through the First World War 
in West Bromwich, and he became a very rich man, retired at forty years of age, invested in 
buying up as much land in Streetly that he could get, then built and sold property. He built a 
nice house for he and his family. He had stables and rode on horseback around Streetly like 
the Squire. He bought Flossie a horse and had her taught to ride and jump. She loved this 
horse, but when she did not win in the show· jumping, he was furious and sold it next day. 
Rossie grieved so much for this horse she had a nervous breakdown and lost a lot of weight. 
Her father was so pompous • mother said he was only fifteen months older than she was aoo 
they were very close, but money ruined him. 

He told her he was disgusted his five sisters married a miner, he said you should look up to 
your betters, you can stoop down and pick nothing up anyday. One day as we were sitting in 
our small kitchen, we heard somebody tapping on our front window. Phyllis ran round to see 
who it was and came back to say Uncle Hyla was sitting in his pony and trap knocking the 
window with the whip and said he wanted to speak to mother. Mother was furious and told 
Phyllis to go and tell him if he wanted to speak to her. he must come into the house as she 
never ran after anybody. When he came in I was sitting by a big fire wrapped in blankets 
very ill and Phyllis was doing her homework. He went to her and patted her on the head and 
said to mother "She is a pretty kid" and gave her sixpence and did not speak to me · I shall 
never forget how it hurt. 

He was very fond of Phyllis because she went to the Friary, mixed with the upper class and 
were great friends with the Bagbys and rode out in their Daimler driven by Lakin, the 
chauffeur. When Phyllis was doing her Finals at Lichfield Friary, she had to do a paper on 
King Charles and Boscobel. She wrote to Uncle Hyla to ask if he would take her to Codsall 
to study the famous tree, and he invited her to stay the week with him. 

At nineteen years of age, an attractive, confident and well-spoken young lady, Phyllis treated 
him as she expected a gentleman should be treated with his kind of ego, and he found he 
had met his match. All went well [until) towards the end of the week, when Phyllis ran 
downstairs and tripped over the hall carpet. Uncle Hyla stood in the hall and said "Well of 
course. miners' daughters are not used to carpets". She turned on him and said ·one thing 
my home is full of (is) love and happiness, not like yours, a cold and unhappy place. I am 
loved and wanted by my parents, not like Rossie who is too scared of you to speak", and she 
put her clothes on and got the bus home. 

Like the parable of the man in the Holy Book who built his house on sand and the wind and 
rain destroyed it, Uncle Hyla's marriage broke up and his wife and daughter went to live in 
Blackpool. He begged of Rossie to stay with him and he would make her the richest lady in 
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Streetly, but Flossie said her mother needed her and she went to Blackpool with her. We 
wrote to each other every week and when her mother gave her consent to come for a 
fortnight to stay with me for our fiftieth birthday, my family were delighted and we gave her 
all we could of our loving care. Violet took us to Milford for a picnic and she took Flossie to 
Birmingham to see the shops etc. We always let Uncle Hyla know when Flossie was coming 
to stay and he would meet her in secret at Auntie Carrie's and gave her £5. He was a very 
lonely man, all his sisters disowned him because he had committed adultery. He loved 
Flossie and begged of her to go and stay with him, but Flossie could not leave her sick 
mother. 

They were very poor. Flossie worl<ed for a time looking after a little boy, then she worked 
making rock and then worl<ed in a jewellery shop, and the last job to earn a little money was 
taking a string of horses cantering every morning along the beach. Her mother was a 
hypochondriac, had to be treated like an invalid and the only one to do that was Flossie. 

To cut a very long story short, Uncle Hyla died a lonely man in his sixties, repented all he 
had done to his family and left all his money to his wife and daughter, and treated Floss as 
his own daughter and left her the same amount. At last she was a lady of independent 
means and could speak up for herself. Her mother spent the last four years in bed. Flossie 
looked after her day and night, her mother realised towards her end the value of Flossie and 
she left her the house for life, property and her money. This caused a lot of bad feeling with 
her sister and when Flossie died she had not spoken or visited her for many years. Flossie 
was a good friend to me. When she bought a mink coat, she bought me a lovely fur cape, 
which I wear today. We shared our eightieth birthday together and the last eight months of 
her life, when she was stone deaf and confused, she spent with me in a Residential Home in 
Brownhills, where I could speak up for her and protect her with my tongue from any injustice. 

One morning at the beginning of 1961 . as mother and I sat chatting by a big coal fire in the 
kitchen, we heard come through the letter-box a large official-looking envelope addressed to 
me. When she opened it and passed it to me, it was an invitation from the National 
Association of Girls' Clubs, inviting me to a banquet at St. James' Palace in the presence of 
Queen Elizabeth, the Queen Mother to celebrate their Golden Jubilee. 

In the letter enclosed from Miss Shipp, secretary, who I had met several times when she 
visited our Club to sit and assess re grants and other help available, she said they would be 
delighted if I could accept this invitation in appreciation of all the work I had done for nearly 
thirty years. They would send the Red Cross to fetch me in one of their ambulances, and two 
nurses to look after me. I had never been to London and never went anywhere without my 
family, who knew how to lift and turn my body according to how it was pulled and locked. I 
wrote to Miss Shipp and explained everything and was thrilled to receive a reply and an 
invitation for one escort. Phyllis and Gordon took me on this exciting journey - the M1 had 
just been opened, and I had the thrill of speeding on it at 80 m.p.h. 

I can remember that day as if it was yesterday. Phyllis and I took our suits and hats with [us]. 
I had a navy and white dress with short coat to match, white straw hat and had my gloves on 
my lap as my hands were too crippled to get them on. Phyllis had a very smart silk suit and 
a hat to match. Y"hen we pulled up in front of the Devonshire Club Headquarters of the 
National Association of Girls' Clubs, taxis were bringing people from all the commonwealth 
countries to this Club. Phyllis and Gordon set up my new blue wheelchair, put me in it and 
as they were wondering how to negotiate the six big steps up to the front door, six big Boy 
Scouts appeared and hoisted me up into the hall. 

Miss Shipp met us and took us to a lovely room reserved specially for us. A cold buffet was 
all set out, a settee for me to lie on and a private toilet. After a nice meal and a good rest, 
Phyllis changed me into my suit etc., and then dressed herself ready. When Gordon pushed 
me into the hall, the Scouts were waiting to carry me down the steps to the car which had a 
big sticker across the front saying "To St James' Palace·. As soon as I was tied safely in the 
car, the cavalcade of cars set off with a police escort. It was like a dream - I could not 
believe all this was happening to me. 
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After Gordon and a policeman had set up my wheelchair and Phyllis had made me safe and 
comfortable in it, she took me into the Palace and Gordon set off to entertain himself for 
three hours. When we got to the foot of the Grand Staircase. the Scouts appeared and 
carried me to the top where Lady Alexandra met us and took us to be received by the 
Duchess of Bucclough, who wore the most beautiful hat, and Sir John Hunt, whose hair was 
waved from front to back, and after this Lady Alexandra took us a tour of the Throne Room, 
Picture Gallery etc., and then to the long room overlooking the Mall, and put me by a window 
where I could see all the comings and goings. 

Everybody invited were instructed to wear a hat and gloves in the presence of Queen 
Elizabeth the Queen Mother. My sister and I were well entertained watching the assortment 
of beautiful hats and dresses and everybody practising the correct way to curtsy. We knew 
the moment the Queen Mother had left Clarence House to walk through the gardens to St 
James' Palace. A deadly silence swept over the long room, and all eyes were on the door. I 
was trembling and so nervous, but when she walked in she looked so smiling and lovely I 
soon became relaxed. 

Her Majesty wore a lilac coloured dress with a lace coat to match, a gorgeous hat and 
parasol in the same shade of lilac. Her Lady-in-waiting was the Duchess of Northumberland 
who wore a lovely shade of blue, and trotting beside the Queen Mother was a little corgie. 
Everybody stood in a big circle, and each one curtsied as Her Majesty walked past. A 
member of the National Association of Girls' Clubs accompanied the Queen Mother and 
introduced in turn those Youth Leaders to be presented for outstanding service to youth. As 
each leader was presented to the Queen Mother, she shook hands with them and chatted 
about youth work and the area they worked in etc. 

Then the group moved and when they stopped in from of me and called my name, I nearly 
passed out, but Her Majesty touched my hands and gave me a lovely smile and I was soon 
at ease. She asked me if I had had a good journey, which Club I came from, said she had 
never heard of Clayhanger but knew Birmingham very well. Her Lady-in-waiting knelt beside 
me when the Queen Mother moved on, she admired my suit and how it matched the colour 
of my wheelchair. While all this was going on Phyllis stood behind me and did all the 
necessary curtsying. 

When this ceremony was over, the butlers started serving the food from the buffet, which 
was all set out in silver tableware. By now f was feeling very tired and anxious to go home to 
my mother, but when the Scouts had carried me down the stairs where Gordon was waiting 
for us, Phyllis insisted they took me down the Mall to see Buckingham Palace, Marlborough 
House and Clarence House. 

When once again I was lifted and strapped into the car and we set off, as I thought, for home, 
but Phyllis said I had to cross London Bridge before I left London, so we made another detour 
and then went off to get on the M1, and after travelling for two hours we arrived home where 
mother was waiting to attend to me and put me to bed very exhausted, but with a mind over
active from all I had seen and done. That was my first and last visit to London and I 
remember it as though it were yesterday. 
Three more things in my life in the early 1960s. One night as I sat in the hut watching and 
chatting to the girls, I heard somebody knocking the door, which I always kept locked when I 
was alone, for there was not a house in sight in Clayhanger Lane and it was so lonely. I 
asked one of the girls to peep through the curtains and when she said it was a boy from the 
Sunday School, I said I would see him. I knew Sid Snape - his sister Ruth was in the Girls' 
Club, and his mother was in the Good Companions. Sid was twelve years of age and he 
begged of me to let him stay, he said he had nowhere to go and it was dark and cold outside. 

I gave way and he sat by the fire watching the girls play table-tennis. Others were making 
tea etc., and some were dancing and listening to records. He chatted to me and the next 
week he appeared with two of his mates begging to come in, and that was the beginning of a 
Mixed Club. I loved working with them and found them easier to discipline than girls, and 
they were so kind and helpful to me. I got some of them to go to Capel Curig in North Wales 
several weekends on a course organised by the Staffordshire Service of Youth. We had 
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such fun, they loved charades and miming. The girls would do a mock fashion show, 
dressed in their mothers' clothes and we would make a cat-walk with the chapel benches. 
The boys dressed up like the Beatles and mimed to their records. Some of them were 
eighteen years of age. 

For the chapel Christmas Bazaar we always did the trimmings with the girls, I would (get) odd 
rolls of wallpaper, tinsel and crepe paper and get them to cut stars etc. out and glue them on 
to the wallpaper and hanging them in front of the trestle tables, they looked very attractive. I 
would book a teacher for several weeks to show them how to make Christmas table 
decorations for our stall, and they were as enthusiastic as the girls and loved serving on the 
stall and helping. 

One thing they really enjoyed helping (with was] when we entertained the members of 
Brownhills District Fellowship for Physically Handicapped once a year to a fish and chip 
supper in the hut. I can see them now meeting the ambulances and wheeling the 
wheelchairs into the hut. I always [made) a rota for washing-up etc. 

They loved to come to my home and sit in the lounge and talk to me. I like to think I had a 
little influence on their lives - they certainly treat me with great respect when they meet me in 
the street. What has happened to that side of youth today? They have no respect for others 
and I would be terrified today to meet any of them I did not know in case they took my bag or 
did any of the cruel things we read about in the newspapers. 

We had not been in Sherwood long before we heard Uncle Alf had received notice from the 
council to move his caravan off the back common on a certain date, as they had 
commandeered it for an industrial [site). Once again he was homeless and nobody would 
give him a home. 

Since mother and me had moved into Pelsall Road, he had spent hours with us, sitting in a 
comfortable armchair in front of a big fire. Mother always feh sorry for him, but she was 
seventy-eight now, and with me to look after was feeling the strain. 

On the night before he had to leave the back common, he came to see us. He was very 
quiet and looked ill, but never spoke. After he had gone, David came to lift me and mother 
said to him "Your Uncle Alf is my brother, and I can1 see him homeless, so I want you to go 
down to the back common in the morning, and if he has nowhere to go, tell [him] to come 
here·. 

At twelve o'clock. David drove into the drive in his car with Uncle Alf, a big black deg and a 
few things in a bag. David said when the council tractor went to pull the caravan out of the 
Kiln, it was rotten and it fell to pieces. When he asked Uncle where he was going, he said he 
would have to go to the farm to live, and sleep in the loft. David asked him to get in the car. 
as mother wanted to see him. It was pathetic to see him look so dejected, mother sent him 
upstairs to bath and change his clothes and when he came downstairs, mother had a nice 
mixed grill and chips waiting for him. When we adjourned into the lounge, he sat in a cosy 
wing chair by a big coal fire and went to sleep. 
Mother could see .Uncle needed caring for, and she did all she could for him to give him a 
home and feel wanted. He had his own bedroom and double bed, she put a hot water bottle 
in the bed every night, did his washing and when he came in from Streetly every night, where 
he worked as a gardener. there was a good hot dinner waiting for him. I heard him say 
"Elsie, your kindness I shall never forget". He loved being with us. but the time came when 
Violet wanted to retire from the shop and move in. She was sixty-two and ready to give up 
work. Uncle Alf made no effort to go, so I wrote to the council, explained the situation to 
them - he had bought a caravan and set up a small-holding thinking he was secure for life, 
and the council had commandeered the land and ordered him off, he can't afford to set 
himself up again, and [it) is the council that should rehouse (him]. 

A few days later, Councillor Sam Breeze met my mother out shopping in Brownhills. He told 
her they had received the daughte(s letter, and Mr Marklew would have a bed·sitter flat in 
High Street, Brownhills. 
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Uncle Alf was not interested. He gave mother and Auntie Jessie £100 to carpet and furnish it 
and he never went near it until David took him and his clothes in the car to live in the flat. It 
was nice and compact, one long living room with his bed at the bottom curtained off, a nice 
tilted carpet on the floor, a big kitchen dining room a bathroom and separate kitchen off an 
entrance hall. At last he had a home of his own and a key to his castle. I often went to see 
him, and his family popped in when they were out shopping. He could see all the comings 
and goings through the big window, and he stayed until he died, aged eighty. 

Violet sold her business at a good [price], spent a lot of money on carpeting the house and 
buying new furniture. My mother had her own bedroom upstairs, and I had a bed settee in 
the dining room. Violet bought her long-haired terrier dog with her, named Suzie. She was a 
very good watch-dog and nobody could do as they liked with her, and she took to me and 
spent hours lying on the settee and was good company as I stayed on my own at night for the 
first time. 

