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Dedication





I dedicate this book to my brothers for staying around when things got really tough and for looking out for Mam and I, especially William who helped provide for us during what should have been happier times.


I would like to thank Matthew my cousin for taking Mam to visit Dewsbury where she could remember the happy times with her own mother during the war.


To my husband George for giving me the perfect marriage and providing me with a good life and the home my mother never had.


But most of all, I dedicate this book to my Mam for the courage she showed, no matter what life threw at her, she would never let go.


Today you have two choices: you either stay and put up with domestic violence and verbal abuse, or you walk away. In the sixties there were no organisations to help the women and children who suffered, thankfully there are today.
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A daughter’s true story of the pain, loss and heartache her mothered suffered and would never let go of, eventually as time went on and we all grew of age she began to smile.


The identities in this book have been changed to protect the grandchildren of those described, in addition the names of local areas have also been changed for the purposes of confidentiality.


Sally Smith grew up in North-East of England. Sally was born in 1930 to parents John and Dora; they had another daughter Betty who was five years younger. Sally’s upbringing was full of happiness and love, however she could never have known what the future would hold.


William Baxter grew up in the North–East of England. Born in 1924 to parents James and Clara they had two other Daughters, Joan and Rita. As a child, suffocated by possession and control, Baxter turned to violence and gambling.
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Chapter One





William Baxter was born on the 19th September 1924. His parents Clara and James had two other children called Joan and Rita. William was born into a working class family living off the good old Hessle Road; his parents were loving, and he was the apple of Clara eye.


Hessle Road was very much a working class area with a lot of men working on the docks as bobbers. If you were lucky enough you would become a trawler man and go out to sea. The women would stay at home and look after the household along with the children.


Each morning Clara would physically pick William up in her arms and carry him to school and seat him at his desk. She would never let his little feet touch the ground. He really was a Mummy’s boy until he went into the Navy.


Sally Smith was born on the 15th March 1930. Her parents Dora and John had another daughter, Betty. Sally was born into a middle class family, her father John was a carpenter and they lived in a little two-bedroom house with a front and back garden, which her father kept tidy with borders of flowers. They also had a greenhouse and grew their own tomatoes and vegetables. During the war Sally was evacuated to Dewsbury and her father became a home guard.



















Chapter Two


The Beginning





The Beginning


April 10th 1948, Sally Emily shouted ‘It’s nearly 1 o’clock, he will be here soon! That handsome man of yours… I wonder if he will propose to you today? After all you’ve been dating for nearly a year.’


‘Give over Emily,’ Sally replied. ‘I don’t think he likes me enough to propose.’


‘Hello my darling,’ a male voice echoed through the store.


‘Hello William, were your ears burning? Sally was wondering where you had got to…’


‘Oh you fibber,’ Sally replied.


‘Now girls, please do not fight over me,’ William laughed.


‘Are you ready Sally?’ William winked.


‘Yes,’ Sally replied, showing her beautiful white teeth.


‘I’ll just go and fetch my coat,’ William continued. ‘I have something I want to ask you.’


What could it be? Sally wondered, maybe Emily’s right, perhaps William might ask me to marry him?


As they were walking out of the very busy Woolworth store Emily shouted ‘Have fun and please don’t forget Sally! I want to be your maid of honour!’ William turned and looked at Sally’s gleaming face.


‘What is she talking about? Ignore her Sally replied. ‘It was just something she mentioned to me earlier.


‘Where would you like lunch today Sally?’ William politely asked.


‘I don’t know, you decide,’ sally replied. ‘You must be fed up going to Skelton’s every day.’


‘Ok what about a stroll along the pier? And as it’s a nice day maybe we can sit outside if there’s a free table?


That would be lovely,’ Sally said, putting her arm into William’s, he then put both hands in his pockets, walking tall and proud.


‘Here we go William,’ Sally said, ‘a free table at last. Gosh it must be popular, I mean especially with the weather being so nice.’


‘Now then love,’ a deep voice spoke. ‘What I can get you two young lovebirds?


‘Leave it out pal,’ William replied.


