
1 

 

 



2 

 

 

 

          Chapter One 

The Postman Knocks 

 

 

     One morning late in 1944 in the living room of 72 Rosebery Street, Moss 

Side, Manchester, there was great excitement and much mickey-taking because 

there had just been a delivery to the front door of a well-stuffed kit bag. When I 

use the word excitement I expect that I was the only one feeling excited. I should 

think my mother and fatherôs feelings were more akin to dread for their darling 

daughter had joined the Womenôs Land Army and would soon be leaving home 

yet again, this time to work in Cornwall which in those days seemed like the other 

side of the world. I donôt know how my two brothers felt. They never told me and 

I never asked. 

 

    The kit bag was unpacked and I was soon inspecting my uniform. It was a 

very nice uniform; especially if you made sure you got the best of everything! By 

this I mean there were two types of shirt. One was ugly and shapeless, anything 

but smart, and made from Airtex which was a floppy, stretchy fabric woven with 

air holes all over, hence its name, and it had short sleeves. The other was smartly 

cut, made like a good quality manôs shirt with long sleeves and was made from an 

excellent quality fine poplin. They were both the same colour, which was cream. 

 

    There were also two types of breeches, one made from heavy corduroy 

and the other from cavalry twill. The one looked like those worn by the dustbin 

men and the other looked like cavalry officerôs issue. Which would you choose? 

They were both in a soft shade of khaki. There were several pairs of woolen knee 

length khaki socks which were all right, and one pair of good quality brown 

leather shoes for dress wear, one pair of black leather ankle boots for work in the 

fields and one pair of gumboots, also for the fields. There were two high quality 

wool long sleeved pullovers in a fairly dark rich green, two pairs of khaki 

dungarees for work in the fields (one pair of which I still wear when I decorate, 

and this is 1994. Howôs that for quality!). One double breasted greatcoat cut on the 

lines of the army officerôs greatcoat except that the skirt was cut with a slight flare. 

The fabric was woven as dense and as wind-proof and warm as the soldiersô 

greatcoats. The colour of this I would describe as a pinkish khaki. Many years later 

the fashion world called it mink. There was also a lightweight coat meant to be 

worn for work with the dungarees. It was similar to a doctorôs white hospital coat, 

only in khaki. This I never used. Instead, I acquired for myself an army battle dress 

jacket. There was one green tie which I never wore; I always wore my shirt neck 

open. One felt hat which came in the raw state, looking as if it had been stolen 

from a scarecrow and this had to be moulded to shape by steaming it. 
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Consequently, there were many shapes of Land Army hat according to individual 

taste. I made mine like a cowboyôs hat and never saw another one like it. The 

majority of them looked like a pork pie with a brim. Mine, however, did cause a 

lot of childish comments from the opposite sex. 

 

    There was a set of oilskins and a sou-wester for work in the fields and 

another raincoat for dress wear. This was khaki coloured, and once again, cut on 

the lines of an army officerôs issue, which means that it was exceptionally smart 

for any girl or woman who had the right sort of build to wear it, i.e. tall and 

slender. Then there were badges and other insignia to fix on hat and greatcoat, and 

last of all there was an insignia arm band to be worn over the sleeve of shirt or 

pullover when the greatcoat was not being worn. And that, I think, is the lot - and 

it was spread all over the living room! 

 

    But not for long, for I had to move fast. All those ugly shirts had to be 

sent back to be changed for poplin ones, also one pair of corduroy breeches which 

had to be changed for whipcord to use as dress uniform. I didnôt mind using 

corduroy for work; they would be covered by dungarees anyway. Sure enough, 

they delivered what I wanted in record time and I was very proud to wear my 

uniform. 

 

    I had tried hard to get into the Womenôs Land Army and it was the only 

service my father was willing to sign his permission to let me join, since I was 

under age. Correction: I would have been under age if I had been accepted when I 

first applied. I remember that day well. I arrived at the recruiting office looking 

more like a fashion model than a farm worker with appropriate measurements to 

complete the picture, bust 34 - waist 21 - hips 34. 

 

    "Iôm sorry, my dear, but I donôt really think that you would be suitable, 

the work is very hard on the land, and we are looking for girls of a heavier build 

than you". 

 

    "But Iôm not afraid of hard work. I am strong and have never ailed a day 

in my life." (All seventeen years of it!) 

 

   "No. Iôm sorry, but I cannot accept you; your bone structure is much too 

fine. Look at the size of your wrists and your ankles and legs! Iôm sorry, but 

thereôs nothing more to be said." 

 

I was furious! But that was that and there was nothing I could do about it. I 

would be eighteen years old soon and, as people of my age will remember, after 

that magic birthday we suddenly became the property of the State. Together with 

many others I would be drafted into either the Armed Forces or into war work, 
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which probably meant I would be shoved into a factory and that was not high on 

the list of the things I wanted to do with my life! So, not letting the grass grow 

under my feet, I started to collect propaganda leaflets telling me how much I 

would enjoy being in the Womenôs Army, Navy and Air Force, but of course it 

was the Womenôs Land Army where I really wanted to be. I brought these home to 

read, being very careful not to let my father see them. 

 

    I decided after a while that I would apply for the Air Force, because I 

liked the uniform better than that of the Army, although the Wrens appealed to me 

more than either of them. The uniform again, I suspect, but I considered myself 

not educated enough for the Wrens and I knew, therefore, that I would not fit in. 

 

Having made my decision I took my mother into my confidence and told her 

I would ask Dad that evening. I filled in the application form and had it all ready 

for his signature. As my father walked in the back door (we always used the back 

entrance) my pulse started thumping. I had an idea what the outcome would be. 

 

    "Donôt give those forms to your father before heôs eaten his dinner. 

Youôll stand a better chance after heôs fed." Probably the voice of experience! 

 

    The rest of the family had already eaten so I had to sit and watch his 

every mouthful and I was on pins. Finally, he laid down his knife and fork and the 

newspaper he had been reading at the table in spite of mother always telling him 

about it. Now my moment had arrived I laid the forms in front of him and asked 

him to sign them. He took a moment or two to read them then picked them up and 

tore them into pieces saying, "No daughter of mine is going into the Forces!" 

 

    There was a hushed moment while the rest of us took it in then all Hell 

was let loose as my emotions erupted (which they were inclined to do quite often, 

and still do from time to time.) 

 

    "Donôt think Iôm going to work in an ammunition factory, because Iôm 

not. Iôll go to jail first, and when Iôm eighteen theyôll come and fetch me then 

youôll be sorry when they put me in jail." And with that I stamped out of the house 

slamming the door behind me. With hindsight, as it is fashionable to say these 

days, I donôt know what the fuss was about. Presumably after my eighteenth 

birthday I would be able to sign my own papers and I think I would have been 

given a few days grace in which to decide what choice to make. But nobody told 

this seventeen year old and I thought the matter was getting urgent. 

 

    After the storm came the quiet. Time to think again. If they wonôt take me 

for the Womenôs Land Army and Iôm not allowed to go into the Forces, what is 

left? The Navy, Army and Air Force Institute, otherwise known as the NAAFI.  
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Off I went for more propaganda leaflets telling me how wonderful life in the 

NAAFI would be. Oh, boy!!! 

 

    The same procedure led up to the signing of the papers, but this time with 

success. I suspect mother pointed a few things out to my dad, such as "Sheôll soon 

be eighteen and then she can do what she likes anyhow." 
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Chapter Two 

In the NAAFI  

 

  Iôm sure it was the thought of his little girl being at the mercy of all those 

servicemen which was bothering my father and, after all, who could blame him. But 

the situation was just as bad for NAAFI girls, or just as good whichever way you look 

at it, and there were those who made good use of the situation. I think it could be even 

more dangerous in the Land Army though, because if a girl was billeted with a dicey 

farmer it would be more difficult to get away, sleeping under the same roof. Anyhow, 

I was now in the NAAFI, stationed at RAF Station Lindley near Nuneaton, 

Warwickshire, and I arrived a few months before my eighteenth birthday. Poor Mum 

and Dad. They couldnôt win. I know how they must have worried, and living on an 

RAF station was not exactly the safest place to be during war time. We were never 

bombed whilst I was there, but we easily might have been. From what I can now 

remember the uniform was very similar to that of A.T.S. (The Womenôs Royal Army) 

uniform. It was khaki, and a Glengarry was worn on the head. It looked very smart 

when worn with pride, but I was not inclined to wear it much. Off duty I wore my 

civvies. The glamourous life of the NAAFI girl depicted by the propaganda leaflets 

turned out to be the life of a skivvy in uniform. Talk about the television drama 

óUpstairs, Downstairsô.  It had nothing on the NAAFI! 

 

  Scrubbing and cleaning. Fetching and carrying. Tending to fires and cooking 

stoves which were heated by living fires. Up at 5 oôclock in the morning - till then I 

didnôt know that there was a 5 oôclock in the morning - to clean out and re-light fire 

places and cooking stoves which had to be hot enough for the cook to start work at 7 

oôclock cooking breakfast. I didnôt do this every morning. We took it in turns two at a 

time, but it came round mighty quickly. We went out with the canteen van to the far 

end of the aerodrome, this was called Dispersal Point, to serve the men with a mid-

morning drink - and mighty cold that was too, in the winter. 

 

    We served at the counter, collected dishes from the other side of the counter, 

washed them and started all over again. There were tables to be washed and floors to 

be swept and washed. I cannot quite remember the canteen opening hours, but we 

were off duty in the afternoon and opened again in the evening. However, it did have 

its lighter side. The RAF station was a small one for the training of air crew which in 

turn meant that the canteen was small also. This made for more intimacy. It was as 

though everybody knew everybody and most of them were friendly. We girls each 

had our own special boy friends who shared our sitting room after we had closed and 

these boys, most of them were about nineteen or twenty, used to help us clean up at 

night. 
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    There are a few things I have never forgotten from those days. Firstly, the 

constant drone of the wartime aeroplanes, together with the leisurely feeling of lying 

on the grass on a sunny summerôs afternoon looking up into a blue sky, listening to 

the constant drone as the trainees put in flying hours in readiness for the serious 

business of fighting the enemy. Whenever I hear a piston engined plane, even to this 

day, it takes me right back to Lindley Aerodrome 1943. Secondly, the day I 

innocently cycled past an aeroplane when its engines were at full throttle and the 

force of the wind almost blew me off my bike. The men enjoyed that. They cheered 

me on as I became more and more determined not to be blown off. I couldnôt let that 

happen, could I? I would have felt such a fool. I remember feeling a bit of a fool 

anyway and it was some time before I was allowed to forget it. I must add that the 

plane was not on the runway ready for take-off, but at dispersal point which was 

where the engineers carried out repairs. Thirdly, Fryôs Chocolate Peppermint Bars! 

There was always plenty of those. The men would give their ration coupons to us and 

of course I had my own chocolate ration. In those days the creme was of strong mint 

flavour, now itôs just nothing but sweetness. 

 

    Before I came to Lindley I worked at C&A in Manchester and became 

friendly with a girl called Jean. She joined the NAAFI before me and came to Lindley 

aerodrome. I put in a request to join her, thatôs how I came to be there. Before she 

joined up Jean was very frumpy. She had a matronly figure, wore matronly clothes 

and had a matronly hair style. This was because she was not allowed to do otherwise. 