Mother was eighty-one when Violet moved, still very active and did everything for me but 
was ready to hand over the housekeeping and shopping. Mrs Davies helped with the lifting 
of me for eighteen months, then had to give up to look after her sick husband. She was 
sixty-five and ready to retire. We became great friends, she joined our Ladies Good 
Companions with her daughter Iris. an old Club girl and her sister Beatrice with her two 
daughters, Dorothy and Mavis, who were also old Club girls, so I saw a lot of her. 

By now the Government began to do more for the disabled and physically handicapped. 
They provided three wheeler cars and dependants like myself received £1 per week 
Attendance Allowance to pay for someone to help with me. This time we heard of a young 
woman from Clayhanger who wanted a part-time job • both of her daughters were in the Girls' 
Club, and one of her sons had joined when I let boys join. Again God worked in a mysterious 
way. I wrote to the Home Help Supervision and explained my position. I did not want to put 
any extra work or responsibility on my sister as she had worked very hard, and mother and I 
wanted to be independent so Violet was free to enjoy her retirement. 

Mrs Parsley came to see me and agreed for Mrs Edwards from Clayhanger should do two 
hours home help work six days a week as well as wash, dress and lift me into my wheelchair. 
We became good friends and she became a very great help to me with my youth work. One 
problem she solved - Mr Edwards had an old Bedford van and when the weather was too wet 
for me to go to Club, he would come and take me in this van. It had no tail-lift but Harold 
from next door would run round and help Mr Edwards lift me in, and the teenage boys helped 
lift me out. This old van was to play a big part in my life, so were Mr and Mrs Edwards, as I 
will tell you later on. 

One evening as mother and I sat talking, we heard the door bell ring and were surprised to 
see a second cousin, Dorothy James, from Brownhills Red Cross, whose headquarters were 
in the old wooden hut next to Central Schools. She said Brownhills Rotary wanted to form a 
committee to start a club for the physically handicapped, and wondered if I wanted to join, as 
they needed experienced people like me with all the contacts and voluntary work to get it 
established. The first meeting was in Watling Street Schools. Councillor Bernard Blundell, 

' Doctor D. M. Forster, Miss Violet Cliff, Mrs Nancy Rhodes and myself put up a strong fight, 
and after several meetings we had formed Brownhills and District Fellowship for Physically 
Handicapped. We had no transport or premises, but the Rotary used their own cars, and Mr 
Edwards took me in the old Bedford van. 

I persuaded Gladys to the Fellowship. Mrs Edwards went as my escort, and for the next 
three years we held our meetings in different clubs and pubs around the area and Clayhanger 
Methodist Chapel. The fun we had in this old shaky van, Mr Edwards had to come 
everywhere with us, and Gladys had a friend, Bertha, who came with her and the five of us 
went everywhere in this old van. 

I had never been in a pub before. We were brought up to be told a public house was a place 
of wickedness and sin, but I questioned myself and decided "to be a Christian was to be 
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Christ-like" and if Christ could mix amongst "publicans and sinners", so could I. and soon 
found out they were the kindest and most generous people one could ever wish to meet. 
Each place, from Norton Canes, Shelfield, Walsall Wood, Ogley Road Working Men's' Club, 
The Dolric and The Goat etc. provided good entertainment and refreshments. Our chapel 
was the only place of worship that entertained the Fellowship, and for several years we gave 
one hundred people a fish and chip supper in our old wooden hut. 

I teamed a lot about life from all the various people I met, and it brought a lot of interest into 
Gladys' life, who found it difficult to walk very far. Councillor Blundell worked very hard in 
those early years. He invited Leonard Mathews to be our President, and being chairman of 
l.T.V. he got a lot of T.V. stars to come to our fund-raising efforts. I remember Noelle 
Gordon, Amy Turtle, Mr Gettings etc. We had a lovely Charity Ball at Walsall Town Hall. we 
all wore our long dresses, I had a long green dress patterned with lurex. We had beautiful 
hostesses from l.T.V., and Mike Prince, the news presenter, who danced me in my 
wheelchair all round the ballroom. 

For several months I had had nasty attacks of severe pain in my pelvis. I had a very bad 
turn while Phyllis was staying with us. when my doctor came, she really told him about his 
haphazard doctoring and told him she wanted a specialist in to see me before she went back 
home in three days. I was sent to Walsall General Hospital to meet Mr Forest, one of the 
finest specialists in the hospital. f was only three stone and bright gold from head to foot. 
When he saw me he was furious, he said I was too ill to have travelled and he should have 
come out to me. 

My two sisters took me in the car and David followed behind in his car in case I needed help. 
I had to be X-rayed and went into the ward. I remember Mr Forest sitting on my bed telling 
me I only had a fifty-fifty chance. It would be a very difficult operation as I could not lift my 
hands off my stomach and my legs were in a sitting position. He also said he was very sorry 
mother would not sign for me to have the operation, my two sisters and my brother had 
signed. When I said f would sign [as) I could not suffer anymore, he looked at my hands and 
said nothing. I had never been in a hospital before, it was a wonderful experience of the 
presence of the Holy Spirit. I felt so calm and so secure and waited for Him to answer my 
prayers and the prayers of all my family and many friends, ready to accept His plan for me. 

I remember David sitting by my bed the night before my operation, and saying he could not 
visit me the following night, as visitors were not allowed on the night of the operation. Next 
morning the porters took me up on the lilt to the theatre, and I never knew another thing until 
I opened my eyes in the late afternoon and saw my brothe(s face so full of tenderness, 
smiling down at me and saying I had had my operation, all had gone well, and they had 
phoned to say he could come that night to see me. My minister also came and so did 
Dorothy Wain. 

Mr Forest explained to me afterwards they could only take half of my gall-bladder out as I 
was as twisted inside as I was out, and I must take a pinch of Epsom Salts as long as I lived. 
I had three happy weeks in hospital, the Matron allowed me to have a meeting in the board
room with the Club girls and boys, and I had visitors from Good Companions and 
Handicapped. 

In 1968 we opened our owo headquarters for the Brownhills and District Fellowship for 
Physically Handicapped, and called it the Megan Ou Soisson Complex, after a lady who had 
worked so hard in those early days to get the rights of the handicapped heard. It was only an 
R.E.M.A. building, but it gave us years of happiness. David Whitfield was our first chairman 
of the Megan, we have our own bar and have had some lovely parties, entertainments etc., 
and some wonderful voluntary workers. 

After my operation, I was very weak for some time and the doctor said, after working for over 
thirty years in the Youth Club work, I must finish and take things easier. I knew he was right, 
I was fifty-nine years of age. We tried hard to get a leader, but the days of the voluntary 
youth leader was over, they were replaced by paid leaders who did it as a job, and the whole 
of youth work where leaders did it for the love of others has gone completely. I devoted my 
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time to chapel, Ladies Good Companions and the Fellowship for Physically Handicapped, 
and have been rewarded abundantly with friendship and loving care, and ahhough I missed 
my loved ones, I count my blessings and am happy and contented and thank God that 
ahhough I can only use two lingers, I have been able to use them to improve the quality of 
life for olhers. 

Great changes began to take place in Social Services, three-wheeler cars were replace by 
cars, and ambulances with tail-lifts were available to all clubs for handicapped to be picked 
up from their own homes and taken to the Centre and fetched back. That was the end of the 
old Bedford van, but Mr and Mrs Edwards are still good friends. 

Another great help to my family was when Harold from next door volunteered to lift me on 
Saturday and Sunday for David to have the afternoon off, and he did it for over twenty years 
until he died from cancer aged fifty-nine just after his mother had died. Gladys retired and 
her friend Bertha came to live with her, we went to the Centre together and shared many 
happy hours in our homes. Gladys had a sister Edith, wro was also very good to her. When 
Gladys died in 1989, Edith and her husband bought the house, and still live there today. 

Judith went to London University and got her B.Sc. In 1965, when she was twenty-one years 
of age her parents had left Birstall and moved into a large three-bedroom bungalow in 
Queniborough, a pretty Leicestershire village, and we celebrated it with a lovely party. We 
went by coach as Phyllis had invited several old friends from chapel where Judith was 
christened in 1945. She announced her engagement to Ray Gamer from Rothley at this 
party. They were married in 1966 and bought an old villa in Rearsby. Ray had been to 
college and was fully trained in knitwor1< techniques. They had a big spare room, he bought a 
secondhand knitting machine and installed it in this big room and started knitting wehing and 
selling it to the knitwear factories by the yard, and soon had so many orders he gave up his 
job, moved into an old terrace house, bought more up-to-date knitting machines and started 
designing ladies' and men's jumpers. 

His next move was to form his own company. He had a partner, Judith was the auditor and 
book-keeper and they started to employ qualified knitters. They moved into a modem factory 
unit in Syston, and registered their firm "Rayanna Knitwear". They soon moved into the 
business world, Ray was a very sociable and likeable man and keen to do well. He would sit 
and answer my questions on yams, designs, knitting machines etc. 

I was fascinated watching him set up the beautiful designs on the machines and watching all 
the needles picking up the designs. He gave I me] books to read to help me understand 
things. Ray was very good to me, he let me have dozens of jumpers for next to nothing to 
sell for Handicapped and church funds, classed as seconds. I raised a lot of money towards 
our own ambulance, almost £4,000, but unfortunately this had to be used to help us through 
a financial crisis to save the Fellowship from closing. 

Judith and Ray bought a big bungalow in Oadby. They had three sons, but one died at eight 
months. Both sons had a private education. All this came to an end when the Asians 
flooded in to Leicester, started pouring cheap knitwear onto the mar1<et, which they made in 
their own homes. and anywhere derelict they could set up a machine, and all the family 
worked together and lived together, which cut out all the overheads. These Asians dosed 
several knitwear firms. but Ray saw the "red light" and got rid of his business and became 
manager of a knitwear factory that belonged to two Jews that lived in London. He and Judith 
are still happily married. Ray went to college and passed all exams to be a chiropodist, a job 
he still enjoys and he enjoys meeting people. They have been married thirty years. Judith is 
an accountant, they live in a lovely three hundred year old cottage in North Kilworth, which I 
love to visit, and Ray has taken me to see a badger set and the lovely old twelfth century 
church where Ray was a bell-ringer. 

I spent many wonderful happy holidays with Phyllis and Gordon in Birstall. They joined the 
Birstall Methodist Chapel, became involved in all its activities and [made] many friends. 
They took me for miles around the lovely countryside, we would picnic in Chamwood Forest 
and Bradgate Par1<, where they once took me one night to see a pageant on the life of Lady 
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Jane Grey. I remember sitting in the Titt Yard all wrapped up warm watching the soldiers 
carrying flares. My mother would have had a fit if she had known one half the things Phyllis 
expected me to do, she would say "Everything you give up is a little death" or •it takes a lot 
to kill you". There was only fifteen months between us and we were very close, we had talks 
on au aspects of life. she helped me a lot with my thinking and was a great reader like 
myself. With all we had shared as we fought inch by inch to overcome her mental 
breakdown, we learnt a lot about the mind and our spiritual life. 

I remember her first meeting with a psychiatrist. They were having a lot of trouble with a boy 
in school who was stealing everything. Instead of letting my sister punish him by hitting 
where it hurt and making him hang his head in shame, the headmaster called in this 
psychiatrist with his new-tangled ideas. He sat this boy at a table with a pack of cards and 
asked everybody to leave the room for half and hour. When they returned, the boy and the 
cards had vanished. My sister was a disciplinarian, children feared her but greatly respected 
her. I remember her saying if this was the type of spoon-fed treatment the forthcoming 
generation was going to receive for punishment "God help us", for they will be a law unto 
themselves and how true her words have turned out to be. 

It was while I was staying at Birstall during the long summer holidays from school that Ann 
Watson invited Phyllis and Gordon to take me to stay with her and her parents for a fortnight 
in Whitehaven. It had been over twenty years since Phyllis took mother and me to stay, but 
Ann had been over several times to stay with us. Judith did not want to go, so she and her 
friend stayed with mother. We could not go until Gordon had finished in the office and had a 
meal and got me, my wheelchair and cases in the boot. It was a beautiful warm sunny 
evening when we left Birstall at 5 p.m. Phyllis mapped out the route which I shall never 
forget. We went up the A 1 or the Great North Road past Wetherby and Catterick to Scotch 
Comer, where we turned left to travel across the wild and beautiful route over the Pennines, 
rising up to Appleby. Staying outside the pub at 10 p.m. for a break and a drink, my sister 
started to talk to some travellers who told us about the horse fair that had been held in 
Appleby for over one hundred years and the beautiful china on sale by travellers in luxury 
caravans. It is these bits of conversations with strangers along the way that enriches our 
lives and helps us learn about life. 

We set off again for the rest of our journey across the Pennines in the moonlight, looking at 
an isolated farmhouse here and there and the sheep grazing. We also passed some very big 
articulated lorries steering clear of the motorway. We travelled the last part of our journey by 
the coast road to Whitehaven. As soon as I smelt the sea and saw the big lights and ships, I 
knew it was the harbour and we were rising up the hill to St George's Terrace, where the big 
solidly built three storey high house belonging to the Watsons still stood, with the lights all on 
waiting for our arrival. It was just 1 a.m. when Gordon carried me in and lay me on a couch. 
I had been in the car for nine hours without being moved and I was really tired, but when I 
thought of the great adventure before me, I knew it would be worth it all. 
The Watsons were much older now, but nothing was too much trouble - they moved furniture, 
put a single bed in Ann's bedroom next to Phyllis and Gordon's bedroom so Phyllis could pop 
in to me during the night to tum me over. Gordon carried [me) up two flights of stairs every 
night to bed. We had a lovely holiday and with mother not with us (she did not enjoy car 
riding) we went out sight-seeing, picnicking, shopping etc. They never went climbing, but did 
a lot of walking while I stayed with Mr and Mrs Watson. They had a big old dog whom Mr 
Watson adored, it was a big liver and white spaniel. Apparently he always lay full length 
most of the day on the couch and wanted me off it, which Mr Watson tried to make him 
understand and always ended with taking [him] round to the little corner shop for an extra bar 
of chocolate. 

I remember them taking me to church in my new Dolly Varden hat. It was very high church 
and during the service two of the clergy, wearing long robes and hats [were) swinging 
incense. I could not understand what it was all about, it was so far removed from Christ's 
way of life, whose footsteps and teachings we should follow. Also, they read all the prayers 
instead of speaking to God from the heart. I would much rather be in my plain and simple 
little Bethel chapel in Clayhanger Lane singing the old Sankey hymns straight from the heart 
and talking to God as a friend. 
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We went out every day. I remember going to WO!kington, Maryport and a tiny hamlet by the 
sea called Parton to have tea with Ann's aunt and uncle. Phyllis drove Ann's car and Gordon 
drove ours and with having Mr Watson with us to explain the history of these places it was 
most interesting. Also I had my fortnight's pension and Attendance Allowance to spend and 
some I had saved and I could pay my share towards petrol etc. and bring mother, Violet and 
Hilda a present. 

