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Chapter One
The Postman Knocks

One morning late in 1944 in the living room of 72 Rosebery Street, Moss
Side, Manchesterthere was great excitement and much midkéyng because
there had just been a deliveryttee front door of a welstuffed kit bagWhen |
use the word excitement | expect thatas the only one feeling excited. | should
think my motherand fathed s f e e |l i n g sn tondecadefor tmeir rdarlinga k
daughter had joi ned ardlweuld $6ombe hedvelg horeen d  Ar m
yet again, this time to work in Cornwalhich in those days seemed like the other
side of the wor iydwo brotheds delt. dhey neveraodd me ang
| never asked.

The kit bag was unpacked and | was soon inspecting my unifowas a
very niceuniform; especially if you made sure you got the best of everything! By
this | mean there we two types of shirtOne 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, madeil k e a good q wihllong sleevesanmd dvas made framtan
excellent quality fine poplin. They were both the same colour, which was cream.

There were also two types of breechese made fromdavy corduroy
and the other from cavalry twill. The one looked like those worn by the dustbin
men and the other | ooked I|Iike cavalry of
They were both in a soft shade of khaki. There were several pairs of woolen knee
length khaki sockswhich were all right, and one pair of good quality brown
leather shoefor dress wear, one pair of black leather ankle bfatsvork in the
fields and one pair of gumbogtsalso for the fields. There were two high quality
wool long sleeved pulloversn a fairly dark rich green, two pairs of khaki
dungareesfor work in the fields (one pair of which | still wear when | decorate,
and this i s fdrguality!). Oré doulilesbreastecgreatonaton the
l i nes of t he arenxcegptthathe skid eas 6uswitlya skght flaceo a t
The fabric was woven as dense and as wirmbf and wan as t he sol di
greatcoa. The colour of this | would describe as a pinkishki. Many years later
the fashion world called it mink. There was also a lightweight ougdnt to be
worn for work with the dungarees It was similar to a doct o
only in khaki. This | never used. Instead, | acquired for myself an army battle dress
jacket. There was one green wich | neverwore;| always wore my shirheck
open. One felt hatvhich came in theaw state, looking as if it had been stolen
from a scarecrow and this had to be moulded to shape by steaming it.



Consequently, there were many shapes of Land Aratyccording to individual
taste. | made mine like aoow b o y 6asd nhvartsaw another one like it. The
majority of them looked like a pork pie with a brim. Mine, however, did cause
lot of childish comments from the opposite sex.

There was a set of oilskirend a sotwester for work in the fields and
another raincoafior dress wear. This was khaki coloured, and once again, cut c
the | ines of an ar my o ftias exeeptoslly snsag u
for any girl or woman who had the right sort of build to wear it, i.e. tall anc
slender. Then there were bad@esl other insigni¢o fix on hatand greatcoatind
last of all there was an insignia arm band to be worn over the sleeve afrshirt
pullover when the greatcoatas not being worn. And thatthink, is the lot and
it was spread all ovehe living room!

But not for long, for | had to move fast. All those ugly shinad to be
sent back to be changed for poplin ones, also one pair of corduroy breduoties
had to be changed for whipcotd use as dress uniform | di dnot
corduroy forwork; they would be covered by dumgesanyway. Sure enough,
they delivered what | wanted in record time and | was very proud to wear n
uniform.

I had tried hard t o ¢eanditiwastthe orlyh ¢
service my fathewas willing to sign his permission to let me joinnee | was
under age. Correctiomwould have been under age if | hadkbheccepted when |
first applied. | remember that day well. | arrived at the recruiting ofto&ing
more like a fashion model than a farm worker with appropriate measurements
complete the picture, bust 34vaist 21- hips 34.

"1 d&m sorry, my dear , but I donoi
the work is very hard on the land, aweé are looking for girls of a heavier build
than you".

"But | 66m not afraid of hard work
in my life." (All seventeen years of it!)

"No . |l 6m sorry, but I cannot acc
fine . Look at the size of your wri st
thereds nothing more to be said."

| was furious! But that was that and there was nothing | could do about it.
would be eighteen years old soand as people of my age will remember, after
that magic birthday we suddenly became the property of the State. Together w
many others | would be drafted into either the Armed Forces or intovae,
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which probably meant | wodlbe shoved into a factognd that was not high on
the list of the things | wanted to do with my life! So, not letting the grass grow
under my feet, | started to collect propaganda leaflets telling me how much |
would enjoy being in the Woe n 6 s , Mavymnd Air Force but of course it
was t he Wo me nwhese | lealyhwahntedl toimes | brought these home to
read, being very careful not to let my fatlsee them.

| decided after a while that | would apply for the Air FqQrbecause |
liked the uniformbetter than that of the Army, although the Wrappealed to me
more than either of them. The uniferagain, | suspect, but | considered myself
not educated enough for the Wrens and | knew, therefore, that | would not fit in.

Having made my decision | took my motheto my confidence and told her
| would ask Dad that evening. | filled the application form and had it all ready
for his signature. As my fathevalked in the back door (we always used the back
entrance) my pulse started thumping. | had an idea what the outcome would be.

"Donot gi ve thothezb edfoarms hed sy oeuat efna h
Youdbl |l stand a bet tobablytbewvaiae ofexpaiédnteer heds f

The rest of the family had already eaten so | had to sit and watch his
every mouthful and | was on pins. Finally, he ldalvn his knifeand fork and the
newspaper he had been reading at the table in spite of nabtvegrs telling him
about it. Now my moment had arrived | laid the forms in front of him and asked
him to sign them. He took a momemttwo 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 wetaé@ud to do quite often,
and still do from time to time.)

"Dono6ét think |1 &dm going t,0 bweocraku sien |adnn
not . | 61 | go to jail first, and when | 01
youol |l b e spotme in jaily Ared nvithtthht & stamped out of the house
slamming the door behind me. With hindsight, as it is fashionable to say these
days, I donot know what the fuss was ab

birthday | would be able to sign my own papand | think | would have been
given a few days grace in which to decide what choice to make. But nobody told
this seventeen year old and | thought the matter was getting urgent.

After the storm came the quieme. Ti me
for the Womemds La&md nAtmywl | owed to go i n
left? The Navy Army and Air Forcelnstitute, otherwise known as the NAAFI
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Off 1 went for more propaganda Rets 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 w
success. | suspect motiminted a few things outtomydad such am®sm "
be eighteen and then she can do what she likes anyhow."




Chapter Two
In the NAAFI

|l &m sure it was the thought o f his | it
servicemen which was bothering my fatlaed, after all, who could blame him. But
the situation was just as bad for NAAgitls, or just as goodhicheverway you look
at it, and there were those who made good use of the situation. | think it could be even
more dangerous in the Land Arrtlyough, because if a girl was billeted with a dicey
farmer it would be more difficult to get ay, sleeping under the same roof. Anyhow,
| was now in the NAAFI, stationed at RABtation Lindley near Nuneatgn
Warwickshire, and | arrived a few months before my eighteenth birthday. Poor Mum
and Dad. They coul dndét win. I know how t he
RAF station was not exactly the safest place to be duringimar We were never
bombed whilst | was there, but we easily might have been. From wdat how
remember the uniformas very similar to that Yf A.T. S
uniform. It was khaki, and a Glengamyas worn on the head. It looked very smart
when worn with pride, Wt | was not inclined to wear it much. Off duty | 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
60Upst air s, ItHadnethisytoratheNAAF!!

Scrubbing and cleanindretching and carrying. Tending to fires and cooking
stoves which were heated by | i-lithnegl fires.
didndt knowast raath tolberl e ctkcleanrout and ggghtrfier ni n g
places and cooking stoves which had to be hot enough for the cook to start work at 7
o6clock cooking breakfast. I didndét do t hi
time, but it cameound mighty quickly. We went out with the canteen van to the far
end of the aerodromehis 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 coumjeollected 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. | cannot quite remember the canteen opening hours, but we
were off duty in the afternoon ang@ned again in the evening. However, it did have
its lighter side. The RABtation was a small one for the training of air ceelch in
turn meant that the canteen was small also. This made for more intimacy. It was as
thougheverybody knew everybody and most of them were friendly. We girls each
had our own special boy frieneho shared our sitting room after we had closed and
these boys, most of them were about nineteen or twenty, used to help us cian up
night.