Her parents belonged to some peculiar religious sect which didnôt allow such 

frivolities. No going to the pictures, no dancing and only certain types of music 

making. More than once she came into work covered in bruises because her father 

discovered she had indulged in one or other of these forbidden fruits. It was obviously 

OK to bash his women folk, though! 

 

    The day I arrived at Lindley Jean was waiting to meet me. I didnôt recognise 

her she looked so lovely. Her hair was short and curly instead of being drawn back in 

a tight bun, she was wearing a liberal amount of make-up and a dress Iôd never seen 

her wear before and she looked very sexy. Whatôs more, she had a boy friend! Iôve 

often wondered what happened to her. I shouldnôt think she would go back home 

after having tasted sweet freedom. 

 

    Although there were plenty of boyfriends allowed into the sitting room area 

of the private quarters I was never aware of any serious courtship going on, although 

it could have gone unnoticed by me because I was very young, immature and naive. 

As soon as one boy finished his training and moved away another filled his place. 

Perhaps there was an unofficial waiting list. Who knows! When you think of it, 

behind the scenes at the canteen must have provided a touch of homeliness for the 

lucky few. A comfortable lounge/sitting room with open fireplace always well 

stacked with coal, dim lighting, music (a gramophone) and a girl to sit with his arm 
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around. There was, of course, never any hanky-panky not that I was aware of, and 

certainly not with me! 

 

    This was the situation as I found it on my arrival and almost immediately I 

arrived I found myself óclaimedô by a pilot. One without the traineeôs white flash in 

his cap and sporting ówingsô on his chest and I havenôt a clue now as to his name. 

However I was pleased enough about this at the time. He seemed very nice indeed 

and was most definitely the most handsome of them all. (Or was it just the wings that 

did it?) Nobody warned me off. 

 

    Within about two weeks time he was promoted to whatever rank a pilot had 

to have to be in charge of a plane crew, was posted to an action station and sent up to 

fight the enemy. Iôm not going to say I was in love, because I didnôt know what that 

meant, but I remember I missed him very much and I was afraid for him. It brought it 

all home to me what these boys with white flashes in their hats were really doing 

there and that very soon they too would be posted to action stations. The day he went 

away I was lying on my bed during an off duty period feeling very unhappy and 

doing a little weeping when suddenly I was surrounded by nearly all the girls, some 

of whom had a smirk on their faces. One of them spoke up. "Serves you right! Now 

you know what itôs like. He was Jeanôs boy friend. How do you think she felt when 

you took him from her?" And that was the first I knew about it. Jean would come up 

in conversation between him and me, but not in a way which rang any warning bells. 

But wouldnôt you think I would have noticed a tension in the air? I suppose you can 

put that down to the callowness of youth. Why didnôt Jean tell me, I wonder? 

 

    I suppose from then on I was not very popular, not that I remember it 

bothering me very much. Perhaps it all soon blew over in the constant moving on of 

boyfriends. Certainly both she and I soon had another boyfriend. I remember nothing 

at all about Jeanôs, but mine was just the opposite to the last one this who was dark 

and very handsome. Denis Meakin was this oneôs name. He was much taller, blue 

eyed and very blond. Probably the only reason I remember him so clearly is because I 

have letters and a photograph from him. 

 

    I stayed at RAF Lindley for quite some time, but exactly how long I donôt 

know. I remember going about the aerodrome clad only in a summer dress and lying 

on the grass in the sunshine. I also remember how very, very cold it was out on the 

dispersal point when I went out with the mobile canteen, so this suggests at least six 

months. I do know I was transferred to an army barracks - Budbrooke Barracks, 

Warwick - and I was well settled in by 8th July 1944 because I have a letter with that 

date, written by a Private John Ankcorn telling me how much he was missing me, that 

was delivered to my home whilst on leave. So I had been in the NAAFI long enough 

to be eligible for leave, but how long that had to be I donôt remember. I do remember 

spending some of my off duty time with John. Quite often, I think. We walked in 

parks quite often and also the grounds of Warwick Castle and I remember he tried to 
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impress me by leading me to believe that he was a member of the family at the castle. 

He said, "Iôll take you in there one day. My uncle is the ...." I cannot honestly say I 

remember him using the word "Duke", but whatever word he did use led me to 

believe he was claiming to be one of the family. All he really achieved was to plant 

the idea in my mind that he was a bit of a liar and, of course, he lost my respect. I 

have never been easy to impress. I am more inclined to back off. Of course I may 

have done him an injustice all these years. It could have been true. After all, I should 

think all great families have their lesser known members and some must have decided 

to join the ranks. 

 

    I was only a few miles away from Stratford-on-Avon so, of course, I used to 

go there with my friend Sylvia who was also a NAAFI girl. She was a cook. We had 

lots of laughs her and me. There was one occasion which sticks out in my mind above 

all others. It was a beautiful sunny day and we took a rowing boat onto the River 

Avon. There were a lot of other people doing the same thing, most of whom seemed 

to be young men, and Sylvia and I flirted shamelessly with all who came our way. We 

were doing more laughing and flirting than rowing when we suddenly realised we 

were caught in the current and were being taken towards the weir. We tried very hard 

to rectify this, but the harder we tried the more we laughed and the more we laughed 

the weaker we became and there we were screaming and giggling and slowly getting 

closer to the weir. Suddenly the boat stopped moving forward and gradually started to 

move the other way. We turned to look for the reason for this miracle and saw 

another boat lined up behind us with two Americans on board, one holding on to the 

end of our boat and the other rowing like fury to get both boats out of this mess. Well, 

that did it. We set off into more fits of laughter, the tears rolling down our cheeks as 

we sat there holding our aching stomach muscles. We were probably hysterical by 

this time. They towed us to the safety of the bank and we all got out. Sylvia and I had 

no strength left for rowing, anyhow. Its amazing how weak hysterical laughter can 

leave you. We spent the rest of the day with these two American servicemen and, to 

my surprise, I found I liked them both very much. I was very prejudiced against 

Americans and usually gave them a wide berth. 

 

    We had a lovely day just wandering around in the sunshine exploring 

Stratford-on-Avon. They bought us a meal somewhere. Sylvia and I brought 

sandwiches with us, but we were all young and healthy so were quite able to eat those 

as well. We had cycled from Warwick to Stratford so what we did with our bikes 

while this was going on I donôt know. I do know that we set off back later than we 

should have done and that consequently we were very late back in billets and 

Bosslady wasnôt very pleased. I donôt think we cared very much. Probably we came 

away giggling and giggled half way through the night. Happy day! 

 

    My young manôs name was Roger Maltby and he wrote me a letter dated 6th 

August 1944, US Army Post Office Stamp 9th August 1944, asking if I would meet 

him again in Stratford on my next day off. I never received it. Within the few days 



10 

 

between that óhappy dayô and the day the letter arrived at the NAAFI canteen I had 

been sent home with a very badly infected finger. Why on earth it wasnôt simply 

redirected to my home address Iôve no idea. I never went back to the NAAFI and that 

letter caught up with me several years later, long after the war was over - I think it 

was 1949. My home address had been written in two places, on the front and the back 

of the envelope, and both in different handwriting. The envelope was so old and dirty 

it looked as if somebody had carried it around in their pocket all those years. The 

folds of the envelope were so worn that three of them had split open and it was tied 

together with tape to keep the letter inside. Where on earth had it been all those 

years? 

 

    In the letter Roger said he hoped we didnôt get into too much trouble for 

being late back to camp. He, however, did get into trouble. When the convoy got back 

they were met at the gate by the camp Commander and all the company 

Commanders. The names were taken of all those who did not have a pass and those 

not wearing correct uniform. Roger and Leslieôs names were taken on both charges so 

they had a price to pay for that óhappyô day. He went on to say ñI think it was worth 

it, though, considering all the fun I had." But he would think I didnôt care because I 

didnôt even reply to his letter, and after they saved us both from a ducking too; or 

maybe saved our lives. I felt awful about that and I still do.  I did try, though. I wrote 

to the address he gave in the letter, knowing full well I was wasting my time. 

 

    I wonder if they survived the war. Indeed I wonder how many of ómy ships 

that passed in the nightô* survived the war. I was home a few weeks with that septic 

finger. It had to be lanced. It was in the first joint on the middle finger of my right 

hand and it took a long time to clear up. I still have the scar. But I made good use of 

the time. 

 

    I remember a lot about Lindley aerodrome, but I remember very little about 

Budbrooke Army Barracks. But there is one incident I do remember and it still tickles 

me to this day whenever I think about it. 

 

    One sunny, summer afternoon Sylvia and I, in pretty summer dresses, 

wandered through the camp towards the main gate chatting and laughing like girls do. 

We hadnôt planned on walking far because we didnôt have time. We would be back 

on duty very soon, so when we reached the guard house and the barrier across the 

entrance to the camp we stopped. We stood there for a short time leaning on the 

barrier in complete innocence and ignorant of what not to do at the entrance to an 

army barracks in wartime. All of a sudden all hell was let loose. The Sergeant Major 

came storming out of the guard house like a raging bull using his voice at full throttle. 

I wondered what the hell was the matter with him, then I realised that it was Sylvia 

and I who were upsetting him. He looked exactly like a sergeant major as portrayed 

by a comedian. All mouth and voice. He made his way halfway across the space 
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between us still bellowing "Get away from that barrier. What the hell do you think 

youôre doing?" 

 

    By this time my hackles were up. How dare he speak to me that way. "Donôt 

you dare speak to me that way. Who do you think you are? Iôm not one of your 

recruits and I wonôt stand for it." 

 

    Canôt you just picture this? I took the wind out of his sails and he stopped 

dead in his tracks. This must have been the first time in his life as a sergeant major 

that anybody had ever dared to answer him back. In that split second an officer came 

out of the guard room and called "Sergeant Major!". Talk about saved by the bell! 

They both went into the guard room and shut the door. No doubt the officer said 

something like "Leave them. They will go away in a few minutes", which was what 

we did because Sylvia wanted to. She was upset by it. Also, she had a different 

temperament to me and was wiser. I was more defiant and ready to stay longer - just 

to be defiant.  I wonder what the outcome would have been if the officer had not 

intervened, because I wouldnôt easily back down, not without an apology, and neither 

would he. By the time we got back to the canteen we were falling about with laughter, 

partly due to hysteria and partly due to relief. A few days later the NAAFI Bosslady 

told all óher girlsô not to hang around the entrance to the camp, and of course we 

never did again. 

 

    I remember when I told my father about this some time later I thought he 

would never stop laughing. Like all soldiers old or otherwise my father didnôt have 

much time for the Sergeant Major breed, even though they are the men who hold the 

army together. 

 

    When the pain in my hand subsided it began to look as though I would be 

going back to the NAAFI and this did nothing to cheer me. Iôd had enough of the life 

of a skivvy and it wasnôt my idea of how to spend my young life. I still wanted to go 

into the Land Army, I was always very much the outdoor type, and  now my mind 

began to work on ways of having another go to get in. 