One night they had the map out planning a sight-seeing route around the lakes. Phyllis loved 
map-reading and with Mr Watson's knowledge of every part of the lakes and fells they 
decided on a route that would take a full day. Mr Watson had explained to me what a beck 
and a cairn was, and how they were buitt with stones placed in a special way. Mrs Watson 
and Ann were up very early starting making the sandwiches and plating meals and salads, 
while Phyllis washed, dressed and toileted me ready for Gordon to carry me down two flights 
of stairs while Mr Watson checked Ann's car and put everything ready for the very old dog 
who would sleep all day. 

I loved all the excitement and anticipation of going into new territory, and all the fun we had 
being together. Gordon was well-buih and had strong anns, he could lilt and carry me about 
so easily and never hurt me. This morning he came down the first flight of stairs safely, but 
as he put his feet on the second flight, the carpet came from underneath the stair-rods and 
he started to sllp down the stairs with me in his arms and could not hold on to anything. He 
had to lie flat to stop the speed and put his weight over on to me to save me rolling 
downstairs. I squealed, Ann came racing up to hold me while Gordon got his balance and 
felt safe to carry me down the rest of the stairs on to the couch. 

Phyllis had nearly passed oul and had to have brandy. I was in terrible pain and thought my 
arm was broken. I lay looking at all the food, primus stove, deck chairs and flasks waiting to 
go into the boot of the cars, and I knew I had to go. Alter I had finished shaking, I insisted I 
was well enough to go. I was packed and tied into the seat and with sheer wiU-power I coped 
all day and the scenic route was really beautiful. I can't remember the names of all the lakes 
etc. but I think we went along a railway route called the Ratty When we got home. my arm 
was swollen and badly bruised, but I never let it keep me in. I remember Phyllis and Gordon 
took me to Keswick, I loved the shops, especially those with paintings of the lakes. 

That was the last time I stayed with the Watsons. Ann became headmistress of a school at 
Millam. She and her parenls moved inlo a nice bungalow near the school and when Ann 
retired and her parents had died, she moved to Brigham near Cockermouth lo be near her 
brother. I have been to stay with her twice and again Phyllis and Gordon look me to some 
very interesting places including Cockermouth, where we visited William Wordsworth's 
house. 
I spent many happy years with Phyllis and Gordon in Queniborough. Phyllis still had bad 
headaches and since her breakdown she had to be on the (go]. She loved working in the 
garden and kept it lovely. Several times she invited our Good Companions to visit her, if it 
was nice we would all sit in the garden and she gave us a lovely meal. II it was cool, about 
twenty-nine of us sat in the lounge and were free to wander around the bungalow. I would 
book a thirty seater coach from Hodsons to take us. and the driver enjoyed these visits as 
much as us. Phyllis and Gordon joined the Oueni:>orough Methodist Chapel, Phyllis became 
President of the Ladies' Guild and built it up to a thriving group. She was always cooking and 
her bungalow was an open house. I met and made some very good friends including Peggy 
and Harry Widdowson and Mr and Mrs Law. 

Then Phyllis was invited to become a member of the Village Hall Committee, and she 
became organising secretary. How she worked for this project I could never describe -
money raising, being there for commillee meetings and meeting all the village people 
involved. I felt one of them and with all my experience and contacts I often was a great help. 
I was there for the Village Carnival . Gordon would push me to the field and I would sit by a 
stall for Gordon to be free and I always had plenty of people to chat to. 
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Phyllis had a very good way with people and could always get the best out of them. Harry 
Widdowson was a carpenter and made a nice stand all fitted with shelves for the Tombola. 
Being very good with money. Gordon collected all the money from the stalls, refreshments. 
sideshows etc. after the carnival had finished, and helped Peggy to count and check it all, 
then he and Harry and two more men as guards went with them by car to deposit [it) into the 
night safe. We went on some lovely trips around the countryside with Peggy and Harry, 
staying at an old pub for a drink. 

I remember one evening Phyllis and Gordon decided to go to as many Village Halls as 
possible to get some ideas of the type of hall they would like for Queniborough. Peggy 
always stayed in the car with me while the others went to investigate, and we became very 
close. She learnt how to lift, feed and toilet me, which meant she would always stay with me 
if Phyllis and Gordon wanted to go out for a late evening. 

Bill and Gladys Law lived in a nice bungalow opposite to Phyllis. They were also very kind to 
me and Gladys often came over and fetched me and we always had a lot of interesting 
things to talk about and she and Bill loved to come out with us for an evening. I loved to go 
round the market and shops at Melton Mobray and visit Oakham and being pushed into the 
castle, where they still had the court. I also remember all the different kinds of horse-shoes 
which had to be presented by the King or Queen when they passed through Oakham. 

I also enjoyed visiting the pretty village of Rutland and staying in a quaint old cafe for a meal. 
I often went past Belvoir Castle but only visited it twice, as it was a very hard climb and push 
up to the castle, but the view was fantastic. The last time I went they had a new breed of 
horse and visitors were allowed to peep over the stable door to see them. When Phyllis and 
Gordon pushed me up to the stable door, I was not high enough to look over. The stable girl 
opened the door and took me inside and there was a mother and foal in a deep cream colour. 
I think they were called Palomino, but I will never forget them. 

Violet went on some lovely holidays after she retired - to the Holy Land, Oberamagau to see 
the Passion Play and also on cruises. and always brought lovely slides back for me to see. 

David was having a rough time with Hilda. Her cough was a lot worse and it was affecting 
her mentally, but he kept it all to himself and always came to lilt me. We all supported him 
and helped in any way we could. She had been such a good friend to me, a good wife and 
mother and enjoyed working and belonging to all activities at chapel. Now her personality 
had completely changed and we could not help or understand her. She flatly refused to go 
for treatment and got gradually worse. 

Young David did well with his education, he passed all his examinations in metallurgy and 
got a very good job with a well-known firm. His first marriage was a failure, but his second to 
Mary, who had two little girls has been a very happy and stable one. He hardly visited his 
parents or us - he is my only nephew but only visits me about twice a year and yet his father 
was such a family man and very close to his parents. 

What a difference it made to my life living in Pelsall Road, having Violet living with us, 
wonderful neighbours next door, David only a few minutes' walk away, plenty of good friends 
living near calling to take me to chapel and our ladies Good Companions. And just as I had 
to give up my youth work on account of health, getting older and the gradual change in 
behaviour and attitude brought about by paid youth leaders, and with the young people 
coming into Club, who had no manners, respect or gratitude towards their elders, I became 
involved in the work for physically handicapped, which has given me so much joy and 
satisfaction because this Fellowship has given so much happiness to others and has shown 
me practical Christianity at its best. 

The next stage in this Fellowship was to build a home adjoining the Megan for mentally 
handicapped children and again Mr Blundell and his committee started fund raising for this 
venture and eventually a beautiful home for these children was built all furnished and 
equipped with all the things needed for this type of work. Princess Alexandra opened this 
home in 1975. It was a memorable occasion, [with] the lord lieutenant of the County of 
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Stafford, Mayor and Mayoress and all the Councillors [and) representatives of the various 
organisations that had furnished or equipped a room. We had a lovely meal and were 
entertained by the Blue Birds Jazz Banc!. I remember Inez Holyman who has done so much 
for the Megan [for) nearly thirty years, presenting Princess Alexandra with a piece of 
embroidery done in our sewing class, which is still going today every Friday afternoon, and 
Mrs Holyman does a lot of work for it and is also chairman of the Fellowship for Physically 
Handicapped today. 

While all this work was going on for the mentally handicapped children, I decided to start 
fund-raising to buy a good secondhand ambulance for our Fellowship, so that severely 
handicapped members could go to more functions. Everybody supported me and gave me 
their full backing. My first letter went to the Prince of Wales' Wedding Trust, I received a 
cheque for £500 which was a great incentive for me and the members. For the next three 
years I wrote to local firms, we did raffles. knitted and sold things, but with all the funds 
needed to run the Megan and the home for the mentally handicapped children, it was hard 
work against such strong opposition and all I did for my chapel and Good Companions, so 
when this fund reached over £3,000, I closed it. All this money had to go to the secretary 
and we were not allowed to have any jurisdiction over it. 

Sadly. something went terribly wrong with this home for mentally handicapped. It was closed 
and all the children and staff had to go, and our Fellowship went through a bad time for a few 
years and all the money we had raised had to be used to keep the Fellowship open. 

The home belonged to our complex. We were very fortunate in having an experienced 
secretary and voluntary worker on our committee, Mrs Marjorie Hastilow. She became our 
director and with very good trustees to guide us we are firmly established. They leased the 
home for an old peoples' home, it is called Grosvenor Lodge and run by trained nurses and 
staff. At this time of writing, April 1997, we are planning a big party for one hundred people 
to celebrate the opening of the Megan on May 20th, which has been re-built and equipped 
from a grant from the Lotteries Charity Commission of over a quarter of a million pounds. 

The Megan was built over thirty years ago, the roof was leaking and it was falling apart. Now 
it is like a hotel inside, smart bar all carpeted, well fitted modem kitchen, our own committee 
room, first-class office for Mrs Hastilow with toilet and cloak room, very big hall for all our 
functions, new round tables and upholstered chairs, centrally heated and we are all very 
proud of it and happy after all we have gone through to keep the Megan open. 

The only holidays I had was the one with the Girls' Club at Ullenhall and the two with the 
Watsons in Whitehaven. One day when I was staying with my sister, she asked me if I would 
like to go to the seaside for a week, and she and Gordon would take me. This was to be 
another adventure and the beginning of some lovely holidays in Norfolk. Phyllis had retired 
from school and had me to stay to give Violet and David more freedom. Mother was lost 
without me, did a lot of spring cleaning and gardening, and was always pleased when I 
returned home so she could get back into her old routine. l saved my money and with 
pension and Attendance Allowance I could pay my share, also my cousin Flossie from 
Blackpool always sent me money for my birthday and Christmas, which was a great help to 
me as I could nev.er earn a wage in my life. 

We looked through the Leicester Mercury for holiday accommodation to let, and decided to 
apply for a flat at Sherringham in Welk Coppers belonging to a lady living at Wymeswold 
where we went to collect the key and all instructions. It was a beautiful Leicestershire village. 
I remember how excited I was when we set off for Sherringham. I had a new modern 
wheelchair that folded flat and went in the boot of the car. This was free through Social 
Services. My parents had bought me nine chairs, the first was an old bathchair and the rest 
gradually improved. 

Phyllis mapped a lovely route out away from the A47, via Bourne, Wisbeach, alongside the 
river Ouse which we crossed at King's Lynn and I remember crossing the Fens. When we 
found Whelk Coppers it was built out on a headland with the sea lapping round and was a big 
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mansion belonging to a millionaire once. who I think buitt it. It was a picturesque building 
faced all over with stones in various designs rike all the old cottages and buildings in Norfolk. 

The flats were very primitive. We had one living room with a bed in it, with a door leading 
into a bedroom with three single beds and a wash basin and a doot leading into the hall. 
Everybody oould see me in bed. Phyllis and Gordon slept in the living room, but it was a 
good base and we combed the countryside. They took me to Sandringham, Holkham Hall, 
Great Yarmouth, Lowestoft, Wells-next-the Sea and many other interesting places. Not 
being keen on water, I never really enjoyed being on the beach, like my sister I loved 
exploring around the countryside. 

We stayed at Whelk Coppers again. This time we invited Gladys Law to come with us and 
the men came up for a long weekend, we had such fun together. t loved being pushed round 
the shops, the smell of home-made bread coming from the bakery in the main street and just 
round the comer was a shop that made and sold gents' ties. We would stand at the window 
watching the girls machining these lovely ties and cravats, and always bought two ties to take 
home for Christmas presents. 

Another time we stayed in a ground-floor flat in an old house. This time Judith and Ray and 
their baby son came for a few days, Each time we went we explored a different part of 
Norfolk. We went to Norfolk Broads and sat and watched all the different kinds of river craft 
and wild life. We also visited Walsingham Abbey and drank at the Well of Our Lady of 
Walsingham. It was a quaint and most unusual village. All the shops were full of religious 
gifts, beautiful crosses. rosaries, bibles and paintings. There were smiling nuns everywhere, 
it was full of tourists, many had lit a candle in the Abbey. 

The next time we went to Norfolk we took Peggy and Harry and stayed at a lovely bungalow 
at Brading Common near Tench Hall right out in the country. It was a lovely holiday and so 
much easier for Phyllis with having Peggy, she oould wash, dress and toilet me and lift me 
into my chair, and she and Harry took me for long walks in the morning if we were not going 
out for the day. We went some lovely trips along the coast road and during our fortnight's 
stay, Phyllis sat in the back of the car with Peggy and me and the map spread out on her lap. 
She was a marvellous navigator and would tell us what to look out for. I remember our visits 
to Southall which was very exclusive, had a nice beach and its own lighthouse painted all 
white. We would go to Aldburgh, the home of Benjamin Britten, he was recording in the 
church the last time we went, and Phyllis took us to see The Mailings, where all the famous 
music festivals were held. 

I loved to go to the Methodist Chapel in Queniborough and came to know many of the people 
from the village, and when the village hall was opened, Phyllis or Peggy would take me. It 
was a lovely building and a great asset and meeting place for the village, and Phyllis served 
on the committee until she got involved in another organisation that she worl<ed and raised 
thousands of pounds for 

She joined the Leicester Business and Professional Woman's Club, its members were well 
educated and intellectual women. This was the type of club that suited her • she loved 
debating and having the last wool. Soon she became involved on various committees and 
the bungalow was alive with people attending meetings. This was another side of life that 
taught me a lot. By now I was a good listener and could contnbute to oonversations from my 
own experience and suggest things to help with their money-raising for various charities. 

Two of the ladies became very good friends of my sister's. They were both unmarried 
sisters. Vera, the younger one, had a smart dress shop in Leicester, and Hilda was secretary 
to a big knitwear firm. They always came to a nice supper party at my sister's bungalow 
when I was staying there, and they would invite us for a meal in their home. They were most 
interesting, and listening to them was like reading a good autobiography that you never want 
to end. Wasn't I lucky to have such a loving and caring family who always tried to make up 
for all I had lost in life. Actions spoke louder than words, for where there is love, there is 
service. 
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I was not easy to care for, having to be washed and dressed, toileted and carried about. 
When we went (out] we had to take lots of cushions, fold up the wheelchair to go in the boot 
of the car, it needed a lot of compassion, but my mother devoted all her life to me and my 
sisters thought my parents spoilt me but were soon put in their place and made to feel guilty. 

Eventually my sister was elected president of this club. The charity she decided to work for 
during her term of office was Wing Fellowship Trust, whose aim was to build holiday homes 
for the physically handicapped to stay [in] while the family had a rest. The plot the Trust 
chose for this home was at Holm Pierpoint, near Nottingham, overlooking the waters used for 
water sports. 