There are a few things | have never forgotten from those days. Firstly, t
constant drone of the wane aeroplanegogether with the leisurely feeling of lying
on the grass on a s uingup inte a blumsky,distenira fot
the constant drone as the trainees put in flying houneadiness for the serious
business of fighting the enemy. Whenever | hear a piston englaed, even to this
day, it takes me right back to Lindlefxerodrome 1943. Secondly, the day |
innocently cycled past an aeroplane when its engines were at full throttle and 1
force of the wind almost blew me off my bik€he men enjoyed thaiThey cheered
me on as | became more and more det el
happen, could 1? | would have felt such a fool. | remember feeling a bit of a for
anyway and it was some time beforevds allowed to forget it. | must add thae
plane was not on the runwagady for takeoff, but at dispersal poinivhich was
where the engineers <carr i edPeppermintBag a
There was always plenty of those. The men would give their ration cotgpassand
of course | had my own chocolat&tion. In those days the creme was of strong mint
flavournow it dés jJjust nothing but sweetne:

Before | came to Lindley worked at C&A in Manchesteand became
friendly with a girl called JearShe joined the NAAHbefore me and came to Lindley
aerodrome | put in a request to join her
joined up Jean was very frumpy. She had a matronly figure, wore matronly cloth
and had a matronly hair style. This was because she was not allowedthedaise.
Her parents bel onged to some pecul i
frivolities. No going to the picturesno dancingand only certain types of music
making. More than once she came into work caverebruises because her father
discovered she had indulged in one or other of these forbidden fruits. It was obviou
OK to bash his women folk, though!

The day | arrived at Lindleyjearwa s wai ting to meet
her she looked so lovely. Her hair was short and curly instead of being drawn back
a tight bun, she was wearing a liberal amountof make and a dr ess
her wear before and she looked very séh at 6 s mor e, she he
often wondered what happened to her.
after having tasted sweet freedom.

Although there were plenty dfoyfriendsallowed into the sitting room area

of the private quarters | was never aware of any serious cougsimng on, although

it could have gone unnoticed by me because | was very young, immature and na
As soon as one boy finished his training and moved away another filled bés pla
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
lucky few. A comfortable lounge/sitting room with open fireplace always well
stacked with cal, dim lighting, music (a gramophone) and a girl to sit with his arm



around. There was, of course, never any hgrdaky not that | was aware of, and
certainly not with me!

This was the situation as | found it on my arrival ahmdost immediately |
arrived | found mysednfe owiltahionuetd 6t hbey ta ap inlec
his cap andoésmpar thiirsg chwisntgsand | havendt a
However | was pleased enough about #tishe 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 ahaitbt
to hawe to be in charge of a plane crew, was posted to an atéabon and sent up to
fight the enemy. |l 6m not going to say | we
meant, but | remember | missed him very much and | was afraid for homought it
all home to me what these boys with white flashes in thes Wwate really doing
there and that very soon they too would be posted to action stations. The day he went
away | was lying on my bed during an off duty period ifeelvery unhappy and
doing a little weeping when suddenly | 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 | t0&s bloiyk g .r iysahthkshdfatiwbea o
you took him from her?" And that was the first | knew about it. Jean would come up
In conversation between him and me, but not in a way which rang any warning bells.
But woul dndét you think | wolulpdosehyauwcen not i c e
put that down to the callowness of youth.

| suppose from then on | was not very popular, not that | remember it
bothering me very much. Perhaps it all soon blew over in the constant moving on of
boyfriends Certainly both she and | soon had another boyfriend. | remember nothing
at all about Jedns |, but mine was | wsthiswhbwasdatkposi t e
and very handsome. Denlideakin wasthis o n en@rse. He was much taller, blue
eyed and very blond. Probably the only reason | remember him so clearly is because |
have letterand a photograpfmom him.

| stayed at RARH.indleyfor qui te some ti me, but exa
know. | remember going about the aerodrastae only in a summer dress and lying
on the grass in the sunshine. | also remember how very, very cold it was out on the
dispersal pointvhen | went out with the mobile canteen, so this suggests at least six
months. | do know | was transfed to an army barracks BudbrookeBarracks,
Warwick - and | was well settled in by Btluly 1944 because | have a letter with that
date, written by a Private Jolmkcorn telling me how much he was missing me, that
was delivered to my home whilst on lea®® | had been in the NAARbNng enough
tobe eligible for | eave, but how |l ong that |
spending some of my off duty time with John. Quite often, | think. We walked in
parks quite often and also the grounds of Warwick Castle and | remember he tried to



impress mdy leading me to believe that he was a member of the family at the cast
He sai d, "1 61| take you i n there one

remember him using the word "Dukebut whatever word he did use led me to

believe he was claiming to be one of the family. All he really achieved was to pla
the idea in my mind that he was a bit of a liar and, of course, he lost my respec
have never been easy to impress. | am more inclined to back off. Of course |
have doe him an injustice all these years. It could have been true. After all, | shou
think all great families have their lesser known members and some must have deci

to join the ranks.

| was only a few miles away from Stratfeot+-Avon so, of course, | used to
go there with my friend Sylviawho was also a NAAFRgirl. She was a cook. We had
lots of laughsher and meThere was one occasion which sticks out in my mind above
all others. Itwas a beautiful sunny day and we took a rowing looab the River
Avon. There were a lot of other people doing the same thing, most of whom seen
to be young men, and Sylvia and | flirted shamelessly with all who came our way. V
were doing more laughing and flirting than rowing when we suddenly realised w
were caught in the current and were being taken towards the weir. We tried very h
to rectify this, but the harder we tried the more we laughed and the more we laugl
the weakewe became and there we were screaming and giggling and slowly getti
closer to the weir. Suddenly the boat stopped moving forward and gradually startec
move the other way. We turned to look for the reason for this miracle and sé
another boat lined upehind us with two Americaon board, one holding on to the
end of our boat and the other rowing like fury to get both boats out of this mess. W
that did it. We set off into more fits of laughter, the tears rolliagy our cheeks as
we sat there holding our aching stomach muscles. We were probably hysterical
this time. They towed us to the safety of the bank and we all got out. Sylvia and | h
no strength left for rowing, anyhow. Its amazing how weak hystem@ceghter can
leaveyou. We spent the rest of the day with these two American servicemen and,
my surprise, | found | liked them both very much. | was very prejudiced again:
Americans and usually gave them a wide berth.

We had a lovelyday just wandering around in the sunshine exploring
Stratfordon-Avon. They bought us a meal somewhere. Sylaiad | brought
sandwiches with us, but we were all young and healthy so were quite able to eat th
as well. We had cycled from Warwicto Stratford so what we did with our bike

while this was going on | dondt Kknow
should have done and that consequently we were very late back ats latd
Bossladwasndét very pleased. I dondét thi-t

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

My young mano0s Matayrard hewaae mR a lgterrdagth
August 1944, US Army Post Office Stamp 9th August 1944, asking if | would mee
him again in Stratford on my next day off. | never received it. Within the few day



bet ween that O6éhappy dayé and coaneenlhthday t he |
been sent home with a very badly i nfected
redirected to my home address | 6ve no idea
letter caught up with me several years later, long after themaarover - | 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 adletlyears. 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 Roges ai d he hoped we didnot get T
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 dith not have a pass and those
not wearing correct unifornRoger and Leslies names wer e taken on |
they had a price to pay for that Ohappyod c
it, though, considering | | the fun | had. " But he woul d
di dnot even reply to his letter, and afte
maybe saved our lives. | felt awful about that and I still do. | did try, though. | wrote
to the addressehgave in the letter, knowing full well | was wasting my time.

| wonder if they survived thewar | ndeed | wonders how mar
that passed in the nightoé* survitseptid t he wa
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. | still have the scar. But | made good use of
the time.

| remember a lot about Lindlegerodromebut | remember very little about
BudbrookeArmy Barracks. But there is one incident | do remember and it still tickles
me to this day whenever | think about it.

One sunny, summer afternoon Syhaad I, in pretty summer dresses,
wandered through the camp towards the main gate chatting and laughing like girls do.
We hadndét planned on wal king far because \
on duty very soon, so when we reached the guard house abdrtiex 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. Thee&atrd/lajor
came storming out of the guard house like a raging bull using his voice at full throttle.
| wondered what the hell was the matter with him, then | realised that it was Sylvia
and | who were upsetting him. Haeoked exactly like a sergeant mapgs 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 thin
youbdbre doing?"

Byt his time my hackles were up. H c
you dare speak to me that way . Wh o ¢
recruits and | wondét stand for it."

Candt you just picture t hi se?todpedt c
dead in his tracks. This must have been the first time in his life as a sergeant m:
that anybody had ever dared to answer him back. Irspiiitsecond an officer came
out of the guard room and call¢Sergeant Majdt. Talk about saved by the bell!
They both went into the guard room and shut the door. No doubt the officer se
something like "Leave them. They will go away in a few minutes”, which was whe
we did because Sylviavanted to. She was upset by it. Also, she had a differen
temperament to me and was wiser. | was more defiant and ready to stay- lusger
to be defiant. | wonder what the outcome would have been if the officer had n
inter vened, because | wouldnodét easily &
would he. By the time we got back to the canteen we were falling about with laught
partly due to hysteria and partly due to relief. A few days later the NA&Sklady
told all Oher girlsdé not to hang aro
never did again.

| remember when | told my fath@bout this some time later | thought he
would never stop laughing. Like adlo| di er s ol d or ot her\
much time for the Sergeant Majbreed, even though they are the men who hold the
army together.