 

    "I donôt suppose anybody there is likely to recognise me, especially after all 

this time, and it is over a year since I last applied", is what I was thinking. I was also 

thinking of a way in which I could disguise myself, pull the wool over their eyes so to 

speak. So, just as I had dressed up for my first interview with the recruiting officer I 

also dressed up for my second. I had a double breasted tweed coat with big padded 

shoulders. I borrowed, from my mother, a pair of leather gloves with big gauntlets to 

cover up my "tiny wrists" and I wore wellingtons to cover my "thin legs and tiny 

ankles". 

 

    I was welcomed almost with open arms. I was obviously just what they were 

looking for! The Land Army did not have its own doctors and we had to have a 
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medical examination from our own GP so nobody from the Land Army ever saw me 

óin the rawô, so to speak. 

 

I came home that afternoon and announced to the family, "Iôm no longer in 

the NAAFI. I am in the Land Army."  
 

 AT LAST! 
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Chapter Three 

A Farm near St. Austell 

 

   The month is late October, the year 1944 and I am now nineteen years old. 

The first farm to which I was assigned was near St. Austell, Cornwall. I well 

remember the name of the owner although I now choose to call her "Mrs. X", but I 

cannot remember the name of the farm. 

 

    I was billeted on these people together with Winifred, a girl from 

Liverpool, and we left our homes eight weeks before Christmas. We were 

intruders in this house, Winifred and I, and what a terribly unhappy house it was. 

Very well furnished with many nice knickknacks gathered along lifeôs way, clean 

and warm with enough to eat, but so unhappy, and we only made things worse. 

 

    Mrs. Xôs husband had died some time before we arrived. I never knew 

how long Mrs. X had been mourning, but whatever the time span two young 

lassies, full of the joy of living and straight out of the big city, should not have 

been sent to this house of silence and be expected to join in the mourning. We 

were expected to speak in whispers and when we laughed we were frowned at. 

After a few days of this I, like Oliver Twist, asked if we could have the radio on. 

Oh dear. Oh dear! "No! This house is in mourning and being without music is part 

of it. We only listen to the news." 

 

    Bearing in mind that this was November; short days and long, dark 

nights, very dark since it was the depths of the country. We couldnôt go out, we 

didnôt know anybody, we didnôt know the surrounding countryside. If it had been 

summertime we would have been able to get away by going for a walk to get to 

know our surroundings. However, there was one bright star in our sky. Her name 

was Mrs. Tucker and she was the lady who went to do Mrs. Xôs cleaning and she 

understood the problem very well. Bless her! She started to ask Winifred and I 

around a couple of nights a week which eased the problem, but didnôt cure it. With 

the selfishness of youth I kept going on at Mrs. X about having the radio on, which 

usually ended with us having words over it. Eventually one day she said "You can 

switch on the radio if you wish" and I suspect Mrs. Tucker had something to do 

with this. The atmosphere in the house became a little better after that, but it was 

never completely cleared because by this time Mrs. X and I didnôt like each other. 

Winifred was a bit of a mouse and would not have had anything to say if I hadnôt. 

Come to think about it, I donôt remember her having anything to say at all during 

those tiffs between myself and Mrs. X. That was only inside of the house. Outside 

there were problems too! 
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    The farm was run by her son, a young man of about thirty, and two farm 

labourers. The labourers, whose names I donôt think I even knew, were never 
unpleasant to us, but the son, whose name I have forgotten, was very unpleasant. He 

was forever making snide remarks and using language fit for the ears of nobody but 

people like himself. I had been there only a few days when he gave me two very 

heavy metal buckets full of pigswill. "Feed the pigs in that pen." says he then stood 

back to watch the fun. There were two big pigs in this pen and the feeding trough was 

at the far end of the pen instead of the common sense place near the door. I wonder 

now if they had been moved especially for the occasion? The pen was ankle deep in 

slurry and he told me I had to tip the feed in the trough. I have never been a shirker 

and I am not easily daunted so, having passed through the gate, I put my best foot 

forward feeling immediately the difficulty of the ankle-deep slurry and the very heavy 

pails. Three times was about the limit I was able to put my best foot forward when, 

from the sheltered part of the pen the pigs, suddenly realising what was happening, 

made a bee line straight for me. They lumbered into me in their eagerness to get at the 

food and down I went into the slurry. So did the food because I dropped the buckets.  

Oh, what fun! Laughter all round.  

 

What a brainless idiot he must have been to do that to a nineteen year old girl 

of such slender build. I wonder how loud he would have laughed if those pigs had 

broken my back. Anyhow it backfired on him, for the next time he asked me to feed 

the pigs I said "Feed them yourself." Not only did I refuse to feed those two pigs but I 

refused to feed any of them ever again and he was furious. His mother and Mrs. 

Tucker had my clothes to wash and that, and the stink I wafted through the house on 

my way upstairs to wash and change, did not leave Mrs. X very pleased at all. 

 

    We werenôt ever allowed to come into the house to use the toilet. We were 

made to use the outside one. Thatôs all right, I could accept that, except that the 

outside one was a very old-fashioned wooden bench job all open underneath and set 

over a running stream. Again, I could accept that in the summer, but in the winter? A 

REAL WINTER?  All my young life I had to be careful to keep my bottom end 

warm because of scarlet fever at the age of seven. I was left with a weakness in my 

bladder and if I caught cold I would be forever on the loo! This was all explained 

to Mrs. X as soon as I realised the danger, but to no avail. I still had to use the 

outside toilet the same as all the others. OK then, but I was afraid that it may be 

only a matter of time, the snow was inches thick on the ground, it was icy and it 

was windy. Then, of course, it happened. I caught a chill in my bladder and the 

more I went to the loo the worse the chill - the worse the chill the more I went to 

the loo. A vicious circle. 

 
    Then came the climax. One night I wet the bed, but I knew nothing about it 

until the following morning. I, of course, was very embarrassed and hated to have to 

tell her. She was very angry, but I reminded her that I had done my best to avoid the 
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situation by taking her into my confidence so the results were no fault of mine. After 

that there was no problem. I was then allowed to use the indoor loo, "Take your 

boots off at the door". She need not have worried for it was against my nature to 

spoil her nice home by trampling muck all over it.  

 

 It would soon be Christmas. Cards had arrived for Winifred and myself. 

I canôt remember what present I had received from home, but there would most 

definitely be something. What I can remember though, was the lovely Christmas cake 

Mother sent me, also some mince pies. Those obviously gave me a bigger thrill than 

the Christmas present for I have remembered them and the present I have forgotten. 

And why not for my motherôs cakes were quite something. Remember also, being 

wartime, cakes like this were scarcely seen. Your rations had to be saved to collect 

enough ingredients to make a cake like this. The whole family had been going short 

for some time. So you see, it was far more than just a cake. I took it up to my 

bedroom where Winifred and I drooled over it for a while, but it was not to be eaten 

until Christmas so it was parcelled up again and put away in the dressing table drawer 

to await the great moment. 

 

    I canôt remember what Christmas Day was like, so I suspect that it was very 

much like any other day. I do hope we all managed not to make any unpleasantness 

for each other. The only part I do remember was Winifred and I going up to the 

bedroom  (in my case with wild anticipation) to scoff Christmas cake. Now was the 

time to cut the cake. We borrowed a knife from the kitchen, I lifted the cake from the 

drawer and unwrapped it only to find to my horror that the mice had eaten nearly half 

of it. Oh, no! No! No! I can still feel the disappointment, the emotion, the tearfulness 

of the moment - except that it lasted far longer than a moment! 

 

    I have thought of that moment many times since 1944 up to the present day 

(April 1994) and never failed to recapture it as if it were yesterday. Why should I 

have even thought about mice eating it? I had no experience of mice; there were none 

in my home. Perhaps because we always had a cat? But to have them upstairs surely 

must mean they were over-run with mice. Perhaps they scuttled all over us whilst we 

slept? Who knows? Anyhow I gave that side of it not a thought till now, but my cake 

I have thought about on and off ever since. If Mother had put it in a cake tin when she 

posted it that would not have happened, but she probably didnôt have one, and they 

were not easy to come by in wartime. She certainly wouldnôt be able to buy one. 

 

    Mr. and Mrs. Tucker invited Winifred and I to spend Boxing Day with them. 

It was a lovely day spent in a relaxing, friendly and gentle atmosphere, but of course 

we had to go back to the farm when the day was over. Back in our bedroom I said to 

Winifred "Iôm not staying here any longer. Iôm taking a day off to go to the Land 

Army offices in Truro" 
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    ñOh well, Iôm not staying here without you. If youôre going, so am I", said 

Winifred. 

 

    It was somewhere between Christmas and New Year when we boarded 

the train for Truro. We did this without prior arrangements of any kind and neither 

of us knew Truro, but we did have the address. When we left the railway station 

we began walking not knowing whether or not we were walking in the right 

direction. We found ourselves in a street of terraced houses, lovely and clean and 

well kept. The snow was piled up in the gutter where the householders had each 

cleared the piece of pavement in front of their own home then salted the pavement 

against frost. In those days this was done by most people young and strong enough 

to carry out the task, so keeping the pavements safe and free from ice and snow. 

Coming towards us was a young woman pushing a baby carriage. We stopped and 

asked if we were going in the right direction. She gave us instructions how to get 

there, but told us they would be closed for lunch. 

  

"Itôs too cold to be waiting around. Would you like to come inside and 

wait?" We thanked her and accepted. This is another incident I have thought of 

many times between that day and this. It was one of those houses where you step 

straight off the street into the main room of the house, and to me it was 

breathtaking. 

 

    We stepped from the cold wintry street into a room so bright and 

cheerful, clean as a new pin, very nicely furnished with wall to wall carpeting. I 

know that doesnôt sound so exciting these days, but wall to wall carpeting was 

very unusual then. There was a big roaring fire in the grate and standing in the 

corner was the most beautiful Christmas tree I had seen for years. There were toys 

on the floor, too. I walked into the room and immediately sat on the carpet near the 

fire. The lady of the house was a bit put out over this and insisted I sat on one of 

the easy chairs. I often sat on the floor when I was young, also when I was not so 

young any more. In fact, I still do it from time to time and Iôm now 68. She put her 

baby on the floor to play with his toys, went into the kitchen and made 

sandwiches. Beautiful sandwiches they were! Donôt forget, everything was 

rationed!. She brought them into the main room, set them out on a small table and 

poured some tea. When the three of us had waded through the lot she said "Would 

you like a piece of Christmas cake?" Oh boy! It was a lovely cake, a good runner-

up to my Mumôs, and that was the best part of the whole day to me. Iôd had my 

piece of Christmas cake after all. Iôm sure while this was going on we must have 

introduced ourselves, but Iôm afraid this is yet another name I have forgotten. 
 

    When we had to go we thanked her profusely for her kindness to us, to 

which she replied "I am only too pleased to be able to do it. My husband is away 
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in the army and I only hope that somebody is able to be kind to him". I wonder if 

that young man came home after the war? 

 
    We found the Land Army offices, made our complaint and asked for our 

transfer. They said they would be in touch. We walked over to the cathedral, had a 

look around then went back to the farm. 

       The next few days were difficult ones and they seemed to go on forever. 