It would take for too long to tell all the things she did, what with phoning, exchanging letters 
and attending the various money-raising efforts and meetings in the bungalow while I stayed 
there. I remember going to the lovely old Whatton Church for a flower festival and to 
Whatton Hall. the stately home of Lord Crawford, who was confined to a wheelchair, having 
been badly hurt on the hunting field. We had luncheon in the main hall. All the food was 
begged and Peggy would come round to help with the cooking or she and Harry would come 
and stay with me if Phyllis and Gordon wanted to go to a supper dance. The meal would be 
followed by tombola and a good raffle. I remember Lady Isobel Barnet winning a garden 
voucher, and insisting I have it, and going to the Garden Centre to buy a wooden tub filed 
with pot plants to take home for mother and Violet. 

I remember they had a garden party at Leicester University. Phyllis rang me to ask if I had 
any suggestions of what she could do, as she wanted to do something, being President. I 
told her I had just the thing, but the lady in question could not travel all the way to Leicester. 
She insisted I tell her about Mrs Cresswell, a well-known fortune teller around the chapels 
and organisations, who dressed as a gypsy and only needed a tent. She asked me to phone 
Mrs Cresswell and give her all the details and tell her if she would go to the garden party, she 
could stay the weekend at Queniborough and take her husband with her. Within half an 
hour, all arrangements were made. Phyllis had a nice chat with her and gave her the route. 
She was a great success and lots of people were amazed at the insights she had into the 
human mind and her use of words. She did write a few books, but her eyesight failed her. 

EventuaHy the holiday home at Holm Pierpoint was built. Phyllis attended the opening 
ceremony, she phoned and told me all about it and said she and Gordon would take me to 
see it. Then I had a brainwave. I decided to write to the Matron-in-Charge of this home, 
mentioning my sister's name and the club she was President of, to ask if I could bring a party 
of thirty handicapped people including myself, to visit the home and she replied saying she 
would be very pleased for us to go and she would serve us with light refreshments. We went 
by coach and enjoyed every minute of our visit. It was beautifully situated out in the country 
and near the Water Sports Centre. The staff and resident staff and offices were all on the 
second floor. and [there were) all the bedrooms. lounge. dining, kitchens and recreation 
rooms for the handicapped, and it was surrounded by nice green lawns, and foundations 
were being laid for an outdoor swimming pool. 

They also had a gift shop to help with fund-raising and we all went home with tea towels, 
pencils etc. all carrying the name "Winged Fellowship". Just as we were boarding our coach, 
an old double-decker bus fitted with tail-lift and converted to take wheelchairs was loading up 
to take the handicapped to the pub. We had a most interesting visit and it was a joy to me to 
see how all the thousands of pounds raised by Leicester Business and Professional Woman's 
Club during my sister's year of office as President had been used. 

Also during her term of office, she and several of the ladies went to Canada for three weeks. 
She took Ann Watson with her as her special guest, and between them by letters and slides, I 
went every inch of the way - Quebec, Banff and all through the Rockies on the Canadian 
Pacific Express Train, going up into the observation coach to see the fantastic views, the 
National Park to see the bears roaming around, Calgary to see a rodeo with the horses, 
chatting to the Mounties and visiting the beautiful lakes. 
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It was a ritual at home when these letters came. After lunch, mother and Violet would settle 
into their armchairs by the fire and I had to read the letter to them and when David came to 
lift me at 1 o p.m., as soon as he sat down with his cup of tea, mother gave him my letter 
from Canada to read. Violet was not keen on letter-writing, so when she went to the Holy 
Land, on cruises or to different countries by coach, David would put a map up on the wall and 
with the help of the brochure, he or Gladys would follow the routs each day for me with a 
coloured knob pin. 

Where has this kind of family life gone, when sisters and brothers shared all their joys and 
sorrows, and the family home with our parents always there to listen, help and advise. Today 
teenagers want to leave home when they start work and move in to their own flat, they resent 
any kind of advice and discipline and have no respect for authority, and the law is on their 
side and the victims are the sufferers. I should think that those who have made the laws that 
prevent teachers and parents using the cane, and a good beating as a deterrent, must hang 
their heads in shame when they see old people robbed, beaten and murdered in their own 
homes by children aged ten to twelve, and teenagers who look upon going to prison as a 
holiday home. 

I had a nasty experience a few days ago - Tuesday April ath, 1997. I and other handicapped 
people were coming home from the Centre at 1 O p.m. in the Walsall Social Services 
ambulance. Our first stop was at the old peoples' bungalows for the driver to take a frail 
elderly lady into her bungalow and wait for her to bolt and bar herself in. As we pulled away, 
there were five boys running on the path with a baby in a pram. As we passed them they ran 
after the ambulance, opened the back doors and tried to get in, and if those of us in 
wheelchairs had not been clamped to the floor, we should have rolled out and been killed. 
The driver stopped the ambulance, ran to the back, grabbed one of the boys and was 
seething to thump him, until his wife reminded him it was against the law - these boys knew 
they were protected by law and as we sat and trembled, they pelted the ambulance with 
stones, and that is British Justice. 

Phyllis took me to several nice functions when I stayed with them. The one I shall never 
forget was when I stayed with them near Christmas, and they took me to De Montfort Hall to 
hear the Messiah. Leslie Woodgate was the conductor, I remember feeling very emotional 
and saying this must be a touch of heaven, so what must the real thing be like. They also 
took me several times to Abbey Park, and I took a party from the Fellowship for the 
Handicapped and the Ladies Good Companions. Phyllis always met us at the Park and 
made our visit most interesting, booking teas and taking them a short cut across the Park into 
the city to look at the lovely shops. She also had Good Companions to the Methodist chapel 
at Birstall and Queniborough and provided a lovely tea and entertainment. Ever since her 
mental breakdown, she had to keep her mind overworking and was often overtired and had 
bad headaches. 

She would have loved to [have] had Hilda and David to stay, but Hilda was getting very rude 
and aggressive and racked and weary with this terrible form of whooping-<:ough, and there 
was no cure. II was heartbreaking to see such an attractive woman become a skeleton and 
nervous wreck, everybody admired David who never complained and had six years of utter 
mental strain. 

I did not miss youth work anymore - I had my Good Companions, Chapel and Fellowship for 
the Physically Handicapped, and found life most enjoyable. 

Like me, Violet loved her chapel and we had a lot in common. Like her husband, she used 
her car as the Gospel Chariot, taking people to and from chapel, Good Companions and 
anywhere she was needed. We had committee meetings, Tupperware, Pippa Dee parties 
etc. in the lounge and lovely coffee or tea-parties in the garden. 

Then when f was nominated on to the committee for Handicapped, f often had a visitor from 
this organisation. By the late 1960s the Social Services began to run ambulances with tail
lifts to take us handicapped to and from the Centre at Walsall Wood, so Gladys and I had no 
worry again about transport. We learned a lot about Norton Canes, Walsall Wood, Shelfield 
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and Brownhills as we went around the streets picking people up and got to know a lot of 
people over the years. Mrs Edwards had left me, but we still remain very good friends. I 
wrote to Beryl Heath, a complete stranger who lived further along Pelsall Road who attended 
the Methodist Chapel in High Street, Brownhills and had a five-year-old daughter. I wrote in 
detail what I needed, she came to see me, accepted the job and she cared for me for over 
nine years and we are still very good friends today. 

Again God supplied my needs and not my wants, and this is what He did. As Beryl was 
leaving because of very bad eyes that prevented her from lifting, she said "I will try and find 
somebody to replace me". Just as I felt when Mrs Edwards had to go because of leaving her 
four-year-old son, I felt sad, we had shared so much together and had a lot in common with 
our love in church work. As she left our house, she met Mary returning from cleaning the 
Bank in the High Street. During their conversation, Beryl told her about her eye trouble, and 
she was looking for somebody to help with me, when Mary said "That is strange, I have just 
been talking to Cynthia Barber and she said she was thinking of looking for a part-time job 
now her two little boys had started to school". 

Within half an hour Beryl had called on Cynthia, brought her round to see me, and after a 
nice chat with me and a talk with her husband, she decided to pop round to get me up, wash 
and dress me, put me in my chair or on the settee, and at ten p.m. every night she undressed 
me and put me to bed. She did this for over sixteen years. She was with me when I lost my 
mother, two sisters and my brother, she saw me safely settled into the Nursing Home in 
1990, and has been every week to deal with my shopping, sewing, pension etc., and comes 
anytime I need her. 

When she first came to look after me, she was very shy and retiring and in her late twenties, 
but as time passed by and she became involved with me, in all my organising for Good 
Companions and work for chapel and handicapped, she joined the chapel and Good 
Companions and is a very loyal worker for both these groups. Cynthia also has an older 
sister named Joyce, who also is a great worker for chapel and Good Companions. When she 
had to retire from her job as a domestic at the local school on account of arthritis, she too 
has been a very good friend to me, and comes every week with Cynthia. She is a beautiful 
cook and often brings me a delicious cream horn. Joyce is also a very good shopper for me, 
especially at Christmas time, and will go to no end of trouble to get what I would get mysett. 

AU my family were very fond of Cynthia. She was included in all our family funclions and 
went to my siste(s bungalow, and always goes with me when I go to my niece's in 
Leicestershire. Hasn't God been wonderful to me, surrounding me with such wonderful 
caring people? 

My two very special friends are young Violet and her husband, Gordon Payne. I have talked 
about my cousin Violet before whom my sister Violet cared for for several years and treated 
like a daughter. When my eldest sister died in 1986, Violet and Gordon filled her place and 
gave me that feeling of security. When my brother died in 1990, they and Cynthia have 
never left me. Violet checks all my clothes and makes sure I have every1hing I need and 
gives me that feeling I am never alone, even though I have lost my family, and they always 
say when they visit me every week "If you need us or anything, get somebody to phone us, 
and we will come right over". How true God's promise is "For I will never leave you or 
forsake you if you trust in me•. 

I often wonder how people get through the sufferings and problems of this life withOU1 
seeking and finding that inner peace that the world cannot give. I remember lying on the 
trolley in hospital waiting to go up to the operating theatre, feeling calm and knowing I was 
not alone, and how another woman waiting to go up said "I wish you would give (me] what 
you have, for I am terrified". I told her nobody could give her that peace that passeth 
understanding, it came from a complete trust in the love of God, and living a Christian life. 

I loved Leicestershire and all the many years I spent with my sister in Queniborough, and the 
friends I met. Everybody called me "Auntie Gwen•. They had two charming next-door 
neighbours, Gwenda and Dennis Spiers. They (had] one girl and one boy, they loved the 
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Methodist Chapel and like us, enjoyed working for it and serving God in so many ways. We 
had many happy hours with them in my sister's big lounge, discussing the problems of this 
unhappy and misguided generation. In the end, Dennis gave up a good job in the Bank to 
train as a Probation Officer. Eventually, they had to move to Corby, and that was another 
home I visited with Phyllis and Gordon and spent many hours. 

Every new place I visited was a wonder and an experience. Once they were things of my 
imagination, and when they were real I wanted to know this and that and the wherefores. I 
remember seeing John of Gaunt's house, the house where the Prince of Wales met Mrs 
Simpson, the kennels where the hounds to the Quom Hunt were kept, the famous Rugby 
School, Oundle Public School, Uppingham Public School where David Niven sent his two 
sons, also Gresham Public School where Benjamin Britten, the famous musician, went to. 
Then I remember Phyllis and I reading the autobiography of James Cameron, war 
correspondent for the Daily Mail, and about his school days at Neville Holt School that was 
once the country residence of Lady Cunard, the famous London hostess. Out came the map 
and off we went and found it out. 

Gordon drove us everywhere, agreed with everything and always said he had enjoyed it, 
whether he had or not, but, like my father, he was a man of peace and quiet and left all 
responsibilities and decisions to the ladies in the house. 

One of the friends Phyllis made in the Leicestershire Business and Professional Woman's 
Club had a lovely big . three-bedroom bungalow three miles from Cromer and nearer to 
Sherringham. She told Phyllis. she and Gordon could take me to stay there anytime it was 
free. We had three lovely holidays there. Two of them Peggy and Harry came. It was like a 
home from home, with a big lounge with a nice coal fire which we loved to sit around with our 
books after a long day out. 

This bungalow had been a pre-tab, and had been encased in brick built walls which kept out 
the cold winds from the sea. It was very high up and we could sit in the big extension built oo 
the back and see the sea and over Sherringham. It was down a rough Jane - I think it was 
called Beeston. 

In the meantime Gladys and Bill Law, who lived across the road from Phyllis and Gordon at 
Oueniborough and had spent many happy hours together, had moved to a nice bungalow at 
Wells-next-the Sea [that] they had had built for Bill's retirement. They came to visit us for a 
meal and a lot of fun the three times we stayed in this bungalow, and we went for the day 
with them at Wells-next-the-Sea. 

Then Phyllis and Gordon took me to Skegness. We had a big cosy ground-floor flat 
overlooking the sea. During the day, when we were in, we would sit in the big bay window 
and watch the bowling teams competing. All the time we were there a very cold wind blew in 
over the beach, and I had to be wrapped up very warm and could not spend much time on 
the front. We used to go round the shops, library etc. and out for a run in the car exploring 
the countryside. We also had a nice meal out, and went to a Night Club, and while I was 
there, I had the thrill of seeing the big beautiful Concorde gliding in like a big swan with the 
sun full on it. What a memorable thrill that was, and how clever man was to design and 
make such a thing of beauty. 

While we were at Skegness, Gladys Law phoned up to ask instead of going back to 
Queniborough, would you come along the coast road to Wells-next-the-Sea and stay with us 
for a week. We set out very early for Wells, and it was quite an interesting adventure 
passing through one seaside [place] to another. 

We had a lovely week exploring Wells-next-the-Sea, going to places we never had time to 
visit on our day trips there. Gladys had a brother Frank, who lived in Wells. He was a 
councillor and a Pastor at the Quaker Meeting House, and had a lovely cottage with roses 
over the door [that came) with his job. Gladys took me to the Sunday morning service. It 
was held in a wooden army hut and very much like our Methodist service at home. Gladys 
took me round and showed me a large room where Guides, Scouts and tourists could spend 
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the night in a sleeping bag and cook a meal, wash etc. Frank was a very interesting man to 
listen to, and told me all about the whelk industry, which Wells was famous for. 

During our stay it was my birthday on June 3rd. Phyllis booked a meal for the five of us at a 
hotel just outside the gates at Holkam Hall. She explained I was in a wheelchair and it was 
my birthday. The manager asked what colour dress I would be wearing, and when I was 
taken to the table, there was a lovely red carnation exactly the same colour of my dress, 
which the manager pinned on with all his charm, and [that] makes a woman feel special. We 
had a lovely week and so much fun. 

When Bill died with cancer, Gladys sold her bungalow and bought a nice bungalow at 
Braunstone to be near her only daughter. Phyllis and Gordon took me to see her, and that 
was the last time I saw her, but I still have happy memories of (the] Laws. 