When the pain in my hand subsided it began to look as though | weuld
going back tothe NAAFand t his did nothing to ch
of a skivvy and it wasnot my idea of
into the Land Army | was always very much the tloor type, and now my mind
began to work on ways of having another go to get in.

“ dondét suppose anybody there 1is
this time, and it is over a year since | last applied”, is what | was thinking. | vas al:
thinking of a way in which | could disguise myself, pull the wool over their eyes so t
speak. So, just as | had dressed up for my first interview with the recruitingr dffice
also dressed up for my second. | had a double tecdasweed coat with big padded
shoulders. | borrowed, from my mother pair of leather gloves with big gauntlets to
cover up my "tiny wrists" and | wore wellingtons to cover my "thin legs and tiny
ankles".

| was welcomed almost with ep arms. | was obviously just what they were
looking for! The Land Armydid 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
6in the rawd, so to speak.

| came homde h a't afternoon and announced
the NAAFI. | am in the Land Army

AT LAST!

t
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Chapter Three
A Farm near St. Austell

The month is late October, the year 1944 and | am now nineteen years old.
The first farm to which | was assigned was near St. Austainwall | well
remember the name of the owradthough | now choose to call her "Mrs!, Xut |
cannot remember the name of the farm.

| was billeted on these people together with Winifred girl from
Liverpool, and we left our homes eight weeks before Christiids were
intruders in this house, Winifred and |, and whaerribly unhappy house it was.
Very wel | furnished with many nice knick
and warm with enough to eat, but so unhappy,vem@nly made things worse.

Mrs. X6s husband had died some time bef
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 cglipuld 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
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 cguntr We coul dndt go
didndét know anybody, we didndét know t he
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 skyhares
was Mrs. Tuckeand she was the lady who went to do Mr6. X c¢ | amdchsheé n g
understood the problem very well. Bless her! She started to ask Wiaifickd
around acoupleofnight a week which eased the proble
the selfishness of youth | kept going on at Mrs. X about having the sadishich
usually ended with us having words over it. Eventually one day she said "You can
switch on the radi if you wish" and | 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
Winifred was a bitofamaue and woul d not have had any
Come to think about it, I dondt remember
those tiffs between myself and Mrs. X. That was only inside of the house. Outside
there were problems too!
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The fam was run by her son, a young man of about thirty, and two farr
labourers. The labourersyghosen a me s | donot t hink |
unpleasant to us, but the son, whose name | have forgotten, was very unpleasant
was forever making snide remar&sd using language fit for the ears of nobody but
people like himself. | had been there only a few days when he gave me two ve
heavy metal buckets full of pigdl. "Feed the pigs in that pen." says he then stood
back to watch the fun. Themere two big pigs in this pen and the feeding trough wa:
at the far end of the pen instead of the common sense place near the door. | wol
now if they had been moved especially for the occasion? The pen was ankle dee
slurry and he told me | had tp the feed in the trough. | have never been a shirkel
and | am not easily daunted so, having passed through the gate, | put my best
forward feeling immediately the difficulty of the anldieep slurry and the very heavy
pails. Three times was abotiet limit | was able to put my best foot forward when,
from the sheltered part of the pen the pigs, suddenly realising what was happeni
made a bee line straight for me. They lumbered into me in their eagerness to get at
food and down | went into th&urry. So did the food because | 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
of such slender build. | wonder how loud he would have laughed if those pigs h
broken my back. Anyhow it backfired on him, for the next time he asked me to fee
the pigs | said "Feed them yourself." Not only did | refuse to feed those two pigs bu
refused to feed any of them ever again and he was furious. His mother and N
Tuckerhad my clothes to wash and that, and the stink | wafted through the house
my way upstairs to wash and change, did not |&dnge X very pleased at all.

We werenot ever al | owestthe toilet.cWemwere i
made to use the outside one. That 60s
outside one was a very efdshioned wooden bench job all open underneath and s¢
over a running stream. Again, | could accept that in the sunfiuem the winter? A
REAL WINTER? All my young life | had to be careful to keep my bottom end
warm because of scarlet fever at the age of seven. | was left with a weakness in
bladderand if | caught cold | would be forever on the loo! This was all explaine
to Mrs. X as soon as | realised the danger, but to no avail. | still had to use t
outside toilet the same as all the others. OK then, but | was afraid that hemay
only a matter of time, the snowas inches thick on the ground, it was icy and it
was windy. Then, of course, it happened. | caught a chill in my bladder and t
more | went to the loo the worse the chithe worse the chill the more | weto
the loo. A vicious circle.

Then came the climax. One night | wet the bed, but | knew nothing about
until the following morning. I, of course, was very embarrassed and hated to have
tell her. She was very angry, but | reminded her thatlildane 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. | was then allowed to use the indoolTlake your
bootsoff at the door". She need notveaworried for it was against my nature to
spoil her nice home by trampling muck all over it.

It would soon be Christma€ards had arrived for Winifreand myself.
I canot remember wh a't p reelntetmete would mesid r ec e |
definitely be something. What | 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 | have remembédhenn and the present | have forgotten.
And why not for my moth&rs cakes were quite something.
wartime, cakes like this were scarcely seen. Your ratimats to be saved to collect
enough ingedients 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. | took it up to my
bedroom where Winifred and | drooled over it for a while, but it was not to be eaten
until Christmas sa was parcelled up again and put away in the dressing table drawer
to await the great moment.

I candot r e me mbeay wawlike $0 | Shispect tisat itrvassvery
much like any other day. | do hope we all managed not to makeinpleasantness
for each other. The only part | do remember was Winifrad | going up to the
bedroom (in my case with wild anticipation) to scoff Christmas .chllkev was the
time to cut the cake. We borrowedkaife from the kitchen, I lifted the cake from the
drawer and unwrapped it only to find to my hortioat the micéhad eaten nearly half
of it. Oh, no! No! No! | can still feel the disappointment, the emotion, the tearfulness
of the moment except that it lasted far longer than a moment!

| 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 |
have even thought about mieating it? | had no experiencerofce;there were none
in my home. Perhaps because we always had a cat? But to have them sinstlyirs
must mean they were ovaun with mice. Perhaps they scuttled all over us whilst we
slept? Who knows? Anyhow | gave that side of it not a thought till now, but my cake
| have thought about on and off ever since. If Mother had put it in a cake e¢im stie
posted 1t that would not have happened, bt
were not easytocome byinwar me. She certainly woul dnot

Mr. and Mrs. Tuckemvited Winifredand | to spend Boxing Dawith 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 | said to
Winifred "l bemreoangthgngegr . |l 6m taking a
Army offices in Trurd
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AOh wel l , | 6m not staying here wi
Winifred.

It was somewhere between Christnzasl New Year when we boarded
the train for TruroWe did this without prior arrangements of any kind and neithe|
of us knew Truro, but we did have the address. When we left the rashatgn
we began walking not knowing whether or not we were walking in the righ
direction. We found ourselves in a street of terraced houses, lovely and clean
well kept. The snowvas piled up in the gutter where the householders had eac
cleared the piece of pavement in front of their own home then salted the pavem
against frost. In those days this was done by most people young and strong enc
to carry out the task, so keeping the pavements safe and free from ice and sr
Coming towads us was a young woman pushing a baby carriage. We stopped ¢
asked if we were going in the right direction. She gave us instructions how to ¢
there, but told us they would be closed for lunch.

"ltds too cold to be wacome insgle aad o
wait?" We thanked her and accepted. This is another incident | have thought
many times between that day and this. It was one of those houses where you
straight off the street into the main room of the house, and to me it wzs
breathaking.