However, New Yearôs Eve was one of them and we spent the evening with Mr. and 

Mrs. Tucker, so that was very nice. January 4th was my motherôs birthday which sent 

my thoughts winging homeward, adding to the very strong feelings of home sickness 

which Winifred and I had been feeling for most of the time we had been there. The 

sixth of January was a Saturday and on this day we received a letter from the Land 

Army Office with our transfer papers and travel warrant. We were not to be 

transferred to the same place and I donôt remember the transfer details for Winifred, 

but I was to go to a farm outside Liskeard, still in Cornwall. Sunday we packed our 

cases and went to say good-bye to Mr. and Mrs. Tucker. 

 

    Monday we were on our way. We parted at the railway station (I think); 

perhaps we each said we would write, but I donôt remember that we did. There is 

certainly no mention of any letters between us in the scrappy diary I was keeping at 

that time. I do regret that I wasnôt the sort of person to write a proper journal because 

now I would get a lot of fun reading through all the details. Mrs. X and I were rowing 

right up to three days before my departure according to this diary. She was inclined to 

hold forth about the virtues of her "wonderful son" and this we had listened to on and 

off ever since we arrived there, both of us holding our tongue as to what we thought 

of him. But about two weeks before our departure I let rip. I told her what I thought of 

him and his filthy mouth. I said he was not fit to mix with nice people with a mouth 

like his. Winifred and I noticed a marked improvement for the remainder of our stay. 

His mother must have had a word with him, but I doubt if the improvement lasted for 

long.  
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Chapter Four 

A Farm near Duloe 

 

    My second billet was a very different set-up to the first. It was situated in 

a little place called Duloe, six miles outside Liskeard, and the Land Army 

authorities supplied me with a bike for transport. Mr. Y met me at the railway 

station with a horse and cart and I rode out to his place sitting beside him on the 

wide board seat provided for the driver. 

 

    Mr. and Mrs. Y appeared to live alone. They were very old. Bear in mind 

I was only nineteen and anybody over twenty five was over the hill to me, but 

even I could see that they were old, if not in years then certainly in looks. I could 

tell that they were older than my mother and father who at this time were around 

fifty. Looking back I would gauge Mr. Y to be in his middle sixties and Mrs. Y 

even older, but she was a poorly lady. When I was shown into the house by the 

back door I was horrified, everywhere was so drab and dirty. The floors were 

black stone, or possibly slate. My spirits dropped. Oh, no! What have I come to? 

 

    As we entered Mr. Y spoke to his wife and told her to get a meal ready. 

He himself stoked the fire and added more fuel. He then disappeared through the 

door into the front part of the house with my suitcase and kitbag. I heard him go up 

the stairs and he soon returned with his arms full of a feather mattress. He put this 

on the floor by the fire saying "This must stay here to air properly before you go to 

bed". Thereafter he turned it and shook it time after time after time until it was 

time to go to bed. He also placed fresh sheets to air by the fire. Mrs. Y made no 

attempt to have anything to do with this. After we had eaten she and her husband 

cleared away the dishes out of this room which was the farm kitchen into the next 

room towards the back door which was the scullery otherwise known as the dairy. 

The title ódairyô must have been given in the days when the farm was being fully 

run. Now, to my eyes, it looked more like a dump. 

 

    At about nine oôclock Mr. Y took the mattress up to my room and I 

followed with the sheets. I had already unpacked my things so was in bed by about 

9.30pm. I can still remember lying in a feather mattress. I say lying in it because 

thatôs exactly what it felt like. My own bed at home was comfortable and that was 

a loose flock which had to be shaken up in the same way, but this feather mattress 

was much more comfortable and so lovely and warm it made it difficult to get out 

of bed in the morning. Iôve slept on many mattresses since that one and they have 

all been much of a sameness, but as anybody who has ever slept on a feather 

mattress will tell you, thereôs nothing quite like it. 
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    The following morning I was introduced to the stock. There were two 

beautiful working horses, one dark brown and one a ginger-brown with black 

mane and tail. He was called Major. There were about a dozen cows all of which 

had a name, plus heifers, bullocks, sheep and two sheepdogs. For the uninitiated, a 

heifer is a cow which has had no more than one calf, and a bullock is a castrated 

bull calf being fattened up for the meat trade. One of the cows was called Bluebell 

because of the mixture of colours in her coat. 

 

Mr. Y said one day "Bluebell is very fond of apples. If you would like you 

can give her one every day". I, of course, wanted to start right away and in answer 

to my enquiry I was told I would find some in the apple loft at the top of the house. 

It wasnôt a loft as such, I didnôt have to climb through a hole in a second storey 

ceiling like I would have at home. It was an attic room under the rafters 

approached by a second flight of stairs. I turned the door knob and entered the 

room. I couldnôt believe my senses for the smell which filled my nostrils was out 

of this world. Anybody who has had the pleasure of going into an old apple loft, 

one which has been in use for decades, will know what I mean. The smell defies 

description. Itôs not just a smell of apples, I think it might have something to do 

with timber being steeped in apple juice. Anyhow, whatever the reason for it, it 

became my foremost pleasure. I would go up there every day for Bluebellôs apple 

and sometimes I would have one too. There were still quite a few spread over the 

floor, but they were mostly slightly withered. After all, they were last yearôs crop, 

but they had a lovely flavour and were still nice to eat, and anyway Bluebell liked 

them. I always lingered awhile when I was in there. I never went straight in and 

straight out again. I wonder if Mr. Y ever wondered what I was up to? This was 

one of the first of several magic moments I was to experience on this farm.  

 

I think Bluebell was Mr. Yôs favourite cow. She had a lovely nature and 

became my favourite, too. But that didnôt stop him from eventually sending her to 

be slaughtered of course! The day Bluebell was sent to market was a very sad time 

for me and my first experience of the killing side of farming, but in the meantime 

Bluebell would get an apple every day. 

 

    Not a lot of farm work could be done for the time being because there 

was too much snow about. I had never seen snow like this before. Oh, yes! Plenty 

of snow had fallen in Manchester during my young lifetime, but within hours it 

would turn to slush or just become dirty and hard packed by the trample  of many 

feet. That which lay on the roofs would soon slide off due to the heat rising 

through the house below. Any which lay within easy reach would soon be scooped 

up by hundreds of small hands for the game of snowballs and within hours the 
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whole place would become a mess. The pleasure of freshly fallen snow still 

remains with me in spite of the dangers it holds for people of my age, but the snow 

on the farm was something else entirely. The only dirty place was the farm yard. 

There was so little traffic even the lanes remained looking fresh. The main roads, 

however, were made passable by the Council, but from where I spent most of my 

time, to look out across the countryside so white and clean with each branch of 

every tree with its own covering of snow, it seemed like fairyland. When I walked 

down the lane from the farm I remember feeling dwarfed by the height of the snow 

either side of me. It was towering above my head like a tunnel without a roof. I 

didnôt realise that underneath the high banks of snow there lay the hedgerows. This 

only dawned on me later when they were revealed by the melting snow, but for the 

time being I walked in Fairyland. I doubt if I, with my limited vocabulary, will 

convey to the reader my true feelings of that time or indeed my true feelings of this 

moment as it all floods back over me. The pleasure, the excitement, the wonder of 

the beautiful countryside covered with virgin snow. This, too, was a magic 

moment. 

 

    In the meantime the animals had to be fed, their pens cleaned and fresh 

straw bedding brought in. These animals would be out in the fields later on, but for 

the time being they were either under cover or else in fields close to home. The 

cows in the shippens and the horses in the stables were easy, but carrying food to 

the sheep in the nearby field was a little more difficult. However, it soon was done 

with the experience of Mr. Y, after all, he had been doing it all his life. It was me 

who thought it was a big job! I enjoyed tending the horses and the cows. I loved 

the smell of the shippen and the stable, they each had their own distinct smell. The 

buildings felt warm as I stepped in out of the cold and the animals seemed to be 

content to be there even though they were tethered 24 hours a day. Perhaps they 

realised it was better than being out in the cold. I was taught how to groom the 

horses in safety and how to keep from being hurt by their enormous feet. This was 

what I was born for. I loved horses. I loved all animals, but horses were special. 

My girlish dreams didnôt include men (unless you include the most handsome film 

stars of that era), just horses and the lifestyle to go with them. I used to feel that 

the stork had dropped me down the wrong chimney. What I needed to fulfil my 

dreams was a rich daddy, one who could have given me the right lifestyle so that 

all I had to do all day was ride my horse, feed him and groom him, but for the time 

being Major would have to do. He was my favourite. Perhaps it was his colouring 

that gave him the edge over the other one, whose name I canôt remember. Major 

was the gingery brown one with the black mane. They were both given an apple 

each day along with Bluebell. 

 

    It was on this farm that I learned to milk a cow (I wonder if I still could) 

and thatôs something that isnôt as easy as it looks. I was amazed how quickly Mr. 

Y went through the herd, small though it was. No newfangled gimmicky milking 
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machines for him! Perhaps he didnôt have the money, or perhaps it was too late to 

change his ways. This was an old-fashioned farm. No milking machines (all farms 

didnôt have them at that time anyway), no tractors and no electric light only oil 

lamps and candles. All soon to be swept away in the tide of progress. As I 

remember these things itôs like casting my mind back to some former life on 

another planet! 

 

    Back to the warm odour of the cow shed. Mr. Y gave me a three-legged 

milking stool, showed me how to use it without falling off, placed my hands on the 

cow in the correct way then said "Pull and squeeze at the same time."  ..... 

Nothing! "Try again!" .....Nothing. "And again."  ....... Nothing. There was 

obviously more to this than meets the eye. "Keep trying. Iôll leave you to it." And 

with that he got on with the job of milking. 

 

    I donôt know how long I sat there pulling and squeezing, but I do know I 

was beginning to despair when suddenly there was a stream of milk which hit the 

bucket I was holding between my knees with a loud P-I-N-G. "Thatôs a good girl, 

it will come now." And he was right. Not every pull and squeeze produced a 

stream of milk - not by a long way - in fact when Mr. Y had finished milking the 

rest of the herd, in no time at all, he finished the cow I had been trying to milk, 

turning the cupful into nearly half a bucketful. Perhaps I looked a bit crestfallen 

because he said "Never mind. Itôll come now that youôve got the hang of it". He 

was right of course, each time it became easier and soon I was milking more than 

one cow, but no matter how long I stayed I donôt suppose I would ever have 

caught up with him. 

 

    One day soon after my first lesson I was to be taught another lesson, but 

not by Mr. Y.  Cowsô tails are long, and about one third of the way up from the 

end they grow long hairs which grow down beyond the length of the tail itself. 