When Ann Watson had lost both her parents, she had moved to Millom and when she retired 
as headmistress of the school there and her mother died, aged ninety, she moved to live at 
Brigham near Cockermouth to be near her brother, and Phyllis and Gordon took me to stay 
with her for four days and that was the last time they took me away. 

Gordon was sixty-nine then, and Phyllis was sixty-six, and their lifting days were over. They 
paid a neighbour to lift me for a few months, but when it became a worry to be toileted or 
moved, we knew staying with then had come to an end, but they often came over to stay with 
us for Violet to have a rest, or go away on holiday. 

I loved to come back home to my mother and David, and Cynthia and Gladys always gave 
me a warm welcome and bring me up to date with all the news and all the gossip. Violet too 
always had plenty to tell me. Then I was pleased to pick up my work for Ladies Good 
Companions. I had a wonderful assistant secretary, Betty Rigby, she came from 
Leicestershire and moved over here when she was married. When we were planning coach 
outings or visits to factories, Betty did all the phoning and checking and collecting money and 
I did all the writing. She would come to my home to sort everything out, she could also toilet 
me and carry me into the coach. That must be nearly forty years ago, and we are stm good 
friends today. 

Big changes had also taken place at the Megan Du Soisson Centre. Social Services allowed 
coaches for a full day and four half-day trips a year. This meant I could go to the seaside. 
Cynthia and Beryl came with me and to places of interest like Hodnet Park, Wickstead Park. 
Cannon Hill Par1<, Weston Hall, fruit picking etc., and this made up for when Phyllis and 
Gordon could not take me anymore for trips around the countryside. 

When my mother was around ninety-five years of age she began to lose her memory, and by 
1979 it had gone altogether and she became a big problem and a big strain. She did not 
know me, and she called Violet "That woman from the pub". All she wanted was to go home 
and help her mother with the children. We had to lock and bolt all the doors and if she did 
get out, she was off, and was quite aggressive to get back and we often had to phone David 
to help bring her back. We had terrible nights with her. It was heartbreaking to see her and 
such a strain on t)le family to be with her. I never wanted her to die before me, l could not 
think of being without her, but I constantly prayed and asked God to free her and give her 
peace. but she struggled until April 19th, 1981 , when she died in hospital where she had gone 
for two weeks while Violet went on holiday and we all had a rest. 

She was ninety-seven and seven months old. We could not grieve for one in such torment. 
but missed her and treasure the memories of a wonderful, unsettish and devoted mother. 
whose love brought me through undescribable suffering into a life of wonderful joy and 
experience • like sunshine after rain. My parents gave me the finest birthright one could ever 
have · a Christian upbringing and a home built upon a Christian foundation. 

Violet and I missed all the stress and strain for a few months. and had to think of what 
arrangements could be made for me while she went away for a fortnight's holiday now that 
Phyllis and Gordon were too old to lift. Our first help was Ethel Tabberer, a widow and old 
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school gir1 and a member of our chapel and Ladies Good Companions. Cynthia, Gladys and 
Auntie Jessie looked after me during the day, and Ethel stayed with me at night. I felt safe 
and secure with Cynthia and Gladys popping in and out, and Phyllis and Gordon staying long 
weekends, and David there coming in and out as usual. 

I really enjoyed being in charge, laying out the money and writing shopping [lists] like mother 
and Violet had done. In the bureau was a tin for phone, a tin for coal, a tin for electricity ard 
a tin for housekeeping, food etc. Every Friday at dinner, we would get out our pension 
money and put our dues in the appropriate tins, and what was left was our own. If we had 
any money left in the tins at the end of the quarter, it was equally shared. 

My mother was brought up with a terrible fear of debt. which she instilled into all her children, 
and her example of paying your commitments every week into tins was a good lesson my 
sister followed, until it was dangerous to keep money in the house because of the change of 
the quality of life and discipline brought about by fools who banished the system of giving 
punishment to suit the crime, and look at the result - people are afraid to go out alone at 
night, everybody has to bolt and barricade themselves in their own homes, and people are 
shot and stabbed if they try to protect themselves. What has happened to our country that so 
many wonderful men gave their lives for, where you could go to bed without locking the door, 
and leave the money for the baker and the milkman and nobody would touch it on your 
doorstep? 

As the years passed by, people I shared so many happy times and years with in chapel and 
Good Companions. began to pass on, and we found it hard to fill their places, but we still had 
a few old Club girls who loved the chapel as much as Violet and I did, so as 1985 
approached, we began to think of planning what we could do to celebrate the Centenary of 
our chapel, and how to raise the money to celebrate [itj. At the beginning of 1984 we met at 
our house to set about planning money-raising efforts. I was elected organising secretary 
and for the next twelve months, I worked myself into a nervous wreck, writing, planning and 
having meetings in my home all through the winter months. 

We decided each one of us should raise so much money. We shared some lovely times in 
Christian fellowship - Violet had coffee evenings, Tupperware parties etc., I would do notices 
and invitations and all the bookings for Violet. who was chapel treasurer. Our last effort was 
a family garden party in September 1984. Violet and Gordon were in charge of the 
barbecue, David and brother-in-law Gordon ran the tombola and Violet and Phyllis sold pop 
and squash drinks through the kitchen window. It was a lovely warm afternoon, the garden 
was full of colour, and nearfy one hundred people supported it. 

I had persuaded a dance team, who rehearsed in the Centre, to put on a display of dancing, 
and this rounded off a very happy and successful effort for our funds. As I sat in the garden 
watching Phyllis swinging and dancing to the music, I thought how marvellous it was to be 
able to enjoy life so much at seventy-four years of age. Little did I know that death was so 
near. 

During that September, Violet went on holiday with her two lady-friends for a fortnight's 
holiday and Phyllis and Gordon stayed with me. During her stay she asked me for health 
salts as she felt sick and had to leave her food. She was booked to attend the Chase 
Terrace Old Girf's Re-union Dinner, and was to make a speech [but] she said she did not 
want to go and would not stay long. When she and Gordon returned home. she went in 
October to see her doctor, and after scans and tests she got worse. In November, Gordon 
was told she had terminal cancer of the pancreas. and she passed away on January 7th, 
1985. 

As one of her Queniborough friends said to Gordon "All Queniborough mourns the loss of 
Phyllis McCarthy", and Peggy Widdowson and the ladies at the chapel said "When Mrs Mack 
left us, a light went out of Queniborough that will never be lit again". 

David had taken Violet and me to see her just before Christmas. Hilda did not want to go, 
and we were glad as she was so strange at times, we did not know how to handle her. 
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I felt I must go to the funeral and be with my family, and especially Gordon. The three of us 
had spent so many happy years together, Gordon had been a silent witness to our 
arguments, philosophy of life and our discussions in detail, when we were planning functions 
or money-raising efforts. What a comfort she had been in those earty days of suffering, 
when I was so lonely because I was so uncertain about the love and security of God, and how 
I was able to inch her through and through that terrible mental breakdown. I did not grieve 
for her. She never wanted to live to be old, and she wanted her life to be a full and useful 
one. She just wanted to leave her footsteps in the sand. 

How I wished I could talk to Hilda and help her as much as I did my sister, but where Phyllis 
was very humble and craved for help, Hilda was very aggressive and vicious. 

Violet lent David her new navy car to take us (to] Phyllis' funeral. We both hoped Hilda 
would not come, but she did. That journey was too painful to record, all I will say is when we 
arrived at the bungalow in Oueniborough, my new black hat was lying on the floor of the car 
and my hair had been pulled down. Hilda was lying full length on the back seat. Violet had a 
terrible journey, and was pleased when it was over. 

The lounge and all the rooms in the bungalow were filled with relatives and friends waiting to 
pay their last respects to someone who had brought so much pleasure into their [lives] by 
working together to get Oueniborough village hall, the Methodist Chapel and the Winged 
Fellowship Holiday Home at Holm Pierpoint near Nottingham. 

All I wanted to see was the coffin carrying my siste~s body moving off to her last resting 
place (and] know that chapter in life had ended. The service was held in Syston Methodist 
Chapel as Oueniborough chapel was too small. As the funeral procession approached the 
chapel door, members of Leicester Business and Professional Woman's Club formed a guard 
of honour for it to pass through into a full chapel. I stayed behind with Mrs Cook, an Irish 
lady from Leicester who had been cleaner and housekeeper for many years. We had spent 
many happy hours together when she cared for me when Phyllis and Gordon went out. 

I loved to listen to her childhood days. I remember her telling me she was born in the 
workhouse. and during the winter months she was carried from one bed to another to keep 
the old women warm. 

Judith and Gordon decided to sell their houses and buy a house where they could have put a 
private granny flat. 

Phyllis and I had talked a lot about our Centenary year, and I was relying upon her to help 
with suggestions. She was going to stay that week for a few days and make two speeches, 
but it was not to be. 

Our first celebration in March was a flower festival when Doris Halifax decorated the chapel 
with beautiful flower arrangements, each one depicting the first line of a hymn. Her husband 
made a tall wooden cross, which she decorated with big white lilies which they had ordered 
from Israel. This cross stood at the back of the chapel on the last of the steps separating the 
seats, and right across the bottom of this cross was "When I survey the wondrous cross". On 
each window, organ, font, pulpit, round the communion rail and on the end of each pew was 
placed a beautiful arrangement of flowers. 

Doris and several Good Companions worked hard to have everything ready for the opening 
service. This was a procession of witness round the Hussey estate, down Pelsall Road and 
round High Street, Bridge Street and Church Street, Clayhanger, led by Burntwood Boys' 
Brigade Band. I was pushed in my wheelchair all the way by a very good friend and Good 
Companion, Dorothy Hill. We all entered a full chapel for a morning service taken by the 
President of the Methodist Conference. 

It was a memorable occasion in the chapel so beautifully decorated for our Centenary year. 
The choir sang two beautiful anthems and at the end of the service the Boys' Brigade were 
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served with squash and the visitors with tea and coffee. The chapel was open to the public 
for the week. They came from the churches and all over the area to see this wonderful show 
of floral art created by Mrs Doris Halifax. 

All through the week our ladies served tea and coffee in the morning and afternoon and 
cooked all week for the various functions. On the Monday we had a luncheon for leaders and 
stewards etc. of local churches, including the Vicar and Curate of St James Church and the 
Catholic Priest, also the Mayor and Mayoress of Walsall after a service of thanksgiving. I 
remember Violet standing for hours in our kitchen, making big egg custards in pastry, and 
Olive Mason must have cooked scones by the dozen all week. I made a rota every day of 
names, times etc. people were on duty. 

On the Tuesday night, we had "A Walk Down Memory Lane" when we all took old Sunday 
School prizes, bibles and lots ot photographs of the Girts' Club, cticket club and bible class 
and male voice choir. On the Wednesday we entertained the Oueniborough Methodist 
Ladies' Guild in memory of Phyliss, who had been their leader and had built it up to a strong 
group, we gave them a lovely tea followed by a musical evening in the chapel. given by 
Aldridge Methodist Church choir. They came by coach and it was nice to see Peggy and 
Gordon with them. 

On the Thursday we went by a 53-seater coach tor an evening tour, staying at an old country 
pub for a drink, and then we went hunting and found the fish and chip shop and enjoyed ours 
in a paper. On the Friday afternoon we entertained thirty members from Brownhills and 
District Fellowship for Physically Handicapped to a nice tea after their visit to see the chapel 
and they all enjoyed it. 

What happy memories I have of that Centenary year as I sit alone outside my bedroom door 
in the Brownhills Nursing Home, quietly thinking back twelve years ago [when) I would have 
been aged seventy-six, and Violet would be eighty-two years ot age and still driving her car, 
and my brother David was sixty-nine years of age • both caring tor me, also Cynthia Barber 
who was like a member of our family and an old friend. 

Hilda came to few of the functions. She was looking very strained and still racked to pieces 
with that terrible cough. What a mental strain it was for my brother, but he never 
complained. When I think of the lovely years Phyllis spent in her retirement with Gordon, 
she really did make it a marvel and not a routine, and I shared so many ot those happy hours 
with them. 

During that special year, I read in the magazine that you could get souvenir mugs for all 
occasions from Gladstone Potteries, Stoke-on-Trent. I wrote for particulars of prices etc. and 
received all particulars informing me it I could send a photograph of the chapel, they could 
put a copy on the mug. The committee were all in favour, so I ordered two hundred mugs. 
David and Hilda's youngest brother, Raymond, went to Stoke to collect them, we had them 
on sate at all our functions, they were soon bought up, and David and Raymond had to go to 
Stoke again for another lot ot mugs. I still have mine sitting on my table in my bedroom 
amongst my treasures and on my sleepless nights I lie and look at it and all it stands for, and 
those lovely friends [with whom] I shared that great milestone in the life of our chapel - ONE 
HUNDRED YEARS. 

Sometimes I shed a few tears of joy tor all who have been called into higher service, for all 
the love they gave me that enriched my life and made it possible to enjoy a wonderful 
understanding of the freedom of the spirit trapped in a body helpless, twisted and deformed. 

I worl<ed myself all that year to a standstill. I never thought about eating and had very little 
sleep. Our last function was a big party for Circuit stewards, secretaries, Ministers and wives 
and all local preachers, and was in the September 1985. Towards the end of a wonderful 
evening, I felt very queer, during the night I was in terrible pain and had to go into hospital 
with pancreatitis. 
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That Christmas we tried hard to be a family together. Gordon, Judith, Ray and their two sons 
spent Christmas Day and Boxing Day with us. David, Mary and their two little small 
daughters came for tea and present giving on Christmas [Day]. Violet prepared and oooked 
some lovely meals, but [it was)our first Christmas without Phyllis, and Hilda was too poorly 
for David to leave. Their absence was greatly missed. We played card games, and at 
midnight David popped round for a short time to have a drink with us. 

Hilda became worse and had to go into hospital and two days later, on January 2nd, she 
passed on aged sixty-seven. Violet and me were both pleased for David's sake, for he had 
been under a big mental strain with Hilda for six years, and never complained and there was 
all the help he gave me and the two years he had helped with mother. 

When the funeral was over and everybody had gone home, David came round to spend the 
rest of the evening with Violet and me. Violet felt very deeply for our brother and as we sat 
and talked about him before he came, she said she would look after him. She told him he 
was to come round every day for dinner [and] he was not to stay on his own as there were 
two empty beds upstairs [but] like his father, he was a man of few words and liked his own 
company. He spent a lot of time with us, and every day Violet cooked us a lovely hot dinner. 
Cynthia was a good help, doing all the housework and helping with me. 

On the Friday, January 30th, we had a plum and apple pie and custard, after fish and chips. 
Violet was a good cook and the three of us enjoyed every bit of it. David left us at 3 p.m. and 
Violet rested until 4 p.m. and decided to wash up and tidy the kitchen up. Suddenly she had 
sharp pains in her chest and lay on the bed. When Cynthia came to put me in my chair, I 
asked her to phone David. He sent for the doctor and by 6 p.m. she was on her way to 
hospital. Cynthia and David went with her. 