We stepped from the cold wintry street into a room so bright an
cheerful, clean as a new pin, very nicely furnished with wall to wall carpeting.
know t hat doesnot sound so exciting
very unusual then. Themneas a big roaring fire in the grate and standing in the
corner was the most beautiful Christntgee| had seen for years. There were toys
on the floor, too. | walked into the room and immediately sat on the asgpethe
fire. The lady of the house was a bit put out over this and insisted | sat on one
the easy chairs. | often sat on the floor when | was young, also when | was not

young any mor e. Il n fact, | stil Ithed o
baby on the floor to play with his toys, went into the kitchen and mad
sandwi ches. Beauti ful sandwi ches t

rationed!. She brought them into the main room, set them out on a small table «
poured some tea. Whehnetthree of us had waded through the lot she said "Woul
you like a piece of Christmas cakeOh boy! It was a lovely cake, a good runrner

up to my Mund s , and that was the best par
pieceof Chri stmas cake after all. | 6 m
I ntroduced ourselves, but 1 06m afrai

When we had to go we thanked her profusely for her kindness to us,
which she replied "I amnidy too pleased to be able to do it. My husband is away
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in the army and | only hope that somebody is able to be kind to him". | wonder if
that young man came home after the?var

We found the Land Armyffices, made our coplaint and asked for our
transfer They said they would be in touch. &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 gfommver
However, N\ww Year 6s Eve was one of them and we
Mrs. Tucker so that was very nice. January 4thwasmy métlser bi rt hday whi ct
my thoughts winging homeward, adding to the very strong feelingsmé lsickness
which Winifredand | 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 tansfer papers and travel warrant. We were not to be
transferred to the same place and | donot
but | was to go to a farm outside Liskeastill in Cornwall Sunday we packed our
cases and went to say geloge 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 |
certainly no mention adiny letterdetween us in the scrappy diary | was keeping at
that ti me. | do regret that | wasnodét the s

now | would get a lot of fun reading through all the details. Mran Iwere 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 tonguewalsabwe thought

of him. But about two weeks before our departure | let rip. | told her what | thought of
him and his filthy mouth. | said he was not fit to mix with nice people with a mouth

like his. Winifredand | noticed a marked imprement for the remainder of our stay.

His mothemust have had a word with him, but | doubt if the improvement lasted for
long.

»

il
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Chapter Four
A Farm near Duloe

My second billet was a very different sgi to the first. It was situated in
a little place called Dulgesix miles outside Liskeaydand the Land Army
authorities supplied me with a biker transport. Mr. Ymet me at the railway
station with a horsand cartand | rode out to his place sitting beside him on the
wide board seat provided for the driver.

Mr. and Mrs. Yappeared to live alone. They were very old. Bear in mind
| was only nineteen and anybody over twenty five was over the hill to me, but
even | could see that they were old, if not in years then certainly in looks. | could
tell that they were older than my mettand fathemwho at this time were around
fifty. Looking back | would gauge Mr. Yo be in his middle sixties and Mrs. Y
even older, but she was a poorly lady. When | was shown into the house by the
back door Iwas horrified, everywhere was so drab and dirty. The floors were
black stone, or possibly slate. My spirits dropped. Oh, no! What have | come to?

As we entered Mr. 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 kitldagard him go up
the stairs and he soeaturned with his arms full of a feather mattrdds 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. Mmad€é 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 intexhe
room towards the back door which was the scullery otherwise known as the dairy.
The title 6dairyd must have been given i
run. Now, to my eyes, it looked more like a dump.

At about n i n etookotidecmattresk up kbrmy rodm and |
followed with the sheets. | had already unpacked my things so was in bed by about
9.30pm. | can still remember lying in a feather mattréssay lyingin it because
t hat 6 s e ixfaltdikel My owm Ihed ot 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 i n t heptommany maitirgsses singevileat oael and they have
all been much of a sameness, but as anybody who has ever slept on a feather
mattress will tell you, thereds nothing c
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The following morning | was introduced to the stock. There weie tw
beautiful working horsg one dark brown and one a ginggeown with black
mane and tail. He was called Majdihere were about a dozen cows all of which
had a name, plus heiterbullocks, sheegnd two sheepdogs$-or the uninitiated, a
heifer is a cow which has had no more than one calf, and a bullock is a castre
bull calf being fattened up for the meat trade. One of the cows was called Bluek
because of the minte of colours in her coat.

Mr. Y said one day "Bluebeit very fond of apple If you would like you
can give her one every day". I, of course, wanted to start right away and in ans\
to my enquiry | wasold | would find some in the apple Iadt the top of the house.
It wasnodét a |l oft as such, I di dnot
ceiling like | would have at home. It was an attic room under the rafter
approached by second flight of stairs. | turned the door knob and entered th
room. I coul dnot believe my senses
of this world. Anybody who has had the pleasure of going into an old apple lot
one which has been in user fdecades, will know what | mean. The smell defies
description. |l tds not just a smell
with timber being steeped in apple juidgnyhow, whatever the reason for it, it
became my foremogt| easur e. | would go up t he
and sometimes | would have one too. There were still quite a few spread over
floor, but they were mostly slightl"
but they had a lovely flavawand were still nice to eat, and anyway Bluebell liked
them. | always lingered awhile when | was in there. | never went straight in ar
straight out again. | wonder if Mr. Y ever wondered what | was up to? This we
one of the first of several magic momehtvas to experience on this farm.

| think Bluebellwas Mr. Yos f avourite cow. She
became my favourite, t oo. But that
be slaughtered of course! The d&lyebell was sent to market was a very sad time
for me and my first experience of the killing side of farming, but in the meantim
Bluebell would get an applkevery day.

Not a lot of farm work could be done for the time being because th
was too much snowbout. | had never seen snow like this before. Oh, yes! Plent
of snow had fallen in Manchestduring my young lifetime, but within hours it
would turn to slush or just become dirty and hard packetthdyrample of many
feet. That which lay on the roofs would soon slide off due to the heat risin
through the house below. Any which lay within easy reach would soon be scoop
up by hundreds of small hands for the game of snowballs and within hours t
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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 lig traffic even the lanes remained looking fresh. The main roads,
however, were made passable by the Council, but from where | spent most of my
time, to look out across the countryside so white and clean with each branch of
every tree with its own coveringf snow, it seemed like fairyland. When | walked
down the lane from the farm | 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. |
didndt reali se t heatofsnowithererlay thehedgerawh. dhishi g h L
only dawned on me later when they were revealed by the melting snow, but for the
time being | walked in Fairyland. | doubt if I, with my limited vocabulary, will
convey to the reader my true feelings of that timmdeed 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 perened 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 shipensand the horsein the stables were easy, but carrying food to
the sheefin the nearby field was a little more difficult. However, it soon was done
with the experience of Mr. Yafter all, he had been doing it all his life. It was me
who thought it was a big job! | enjoyed tending the horses and the cows. | loved
the smell of theshippenand the stable, they each had their own distinct smell. The
buildings felt warm as | stepped in out of the cold and the animals seemed to be
content tobe there even though they were tethered 24 hours a day. Perhaps they
realised it was better than being out in the cold. | was taught how to groom the
horses in safety and how to keep from being hurt by their enormous feet. This was
what | was born for. Idved horses. | loved all animals, but horses were special.
My girishdreamsdi dndét i nclude men (unless you 1iIn
stars of that era), just horses and the lifestyle to go with them. | used to feel that
the stok had dropped me down the wrong chimney. What | needed to fulfil my
dreams was a rich ddg, 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 Majo would have to do. He was my favourite. Perhaps it was his colouring
that gave him the edge over the other on
was the gingery brown one with the black mane. They were both given an apple
ead day along with Bluebell

It was on this farm that | learned to milk a cow (I wonder if | still could)
and thatos something that 1 snd6t as easy
Y went through the herd, small tigh it was. No newfangled gimmicky milking
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machined or hi m! Perhaps he didndét have
change his ways. This was an-&ghioned farm. No milking machines (all farms
di dn @& thenha that time anyway), no trast@nd no electric lighonly oil
lamps and candlesAll soon to be swept away in the tide of progress. As |
remember t h e s ecastindn mynmgirel back t6 somd forker life on
another planet!

Back to the warm odour of the cow shed. Mrgadve me a threkegged
milking stool showed me how to use it without falling off, placed mayds 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 thanyomwie"tAsd t
with that he got on with the job of milking.

I dondét know how | ong | sat ther
was beginning to despair when suddenly there was a stream of milk which hit t
bucket | was holding between my knees witloid RI-N-G. " That 6s

it will come now." And he was right. Not every pull and squeeze produced
stream of milk- not by a long way in fact when Mr. Yhad finished milkinghe
rest of the herd, in no time atl,ahe finished the cow | had been trying to milk,
turning the cupful into nearly half a bucketful. Perhaps | looked a bit crestfalle

because he said "Never mind. It 61 I
was right of course, each time it becamasier and soon | was milking more than
one cow, but no matter how | ong |

caught up with him.