Cows also swirl their tails a lot. This is a lethal combination for it turns their tails 

into something akin to the dreaded whip once known as the cat oônine tails or óthe 

catô. To make things worse they get beads of mud or dung adhering to the long 

hairs which in time sets hard, as hard as little stones. This is more of a problem in 

winter than summer because in the better weather they are in the fields all the time 

and the weather keeps their coats and their tails cleaner. But this wasnôt the 

summer time, was it, and their tails were well laden. I was sitting on my little three 

legged stool with my head pressed against the side of the cow, pulling and 

squeezing, when Mr. Y spoke to me. I lifted my face as I replied and turned 

towards the cowôs rump end. Suddenly she decided to give her tail one almighty 

swish, the full force of which I caught right across my face. I had no time to think 

about being brave, the scream came before I could stop it and I think I scared the 

living daylights out of Mr. Y. He took me outside where the light was better so 

that he could assess the damage for he must have seen quite a few farm accidents 
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in his time. This one, however, was nothing to worry about and the beads on the 

end of the tail had missed my eyes, so once I was over the shock and the sting had 

disappeared there was nothing left but experience. He did, however, show me how 

to tie the tail to the cowôs leg before starting to milk and this was the order of the 

day from now on. "And while weôre about it," he said "never milk old Daisy there 

without tying her back legs together. Most of the cows put their foot in the bucket 

from time to time, but old Daisy there, sheôs a devil. It takes me all my time 

sometimes. Better still, donôt even try to milk her. Leave her for me." Two 

important lessons in one day. Whatôs more, I was beginning to learn what a nice 

boss I had. 

 

    There were days when there was very little to do while we were waiting 

for the snow to melt. This time of the year we should have been mending fences, 

cleaning ditches, maintaining hedges. One day Mr. Y asked me to do some 

cleaning in the house, but in doing so he broke the rules. House cleaning was 

something we were not allowed to do, the rule being there to stop farmers and their 

wives applying for a Land Army girl and then using her as a domestic servant. 

Anyway, Iôd had enough of skivvying in the NAAFI. However, I liked Mr. Y. He 

was a nice man, a good boss and God knows the place could do with a good clean. 

After all, I had to live there too. So I made no objection, I just did it. It was mainly 

the kitchen and the scullery. These were the only rooms in use, the parlour door 

always being closed. In the evenings we sat in the kitchen and what a comfortless 

place it was. That didnôt matter too much to me at my age, but they most certainly 

deserved some comfort at their age. I spent the afternoon scrubbing and cleaning 

and finished off by scrubbing those horrible black floor stones. As I worked across 

the floor Mrs. Y opened the back door and let the dogs in. They bounced all over 

the floor with great excitement paddling their dirty feet, straight out of the muddy 

farm yard all over my freshly scrubbed floor. I yelled out "Oh, no!" but all Mrs. Y 

did was giggle and laugh. Just then Mr. Y came in, saw what was happening and 

bellowed at her, "Get those damn dogs out of here". She stopped laughing at once 

and did as she was told. I had never seen him angry or heard him shout, but it 

wasnôt to be the last time. 

 

    I hadnôt been there more than a few days and I was clearing the table after 

a meal, which again I should not have been doing, but I fell easily into the habit, 

when I saw Mrs. Y go to the window, lift the curtain and with a smile on her face 

beckon to somebody. I thought we must be having visitors so I went to the window 

to see who it was. I lifted the curtain, but could see nothing but two cows in an 

otherwise empty field. I didnôt like that, it bothered me. It bothered me even more 

as time went on because it turned out to be a daily performance. Looking back 

now I see that poor lady had all the symptoms of Alzheimerôs disease and that 

poor man was bearing the stress of caring for her.  I now know what that kind of 

stress is like and I donôt think for a minute that I was any help at all! 
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    It was lonely on that farm with only Mr. Y for company, a man old 

enough to be my grandfather. I couldnôt go anywhere after work. There was 
nowhere to go, and it was too dark to wander the countryside. All I did in the evening 

was to sit in that kitchen on a hard seat in the glow of the fire and the oil lamp and 

write letters or knit. There was the radio, of course, but there was very little 

conversation. Mrs. Y hardly spoke and when she did it was very quietly. There were 

no family photos to be seen so I assumed they had no offspring, but I never knew 

because I didnôt like to ask. I didnôt like to ask because it seemed like prying and  

they were very private people. Then Terry came into my life and things began to 

improve. 

 

    Mr. Y did tell me he had someone coming twice a week to help out and then 

suddenly one morning there he was. He was tall, but not very tall. Fair, with blue eyes 

and of course he had a good physique and healthy complexion. What farmer doesnôt? 

And, as I was to find out later, he was well mannered, kind, gentle and protective of 

me. He was to become like a big brother. Well, perhaps just a little bit more. The son 

of a neighbouring farmer,  and what a contrast to the last one, he was exempt from the 

army because he was a farmer, but his father was not allowed to keep him all to 

himself. He had to share him with two other farmers, hence his two days with Mr. Y. 

We had lots of laughs together he and I. Of course he teased me a lot and took the 

mickey, but it was all good clean fun. 

 

    The first thing he did was to cover me in milk while we were milking. 

Suddenly I became aware I was being sprayed with something. Terry was milking the 

cow next to mine and he just redirected the end of the teat and successfully gave me a 

ducking. I tried to return his fire, but it didnôt work for me. It took me all my time to 

draw milk at all at that stage let alone use the teat as a gun! 

 

    There was much jollity and laughter in the cow shed that morning. It had 

seemed a long time since Iôd laughed like that. Winifred and I didnôt have much to 

laugh about at Xôs place and since I arrived here there had been nothing to laugh 

about either. But from then on there was lots of noise and banter between us on those 

two days each week. 

 

    After a week or two we started to walk out together in the evening. It was 

dark of course, no street lights out there, but because of the snow-covered ground we 

could see where we were going and Terry probably knew the ground around there 

anyway. And of course some evenings there was a moon. Gosh! It felt good to 

socialise. I had felt tied down ever since I left home. 

 

    One Saturday I took the bike and cycled into town. The local people referred 

to it as "town", but to me it was nothing more than an extended village. I saw nothing 

of it the day I arrived because the railway station was at the far end of the high street 
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and to go to Duloe we didnôt go through Liskeard but out at the same end. So after 

hearing Liskeard referred to as "town" I expected it to be much bigger. There was a 

market held there, a proper market with cattle sales and the like. Terry and I went to 

the pictures a few times so I think that must have been in Liskeard, but my 

memory refuses to cooperate on that subject. There  was more than one pub, but I 

couldnôt say how many. I only remember one of them and I am vaguely aware of a 

second but thatôs it. Pubs were never my thing. There was some sort of hall where 

dances were held and this I put to occasional use later on in the year. I donôt 

remember about the shops. Probably I didnôt have cause to use them. Any new 

clothes I required I would buy from Manchester when I went on leave. I donôt 

think I stayed in town very long on my first visit. Having no friends there, there 

would be nothing to keep me there. 

 

    Mrs. Yôs dementia was in daily evidence and, judging from my diary, I 

was finding it very difficult to accept. The diary says very little except "Mrs. Y is 

driving me mad". If Mr. Y had taken me to one side and explained things to me I 

wonder whether that would have helped me to accept it. Perhaps talked about what 

she was like before this happened to her, showed photographs of how she used to 

look when she was young and good looking. She was tiny in build, softly spoken 

and gentle of nature, so she must have been rather a lovely person once. This 

business of lifting the curtain and beckoning to someone only she could see went 

on several times a day. I remember one time which makes me feel very ashamed. 

When Mr. Y saw the way things were going between Terry and myself, or more 

correctly, the way he thought they were going he began to play the father role. 

Bless him! One day he suggested I ask Terry round to tea the following Sunday. 

This I did and Terry accepted. In preparation for this big day the parlour was 

opened up. This was the first I had seen of it and, as to be expected, it was a 

Victorian parlour. I wonder if that door actually had a lock on it? After all they 

werenôt to know what sort of person I would turn out to be. It never occurred to me 

to investigate. I took dusters and polish and did a little "tickling up", Mr. Y lit a 

fire in the grate and the room came to life. The table in the kitchen was prepared 

with food all with the help of Mr. Y. As I remember, all the food was prepared or 

cooked with his help. In fact breakfast every morning was cooked by him 

completely and was more or less ready by the time I arrived downstairs. We 

always had a cooked breakfast and there was no shortage of food in the house. All 

the meals were plentiful, but then that probably went for the whole farming 

community. The cooking was done on an old-fashioned open chimney fireplace 

where the fire burned on the hearth and chains and things hung down from inside 

the chimney, like the sort of kitchen fireplace preserved for posterity in baronial 

halls these days. 

 

    Terry arrived on time. He came shyly in the back door and we both sat on 

the very old settle which was almost inside the big open chimney. This was where 
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Mr. and Mrs. Y sat in the evenings, he reading his paper, she playing with her 

fingers most of the time. Eventually we were called to the table and we got "stuck 

in". Things went very smoothly. Terryôs table manners were good and I had no 

cause for criticism. Mr. Y was a good host and made sure Terry was not too shy to 

eat as much as he wanted. Then suddenly Mrs. Y left her chair, went over to the 

window and lifted the curtain and beckoned to whoever she thought she could see. 

I began to feel embarrassed and instinctively looked at Terry. I donôt know 

whether I felt horrified at what I saw or not. If I didnôt I should have done and I 

certainly have felt horrified many times since. His face was crumpling into what 

looked like being uncontrollable laughter. My face must have undergone many 

changes in the next few seconds, but I am ashamed to say I ended up like Terry. 

How I got through the rest of that meal Iôll never know. It was difficult not to meet 

his eyes every now and again and when that happened we were off again. I thought 

at the time that we controlled ourselves well because we didnôt actually break into 

open laughter, but Mr. Y must have noticed.  He was not a fool. Can you imagine 

how he must have felt? The most annoying part is that I never found it to be even 

remotely funny before or after that afternoon, but Terryôs reaction was obviously 

infectious and it was very easy to make me laugh in those days. Now when I think 

of Mrs. Y all I want to do is cry. And that goes for the way I finally treated Mr. Y 

too. I didnôt notice any change in his attitude towards me so it seemed he didnôt 

bear me any malice and things went on as before. 

 

    Towards the end of January I received an invitation to stay for the 

weekend in Plymouth, which was something to look forward to. The invitation 

came from Edith and Phil, Edith being the sister to my Auntie Hilda (who was 

really my aunt-in-law and no blood relative), and Phil was her absolutely gorgeous 

husband. I had never met Phil, but I knew all about him because he was the jewel 

in the family crown. Of all those gorgeous men who looked at us from the silver 

screen in those days, not one could hold a candle to Phil. Whatôs more, he was as 

charming and wholesome as he was good looking. He must have had some faults 

(after all he was a man), but I never heard about them. The whole family thought 

he was wonderful and I think all the women in the family were probably in love 

with him. I may add that his wife was quite a jewel, too. They made a handsome 

couple. 

 

    I also received another letter from Plymouth about the same time from 

one of my óships that pass in the nightô boyfriends telling me that he was in the 

Royal Navy Hospital. Nick was in the Royal Marines, but was not in hospital due 

to battle wounds. It was something natural - like his appendix -  that took him 

there. I had met Nick at a dance when I was home on sick leave from the NAAFI 

due to a septic finger. We did correspond for some months, but then lost touch. I 

do still have his photograph, but I do not seem to have kept any of his letters. It 

seemed like a good idea to kill two birds with one stone, to visit Nick and then go 



28 

 

on to Edith and Philôs place. Hospital visiting during the war must have been 

difficult. What on earth could you take as a gift? Everything was on ration or 

óunder the counterô, which meant you had to be known and in somebodyôs good 
books. With me, there was only one thing I could take - fresh eggs. All eggs were 

supposed to be sent through the Egg Marketing Board for distribution and rationing, 

but whoever heard of the producers of such things being unable to redirect a few extra 

for their own use. So off I went with six freshly laid eggs clutched in my hot little 

hand! I think I must have taken some for Edith and Phil too. 