It was ten o'clock when they returned home. David said Violet was wired up, but was very 
comfortable. He was very tired after all the strain of losing Hilda, so when Cynthia had 
undressed me, we went to bed. I could not sleep, lay thinking how strange that Violet had 
planned to look after David, and now he was looking after her. Just after midnight, the phone 
went. I shouted and shouted David, he must have been in a dead sleep, for he jumped out of 
bed, ran downstairs, picked up the phone and said "Oh, no!". He put his head round the 
dining-room door, where I lay on my bed settee and said, so distressed "She has gone". 

We sat talking all night by a big coal fire and sipping hot tea with a tot of whiskey in it. I lay 
quietly thinking [it] must be a dream, I must leave the future in God's hands. And then all 
was revealed. David left his armchair, came over to me and said "Don't you lie worrying 
about the future, I shall look after you, you have always been cared for by your family and I 
will do it as long as I can cope·. I tried to protest about all the worry and strain he had had for 
six years, but had no reply, and I knew his word was his bond, and prayed I could make up 
for it with companionship and understanding. 

At six o'clock he phoned his son, who was chief executor. My sister had confided a lot in me, 
so I could see her requests were carried out. All day people were coming, shocked at the 
news • Gordon from Leicester, young Violet, the Minister and friends from chapel shocked at 
the news, and of course Cynthia and Gladys who were such a comfort to me. 

Again, David and son were going all through the procedure of planning two funerals in a 
fortnight, also visits to the solicitor, probate etc. 

I remember it was a bitterly cold February morning for my sister's funeral. Cynthia and Beryl 
were in charge of preparing the lunch and looking after me, young Violet helped me with 
catering, and before they left for chapel she put a big pot of soup on to be ready for when 
they returned. The Reverend Ron Hicks took the service. The chapel was full of Methodist 
friends, members of the old Clayhanger Girls' Club she had spent years with as leader. and 
given hours of her time cooking, teaching them to embroider etc. She was a great loss from 
our church, financially and otherwise. She was buried with her husband in Barnetts Lane 
cemetery, Brownhills at eleven o'clock. 

90 



When they returned, they were frozen and were pleased to see three big coal fires burning 
away and a mug of hot soup to drink before their lunch. The lounge and dining room was 
packed so we had a buffet in each room and had to borrow chairs from chapel, and Gladys 
Hardwick, my neighbour and wonderful friend. 

Everything went well - a meeting of old friends, and it was late in the afternoon before the will 
could be read, and alter bequests had been made to Judith, David junior, young Violet and 
her son, and to chapel, David and I were to have the car, the house and all its contents, 
except for her collection of china, which Judith and young Violet had to be shared, [together 
with?) a substantial sum of money and shares. 

When everything was settled, David and I had to learn how to live together, and decided to 
share fifty-lilly. When I suggested laying out the commitments into the various tins. he 
thought it was hilarious - like his father, he had always been happy-go-lucky with money, but 
after a trial run, he agreed it was a good method and was pleased with the result. 

Alter a few weeks and with the help of Cynthia and a lovely girl from the Community 
Association, we coped well and all got on well together. Alter the solicitor had been to see 
David and me. all my siste~s estate was settled and we had to decide a plan for the future. 
My brother left it entirely to me. I gave it a lot of thought, and decided we should [selq our 
house, and I would live with my brother in the very nice council house just round the comer, 
and use the money to make it comfortable. 

The house soon sold and with Cynthia and Irene to help (we) were soon ready to leave the 
lovely house and garden I had [had) with my loved ones for twenty-seven years. We spent a 
lot of money between us to have David's house centrally heated, the utility room turned into a 
modern fitted kitchen, the old kitchen made into a dining room with trench window with door, 
so I could be pushed out into the garden, which led to Birch Coppice, and where I could 
watch the jays and squirrels who became so tame they would stand on their back legs and 
rattle the door handle on the trench window and run into the lounge. 

We also got rid of the old car and bought a navy blue Maestro , which gave us hours of 
pleasure and was also another Gospel Chariot. We went out for meals, trips over Cannock 
Chase and to Queniborough to spend the day with Gordon. We took Cynthia with us to look 
alter me, and always went out for a meal. We also went to Blackpool to spend the day with 
Flossie. and always took her out to lunch and tea. 

Gordon often came for the day or the weekend, and Rossie had some nice holidays with us. 
I had a phone by my settee and my own cheque book. I could invite who I liked and was 
surrounded by good friends who would stay with me while David went out, or to the football 
match with his son to see West Bromwich Albion, their favourite team, play. 

It was like a dream. I often wondered if all this was happening to me. All my loved ones had 
gone. and I was left in the care of David, sharing in running the house, making decisions and 
having a cheque book, and Cynthia would take me round the shops on a spending spree. 

David was seventy in the July 1986. I decided to give him a special party in the hut with the 
help of Cynthia, Dorothy Hill, Dorothy Bagley, May Stockhall and Lucy Dunn. Olive Mason 
was roped in to make scones and Ethel Tabberer made a lovely birthday cake, I wanted it to 
be a lovely surprise to David. All Hilda's family and our family were invited and all our 
church friends, and I managed to keep ii a secret from David until the Friday as it was his 
party on the Saturday, when he said he would book a meal at the Terrace for the family and I 
had to tell him we were giving a surprise party for him in the hut. We had a lovely time. I 
was so thrilled to see David so happy and relaxed, for he had had six years of strain and 
frustration and never complained, but lost his sense of fun and the lovely smiling lace. 

The next problem was finding somebody to live in while David went away on holiday. I had 
plenty of friends who would care for me during the day, and Cynthia was always there to 
help. I will never forget Mrs Stone and Mrs Butler and her daughter Cynthia and her husband 
John, the happy hours we spent round a big coal lire talking and enjoying tea and cake. 
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Then there was Michelle and Elaine, two young girls aged ten and twelve who I met when 
they came to chapel to help at our Sunday School Anniversary. Their father had left them 
and their mother and they lived in the same street. I took a great interest in these. I invited 
them to my home, talked a lot to them about my childhood and gradually involved them in 
taking me in turn to Good Companions and my various activities. Eventually I allowed them 
to stay with me when my brother went to the football match, set the table ready for tea, make 
a big coal fire, and as soon as David pulled into the drive with the car, pour a cup of tea out 
ready for him to drink. We took them out for a run in the car and after two years they were 
like a member of the family. They were well behaved and well mannered. When my cousin 
Flossie from BlaekPOOI came to stay, they took her a drink up to her bedroom and fetched 
and carried for her, and she was quite fond of them. God supplies your needs but not your 
wants, and this is how He solved the holiday problem for me. 

Hilda's brother Timothy and wife Vera were very fond of David. They came one evening 
each week for a nice chat and he always bought them their favourite cream cake. During 
their conversation they asked David to go with them to Bournemouth for a week if we could 
find somebody to stay with me. 

Many years before my mother died, we had a very good home help named Alice Brevitt. 
She was a Salvation Army lass, very reliable. very pleasant and a very good worker. She 
had to leave to go into hospital and I never saw her again until about 1985, when I met her 
and her husband at the Centre, who was handicapped, but we soon recognised each other. 
Her husband died a fortnight after my sister Violet, and she was a widow living alone. When 
l was talking to her at the Centre a week after Vera invited David to go away with then. a 
small voice urged me to ask Mrs Brevitt if she would like to stay with me. She never 
hesitated, and for the next four years, until I had to go into the Nursing Home, Mrs Brevitt 
stayed with me whenever I needed her. 

We got on so well together. She did all the shopping and cooking, and Cynthia cleaned the 
house and looked after me. We really enjoyed ourselves. Every day we had visitors calling 
for an hour or staying to tea, sometimes we had a party and I would invite Michelle and 
Elaine to help and they learnt a lot about laying a table and making a trifle under my 
instruction. 

We also had Tupperware parties or coffee evenings to raise money for chapel. I remember 
we all went to a barn dance one night. David went abroad and never had any worry of who 
was going to stay with me. I really enjoyed staying with Cynthia and Mrs Brevitt. I felt really 
grown up and was so pleased I could cope so well, in fact it was like being on holiday myself. 
I often wondered what my mother would have thought after the way she had nursed and 
protected me. 

In 1989 I celebrated my eightieth birthday. My church friends gave me a lovely surprise 
party in the hut for my friends from Good Companions, Fellowship for Handicapped, 
including Gladys, who had been very poorly for some time. She had lost her mother and 
brother, her sister Edith and her husband had bought Gladys' house and was living with her. 
What a wonderful friend and neighbour Gladys had been to me. and how sad I felt when she 
passed away. knowing nobody could replace her. I am still wearing one of the many 
cardigans she knitted me and a bed cape. I also treasure the memories of a wonderful 
friend. 

I had many lovely gifts, including a cross and chain from the church, a beautiful birthday 
cake from Nancy and Marie and Mary Booth, who had made it for me, For my family party, I 
booked a meal for fourteen of us at the Balmoral Restaurant near Milford on Cannock Chase, 
and invited my cousin Flossie from Blackpool to come and stay for a fortnight and share her 
eightieth birthday, which was a day alter mine, with me and my family. 

What a memorable party it was. We had a private room, excellent food and enjoyable 
conversation. Flossie, Cynthia, Dorothy Hill and myself went with David in our car. I 
remember we all left the Balmoral Restaurant at ten p.m. It was a warm June evening, 
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David took us back home across Cannock Chase, all through the dense trees, and the fun we 
had when [he) announced he had taken the wrong turn and we were heading for Stafford 
instead of Cannock. 

I also remember how happy Flossie was and how much she enjoyed our birthday party aoo 
meeting my family and friends. She had had so little love in her life. She had been so 
unselfish and given the best of her life for others. We tried to make up for it the fortnight she 
stayed with us. David took her a breakfast tray up each morning, he took us out most days 
and Flossie would insist on buying us tea. I also remember the effort Cynthia and I had to 
persuade her to buy a nice dress for the family party. I happened to ask her what she was 
wearing, knowing she was very set in her ways and quite eccentric. When she told me she 
had a lovely dress she had bought fifty years ago from the market and it cost six shillings and 
sixpence, I thought "We have got to see this before tomorrow". 

When Cynthia came to put me in my wheelchair and I told her, we decided that somehow we 
had got to see it, so with a bit of tact and gentle persuasion we got her to go upstairs and 
fetch it, and Cynthia and I gasped and no way could we let her go to the party in this dress • it 
was a faded navy blue tube with bits of rusty lurex in it. We both admired it and said we 
would love to see her in it. When she put it over her head it became lodged and would not 
move, and she would have strangled if Cynthia had not put my travel rug round her and 
yelled for David to come and help. 

Cynthia told her she would go with [her) the next morning at nine o'clock, but she was 
adamant she would wear her jeans and a blouse. Then I had a brainwave which I suggested 
to Cynthia when she came round to put me to bed, and she agreed to do it. I asked Flossie if 
she would like to see what I was wearing, and before she had time to reply, Cynthia ran 
upstairs and returned with my lovely coral pink suit on a hanger. It hung in fine pleats and 
over it was my little short black velvet jacket, with a lovely orchid pinned on the shoulder. 
Flossie gasped when she saw it, and agreed she could not sit next to me in jeans. Next 
morning, she and Cynthia dashed up to the shops and two hours later returned with a smart 
navy and white two-piece outfit. 

We were all leaving for the Balmoral Restaurant at 6 p.m. I must say Flossie looked lovely, 
Cynthia had curled her silver-grey hair and pinned an artificial red and pink rose on her 
shoulder. It must have been lovely for her to have someone who cared enough to give of 
their time to make her so lovely. 

Big changes were taking place in Gordon's life. He had sold his bungalow. his daughter sold 
her house and [they) moved to a very pretty Leicestershire village. They bought a spacious 
three hundred year old cottage, made from a row of three old cottages. The end one still 
retained its front door, which meant Gordon had his own private flat yet was next door. He 
was eight-one and his health was deteriorating. David would take Cynthia and me to visit 
him. Sometimes we went to Cottismore for lunch at an old pub near the airbase, listening to 
the terrible noise of the big bombers as they roared overhead to and from the airfield. 

When we returned home, a very kind lady from the village, who cleaned the cottage, would 
have a lovely tea all ready in the dining room waiting. I loved to be pushed around the 
village, go into the twelfth century Parish Church, which had no door locked and was always 
kept so clean. I also liked to linger at the village green and gaze at the Cenotaph and read 
the names of the boys who had once lived in this peaceful place and had given their young 
lives that we might live. II Phyllis had been there she would have helped me to remember 
the beautiful and heart-breaking words in the poems of Rupert Brooke. 

I remember us going one Sunday for the day. It was a lovely sunny day, we sat in the very 
private and walled garden shaded with all the trees and shrubs, watching the doves flying in 
and out of the lovely dovecote Ray had made for them, then we decided to go for a walk 
round the village, and try and take me to see a badger sett that Ray knew about. The farmer 
gave him permission to push me through the farmyard to find the brook where the badger 
sett was. Unfortunately the ground was so soggy and so bumpy for me to get near enough to 
see, but David and Cynthia managed to get quite near to it, and could tell me all about it. 
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What a caring and wonderful family I had. They always made me feel wanted, included me 
in everything and always did all they could to make up for what I had missed, and looking 
back I realise how fortunate I have been to have such a good and enquiring mind that has 
helped me to learn, to understand, to feel for others and to see how "God works in a 
mysterious way His wonders to perform". I have not been to school since I was ten years of 
age, but the school of life has taught me all I know, to find happiness away from the madding 
crowd. 

Christmas 1990 was the last Christmas David and I spent together. Since Violet had gone, 
we had spent Christmas Day with young David and family and Boxing Day with Hilda's 
family, who took it in turn to be together as a family. Judith and Ray always joined us so we 
could be together as a family. 

My life was still full with chapel, Good Companions and Fellowship for Handicapped. I 
missed my mother every minute of the day and all the companionship and sharing of 
interests with my sisters, but I had David and all my wonderful friends and had learned to 
take each day as it comes and accept what it brings. 

One of my good friends was Irene Stone. She lives a few doors away from us and would 
always come and sit with me if David wanted to go out. Every Sunday, she and Cynthia's 
elder sister, Joyce, met at our house to go in the car with David. He would take them into 
Clayhanger for Ethel T aberer, another good old soul, and then they would pop up Clayhanger 
Lane to chapel for the six p.m. service, and David would play the organ, which he did for 
forty-seven years. 

While all this was going on, another loyal friend, Dorothy Hill, would be on her way with me. 
Dorothy was very good company and we both got on well for she loved her work for chapel. 
she also found time to stay with me often. She was very interested in tatting. For the 
Centenary year at chapel she made a beautiful altar cloth with this work on it, and made me 
a book marker, which I treasure today. 

Irene Stone had a dry sense of humour and always had an interesting story to tell. She 
always came to sit with me for an hour on a Monday afternoon. On this afternoon of May 
14th, we had a good laugh, which amused David as he sat in the dining room reading and 
smoking a cigarette. As she went out Cynthia walked in to put me in my chair and make me 
comfortable for the evening. David decided to finish planting cabbage plants before he 
prepared our tea, and pushed me by the trench window to watch him. 