One day soon after my first lesson | was to be taught another lesson, |
not by Mr. Y. C o w sedond, and &bsut ame third of the way up from the
end they grow long hairs which grow down beyond the length of the tail itsel
Cows also swirl their tails a lot. This is a lethal combination for it turns their tail
into something akin to the dreadediwp o nce known aserthbe
cat 0. To make things wor sadheringhte the lang t
hairs which in time sets hard, as hard as little stones. This is more of a problen
winter than summer because in the better weather they are in the fields all the ti
and the weather keeps their coat s
summer time, was it, and their tails were well laden. | was sitting on my little thre
legged stoolwith my head pressed against the side of the cow, pulling an
squeezing, when Mr. Y spoke to me. | lifted my face as | replied and turne
towards the cowb6s rump end. Suddenl
swish, the full force of which | caughight across my face. | had no time to think
about being brave, the scream came before | could stop it and | think | scared
living daylights out of Mr. Y. He took me outside where the light was better s
that he could assess the damage for he must $@en 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 | was over the shock and the sting had
disappeared there was nothing left but experience. H&éaowdkever, show me how

totet he t ai |l to the cowds | eg before start
day from now on. "And while wedre about I
without tying her back legs together. Most loé tcows put their foot in the bucket

from time to ti me, but ol dmel@lamystine t her e

someti mes. Better St

[ donot even try
| mportant | essons in one daaynwhatVdhrace 6s mor
boss | had.

There were days when there was very little to do while we were waiting
for the snowo melt. This time of the year we should have been mending fences,
cleaning ditches, maintaining hedges. Oday 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 Armyirl and then using her as a domestic servant.
Anyway, | 6d had enoughHowdverd likedwWv.Y.iHeB g 1 n t |
was a nice man, a good boss and God knows the place could do with a good clean.
After all, | had to live there too. Sanade no objection, | 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
pl ace it was. Th atmaatmynaget butrtreeyt most certdintyo mu c |
deserved some comfort at their age. | spent the afternoon scrubbing and cleaning
and finished off by scrubbing those horrible black floor stoAsd worked across
the floor Mrs. Yopened the back door and let the dogsThey 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. | 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. | had never seen him angry or heard him shout, but it
wasnot ttamebe t he | as

Il hadndét been there more than a few d
a meal, which again | should not have been doing, but | fell easily into the habit,
when | saw Mrs. Ygo to the window, lift the curtain and with a sendn her face
beckon to somebody. | thought we must be having visitors so | went to the window
to see who it was. | lifted the curtain, but could see nothing but two cows in an

ot herwise empty field. | didnodét mére ke t hat
as time went on because it turned out to be a daily performance. Looking back
now | see that poor | ady had andthatt he sy

poor man was bearing the stress of caring for herow know whatthat kind of
stress is |ike and | dondot think for a mi
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It was lonely on that farm with only Mr. Yor company, a man old
enough to be my grandfather, I cou
nowhereto go, and it was too dark to wander the countryside. All | did in the evenin
was to sit in that kitchen on a hard seat in the glow of the fire and the oildathp
write lettersor knit. There was the radiof course, but there was very little
conversation. Mrs. Yhardly spoke and when she did it was very quietly. There wer:
no family photosto be seen so | assumed they had no offspring, but | never kne
becausel il kaei dodtask. I di dnot l i ke to
they werevery private people. Then Tergame into my life and things began to
improve.

Mr. Y did tell me he had someone coming twice a week to helpralithen
suddenly one morning there he was. He was tall, but not very tall. Fair, with blue ey
and of course he had a good physiqgue
And, as | was to find out later, he was well mannered, kind, gentle andtpretef
me. He was to become like a big brother. Well, perhaps just a little bit more. The s
of a neighbouring farmer, and what a contrast to the last one, he was exempt from
army because he was a farmer, but his father was not allowed to keegll lham
himself. He had to share him with two other farmers, hence his two days with Mr.°
We had lots of laughs together he and I. Of course he teased me a lot and took
mickey, but it was all good clean fun.

The first thing he did was to cover nie milk while we were milking
Suddenly | became aware | was being sprayed with something.Wasrgnilking the
cow next to mine and he just redirected the end of the teat and successfully gave r
ducking. I triedtoretur hi s fire, but it didnodot w
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 ha
seemed a |l ong time sinfredeanlddod IdawWqlodad
| augh about at X6s place and since |
about either. But from then on there was lots of noise and banter between us on tr
two days each week.

After a weekor two we started to walk out together in the evening. It was
dark of course, no street lights out there, but because of thecsivaned ground we
could see where we were going and Teyrgbably knew the ground around there
aryway. And of course some evenings there was a moon. Gosh! It felt good
socialise. | had felt tied down ever since | left home.

One Saturday | took the bikand cycled into town. The local people referred

to it as "town", but to me it &s nothing more than an extended village. | saw nothing
of it the day | arrived because the railway station was at the far end of the high str
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andtogotoDuloeve di dndt go butltoutatuhg bamé end. Sdaesd r d
hearing Liskeard referred to as "town" | expected it to be much bigger. There was a
market held there, a proper market with cattle sales and the like.arefrlywentto

the picturesa few times so | think that mustave been in Liskeard, but my
memory refuses to cooperate on that subject. There was more than pbatdub

couldndét say how many. |l only remember or
second but thatods 1 t. Wwasd$omesoreof lallwheer er my
dance were held and this | put to occasio
remember about the shops. Probably | di d
clothes | required | would buy from Manchestgnen | went on leave | donodt

think | stayed in town very long on my first visit. Having no friends there, there
would be nothing to keep me there.

Mrs.Y0s dementia was in daily eVidence
was finding it very difficult to accept. The diary says very little except "Mrs. Y is
driving me mad". If Mr. Yhad taken me to one side and explained things to me |
wonder whether that would have helped me to accept it. Perhaps talked about what
she was likebeforethis happened to her, showed photogsaphhow she used to
look when she was yog 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. | remember ainee which makes me feel very ashamed.
When Mr. Y saw the way things were going between Tamy myself, or more
correctly, the way heéhoughtthey were going he began to play the father role.
Bless him! One day he suggested | ask Terry dawntea the following Sunday.

This | did and Terry accepted. In preparation for this big day the parlour was
opened up. This was the first | had seen of it and, as to be expected, it was a
Victorian parlour. | wonder if that door actually had a lock dhAfter all they
werenodét to know what sort of person | wol
to investigate. | 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 kitalasnprepared

with food all with the help of Mr. Y. As | remembael| 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 | arrived downstairs. We
always had @ooked 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-fadhioned open chimney fireplace
where the fire burned on the heaatid 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 setd which was almost inside the big open chimney. This was where
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Mr. and Mrs. Ysat in the evenings, he reading his paper, she playing with h
fingers most of the time. Eventually we were called to the table and we got "stu
in". Thingswentvery smoothly. Terryds tabl e
cause for criticism. Mr. Yvas a good host and made sure Terry was not too shy |
eat as much as he wanted. Then suddenly Mrs. Y left her chair, went over to
window and lifted he curtain and beckoned to whoever she thought she could se
I began to ffeel embarrassed and in
whet her | felt horrified at what I
certainly havefelt horrified manytimes since. His face was crumpling into what
looked like being uncontrollable laughter. My face must have undergone ma
changes in the next few seconds, but | am ashamed to say | ended up like Te
How | got through t heow lewaddiffiouit notthhraeet 1
his eyes every now and again and when that happened we were off again. | thot
at the time that we controlled ours
open laughter, but Mr. Ynhusthave noticed. He was noff@ol. Can you imagine
how he must have felt? The most annoying part is that | never found it to be ev
remotely funny before or after that
infectious and it was very easy to make me laugh in those days. NemwIwthink

of Mrs. Y all | want to do is cry. And that goes for the way | finally treated Mr. Y
t oo. I di dnot notice any change 1in
bear me any malicand things went on as before.

Towards theend of January | received an invitation to stay for the
weekend in Plymouthwhich was something to look forward to. The invitation
came from Edithand Phi] Edith being the sister to my Auntie Hildeeho was
really my auntin-law and no blood relative), and Phil was her absolutely gorgeou
husband. | had never met Phil, but | knew all about him because he was the je
in the family crown. Of all those gorgeous men who looked at us frorsilthes
screen in those days, not one coul d
charming and wholesome as he was good looking. He must hasoimafhults
(after all he was a man), but | never heard about them. The whole family thouc
he was woderful and | think all the women in the family were probably in love
with him. | may add that his wife was quite a jewel, too. They made a handsor
couple.

| also received another letter from Plymowthout the same time from
oneofny Osthatigass n t he nightoo boyfriends
Royal NavyHospital. Nickwas in the Royal Marinedut was not in hospital due
to battle woundslt was something natural like his appendix that took him
there. | had met Nick at a danafen | was home on sick leaftrem the NAAFI
due to a septic finger. We did correspond for some months, but then lost toucl
do still have his photograplbut | do not seem to have kept any of his lettkrs
seemed like a good idea to kill two birds with onenstado visit Nick and then go
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on to Edithand Phibs pl ac e. Hospi t almust hageibeenng dur
difficult. What on earth could you take as a gift? Everything was on ration or
ounder t he c oniyotulead ® pe knowandihn meeame body ds (g«
books. With me, there was only one thing | could takeesh eggsAll eggs were

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

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

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

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

Nick was pleased to see me and vemgry surprised to think his letter had
sent me, post haste, all the way to Plymouittoon shattered any illusions he may
have had by telling him that he was only one of two reasons why | was in Plymouth.
Never mind, he did get half aoden new laid eggsut of it and in those days they
were quite a valuable commodity.