 

    Nick was pleased to see me and very, very surprised to think his letter had 

sent me, post haste, all the way to Plymouth. I soon shattered any illusions he may 

have had by telling him that he was only one of two reasons why I was in Plymouth. 

Never mind, he did get half a dozen new laid eggs out of it and in those days they 

were quite a valuable commodity. 

 

    Edith and Philôs home was beautiful. I have no recollection of the outside at 

all - whether it was detached, semi-detached or terraced - only the inside. I had well-

to-do relatives of my own who had lovely homes, but none of them had anything like 

this. This was like walking into a film set. I had not seen anything like it before and, 

of course, they had wall to wall carpeting which in those days was rare. I was most 

impressed. 

 

    Edith was getting a meal ready in the kitchen and I was stood talking to her 

when we heard Philôs key in the door. "Thatôs Phil. Come on". She led the way out of 

the kitchen towards the front of the house into the hall and there he stood in all his 

glory. I know I had been told how handsome he was, but believe me, I was not 

prepared for this. I could never have imagined a face like his plus a hunky physique 

all dressed up in the uniform of a captain in the Royal Navy. He literally took my 

breath away and, whatôs more, it probably showed. I know he caused a sensation 

wherever he went because on one occasion he and I went out together. I donôt 

remember the reason for this, but Edith remained at home. We were not out for long, 

but we did walk through a few streets and pass quite a lot of people. During this short 

time I became very aware indeed of the attention he received and of the envious 

glances thrown in my direction. 

 

    I wonder how he coped with it. I wonder if he was even aware of it. He 

certainly didnôt appear to be. This was the one and only time I ever saw Phil, but he 

survived the war all right and eventually finished his career in the Admiralty. I did, 

however, see Edith once or twice when she came up to Manchester to see her sisters. 

There were three of them, but Edith was the beauty of the family. Phil and Edith had 

a son later on. I saw a photo of him at a recent family gathering. The lucky lad looked 

a lot like his father, but the photo wasnôt good enough to be able to say whether or not 

he too was a ógatherer of female heartsô. Incidentally, during that family gathering I 
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was also looking at photographs of Phil and came to the conclusion that he was every 

bit as handsome as that very young, naive girl thought he was all those years ago! 

    Now, all too soon, the weekend was over and I had to go back to that 

dreary house - which would look even worse as it was in stark contrast to the one I 

was about to leave. 

 

    Coming back to Mr. Yôs place was something I wished I didnôt have to 

do. My mother and fatherôs home was no palace, but it was a bright, cheerful and 

happy family home and soon I would be back there for a couple of weeks. Mr. Y 

had suggested that, if I wished to, I should get in some leave before the spring 

chores started and next month would be a good time to do it. In the meantime, the 

routine carried on as before. Terry and I still went walking together only now we 

went cycling too and that was something I did quite well. 

 

    I think Mr. Y may have been thinking I was a bit of a hussy because when 

I told him I was going to the hospital to see Nick he said to me quite sharply, 

"What about Terry?" I replied just as  sharply, "Well! What about Terry?" He shut 

up and said no more and neither did I. But it did tell me how he saw the friendship 

between Terry and I. 

 

    One evening Terry asked if I would like to meet his grandmother. He said 

he really ought to visit her and it could be now if I wanted to go as well. So I 

agreed, if he was sure she wouldnôt mind. It was a beautiful moonlit evening and 

the roads were clear although there was still plenty of snow about. As we walked, 

Terry slid his arm around my waist. This was his first move in that direction and I 

was quite happy to leave it there. He asked me about my weekend and I told him 

about it and about Nick and how I had met him, that he was coming along OK and 

would soon be out of hospital. I told him about Phil and Edith and my time with 

them and about their beautiful home, but not about the fluttering condition of my 

heart. I had enough sense to keep quiet about that. 

 

    Soon we approached some cottages on the left side of the road which, I 

think, may have been the beginning of a village. Duloe, perhaps, which was part of 

Mr. Yôs postal address. Terry just simply turned the door knob and walked in - 

imagine doing that these days (1994) - and we entered a lovely, cosy, well 

furnished, well kept, oil-lit Victorian type home. And Grandmother was a 

Victorian type grandmother. He kissed her and after the pleasantries he 

disappeared into the kitchen and came back with tea and biscuits while 

Grandmother asked me how I liked living in the country and working on the land. 

We stayed about an hour then walked back. 

 

    I donôt know whether this was meant to be my first introduction into the 

family or not, but if Terry did have any ideas of that kind I certainly could have 
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done a lot worse. However, it would have been too early in my life, about ten 

years too early, as at that time marriage was not one of the things I wanted. 

    Since the day of the Sunday tea party Terry and I were allowed to use the 

parlour instead of always going out, which was nice because it was much more 

comfortable than the kitchen and much warmer than outdoors. We were now into 

February and soon it should be a bit warmer, especially so far south. In the 

meantime, I was getting excited over the prospect of leave and I had received a 

letter from my father enclosing the money for my rail fare. Did we not get a travel 

warrant to go on leave, or did we perhaps only get so many a year? I donôt 

remember. I do know that the actual pay in my hand was very low so I probably 

wouldnôt have enough money for the rail fare and a jolly time once I got back 

home. Sunday arrived, Terry took me and my case to the railway station, got my 

ticket and saw me off, but not before he gave me an orange and a bar of chocolate 

for the journey. It must have been love! Oranges were almost impossible to find 

and I hadnôt seen one for goodness knows how long, and chocolate was rationed 

and scarce, too. It was a long journey home, but I wouldnôt go hungry as I also had 

an enormous packet of sandwiches. 

 

    I donôt remember what time my train left, but it usually included night 

time travel when I travelled between Manchester and Cornwall and this was no 

exception. I arrived at Manchester some time after midnight and was relieved to 

find a reception committee waiting for me. My father, my elder brother Albert and 

my younger brother Bill. We walked the two miles from the railway station 

through the blacked out streets of Manchester, those that were still standing. Many 

bombs had fallen here too. I never stopped talking all the way and my father and 

brothers took it in turn to carry my case while I took charge of a small bag 

containing some butter and some eggs. The butter was ófarm butterô as against the 

butter which youôd buy in the shops and it turned out that nobody liked it. 

Nevertheless, Iôm quite sure it didnôt go to waste! 

 

    Home at last, father put his key in the door and I went down the lobby 

into the living room and - there was my Mum! 

 

--------------- 

 

    Let me tell you something about my Mum. We were very close, she and I. 

As I grew up I began to feel I would like to buy her all the things she had to go 

without through most of her married life, due to the lack of money. I never 

remembered her looking anything but shabbily dressed and she always wore well 

laundered overall pinnies to disguise this fact. She would say to me "Always wear 

nice clean pinnies then nobody need know whether your clothes are worn or 

stitched beneath them" 
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    When she had a few pennies to spare, after the house-keeping had been 

taken care of, she would pay them off towards some article of clothing which she 

had laid-by at a local corner shop which was in the business of selling childrenôs 

clothes. She always managed to keep my brothers looking reasonably respectable 

although I must say that my younger brother managed, at least some of the time, to 

make himself look somewhat scruffy. But I think it may have had something to do 

with the style of boysô clothes in those days. At least on Sundays they looked smart 

because we always kept our newest clothes as óSunday bestô in those days, and we 

were always warned "Donôt get those clothes dirty." 

 

    That was the boys, but it was a different matter for me. She didnôt just buy 

me cotton dresses which would look crisp and clean when well laundered and be a 

great deal cheaper, she bought me beautiful dresses. I felt I was the best dressed 

kid in the neighbourhood. 

 

    There was a lot of sateen worn in those days. It was sometimes referred to 

as óartificial silkô and perhaps it was intended to be ópoor manôs silkô. Some of it 

was just plain one-colour fabric with one dull side and one shiny side and made up 

to wear shiny side out. Sometimes it had a woven design known as brocade and 

sometimes this design was woven with different colours and sometimes not. 

 

    At one time Mum went through a phase of buying frilly dresses for me, no 

doubt they were fashionable at the time. Whatever the reason, she made a heck of 

a lot of work for herself. I remember having four of these on the go at one time. 

Not all bought at once, of course, but they did overlap each other in the time I was 

wearing them. I can see her now, standing at the kitchen table ironing them with 

the old-fashioned flat iron which had to be heated on the open coal fire or the gas 

stove and then cleaned of soot before using. These dresses had frills all round the 

skirt from the waist down to the hem. Each dress had a frill of a different depth 

which meant that some would be easier to iron than others. But one was a very 

delicate pink and had very narrow frills of about 11/2" to 2" in depth. There were 

frills also on the bodice and even on the little puff sleeves. There were no ironing 

boards in those days to make the task easier, well not in our house. Nor were there 

any drip-dry fabrics which needed little or no ironing. Mum took each frill, one by 

one, and ironed it separately. Round and round and round she went. It must have 

taken hours to do and no doubt the dress was worn for only one day and then it 

had to be done all over again. 

 

    She must have got a great kick out of seeing her little girl dressed like a 

princess. I think that it was at her own expense  though, because I can remember 

seeing great holes in the soles of her shoes and she cut pieces of cardboard to 

place inside to keep her feet off the pavement. If she had bought cheaper dresses 
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for me she would probably have been able to afford a pair of shoes for herself.  

There are some things that can never be forgotten! 

    I have also never forgotten the way in which she chose to introduce me to 

my new clothes. 

 

    My mother never had any job other than wife and mother. Consequently, 

she was almost always at home when we arrived home from school. On the rare 

occasion when she wasnôt, it was only because she had stepped out to the corner 

shop to buy some sugar, or some such item. If she seemed not to be home, I would 

go around the house looking for her, always ending the search in the bedrooms. 

She knew this, of course, so when she had some new clothes for me she would lay 

them out on her bed while she herself would hide under the bed. But she always 

placed herself in such a position so as to be able to see my face through the 

wardrobe mirror - I learned this from her many years later. I donôt think she 

would be disappointed at what she saw. I can still remember the thrill and excited 

pleasure I experienced at such times, so it must have shown on my face. On one 

occasion there were three dresses laid out. All frilly, all sateen -one pale green, 

one deep, rich green and one red. 

 

    She probably got much more fun from dressing me up than she ever 

would from dressing herself. I was nearly sixteen years old before I saw my 

mother dressed in lovely clothes and I was amazed at the transformation. When we 

walked out together I noticed that she was attracting a great deal of attention from 

the men who were passing in the street. I had never thought about her that way 

before. By this time the Germans had started the bombing of Manchester which 

brought my father work as a joiner and property repairer and therefore money. 

They do say óIt is an ill wind that blows nobody any goodô! 

 

-------------- 

 

    I had been very homesick, but until the moment I walked through the 

living room door and saw my Mum standing there, I donôt think I had realised just 

how much. In my thoughts of home she had always been at the hub of things, so to 

speak, and I loved her very much. 