I remember him cleaning his tools at five p.m., locking all up, then pushing [me) into the 
lounge and saying he was going into the kitchen to prepare our tea. I sat looking through the 
bay window, listening to the cups etc. going onto the tray. As I looked at the clock, which 
said five twenty, I heard a mighty crash in the kitchen, followed by a deadly silence. I 
thought David had knocked the saucepan shelf down. I called his name over and over again, 
but got no reply. I tried not to panic, and asked God not to leave me, and then I remembered 
Olive and Dorothy were coming to see me at seven thirty p.m. 

I knew David had gone. 

I sat still, watching the clock and at seven p.m. the miracle happened. Olive and Dorothy 
arrived in the yellow Mini and after banging the hall and back door, Dorothy came round to 
the bay window and saw me. I called, asking her to fetch our key from next door, as David 
had fallen on the kitchen floor and could not get up. 

Mr Owen came back with them. and as they held me, I told them l knew David had gone, aoo 
then I was surrounded by friends and relatives, who were concerned for me. My doctor was 
one, she gave me a tranquilliser and came in the following four mornings. I realised all my 
family had gone, but I was not alone nor afraid, for God kept his promise "I will never leave 
you or forsake you", and He never has. 

94 



Cynthia had cared for me so many years, she sat by me all nlght for two nights. Mrs Brevitl 
stayed with me as long as I needed her and young Violet and Gordon gave all the support I 
needed, and said if I needed them dlring the night, just phone and they would come. 

Olive and Dorothy came up very early next day to help in any way they could. Young David 
attended to all the funeral arrangements, and Olive volunteered to prepare all the food for 
the buffet meal at her home, and bring it up in her car. This was such a help. Mrs Brevitt 
was so easy to wor1< with, and on the morning of the funeral, she was up very early and with 
my organising ability, all went well. 

I remember I felt as though I was (on the) OU1side of reality, watching all that was going on 
around me and yet not a part of it. 

After it was all over and everybody had gone, Cynthia stayed all night with me for two nights, 
and Mrs Brevitt went on in her own quiet way putting everything in its place as before. I 
never realised this was the "Grand Finale" and that all my family had gone and my home 
must go. For over a week young David came over and asked me if I had any idea of what I 
wanted to do, and then as I lay quietly on my bed settee alone, with Mrs Brevitt asleep 
upstairs, I heard it so plainly - a voice said "Go into a home". When young David came next 
morning and asked the question, I said without any hesitation. I told him I was going into a 
home. They found the telephone directory and I said ·1 want to go into a home in Brownhills 
and near my chapel and Cynthia and young Violet and Gordon·. 

Everything in the house had to go in the home. The last thing was my bed settee. As I sat in 
my wheelchair, waiting to go into the unknown, I felt calm within and received all the strength 
I needed at that moment. Mary and David tucked me into their car and Cynthia came with 
me to explain how to lift me and put my cushions right. 
This home on the edge of Brownhills had been a big private house. My bedroom had two 
beds and the peculiar woman that shared with me never spoke one word. It was also 
impossible to describe the noise she made snoring all night. The cost of living in this private 
and residential home was £250 per week. They never kept their promise to put me to bed at 
a certain time and get me up, which meant I suffered untold pain from being in one place far 
too long. There was only one Care Assistant on duty all night. He was a young man aged 
twenty-one and on no account would I allow him to attend to me or do anything personal, I 
was so embarrassed - not even my father or brother would stay in the room when I was being 
attended to. 

I sent a note to my favourite home help, asking her if she would put me to bed etc., and I 
would pay her so much an hour. When the owner heard this he said if I paid him another 
£100 per week he would get another nurse in, but I ignored his offer and my old home help 
popped in her car and attended to me for the week. All the week I was there, not one 
resident spoke to me, so each day I sat in the dining room next to the kitchen, and talked to 
the two staff. 

It was a terrible ordeal. I had never been left on my own, and somebody had always been 
there to lift me and attend to me. All my friends were very concerned about me, including 
Cynthia and Violet and Gordon. I had visitors every day, and Cynthia and John Dunn 
assured me when I went into this home they would take me to and from chapel in their car, 
but I was terrified and could not sleep. 

After four days, Gordon agreed with me I could not stay. I can see him now sitting on my 
bed leafing through the telephone directory, and when he found another residential and 
private home nearer still to Brownhills, I agreed he should phone this home for details to find 
OU1 if there was a vacancy on the ground floor, and there was. I j.Jst could not wait to be 
assessed the next day. 

The lady who came to interview me was a very cultured and business-like woman, and after 
a long chat about Stills Disease, which she had never heard of, she said they had never 
admitted anybody who could not walk and was completely dependant, but she would like me 
in their home. On June 4th, 1990 Violet and Gordon took me and all my belongings in their 
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car to my second home. C~a )OlllE!d ane1 after they had ?JI my clothes and belongings 
away, t was taken into a nice spacious lounge, wnh big french windows overlooking a nice 
green lawn, to meet the residents. Most of them had come from St Matthew's, they had had 
bad nervous breakdowns and had lost their confidence and were afraid of people and of 
living alone. 

I gradualty gained their confidence and would try and convince them I would help any of 
them. They were all mobile and eventually [wouldj push me to my bedroom to fetch 
something I needed or go to the shops for crisps. Two people I remember with great 
affection were Emily and Geoff. Emily was 86 years old, and she had been a very good 
nurse for twenty-tour years at St Matthew's Hospital on nights. I found her a very interesting 
friend. She had two charming sons, one was a headmaster and the other was a pharmacist. 
When her families came visiting, we got chatting and soon I felt part of the family. 

Geoff was badly shell-shocked in the last war. He was very withdrawn and had an 
impediment in his speech. He used to sn staring at me and I would smile at him and then 
noticed he spent hours reading about the football results. I told him all my family had been 
supporters of West Bromwich Allion tor years, and eventually he started to search the 
football papers for write-ups of the Baggies. I bought him a pen and note-book and 
[he?jwould write au the flXlures and goals. He loved to please me and go to the shop for 
crisps. He loved me to praise his appearance - if I told him his tie was the wrong colour, he 
[would] go back to his room and change n. 
When I talked to my friends at chapel about Geoff, they felt as deeply for him as I did. They 
gave me good suits. pullovers, cardigans, shoes etc., and he looked qune smart and cared 
for. The only family he had was a nephew, who never came to see him. 
The owner was always immaculately dressed, his manners impeccable and he spoke very 
good English. When we got to know each other and he realised all the organising I had done 
and all the contacts I had got and the people who visited me from the various local 
organisations, he asked me if I would organise a residents' committee to bring some interest 
and activities into the home. 

Many of the residents were in their fifties and enjoyed the idea. I chose eight residents in this 
age group, met once a month and insisted a Senior Care Assistant [was) present at fNery 
meeting - we had to make sure I broke no rules or regulations. When I suggested a fist of 
entertainments and coach outings, they all agreed. I explained to do these things I needed 
money. I got an exercise book to wrne the minutes in and at the end of each meeting I had a 
complaints section. I have the book here and note most complaints were about food - no 
variety, asked three months for porridge, not enough to eat, no more frozen food, no more 
bulk buying of meat in cardboard boxes etc. At the end of each meeting I asked the Care 
Assistant present [if they) would sign it was a true statement. For the next two days I wrote in 
detail a copy of the minutes and sent n into the office. 

When the owner read them and the requests for more variety in food, he asked me to get rid 
of "Complaints" and replace it with "Suggestions·. That was the end of the committee and it 
proved to me that no residents had any rights to speak for themselves, and whatever we 
asked for we should never get. We were at the mercy of the Care Assistants who did not 
always approve of me telling them how I felt. 

This did not prevent me from carrying out my plans for the residents. I had a different type of 
entertainment each week - slide shows, flower arranging, choirs, music on keyboard etc. The 
residents loved it but what they really wanted was a coach trip. I suggested one of the 
residents collect five pence every Friday morning from each resident as they received their 
pocket money, and give it to the Chief Care Assistant to bank. I got a book, put the names in 
and some paid more than five pence per week and were quite excited to see it mounting up. 

My job was to raise the money for the coach. I had raffles, but my biggest income came 
from selling nearly-new clothes. I had a large cardboard box in my bedroom filled with nice 
clothes from relatives and friends. Every visitor that came, I invited them into my room to 
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look in this box IO ~what I had lor sale. I remerrber having a beautiful new fur cape given 
to me which I sold to Ille owne<s wife. 

Our first outing was to Blackpool to see the illuminations. I booked the coach from Wickson's 
Travel, a well-known Brownhills coach firm whose owner was in my Girls' Club for many 
years, and asked to leave the home at 9 a.m. The owner always gave me his lull support, 
and a lump sum of money towards fish and chips. It was a beautiful sunny morning, several 
of our Ladies Good Companions and chapel friends came on this fifty·three•seater coach, 
including John Dunn who drove the coach and carried me on and off it. 

What a hectic morning it was. The home was buzzing with excitement, the owne(s wile had 
to sort and pack the different kinds of drugs needed, and go with us to look after them. It was 
like a summe(s day, the residents were kept on the sands all day watching the donkeys, 
eating ice-cream and fish and chips. I enjoyed being pushed all along the sea front by two 
church friends. round the shops and into a nice cale for fish and chips, and I felt so happy to 
see these residents out of the home and the joy on their faces as we returned home on the 
coach. Geoff was pleased next morning to show me his purse, and the amount he had left to 
go back into the bank. 

During the tour years I was in this home I 01ganised eight coach outings, the last one was to 
the Prince of Wales theatre at Cannock to see the Christmas Spectacular. I also organised a 
special party for the residents after that Christmas in 1994. Two of the visitors asked me to 
organise a party in memory of their sister, who had recently died in the home. because she 
had been so happy in the home with the residents. They gave me a lump sum of money. I 
wrote to the caterers, explained how much money I had to spend on food for thirty people. 
The Care Assistants arranged the tables and food and they had a very nice sit·down tea. 
There were enough cakes, pastries etc., left for all of them to have a nice supper. Keith Bird 
on keyboard entertained us for dancing and it was a very happy and successful function. 

I was happy and contented in this home and got on well with most of the Care Assistants. I 
thought I was in this home for life, but it was not to be. 

Flossie, my cousin from Blackpool, was losing her memory and not safe to live on her own. 
Her niece asked her if she would like to come to Brownhills for a holiday with me. Without 
any hesitation she came. She was stone deal, could not remember a thing and I was so 
worried for her every time she left the lounge, yelling somebody to go after her in case she 
got out on to the busy main road. Nobody could make her hear. I used to have to write 
messages and was tired out with her. 

I paid £1,000 a month to stay in this home. At the end of four years my money had almost 
gone. The owner put another £1 oo a month on my fees, and when Social Services refused 
to pay it, he said I would have to go. 

Again Gordon came to my help. He got me accommodation in a Nursing Home a little 
further out of Brownhills, but John Dunn was always willing to take me to and from chapel. 
Social Services took me to and from the Centre in lovely ambulances specially built with tail· 
lifts for wheelchairs. Now we have another good service called Ring and Ride • you just pick 
the phone up, give your registration number, where you want to go, what time you need them 
and what time you want to be taken home • all this was free of charge. 

Residents and staff were sad to see me go on August 27th, 1994. The staff gave me a nice 
leaving party and presented me wtth a beautiful brooch and earrings. 

The Matron and some of the stall [of the Nursing Home) gave me a warm welcome. It is 
spotlessly clean, no smell and the food is excellent. Such a variety, no frozen food, the 
butcher and milkman deliver every day, we have well equipped kitchen and laundry. Over 
the past three years I have had some very happy times and some unhappy ones. What a 
difference there is between a home filled with love and compassion and one where Carers do 
it for money. 
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I have me1 some lollely 111rses and carers who understand what it is to lose all one's loved 
ones, have to leave one's home and an the things you treasured, to a bedroom with only a 
few pictures on the wall and a few bits of china on a table. Us residents depend on care 
assistants for understanding, companionship and sincerity, but very few have these qualities. 
I have shed many silent tears when I lie and listen to some of these young girls and the way 
they shout at some of these elderly people in their eighties and nineties, who are in the 
eventide of life. I often wish they would do things to please them and make them happy, 
they have no respect for their elders and resent any kind of discipline. I can speak for myself 
and am disliked for it. 

On the other hand, I admire than for all the smelly and unpleasant things they have to do and 
all the hard work they have to do for such a mere pittance. This country has always been 
known for standing up for the underdog and for justice, but people seem to have lost their 
sense of values. 

I am also shocked how many young people smoke and swear. Nursing used to be a 
profession with a very high standard in manner, beautifully spoken, very quiet as they walked 
about the wards. I was in hospital for six days a few months ago, and was shocked to see 
how much everything had deteriorated. I mentioned this to an old nurse a short while ago, 
and she shook her head and said ·oiscipline, as we were trained, has been replaced by this 
new generation of young people who resent any kind of authority". 

They say "The looker-on sees the best part of the game·. I certainly see life from many 
angles and how different people are. Some will go out of their way to do those little things 
that mean so much to people like myself, completely dependent on others even for a cup of 
tea. Others will pass by on the other side, and pretend they have not heard or use their 
swan-song "You will have to wait, I am busy". 

I may be wrong, but I think when parents lost their hold on their children is when the standard 
of education started to rise beyond the knowledge of the way they were taught. They grew 
away from each other. shrugged them off and lost parental control. 

On the whole I have been very happy in this home. The older nurses I have known since I 
came in on August 27th, 1994. They are friends and the only people I can chat to as they 
wash, dress and attend to me. I love clothes, make-up, hats, and these nurses always make 
me up when I am going out and make me look special if I am going to a function at the 
Centre or chapel. 

Last week on May 20th, I went to the official opening of our Centre, which had been rebuilt 
and equipped with a very generous grant of over a quarter of a million pounds from the 
Lotteries Charity Commission. I am the oldest member of the Brownhills Fellowship for 
Physically Handicapped and was present when the Centre was first opened thirty years ago. 
I served on the committee and have done a lot of fund-raising. We have had some lovely 
functions, made some good friends and have many happy memories of friends like Gladys. 
It was lovely to meet Mr and Mrs Edwards at this function on May 20th, who took us 
everywhere and to the Centre each week. Now we are taken in llxurious ambulances, also 
we are allowed an ambulance for one day ti1> per year, and four half-days. I always go 
strapped to my wheelchair and never move for eight hours, but I am used to pain and 
adjusting my mind to deal with it. 

I have been writing my autobiography for four years. I felt I had to tell you how I had coped 
with life for seventy-four years in a wheelchair, battled with the rainy days and enjoyed the 
sunny days, how my strong Christian faith and trust in the Holy Spirit has helped me to see 
the purpose in lffe that has enriched it and helped me to understand the meaning of suffering. 