Edithand Phib s home was beauti ful. I have no
all - whether it was detached, sedatached oterraced only the inside. | 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. | had not seen anything like it before and,
of course, they had wall to wall carpetingiahhin those days was rare. | was most
impressed.

Edith was getting a meal ready in the kitchen and | was stood talking to her
whenwe heard Plils key i n the door. "That 6s Phil
the kitchentowards the front of the house into the hall and there he stood in all his
glory. | know | had been told how handsome he was, but believe me, | was not
prepared for this. | could never have imagined a face like his plus a hunky physique
all dressed up inhe uniformof a captain in the Royal NavyHe literally took my
breath away and, what 6s mor e, It probably
wherever he went because on one occasion
remembe 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 | became very aware indeed of the attention he received and of the envious
glances thown in my direction.

| wonder how he coped with it. | wonder if he was even aware of it. He
certainly didnét appear to be. Thuthe was th
survived the war all right and eventually finished his canee¢he Admiralty. | did,
however, see Editbnce or twice when she came up to Manchdstsee her sisters.
There were three of them, but Edith was the beauty of the family. Phil and Edith had
a son later on. | saw a pieocof him at a recent family gathering. The lucky lad looked
a |lot |ike his father, but the photo wasnbo
he too was a ¢6gat herer of female heartso.
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was also looking gthotographk of Phil and came to the conclusion that he was even
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 | had to go back to th
dreary house which would look even worse as it was in stark contrast to the one
was about to leave

Coming back toMr. s pl ace was somet hing
do. My motherand fathed s h o me pablaca,ut it was a bright, cheerful and
happy family home and soon | would be back there for a couple of weeks. Mr.
had suggested that, if | wished to, | should get in some leat@e the spring
chores started and next month woukldbgood time to do it. In the meantime, the
routine carried on as before. Teawgd | still went walking together only now we
went cycling too and that was something | did quite well.

| think Mr. Y may have been thinkingwas a bit of a hussy because when
| told him | was going to the hospital to see Niok said to me quite sharply,
"What about Terry" | replied just as sharply, "Well! What about Terry?" He shut
up and said no more and neitlaal I. But it did tell me how he saw the friendship
between Terry and I.

One evening Terrgsked if | would like to meet his grandmother. He said
he really ought to visit her and it could be now if | wanted to go as well. So
agreed, i f he was sure she woul dnot
the roads were clear although there was still plenty of sastmyut. As we walked,
Terry slid his arm around my waist. This was his first move in that direatidn
was quite happy to leavethere. He asked me about my weekend and | told hin
about it and about Nic&and how | had met him, that he was coming along OK anc
would soon be out of hospital. | told him about Rind Edithand my time with
them and about their beautiful home, but not about the fluttering condition of i
heart. | had enough sense to keep quiet about that.

Soon we approached some cottages on the left side of the road whict
think, may have been the beginning of a village. Dyteehaps, which was part of
Mr.Y6s post al jastsnply susmed thd @oorrkryob and walked-in
imagine doing that these days (1994pmnd we entered éovely, cosy, well
furnished, well kept, oilit Victorian type home. And Grandmother was a
Victorian type grandmother. He kissed her and after the pleasantries
disappeared into the kitchen and came back with tea and biscuits wh
Grandmother asked new | liked living in the country and working on the land.
We stayed about an hour then walked back.

I dondt know whether this was me
family or not, but if Terrydid have any ideas of that kinccértainly 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 | wanted.

Since the day of the Sunday tea party Tamyg | were allowe 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, lwas getting excited over the prospect of leawd | had received a
letter from my fatheenclosing the money for my rail fare. Did we not get a travel

warrant to go on | eave, or did we ©perha

remember. | do know that the actual pay in my hand was very low so | probably

woul dnot have enouglandmpllydénge ofice rgottbdcle r ai

home. Sunday arrived, Terry took me and my case to the railway station, got my
ticket and saw me qgfbut not before he gave me an orange and a bar of chocolate
for the journey. Itmusthave been love! Orangegere almost impossible to find

and | hadndot seen one for goodness knows
andscarce, too. It was a |l ong journey home

an enormous packet of sandwiches.

I donot remember what time my trai
time travel when | travelled between Manchested Cornwalland this was no
exception. | arrived at Manchester some time after midnight and was relieved to
find a reception committee waiting for me. My father, my elder brother A#mett
my younger brother Bil We walked the two miles from the railway station
through the blacked out streets of Manchester, those that were still standing. Many
bombshad fallen here too. | never stopped talking all the way and therfand
brothers took it in turn to carry my case while | took charge of a small bag

n

containing some buttemd someeggs The butter was o6farm bu

butter whi ch youdd buy i n obdugelikeds lit.o p s
Neverthel ess, | 6m quite sure it didnot

Home at last, fathegput his key in the door and | went down the lobby
into the living room and there was my Mum

Let me tell you soething about my MunWe were very close, she and I.
As | grew up | began to feel | 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. | never
remembered her looking anythingtlshabbily 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 penntesspare, after the houdeeeping had been
taken care of, she would pay them off tadgasome article of clothing which she
had laidby at a | ocal corner shop whioch
clothes. She always managed to kegpbnothers looking reasonably respectable
although | must say that my younger brother managed, at least some of the time
make himself look somewhat scruffy. But | think it may have had something to
with the style of b egsbkod Sundays théydoeked smart
because we al ways kept our newest c|
were always warned " Dono6t get those

That was the boys, but 1t was a
me cotbn dresses which would look crisp and clean when well laundered and be
great deal cheaper, she bought me beautiful dresses. | felt | was the best dres
kid in the neighbourhood.

There was a lot of satesvorn in those days. It was sometimes referred to
as Oartd famd apershdks it was intende:q
was just plain oneolour fabric with one dull side and one shiny side and made u
to wear shinyside out. Sometimes it had a woven design known as bracade
sometimes this design was woven with different colours and sometimes not.

At one time Mumwvent through a phase of buying frilly dresses for me, nc
doubt they were fashionable at the time. Whatever the reason, she made a hec
a lot of work for herself. | remember having four of these on the go at one tinr
Not all bought at once, of courdeyt they did overlap each other in the time | was
wearing them. | can see her now, standing at the kitchen table ironing them w
the oldfashioned flat irorwhich had to be heated on the open coal fire or the ga:
stove and then cleanad 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 dep
which meant that some would be easier to iron than others. But one was a v
delicate pink and had very narrowlls 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 ironi
boards in those days to make the task easier, well not in our house. Nor were th
any drip-dry fabrics which needed li&tlor no ironing. Mum took each frill, one by
one, and ironed it separately. Round and round and round she went. It must h:
taken hours to do and no doubt the dress was worn for only one day and thel
had to be done all over again.

She must have ga great kick out of seeing her little girl dressed like a
princess. | think that it was at her own expense though, because | can remem
seeing great holes in the soles of her shoes and she cut pieces of cardboar
place inside to keep her feet dietpavement. If she had bought cheaper dresse
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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!

| have also never forgotten the way in which she chose to introduce me to
my new clothes.

My mothernever 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 wasnot, It waaneronl y be
shop to buy some sugar, or some such item. If she seemed not to be home, | 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 outon 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 - | | earned this from her many ye.
would be disappointed at whahe saw. | can still remember the thrill and excited
pleasure | experienced at such times, so it must have shown on my face. On one
occasion there were three dresses laid out. All frilly, all sateee 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. | was nearly sixteen years old before | saw my
motherdressed in lovely clothes and | was amazed at the transformation. When we
walked out togethdrnoticed that she was attracting a great deal of attention from
the men who were passing in the street. | had never thought about her that way
before. By this time the Germahad started the bombing of Manchesidrich
brought my fathemwork as a joiner and property repairer and therefore money.
They do say o1t is an il wind that bl ows

| had been very homesick, but until the moment | walked through the
living roomdorand sawmyMums t andi ng t her e, | donét th
how much. In my thoughts of home she had always been at the hub of things, so to
speak, and | loved her very much.