 

    As the years went by my love for her deepened, but to my shame I never 

actually told her so. One day, when she was standing by the kitchen sink, just a 

little time before she died I came up behind her and as I approached I suddenly felt 

an almost uncontrollable desire to put my arms round her, kiss her and say "Mum, 

I love you!", but I controlled that desire. Why I will never know. I think I was 

afraid of looking daft. I only know I have never forgiven myself for allowing that 

moment to pass. Probably most people have moments they wish they could re-live. 

With me, this one is top of the list. 
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    In my own defence, however, I must say that we were never a 

demonstrative family, but there was a lot of deep, caring love without all the 

kissing and cuddling which went on in many families of my acquaintance. We 

three, my brothers and I, even as quite small children would always shy away 

whenever possible from being kissed especially when visiting aunts tried to do it. 

 

    My younger brother was the worst. Before they could bear down on him 

he would scuttle away on his hands and knees and sit under the table until they had 

gone. Or, if he was caught, he would struggle like fury to be free and then wipe 

away the kisses vigourously. I wasnôt as bad as that, I suffered it if I couldnôt avoid 

it, but I didnôt like it. To me, my aunts didnôt smell right - all paint and powder and 

pongy perfumes. 

 

    According to my diary, my journey home was a good one, and what 

followed was an eternal round of dancing, swimming, horse riding, and cinemas. 

Even the Opera House - and one party! The first day I seem to have spent at home 

and the second was spent with my elder brother Albert who took me to the 

pictures. I also had a portrait picture taken of myself in uniform, which was the 

thing to do. I still have it. I didnôt have one taken of myself in the NAAFI uniform 

even though the uniform was smart, which tells you something about the fact that I 

didnôt like being in the NAAFI. The third day I went dancing with a friend who 

lived in the same street and here I collected another passing óshipô to add to my 

fleet. His name was Gwyn Jones, a Welshman in case you didnôt guess, and 

another RAF boy. I donôt know for sure whether he was being trained as aircrew I 

only know that before my leave was over I saw him off on his embarkation leave. 

This meant that on his return from leave he would be sent abroad to goodness 

knows where, but he wouldnôt know where until he got there. However, three 

months later I received a letter from Prince Edward Island, Canada. I think some 

of our flyers were being trained in Canada so possibly he was one of them. I only 

have one letter of his so maybe he didnôt write again, in spite of asking me to go 

home with him to meet his mother. I would most certainly have replied to his first 

letter because it was an unwritten rule that one must always reply to a letter written 

to you by somebody in the armed forces. Yes! He was training to be a flyer. I have 

just read his letter and the party I went to with him was apparently held at the 

Odeon cinema, Oxford Street, Manchester. Maybe it was some sort of a service 

menôs night or something. According to the letter I was with three other men that 

night as well as Gwyn. There was someone called Ken, another called Alan and a 

third called Woppy all of whom sent me their love. 

 

    They were still all together training to fly at the same place. Whatôs more, 

that letter is something of a love letter (perhaps I should read all my 46 year old 

letters) and maybe that is why it is the only letter I have from him. Perhaps I wrote 
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and said "No. I donôt want to get serious". That would sound like me at that age. 

However, I did see him on eight days out of my eleven days leave, so I must have 

liked him quite a lot. 

 

    Two days after seeing Gwyn off on his embarkation leave I was on my 

way back to Mr. and Mrs. Y. Mother cried on my departure as usual and it was a 

lousy journey back. 

 

    On my return I found that most of the snow had disappeared and one day 

while I was taking feed across the field to the sheep there came to me another very 

magic moment. In the hedge there still remained a little snow some of which 

appeared to be mixed with yellow. Always the curious one, I walked over to look. 

"Oh, how beautiful!" There were clusters of primroses all over the hedge half 

hidden by the snow. I know I must have gasped for I can still feel the feeling I had 

at that moment. I felt as though Ié had discovered them, and so I had in a way, 

for I had never seen a sight like this before. As the days passed and the snows 

melted the hedges became more and more yellow until one day it was as if they 

were covered almost completely with a yellow blanket. This was the moment the 

primrose became my favourite flower. Nobody else saw this magic. It had come 

and gone as regular as clockwork every year of their lives ever since the day each 

of them was born and nobody saw it but me. To everyone else around they were 

just weeds! 

 

    The work calendar had moved on while I was away and things looked 

more alive around the farmyard. Now the sheep could be moved to fields a little 

further away from the farm and Mr. Y and I did this one day when Terry wasnôt 

with us. This was to be the first time I would see the sheepdogs in action. Mr. Y 

was the only farmer I met who treated his dogs with real kindness and up to this 

point they had been more like pet dogs than sheepdogs. No other farmer of my 

acquaintance ever allowed their dogs into the house. 

 

    Off we went to shift these sheep, Mr. Y, his two sheepdogs and me. What 

I didnôt realise at the time, but was soon to find out, was that I was the third 

sheepdog! I think his dogs were mother and off-spring, one was getting a bit old 

and the other was very young and had a lot to learn, and thatôs where I came in. 

The only difference being that he didnôt direct me by whistles! I wouldnôt have 

understood them, would I?  None of this mattered at all for I was very young, 

strong, active and willing enough. Mr. Y positioned us where he wanted us, the 

two dogs and I and suddenly we were off. The ground was very soft and wet, the 

melting snow having seen to that, and the more I ran the heavier my feet became. 

Goodness knows how much the mud on my boots weighed before I was through, 

but they certainly felt very heavy to me. We drove the sheep down towards the 
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gate where Mr. Y was waiting and he made sure they went through it. We had to 

follow, the dogs and I, because there was another field to negotiate. 
 

    Now the very worst place underfoot on any farm is around a gate because 

cattle congregate there most of the year, and they wear away the grass. All that is 

left is bare soil, the grass never having the chance to grow back again. In the wet 

season this soil becomes deep, very wet mud and this can be very slippery. This 

was the wet season! The sheep ran through the gate, the dogs ran through the gate, 

then I ran through the gate. Well, almost, only I slipped and fell didnôt I, face side 

down. Talk about a mud pack! Fortunately I was wearing my Land Army issue 

oilskin coat and souôwester because it was raining so much of my clothing escaped 

the mud, except for the legs of my dungarees, but the mud did find its way down 

my gum-boots and up my sleeves. As if I wasnôt carrying enough weight!  We 

plodded on and finished the job then I was sent indoors to wash and change, by 

which time it was time to do the milking. The days were still very short and "time 

for milking" was almost the last job of the day. Mr. Y was quite concerned over 

what had happened and asked several times "Are you all right?". And of course I 

was. Hadnôt I had a nice soft landing? 

 

    Things went on inside the house much as they had before my leave, 

except that I now spent less time working inside the house and more outside, but 

this did not improve the living conditions. One day, a Thursday or a Friday 

because those were Terryôs days with us, Mr. Y asked us to do some muck 

spreading, and there was no muck spreading machine on this farm. First the muck 

had to be pitchforked from the pile of muck in the farm yard into the cart, which 

would then be pulled by the horse into the field. Let me explain what exactly muck 

is, just in case anybody is in doubt. 

 

    During the winter a lot of muck, poshly known as manure, is provided by 

the cattle and horses which, in that season, spend all day and every day penned up 

in stables and cow sheds, or shippens. All their droppings fall onto the floor which 

is covered with straw. A milking house is cleaned out, scrubbed and swilled every 

day and the contents piled in the farm yard, but this is not so for the bull or young 

heifers which are penned up separately in smaller houses. At regular intervals they 

would be given fresh straw bedding and it, in its turn, would collect all the 

droppings and become well packed down with the eternal trampling of hooves. 

These houses would not be regularly cleaned out and, in fact, they would be left 

until the animals were turned out in the Spring. Consequently, this became very 

hard packed and I have known it to become as high as two or more feet off the 

ground. Whatôs more, when it was finally cleaned out it was, for me anyway, very 

heavy work. But it was all ógood stuffô. It was this which was now being pitch 

forked into the cart and taken by the horse into the fields. 
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    I had never done this before of course, so Terry showed me how to go 

about it. He dropped it off the cart in big dollops and I picked it up with a 

pitchfork and shook it all over the field. What fun! Iôll say one thing, it gave me a 

good appetite! After a while he asked if I would like to change places, he picking 

up and shaking and I dropping the dollops. "Yes, OK" says I and climbed up onto 

the cart. 

 

    Now when Terry was on top of the pile on the cart he would drop a 

dollop to the left of the cart and another to the right, after which he would say 

something indecipherable to the horse - this sounded like a foreign language to me 

- and the horse would move on until Terry said something else, at which point it 

would stop. This of course didnôt work for me because I couldnôt speak the 

language and sometimes real deep Cornish can sound like a foreign language. So, 

after my first command to the horse resulted in my being completely ignored, 

Terry suggested that he should do that part for me. All went well for a time and 

then came the hiccough. 

 

    To stand on the top of a pile of dung on a moving cart, being pulled by a 

horse over rough ground, requires that your balance should be at least well 

synchronised with the command given to the horse and on this occasion it was 

several seconds out. Down I went, wailing as I fell backside first into the dung. 

Yuck! The stuff was soaking wet and I could feel it soaking through my clothes 

onto my skin. I sat there for what was probably only seconds, but seemed like 

ages, before I tried to get up and since the horse was still moving this was no easy 

thing to do without getting more of me soaked in these ósweet smellingô juices. It 

was like one of those very slow motion scenes in a television drama. Terry seemed 

to stand there motionless for ages just staring with his mouth half open. When he 

did move he moved fast towards the cart, but by this time I was beginning to get 

up. He could, no doubt, see that I was all right and the concerned look on his face 

quickly turned to laughter. I thought he would never stop. In the end we were both 

doubled up with laughter, both standing on top of the muck where he had climbed 

to help me get to my feet. We chuckled for quite a long time over that. Come to 

think of it, he was quite a giggler. 

 

    This was before the days of washing machines so I couldnôt just sling my 

clothes in and have them come out at the end of the cycle all fresh and clean and 

smelling sweet. I had to steep them in cold water till the following day, then boil 

water on the open hearth fire, carry it into the dairy part of the kitchen then scrub 

them with a scrubbing brush in the old shallow sink called a slop stone. Oh! for the 

luxury of my working class home in Manchester. Not that we had a washing 

machine, of course, but we did have plenty of hot water running out of a tap. 
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    Terry and I continued to walk out together several times a week. We 

enjoyed each otherôs company with no strings attached. Todayôs promiscuous 

society will find it difficult to believe, but for all the walking we did in lonely 

places and all the sitting in the parlour alone, he went no further than to put one 

arm around my waist or shoulders. That was fine with me. I enjoyed this platonic 

friendship as it put no strain on me and I never had to be on my guard. 

 

    By this time we were well into March, the days were lengthening and we 

were having quite a few hours of sunshine. One morning after making my bed and 

tidying my bedroom I came down the stairs  into the hall and it was as though I 

was seeing it for the first time. It had always looked so dark and dreary before, but 

now, suddenly, it had atmosphere. The sun shone through the stained glass panels 

in the front door and splashed different pools of coloured light in all directions 

onto the walls and floor of the hallway. Truly, the whole place had a completely 

different feel and I was stirred with an overwhelming feeling of excitement. I 

walked to the front door, opened it and stepped through into the garden. I had 

never done this before for it had never occurred to me to take any interest in the 

front garden. It had been covered with snow most of the time, anyway. 