‘Oh sorry, the man replied. It’s just that I’ve never seen a couple who look so suited as you two.’


‘Maybe so William replied. ‘Now please take our order.’


Sally looked up, ‘William the man is only being friendly,’ she said.


‘Well he can go be friendly somewhere else,’ came the swift answer.


‘Right, now he’s cleared off…’ William turned to look at Sally, ‘I have something I want to ask you.’


‘Oh I hope its good!’ Sally replied.


‘Oh Sally,’ came the reply, ‘you know how much I love you, ever since the day I walked into Woolworth’s, there you were serving a customer with a smile so bright it would light up any grey sky.’


‘Sally,’ William asked, ‘will you marry me? I want to spend the rest of my life with you.


‘Oh yes,’ Sally replied, ‘I love you too.’


‘That’s settled then,’ William beamed. ‘Saturday I’ll pick you up and take you to meet my parents and two sisters, Joan and Rita before we go to the cinema.’


Sally could not wait for her lunch break to be over, she wanted to hurry back and give Emily her news.


Saturday morning came, Sally was feeling nervous, even though William had already been introduced to her parents. As they drove down Hessle road she gazed at the shops so close together, but also was very aware of the strong smell of fish coming from the docks which made her pull a face.


‘Hey Sally don’t tell me the snobbery is coming out,’ William laughed. ‘It’s not that bad once you get used to it.’


As they pulled up Sally was aware of the neighbours stood on their doorsteps chatting to one another, the terrace dwellings were very close to each other. ‘Mam, Dad!’ William shouted as they walk through the door. ‘I would like you to meet Sally Smith.’


‘Hello Sally,’ Clara spoke first, ‘pleased to meet you.’


‘Sit down love,’ James added. ‘Joan,’ he shouted a little later, ‘put the kettle on and make us all a cup of tea will you love? We have a guest, and tell our Rita to come in, it looks like it’s going to rain.’


“There you are Rita,’ Clara said. ‘Come and say hello to Sally.’


‘Hello,’ Rita replied sheepishly, wondering whom the beautiful long dark-haired lady was standing in her front room. ‘Hello Rita,’ Sally replied, ‘I have heard so much about you and your sister Joan, it’s nice to meet you.’


At last William stood up taking Sally’s hand. ‘Mam, Dad, we have something to tell you, we are engaged to be married.’


‘Can Rita and I be bridesmaids?’ Joan asked, carrying the tea in from the kitchen.


‘Congratulations son!’ James shook his hand, and to you too Sally, we welcome you to the family.’ Clara however did not look too pleased.


Friday, November 5th 1949: the day had finally arrived. Sally waited anxiously in the room of the registry office with her parents and Betty. Seated on the opposite side of the room were Clara, James, Joan and Rita, William was nowhere to be seen.


‘I knew it,’ Clara began to moan, ‘I told you to go and make sure he had not stopped off at Rayners before we left. You know what he’s like - one drink will turn to two, and two to three…’ But before Clara could speak, the door opened and William walked in a little worse for wear. He glanced over at his parents with a slight grin on his face, but it was clear his mother was not amused. Despite the early morning hiccup the day went along quite pleasantly. It was now time for Sally and William to leave to start their life together.


Westbourne Terrace


‘Well here we are Mrs Baxter, home sweet home. Two rooms in Westbourne Terrace, I know it’s not much, but I promise one day we will have our very own Baxter’s home… Now then, it’s traditional to carry the bride over the threshold.’


With a stagger here and a sway there William picked Sally up.


‘Put me down you silly beggar,’ Sally laughed, ‘you’ll crease my dress.’


One fine Saturday morning with William at work on the docks unloading the barrels of fish from trawlers catch the night before, Sally decided to go shopping down Hessle Road. Watching the West Hull people go about their business she stopped at top of Scarborough Street and pondered whether to call in on her in-laws. Before she knew it she was knocking on the door (she could have walked in but people from North Hull would never dream of such thing without waiting to be called in first).


‘Good morning mother in law!’ Sally smiled.


‘I suppose you better come in,’ Clare replied.


‘It’s nice to see you,’ Sally smiled.