As the years went by my love for her deepened, but tehmyne | never
actually told her so. One day, when she was standing by the kitchen sink, just a
little time before she died | came up behind her and as | approached | suddenly felt
an almost uncontrollable desire to put my arms round her, kiss her atidsay
| love you!", but | controlled that desire. Why | will never know. | think | was
afraid of looking daft. | only know | have never forgiven myself for allowing that
moment to pass. Probably most people have moments they wish they elowdd re
With me, this one is top of the list.
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In my own defence, however, | must say that we were never
demonstrative family, but there was a lot of deep, caring love without all th
kissing and cuddling which went on in many families of my acquatetaiVe
three, my brothers and |, even as quite small children would always shy aw
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 hit
he would scuttle away on his hands and knees and sit under the table until they
gone. Or, if he was caught, he would struggle like fury to be free and then wi
away the kissesgiour ous | y. | wasnodét as bad a
It but | didndot | i ke i +allpaifitand posvder amdy
pongy perfumes.

According to my diary, my journey home was a good one, and whe
followed wasan eternal round of dancingwimming, horseiding, and cinemas.
Even the Opera Houseand one party! The first day | seem to have spent at hom
and the second was spent with my elder brother Al took me to the
pictures | also had a portrait picture taken of myself in unifommich was the

thing to do. | still have i1 t. unifodn d
even though the unifn was smart, which tells you something about the fact that
didndét | i ke being in the NAAFI . The
|l ived in the same street anda theradd
fleet. His name wasswynJ one s , a Wel shman i n ce
another RAFb o vy . I dondt know for sure whe

only know that before my leawgas over | saw him off on his embarkation leave.
This meant that on his return from leave he would be sent abroad to goodn
knows wher e, but he woul dnot Know
months later | received a letter from Prince Edward Isl&@ahada. | think soe

of our flyers were being trained in Canada so possibly he was one of them. | o
have one | etter of his so maybe he
home with him to meet his mothdrwould most certainly have replied s first
letter because it was an unwritten rule thra@ must always reply to a letter written
to you by somebody in the armed forces. YesWdstraining to be a flyer. | have
just read his letter and the party | went to with himsvegparently held at the
Odeon cinema, Oxford Street, Manchestdaybe it was some sort of a service
mendés night or something. According
night as well as Gwyn. There was someone called Keather called Alaand a
third called Woppyall of whom sent me their love.

They were still all together tra
that letter is something of a love letter (perhaps | shoedd all my 46 year old
letterg and maybe that is why it is the only letter | have from him. Perhaps | wrot
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and said " No. | dondt want to get serio
However, | did see him on eight days out of eigven days leayeso | must have
liked him quite a lot.

Two days after seeing Gwyoff on his embarkation leavlewas on my
way back to Mr. and Mrs. YMother cried on my departure as usual andas a
lousy journey back.

On my return | found that most of the snbad disappeared and one day
while | was taking feed across the field to the shteepe came to me another very
magic moment. In the hedge there stdimained a little snow some of which
appeared to be mixed with yellow. Always the curious one, | walked over to look.
"Oh, how beautiful!" There were clusters of primrosdisover the hedge half
hidden by the snow. | know | must have ged for | can still feel the feeling | had
at that moment. I felt as though 1 é& had
for | had never seen a sight like this before. As the days passed and the snows
melted the hedges became more and more yellow urilday 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 sinceyteaata
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 | was away and things looked
more alive around the farmyard. Now the sheepld be moved to fields a little
further away from the farm and Mr. and | did this one day when Terwya s n 0 t
with us. This was to be the first time | would see the sheepdoastion. Mr. Y
was the only farmel 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
acquaintanceverallowed their dogs into the house.

Off we went to shift these sheddr. Y, his two sheepdogmd me. What
I di dnot real i se at the ti me, but was
sheepdog! | think his dogs were motlaerd offspring, one was getting a bit old
and the otherwasveryyouy and had a | ot to | earn,
The only difference being that he didn
understood them, would I? None of this mattered at all for | was very young,
strong, active and willing enough. Mr. Y sitoned us where he wanted us, the
two dogs and | and suddenly we were off. The ground was very soft and wet, the
melting snowhaving seen to that, and the more | ran the heavier my feet became.
Goodness knows how much the mud on my be@ghed before | was through,
but they certainly felt very heavy to me. We drove the sheep down towards the

a
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gate where Mr. Y was waiting and he made sure they went through it. We had
follow, the dogs and I, because there was anoiblertb negotiate.

Now the very worst place underfoot on any farm is around a gate becat
cattle congregate there most of the year, and they wear away the grass. All the
left is bare soil, the grass never having the chance to grow back agtia. et
season this soil becomes deep, very wet mud and this can be very slippery. 1
was the wet season! The sheap through the gate, the dags through the gate,
then | ran through the gate. Well, almost, only | slipped d f e | | di dr
down. Talk about a mud pack! Fortunately | was wearing my Land Assuye
oil skin coat and soubwester because
the mud, except for the legs of my darees but the mud did find its way down
my gumbootsand up my sl eeves. As i f I w
plodded on and finished the job then | was sent indoors to wash and change,
which time itwas time to do the milkingThe days were still very short and "time
for milking" was almost the last job of the day. Mr.wéas quite concerned over
what had happened and asked several times "Are you all right?". And of tours
was . Hadnot | had a nice soft | andi:

Things went on inside the house much as they had before my, lea\
except that | now spent less time working inside the house and more outside,
this did not improve the living conditions. Oy, a Thursday or a Friday
because those were Tebrg day s wi tadked ussto doMome mick
spreadingand there was no muck spreading machine on this farm. First the mu
had to be pitchforked fra the pile of muck in the farm yard into the cart, which
would then be pulled by the horsgo 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 manureravided by
the cattle and horsawhich, in that season, spend all day and every day penned |
in stables and cow sheds shippens. All their droppings fall onto the floor which
Is covered with straw. A milkingouse is claned out, scrubbed and swilled every
day and the contents piled in the farm yard, but this is not so for the bull or you
heifers which are penned up separately in smaller houses. At regular intervals tf
would be given fresh straw beddirand it, in its turn, would collect all the
droppings and become well packed down with the eternal trampling of hoove
These houses would not be regularly cleaned out and, in fact, they would be |
until the animals were turned out in the Spring. Counsatly, this became very
hard packed and | have known it to become as high as two or more feet off
ground. Whatodés more, when it was fi.
heavy wor k. But it was al l 0 g o opdch s t
forkedinto the cart and taken by the horse into the fields.
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| had never done this before of course, so Tehgwed me how to go
about it. He dropped it off the cart in big dollops and | picked it up with a
pitchfork and shook ia | | over the field. What fun! I
good appetite! After a while he asked if | would like to change places, he picking
up and shaking and | dropping the dollops. "Yes, OK" says | and climbed up onto
the cart.

Now when Terrywas 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 hordbis sounded like a foreign language to me
- and the hose would move on until Terry said something else, at which point it
woul d stop. This of course didnot wor k
language and sometimes real deep Coro@ihsound like a foreign language. So,
after my first command to the fs® 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 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 | went, wailing as | fell backside first into the dung.
Yuck! The stuff was @aking wet and | could feel it soaking through my clothes
onto my skin. | sat there for what was probably only seconds, but seemed like
ages, before | tried to get up and since the horse was still moving this was no easy
thing to do without getting more ohe s oaked i n these O0Osweet
was like one of those very slow motion scenes in a television drama.séemed
to stand there motionless for ages just staring with his mouth half open. When he
did move he moved fast towarttse cart, but by this time | was beginning to get
up. He could, no doubt, see that | was all right and the concerned look on his face
quickly turned to laughter. | thought he would never stop. In the end we were both
doubled up with laughter, both stanglian 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 n
clothes in and havithem come out at the end of the cycle all fresh and clean and
smelling sweet. | 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 scrubbingrbsh in the old shallow sink called a slop stone. Oh! for the
luxury of my working class home in Manchest&ot 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 | continued to walk out together several times a week. W
enjoyed each otherbés company with
society will find it difficult to believe, but for all the walking we did in lonely
places and all the sitting in thgarlour alone, he went no further than to put one
arm around my waist or shoulders. That was fine with me. | enjoyed this plator
friendship as it put no strain on me and | never had to be on my guard.

By this time we were well into March, the daysn lengthening and we
were having quite a few hours of sunshine. One morning after making my bed &
tidying my bedroom | came down the stairs into the hall and it was as thougt
was seeing it for the first time. It had always looked so dark and dveéoye, but
now, suddenly, it had atmosphere. The sun shone through the stained glass pz
in the front door and splashed different pools of coloured light in all direction
onto the walls and floor of the hallway. Truly, the whole place had a complete
different feel and | was stirred with an overwhelming feeling of excitement.
walked to the front door, opened it and stepped through into the garden. |
never done this before for it had never occurred to me to take any interest in
front gardenlt had been covered with snanost of the time, anyway.