Yesterday I celebrated my eight-eighth birthday. Although I have no family here, I was 
surrounded by the love of friends. All the residents have shared my birthday tea. Pat, one of 
the cooks, made me a lovely birthday cake iced in pink and wMe icing and decorated in 
peach. I had visitors coming and going all day. My bedroom. which is my little home, was 
festooned with over sixty birthday cards and lovely flowers. I am very mindful of how many 
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people have thought about me on this special day. To crown it all. I went to the Fellowship al 
the Centre last night and was presented with a beautiful bouquet of flowers. Money could not 
buy the joy this simple gift gave me. 

There is so much more I could tell you about my life, but I am supposed to be organising a 
family get-together in our church hall to discuss the Marklew's family tree. I am the eldest 
granddaughter living and remember so far back the fifteen children my grandparents had and 
the jealousy etc., that went on amongst them. 

Looking back over the years and seeing the changes that have taken place in the name of 
progress, I wonder what has happened to the character of the village of Brownhills I knew, 
with its friendly shops, with their windows filled with good food, vegetables right from the field 
and the farm and the meat in the butche~s window came from local farms. What has 
happened to the neighbourly people, who sat up all night with you ii you were very poorly, 
when everybody in the street shared your grief when you lost a loved one, and every blind 
was lowered and every cunain drawn. I often go through Brownhills High Street in the 
ambulance and feel disgusted with the drab and decrepit sights I see - windows filled with old 
junk. windows boarded up, all the shoppers complete strangers, lines of traffic - one has to 
run for their lives to cross the road. 

Here I am sitting in the big lounge al the Nursing Home, the residents singing old songs, 
some lonely, many have not been out and have no aim. How I wish I could inspire then to go 
with me on Ring and Ride to my little Methodist Chapel or to the Centre for friendship and try 
to bring a little happiness into their lives. 

I am leaving you now, hoping I can help somebody with my experience in life, which has 
helped me to find that inner peace by accepting what each day brings and trusting in the love 
of God. 

Gwen H. James (1997) 
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NOTE: At the end of this index is a list of people mentioned in this book, whose surname is 
not given, or not readily apparent. 

ALEXANDRA, Lady 73 
ALEXANDRA, Princess 81 
ANGLESEY, Ear1 and Countess of 32 
ARBLASTER, Dorothy 49, 69 
ARBLASTER, Jim 14 
ARBLASTER, Sam 11, 14 
ARBLASTER, Sue (nee WILCOX) 14,49, 69 

BAGBY, Ann 16 
BAGBY, Joan 16 
BAGBY, Mr and Mrs 16, 17, 22, 71 
BAGLEY, Dorothy 93 
BAILEY, Mrs 28 
BARBER. Cynthia 8, 85-88, 90-97 
BARCLAY, Florence 33 
BARNET, Lady Isobel 83 
BARNET, Mr 37 
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BOOTH, Marie 94 
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BRADFORD, Dr 6, 12, 14, 15, 27, 52, 54, 55 
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DAVIS, Alderman lewis 27, 52 
DE GAULLE, General 56 
DENNING, Mrs 36 
DENNINGS (SHOP) 19 
DOGGITT, Mr and Mrs 46, 47, 49 
DRABLE, Phil 28 
DUNN, John 97·99 
DUNN, Lucy 93 

EDWARDS, Mr and Mrs 8, 9, 75·77, 85, 100 
ELIZABETH, The Queen Mother 72, 73 
ELKIN($), Miss 61 

FITCH, George 55 
FOREST, Mr 76 
FORSTER, Dr. D. M. 8, 32, 62, 76 

GARNER, Ray n, 78, 82, 91 , 95 
GARNER. Judith Anna see under maiden name McCARTHY 
GETTINGS. Mr 76 
GOODHALL (BUILDERS) 14 
GORDON, Noelle 76 
GOUGH, Mrs 10, 14, 30 
GREEN, Dickie 12 
GWILLIAM, Mrs 21 

HALFPENNY, Councillor 21 
HALIFAX, Doris 90 
HALL.Miss 8 
HARDWICK, Edith 77 
HARDWICK, Gladys 71, 76, n. 84, 85. 87, 88, 92, 94, 100 
HARDWICK, Harold 71, 75, n , 94 
HARDWICK, Mrs 71, 94 
HARRISON, Capt. William 14 
HASTILOW, Marjorie 81 
"HAW·HAW, lord" 49 
HEATH, Beryl 85, 88, 92 
HICKS. Rev. Ron 92 
HILL, Dorothy 90, 93·96 
HITCHEN, Harriet see under married name of MARKLEW 
HITLER, Adolph 43, 54, 56, 57 
HODGE, Miss 22 
HOLLAND, Dorothy 15 
HOLLAND, HylaJohn 15 
HOLLAND, Mr 15 
HOLLAND, Trixie 15 
HOL YMAN, Inez and Mrs 81 
HOWDLES (SHOP) 57 
HUNT, Sir John 73 

JAMES. David 4, 7, 8, 17, 19, 21·23, 25-27, 29-31 , 33, 34, 36, 38-40, 43-45, 47-50, 53, 54, 
56, 57, 60, 61 , 63, 64, 66. sa-10, 74-n, 80-82, 84-96 

JAMES, David George ("Young David") 50, 51, 54, 69, 80, 91-93, 95, 96 
JAMES, Dorothy 75 
JAMES. Elsie (nee MARKLEW) !Mother] 1-10, 12-27, 29-31, 34-45, 47, 48, 50-55, 

58, 60-76, 78, 79, 82·84, 87, 88, 94, 95 



JAMES, Frances William (Father) 4-7, 9, 10, 12-14, 16-25, 27-36, 39, 40, 43, 44, 47, 
48,50,51,55,56, 58, 60-68 

JAMES, Frank 20 
JAMES, Grace see under married name of RAY 
JAMES, HILDA 33, 35, 38, 40, 44-50, 53, 54, 60, 63, 67·69, 79, 80, 85, 89, 91 , 93, 95 
JAMES, Jack 20 
JAMES, John 69 
JAMES, Judith (nell RODGERS) 4, 5, 7, 18-20, 23, 66 
JAMES, Mary 4, 5, 18-20, 24 
JAMES, Mary 81, 91 , 96 
JAMES, Mrs 66 
JAMES, Phyllis (later MCCARTHY} 3, 5-7,9, 10, 13, 15-17, 19, 21-30, 32-34, 36-47, 49-

63, 66, 68-73, 76-84, 86-91, 95 
JAMES, Robert and Martha 20 
JAMES, Sarah 69 
JAMES, Thomas 20 
JAMES, Thomas 23 
JAMES, Violet (later SMITH) 3, 7, 12, 14-19, 21-27, 29, 30, 33-36, 38-40, 43, 44, 46-51, 

53-57, 59-65, 67-70, 72, 75, 79-93, 95 
JONES, Brothers 14 
JONES, Mr 16 
JONES, Mrs 35 
JORDAN.Mr 14 
JORDANS (CAF!:) 7, 14 

LAKIN. Mr 16, 17, 71 
LAW, Bill and Gladys 80, 82, 86, 87 
LEEK,Mr 17 
LINDSEY, Mrs 44 
LIVINGSTONE, David 33 
LOW, Joyce 38 

MACPHERSON, Squire 1 
MADDOX, Ron 23 
MADDOX, John Edward 23 
MADEVA, Dr. 14, 15 
MALLEY, Pat 34 
MARKLEW, Alf 3, 32, 36. 60-62, 74, 75 
MARKLEW, Basil 2, 32, 36 
MARKLEW, Bill 14 
MARKLEW, Cyril 48, 51 
MARKLEW, Desmond 36 
MARKLEW, Ed~h (later SMITH) 2, 4, 21 , 31 , 36, 60, 67 
MARKLEW, Elsie see under married name of JAMES 
MARKLEW, Florence (later SPENCER) 7, 36, 37, 67, 68 
MARKLEW, Flossie 71, 72, 82, 93-95, 99 
MARKLEW, Frank 2, 3, 36, 67 
MARKLEW, Harriet (nee HITCHEN) 1, 2, 14, 15, 22 
MARKLEW, Harriet Ann ("Tan") 12, 22, 67, 68 
MARKLEW, Harry 15 
MARKLEW, Hyla 22, 71, 72 
MARKLEW. Hyla 2 
MARKLEW, Jessie 70, 75, 88 
MARKLEW, Len 3, 4, 15 
MARKLEW, Nonnan 3, 4, 53, 60, 70 
MARKLEW, Sidney 2, 27, 32, 36 
MARKLEW, Violet 27, 32, 36 
MARKLEW, Violet ("Young Violet") (later PAYNE) 36, 48, 49, 55, 86, 89, 92, 96, 97 
MARKLEW, Walter and Sarah 35, 51 
MARKLEW, William 1-4, 11, 15, 17, 20, 21 , 23, 26, 30·32, 36, 60, 67, 69 
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MARY, Queen 24 
MASON, Mr 42 
MASON. Olive 90, 93, 96 
MATHEWS, Leonard 76 
McCARTHY, Bob 44 
MCCARTHY, Bruce 44, 48, 51 
McCARTHY, Gordon 32, 34, 37, 42-47, 49-52, 54-59, 61, 62, 66, 68, 69, 72, 73, 78-83, 

86-93, 95 
McCARTHY, Judith Anna (later GARNER) 55-64, 66, 77, 78, 82, 90-92, 95 
McCARTHY, Maud 33 
MCCARTHY, Mr and Mrs 33 
McCARTHY, Phyllis see under maiden name of JAMES 
MELOCHORD BAND 62 
MONKS, Miss 37, 62 
MONTGOMERY, Field-Marshall 53 
MUSSOLINI 42 

NIVEN, David 86 
NORTHUMBERLAND, Duchess of 73 

O'CONNER, Nurse 16, 17 
OAKS, Mr and Mrs 66 
OSBALDISTON, Alice 25, 26 
OWEN, Mr 96 

PARSLEY, Mrs 75 
PAYNE, Gordon 86, 89, 96, 97, 99 
PAYNE, Violet ("Young Violet") see under maiden name of MARKLEW 
PERRY, Mrs 62, 66 
POUNTNEY, William 15 
POXON, Mr 14 
POXON, Mr and Mrs 28, 29 
POXON, Will 34 
PRINCE, Mike 76 

QUEEN MARY 24 
QUEEN MOTHER, The 72, 73 

RALPH RICHMAN & SONS 6, 16, 17, 23-25, 35, 44 
RAY, Grace and Fred 69 
READ, Mrs 16 
RHEAD, Mr 70 
RHODES, Nancy 76 
RICHARDSON, Rev. Eric 55 
RICHMAN, Mr 23 
RIGBY, Betty 65, 87 
ROBERTS, Mr and Mrs 15, 16 
ROBOTIOM, Elsie 57 
ROBOTIOM, Irene 57 
ROBOTIOM. Iris 57 
ROBOTIOM, Mr and Mrs 57 
RODGERS, Judith see under married name of JAMES 
ROLLINGS, Mrs 19 
ROMMEL 53 

SAMBROOK($), Mr 13, 37 
SAMBROOK(S), Ruby 13, 37 
SAWYER, P.C. 34 
SHIPP, Miss 72, 73 
SMITH, Edith see under maiden name of MARKLEW 
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SMITH, Florence 23 
SMITH, Fred 21, 22, 26, 30, 33, 39, 54, 61 , 66 
SMITH, Harold 21 , 22 
SMITH, Ira 32 
SMITH, John 4, 21 , 22, 32, 36, 39 
SMITH, Mr 34 
SMITH, Mrs ("Grannie") 46 
SMITH, Violet see under maiden name of JAMES 
SMITH, William 21, 23-27, 29, 30, 33, 34, 36, 39, 40, 43, 45-51, 53-55, 57, 59, 61-64, 

66,68,69 
SNAPE, Ruth 74 
SNAPE, Sid 74 
SPENCER, Florence see under maiden name of MARKLEW 
SPIERS, Gwenda and Dennis 86 
STEVENSON, Capt. W.R. 37, 62 
STOCKHALL, May 93 
STONE, Irene 92, 93, 95, 96 
SUNDERLAND, Mrs 28, 33 

TABBERER, Ethel 88, 93, 95 
THOMAS, Jessie 27 
THOMSON, Marjorie 45 
THOMSON, Mr 20 
TURPIN, Dick 1 
TURTLE, Amy 76 

UPTON, Mrs 28 

WAIN, Dorothy 21-23, 26, 27, 32, 33, 39, 45, 61, 66, 76 
WAIN, Mr and Mrs 20, 21, 23, 25-27, 30, 32, 33, 39, 42, 45, 61 , 66-68 
WATSON, Ann 26, 40-42, 45, 78, 79, 84, 87 
WATSON, Mr and Mrs 26, 40-42, 78, 79, 81 
WHITFIELD, David 77 
WHITAKER, Miss 10 
WIBBY, Mr 10, 22 
WIDDOWSON, Peggy and Harry 80, 82, 83, 86, 89, 90 
WIGLEYS (BUILDERS) 14 
WILCOX, Sue see under married name of ARBLASTER 
WILCOX, Mr 49 
WILLET, Dick 21, 29 
WILLETIS, George 28, 33 
WILLETIS, Joseph 33 
WOOD, George 43, 44, 48, 50, 51 
WOODGATE, Leslie 84 
WYNN, Mr 52 
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NO $URNAMES GIVEN: 

Beatrice fMrs Davies' sister) 75 
Bertha [Friend of Gladys Hardwick] 76, 77 
Carrie [Auntie] 72 
Cynthia [Mrs Butlefs daughter] and John, her husband 93 
Dorothy (Daughter of Beatrice, above] 75 
Edith [Gladys Hardwick's sister) 94 
Elaine [Young girt from chapel - see also Michelle. below] 93, 94 
Emily (Resident of second residential home) 97 
Ethel ( Owner of house in which Will and Violet Smith lived for a time) 25, 26 
Frank (Gladys law's brother) 87 
Geo« [Resident of second residential home] 97. 98 
George [Hilda James· brother] 38 
Hilda [Friend of Phyllis and Gordon McCarthy's at Oueniborough) 83 
Kitty [Girls' Club member) 43 
John ( Friend of Phyllis and Gordon McCarthy's at Grimsby) 61 
Joyce [Cynthia Barber's sister) 85, 95 
Marie (Wife of John. above] 61 
Mary (Hilda James' sister) 38 
Mavis [Daughter of Beatrice, above) 75 
Michelle [Young girl from chapel - see also Elaine. above) 93. 94 
Myrtle [Mrs Ooggitt's sister) 46, 47 
Pat( cook at Nursing Home] 100 
Percy [Uncle) 68 
Raymond [Hilda James· brother) g1 
Roland fT an Mar111ew's husband) 68 
Timothy (Hilda James' brother) and Vera, his wife 38, 93 
Vera [Friend of Phyllis and Gordon McCarthy's at Oueniborough) 83 