 

    As I stood there my nostrils and my senses were filled with a most 

beautiful perfume, but my eyes saw nothing to account for it as they searched 

quickly round for the reason. Then I saw them. Hundreds and hundreds of sweet 

violets, carpeting the whole of the garden seemingly to the exclusion of everything 

else. I got down on my haunches to examine and smell them and to pick some to 

take into the house. I was spellbound and I didnôt want to leave. It seemed like a 

paradise. I donôt know how long I stayed there, but I do remember how very 

reluctant I was to break the spell, and I fancy I can smell those violets coming 

down to me over the years as I sit here and write. Another magic moment and the 

last one. I think all my magic moments were experienced at Mr. Yôs farm. I donôt 

think I was given any more once I left there. 

 

    For some time now I had been missing the company of people my own 

age. I had Terry it is true, but I needed girls too, and my mind was turning to the 

thought of being in a hostel. In hostels all food was prepared for you and all 

laundry was done for you with the possible exception of ósmallsô. My mind is not 

so clear on this, but most definitely all working clothes were laundered by local 

people engaged to do the job and there was no housework except to make my own 

bed and keep the room tidy. The only work Land Army girls were allowed to do 

was on the land. I had been thinking about it, but didnôt do anything about it, then 

came the push I needed. Every night before he went to bed Mr. Y would go to the 

stables "to see if the horses are all right" and this was a ritual which was never 

missed. If I was downstairs when he left the house I was never there when he 

returned. It varied; sometimes I went up just before he and his wife, sometimes 
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well ahead of them. I didnôt always hear them come to bed because I may have 

been asleep. 

    This particular night was a wild one, the wind was blowing the trees into 

a frenzy outside my bedroom window, and there was a full moon across which the 

clouds scuttled from time to time. I had gone up some time before, climbed into 

bed, snuggled down into that lovely feather mattress and was well away. Usually, 

once I was asleep, that was it for the night, but suddenly I was awake again. I felt 

uneasy, opened my eyes and looked around the room. I couldnôt believe what I 

saw. 

 

Mrs. Y was standing at the bottom of my bed just looking at me and I was 

speechless and frightened. She was standing in a shaft of moonlight so I could see 

her very clearly, but she said nothing and my mind began to race. 

 

    "God! Sheôs off her head. Whatôs she doing here? What does she want?" 

 

    It didnôt stop there. I began to think the very worst. I tried frantically to 

see between the rails of the bottom end of the old-fashioned bed, looking for her 

hands. Was she carrying a knife? I couldnôt see, but it was at this point I found my 

voice. "Mrs. Y, what are you doing here. What do you want?" 

 

"Jimôs gone to see to the horses and Iôm frightened on my own." 

 

God! I hoped she wasnôt as frightened as I was. I said "Well, you shouldnôt 

have come in here." 

 

    Suddenly Mr. Y was standing there as well. I hadnôt heard him approach. 

He grabbed his wife and hustled her through the door, saying "How many times 

have I to tell you not to go into Dorothyôs room?" How many times had he found 

her in there? Not that it would have mattered much, it was her home, after all. But 

this time was different and I was very scared and very upset. Mr. Y called to me 

and asked if I was all right, but all I said was "Yes". I didnôt feel I could tell him 

how I felt. After all, it was his wife I would be talking about. I was lacking in 

many things, tact being one of them, but I did have enough sensitivity not to do 

that. Thank goodness! 

 

    After this incident the urge to move got stronger and within a few days 

there was a letter in the post asking for a transfer to a hostel. I didnôt tell Mr. Y 

that could wait till later, but the thoughts ran through my mind. "How am I going 

to tell him? What can I say to him? Iôll not tell him now, it can wait a bit". 

 

    If he had been in the least bit unpleasant to me it would have been easy, 

but how could I tell a man like him "I canôt get away fast enough." 
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    It was about this time that I saw Mrs. Y actually making the butter. 
 

    "Oh! My hat! Have I been eating that butter all this time?" 

 

    She sat by the fire in the none-too-clean kitchen holding a large  bowl 

between her knees, one hand helping to secure it, the other in the cream, gently 

swishing it over and over in a circular movement. I had always felt her hands, and 

indeed her whole being, were not as clean as they might be, especially her 

fingernails. I wonder why she didnôt use a churn? They must have had one. Maybe 

it was no longer fit to use due to neglect. When someoneôs mind goes I think 

cleanliness is one of the first things to suffer, whether it is personal or otherwise. 

Anyway, I never fancied the farm butter after that. I ate it when it came to me 

spread on bread, but I always used shop butter whenever possible.  

 

    However, I had obviously come to no harm for I was as healthy as a prize 

bull, and I had put some weight on which was noted and commented on by the 

family when I went on leave. My brother called me "Fat arse", much to my 

annoyance. Not only had I put on weight, but my complexion had changed to that 

of a healthy country girl and, looking back, I realise that Mr. Y was aware of this - 

in the nicest possible way, of course. The day after I arrived back we were feeding 

the horses and he asked me "Did you enjoy your leave? What did your parents 

think of you when they saw you?" 

 

    "They said I look very well, but Iôm getting fat" 

 

    Everyone knows how important that is at nineteen, but he replied "You 

look better for having a bit more flesh on your bones. It suits you. Take old Major 

here, you like the look of him, donôt you?" 

 

    "Yes, of course." 

 

    "Well, he wouldnôt look half as nice as he does if he was thin, now. 

Would he?" 

 

    I made no reply to that. I hadnôt decided how to react to being likened to a 

horse, but I donôt think I liked it very much. 

 

    He had a sister or sister-in-law who lived not too far away and one 

evening he decided that he and Mrs. Y would walk over to visit her. I was invited 

to go along too. When I use the term "walk over" I mean just that. Walk over the 

fields is what we did. It was pitch black. Mrs. Y clung to her husbandôs right arm 

and in his left hand he carried a hurricane lamp or storm lantern. This was an old-
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fashioned oil lantern with a turn-up wick and a glass cover to stop the wind from 

blowing out the flame. I walked in his footsteps two paces behind in the 

assumption that it should be safe enough to place my feet where his had just been. 

I donôt know how far we walked, but it seemed an awful long way in the dark. I 

stumbled about a bit, but they didnôt. 

 

    Today, this conjures up a Christmas card picture. A scene in the country 

with an old man with a lamp, an old woman and a young girl. All that was missing 

was the snow and the moonlight. The snow had long since gone and it was a pitch 

black night. In proof that he knew what he was doing we all arrived quite safely 

and we were made very welcome. I donôt remember much about this visit except 

that the house was lovely and clean and much more brightly lit than the Yôs place, 

the oil lamps were twice the size. I donôt know whether it was a farm, I only 

remember meeting two women, no men. One of the women was working at a table 

doing some beautiful embroidery. Quite fine work and I remember wondering how 

she could see to do it, for although the lamps were big they were only oil lamps 

and the light given off was not all that bright. Certainly nothing like the light I was 

used to working by at home, and she was far from young. 

 

    The visit over we all trundled back the way we had come and arrived 

back at the farm safely, with no more than a few turns of my ankle on the uneven 

ground. 

 

    That visit taught me something - life didnôt have to be dreary and 

miserable just because people lived with oil lamps. 

 

    Two weeks went by and still no reply to my letter to the Land Army 

offices in Truro so I wrote a second letter, again asking for a transfer to a hostel. I 

told Terry what I was doing and why, but I donôt think he told Mr. Y otherwise I 

think he would have spoken to me about it. Terry looked a little bit shaken when I 

told him and he said he would miss me. 

 

    Two weeks after the second letter I received a visit from a Land Army 

official. She wanted to see over the house, well, she wanted to see my room. She 

wanted to know if I had another room I could use beside sitting in the kitchen, she 

could see for herself that there was nothing to sit on in there but wooden benches. I 

showed her the parlour and said I could use it when I wanted to. I told her that I 

needed to be with young people and that I was used to a clean, well run household 

at home. She asked about Mr. Y and I made it quite clear that I had no complaints 

in that direction. I must have mentioned Mrs. Y, mustnôt I, because there was no 

way I had been able to come to terms with her from the day of my arrival, but for 

the life of me I canôt remember what I said or indeed if I mentioned her at all. The 

official seemed to be holding back and had still not said whether I could have a 
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transfer or not. I told her I was happy enough doing the farm work but that I would 

prefer not to have housework to do. That did it! I had hardly got the words out of 

my mouth when they were pounced on. 

    "You mean you have been doing housework?" 

 

    "Yes." 

 

    "Donôt you know you are not to do housework?" 

 

    "Yes, but if I donôt do it, it wouldnôt be done at all." 

 

    By the change in her attitude I knew I would get my transfer, but it was 

not to be to a hostel. She said there were no vacancies in any of the hostels and it 

would have to be to another farm. She left me and went outside to see Mr. Y. 

 

My heart started thumping. I was going to have to face him soon, any 

minute now in fact. What would I say to him? 

 

    I was laying the table for tea when he came in through the back door. I 

couldnôt look at him and I just went on with what I was doing. He came over and 

stood by my side and said very quietly "Why didnôt you tell me if you were not 

happy here? You shouldnôt have done it like this." I made no reply which probably 

made things worse, but I didnôt feel that there was anything that I could say. And, 

yes, he was right. I shouldnôt have done it like that. 

 

    Oh! The agonies of youth. I donôt know what I thought I was doing. I 

wanted so very much to get away yet at the same time I didnôt want him to know. 

Did I think I could just disappear like a puff of smoke and have everything back 

the way it was? As if I had never been there? I was so ashamed that I wanted to 

crawl into a hole and hide. I know I hurt him, but how do you tell somebody you 

like and respect that youôre sorry, but you have to leave because you canôt stand 

his potty wife any longer. And that was the way that I saw Mrs. Y. 

 

    Then there had been the day when I went over to that window in the 

kitchen and I lifted up the curtain and I looked out just as I had seen her do so 

many, many times. When I realised what I was doing I dropped the curtain as if it 

had burned my fingers. Had I been about three years older I would have handled it 

differently, but I was only nineteen and a very young nineteen at that. More like a 

seventeen year old. 

 

    The most surprising thing about all this is that it was so much out of 

character for me to have difficulty speaking my mind. From a very early age 

whatever I had to say I said. I grew up speaking my mind and Iôve grown old 
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speaking my mind. Believe it or not, I still feel the shame I felt all those years ago 

and not just because I am writing about it. My mind has floated back many times 

over the last fifty years and always with that same deep feeling of shame and 

regret. Wouldnôt it be nice if we could go back and say "Iôm sorry." 

 

    I worked there till the end of the week. For some reason that I never knew 

I could not move into my new job till the following Monday and I was lodged in 

the Land Army Hostel in Liskeard over the weekend. This was good for it gave me 

the chance to make contact with girls around my own age and at the same time 

gave me a short taste of hostel life. 
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