As | stood there my nostrils and my senses were filled with a mo:t
beautiful perfume, but my eyes saw nothing to account for it as they searcr
quickly round for the reason. Thersaw them. Hundreds and hundreds of sweet
violets, carpeting the whole of the garden seemingly to the exclusion of everythir
else. | got down on my haunches to examine and smell them and to pick some
take into the house. | was spellbousndh d | di dn O 1t seanzed like a ¢
paradi se. I donot know how | ong |
reluctant | was to break the spell, and | fancy | can smell those violets comil
down to me over the years as | sit hanel write. Another magic moment and the
last one. | think all my magic moments were experienced at BIrsY f ar m.
think | was given any more once | left there.

For some time now | had been missing the company of people my ov
age.l had Terryit is true, but | needed girls too, and my mind was turning to the
thought of being in a hosteln hostels all food was prepared for you and all
| aundry was done for you wit hmindismeot p
so clear on this, but most definitely all working clothes were laundered by loc
people engagetd do the job and there was no housework except to make my ov
bed and keep the room tidy. The only work Land Amgmys were allowed to do
was on the | and. I had been thinkin
came the push | needed. Every night before he went to bed tould go to the
stables "to see if the hossare # right" and this was a ritual which was never
missed. If | was downstairs when he left the house | was never there when
returned. It varied; sometimes | went up just before he and his wife, sometim
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we | | ahead of them. | tal bed IbeGatise bnhaywlzayes h e ar
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. | had gone up some tigferb, climbed into
bed, snuggled down into that lovely feather mattees® was well away. Usually,
once | was asleep, that was it for the night, but suddenly | was awake again. | felt
uneasy, opened my eyes and looked around tbeo m. I coul dnot bel
saw.

Mrs. Y was standing at the bottom of my bed just looking at me and | was
speechless and frightened. She was standing in a shaft of moonlight so | could see
her very clearly, but she said nothing and mgdrbegan to race.

" God! Shebdbs off her head. What 6s s he

It didndét stop there. I began to thirt
see between the rails of the bottom end of thefadtiioned bed, looking for her
hands. Was she carryinga kife | coul dnét see, ufdmy it was

voice. "Mrs. Y, what are you doing here. What do you want?"
"Jimbs gone tso asi@e |ItOon ttime glharesied on my

God! I hoped she wasnodét as frightened
have come imere."

Suddenly Mr.Ywas standing there as well. I
He grabbed his wife and hustled her through the door, saying "How many times
have | to tell you not to go into Dorothys r oo m?" Hadad hefaumdy t i me s
her in there? Not that it would have mattered much, it was her home, after all. But
this time was different and | was very scared and very upset. Mr. Y called to me
and asked if | was all right, telithim al | I
how | felt. After all, it was his wife | would be talking about. | was lacking in
many things, tact being one of them, but | did have enough sensitivity not to do
that. Thank goodness!

After this incident the urge to move got stronger anthiwia few days

there was a letter in the post asking for a transfex hostel | didnot tell
that could wait till later, but the thoughts ran through my mind. "How am | going
to tellhim? Whatcanlsa t o hi m? |1 061 | not tell him no\

If he had been in the least bit unpleasant to me it would have been easy,
but how could | tell a man | i ke him "1 «ce
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It was about this time that | saw Mrs.a¢tually making the butter
"Oh! My hat! Have | been eating that butter all this time?"

She sat by the fire in the not@o-clean kitchen holding a large bowl
between her knees, one hand helping to secure it, the other enetima, gently
swishing it over and over in a circular movement. | had always felt her hands, a
indeed her whole being, were not as clean as they might be, especially |
fingernail s. | wonder why she di dnot
twas no | onger fit to use due to n
cleanliness is one of the first things to suffer, whether it is personal or otherwis
Anyway, | never fancied the farm buttafter that. | ate it when it came to me
spread on bread, but | always used shop butter whenever possible.

However, | had obviously come to no harm for | was as healthy as a pri.
bull, and | had put some weight on which was noted and commented on by 1
family when | wen on leave My brother called me "Fat arse", much to my
annoyance. Not only had | put on weight, but my complexion had changed to tt
of a healthy country girl and, looking back, | realise that Mwaé aware of this
in thenicest possible way, of course. The day after | arrived back we were feedi
the horse and he asked me "Did you enjoy your leave? What did your paren
think of you when they saw you?"

"They said |I | ook very well, but
Everyone knows how important that is at nineteen, but he replied "Yo
look better for having a bit more flesh on your bones. It suits you. Take old Maj

here, you I|Iike the |l ook of him, don/¢

"Yes, of course."

"Wel | | he woul dnot | ook half as
Would he?"

Il made no reply to that. | hadno
horse but I donot t hink | |l i ked it vel

He had a sister or siste-law who lived not too far away and one
evening he decided that he and Mrsw¥uld walk over to visit her. | was invited
to go along too. When | use the term "walk over" | mean just that. Walk over tt
fields is what we did. Itwaspitc bl ac k. Mrs. Y clung
and in his left hand he carried a hurricane lamp or storm lankare was an okd
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fashioned oil lantern with a twump wick and a glass cover to stop the wind from

blowing out the flam. | 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 donot know how far we wal ked, but it s
stumbled about a bit, but they didnodt.

Today, this conjures up a Christmaard 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 snovand the moonlight. The snow had long since gone amdsta pitch
black night. In proof that he knew what he was doing we all arrived quite safely

and we were made very wel come. I donot r
that the house was | ovely and clean and 1
theoil lamps wer e twice the size. I donot kno:

remember meeting two women, no men. One of the women was working at a table
doing some beautiful embroidery. Quite fine work and | remember wondering how
she couldsee 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 | was
used to working by at home, and she was far from young.

The visit over we all trundled badke 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!| i f e hdve thrbé dreary and
miserable just because people lived with oil lamp

Two weeks went by and still no reply to my letter to the Land Army
offices in Truroso | wrote a second letter, again asking for a tranisfarhostel|
told Terrywh at I was doing and why othetwisd | | dono
think he would have spoken to me about it. Terry looked a little bit shaken when |
told him and he said he would miss me.

Two weeks after the second letiereceived 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 | had another room | could use beside sitting in the kitchen, she
could see for herself that theresvaothing to sit on in there but wooden benches. |
showed her the parlour and said | could use it when | wanted to. | told her that |
needed to be with young people and that | was used to a clean, well run household
at home. She asked about Mraxd | made it quite clear that | had no complaints
in that direction. | must have mentioned Mrs. Y mu st n ot |, because
way | had been able to come to terms with her from the day of my arrival, but for
t he | i f e renfembarevhalt | samdeonir@deed if | mentioned her at all. The
official seemed to be holding back and had still not said whether | could have a
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transferor not. | told her | was happy enough doing the farm work but that | wouls
prefer notto have housework to do. That did it! | had hardly got the words out @
my mouth when they were pounced on.

"You mean you have been doing housework?"

"Yes."

"Dond6ét you know you are not to d

"Yes, but i f Ildndbotn Ohe ddobonea ,ati talw

By the change in her attitude | knew | would get my trandfat it was
not to be to a hosteShe said there were no vacancies in any of the hostels and

would have to be to another farm. S&# me and went outside to see Mr. Y

My heart started thumping. | was going to have to face him soon, ar
minute now in fact. What would | say to him?

| was laying the table for tea when he came in through the back door
couldnoét | ook at him and | jJust wen
stood by my side and said very qui e

happy here? Youshalin 6t have done it | ike thi
made things worse, but | di «culdsay. Ahde e
yes, he was right. | shoul dndét have

Oh'! The agonies of y 0 u htH was Hoingl b n
wanted so very much to get away yet
Did | think | could just disappear like a puff of smoke and have everything bac
the way it was? As if | had never been there? | was so ashamed that | wantet
crawl into a hole and hide. | know | hurt him, but how do you tell somebody yo
| i ke and respect that ybetcaessoyow,
his potty wife any longer. And that was the way that | saw Mrs. Y

Then there had been the day wHewent over to that window in the
kitchen andl lifted up the curtain andl looked out just as | had seen her do so
many, many times. When | realised what | was doing | dropped the curtain as i
had burned myifigers. Had | been about three years older | would have handled
differently, but | was only nineteen and a very young nineteen at that. More like
seventeen year old.

The most surprising thing about all this is that it was so much out ¢
characterfor me to have difficulty speaking my mind. From a very early age
what ever I had to say | sai d. I gr

41



speaking my mind. Believe it or not, | still feel the shame 1 felt all those years ago

and not just because | anriting 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. Wouldnodt it be nice i f we coul d ¢

| worked there till the end of the week. For samason that | never knew
| could not move into my new job till the following Monday and | was lodged in
the Land ArmyHostel in Liskearaver the weekend. This was good for it gave me
the chance to make contact with gidsound my own age and at the same time
gave me a short taste of hodif.
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Royal Marines
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