‘Come through to the kitchen,’ Clara said, ‘there’s something I want to discuss with you whilst I make the tea.’ Sally started to tremble, she could not understand why her mother in law had taken a dislike to her; all she wanted was to make William her son happy.


Clara reached up to the shelf where a tea caddy was displayed. She took hold of it, then placed it on the table. Sally’s shocked impression must have said it all. Clara pulled out a handful of money. Normally you store tea in a caddy, Sally thought. Clara placed the money in Sally’s hand and said ‘There is, two hundred pounds. I want you take it and leave my son, he will be no good for you.’ Sally was so upset, she could not believe it; she loved William with all her heart


‘How can you say such a thing?’ Sally replied, looking up at her mother in law. ‘I came here today to tell you that you and James are going to be grandparents,’ Sally spoke with a tear in her eye as she reached for the door.


‘You mark my words Sally Baxter you will suffer nothing but heartache,’ Clara continued.


August 28th 1952, William was born such a happy baby, with beautiful blonde curly hair. Joan and Rita used to wait at the top of Scarborough Street for Sally, pushing the silver cross pram. Both girls fought hard to be the first to push the pram, and once again the little boy became the apple of his grandparents’ eyes.


December 16th 1954: Mary was born, and how different she looked from William; such dark curly hair and dark skin, her tiny body full of hair. When she was first born, Sally said jokingly ‘she looks like a monkey.’


December 27th 1956, James was born, what a content baby - always sucking his thumb and giggling. January 1957, William and Sally were at home. William junior was playing in the yard, Mary meanwhile, quite content sat with her little doll, whilst James was tucked up in his cot asleep. Sally sat in front of the blazing fire, William looked up, ‘Hey love, this is interesting… Hull City Council have made an announcement in the paper look…’ he said as he walked towards her. ‘Sally there is to be a new housing development close to the boarders of Hessle.’


‘William shall I pop to the rental office on Monday? Sally smiled, ‘and put our name down? You never know, we may be lucky, after all we are overcrowded here.’


‘Ok love,’ William replied, it’s worth a go and you’re right, with the old dwellings starting to be pulled down we just might get lucky.’


In March 1957, Sally asked Joan if she would go and view the house as William was working. Dora and John would look after the children, much to their delight (they did not get to see much of their grandchildren as they lived so far away). Sally started to get all excited as she walked up the pathway, ‘look how beautiful it is,’ she thought to herself, ‘I cannot wait to look inside.’ As they opened the front door they entered decent sized hallway with a door, which led through to a twenty-foot lounge.


‘Oh Joan,’ Sally smiled with joy, ‘look how spacious it is, we have a bathroom and separate toilet, what a luxury! At Westbourne Terrace the only toilet was outside in the yard.’ The bedrooms are spacious Sally,’ Joan shouted down from top of the stairs. Sally was so overwhelmed; she could not believe she would soon be in possession of keys and a rent book.


In June 1957, the removal men pulled up, and behind them in a viva van, were William and Sally.


‘I told you one day we would have our own Baxter home love, and here we are,’ William smiled.


‘I hope the children are not too much for your Mam and Dad,’ Sally replied, looking up at the house, ‘They will be fine,’ she said, ‘and you know what our Joan and Rita are like, they have most probably taken over.’


It was six o’clock when the removal men carried in the last piece of furniture. William and Sally started unpacking boxes when a loud knock was heard at the door. ‘Who could that be? Sally said.


‘I haven’t given our address to anyone,’ William smiled, walking to answer it.


‘Sally,’ he shouted. ‘It’s your Betty.


‘Hello love,’ Sally smiled. ‘Have you come to help us?


‘Yes,’ Betty nodded. ‘I thought you could do with an extra pair of hands.’


‘Ah, thank you Betty, William was just about to find the kettle. Weren’t you love?’


‘Oh you conned me into that one,’ William laughed.


‘Sally have you managed to buy any curtains? Betty asked.


‘Only for the bedrooms,’ Sally replied.


‘Well don’t worry, I’ll make two pairs for the front room and drop them off at the weekend. It won’t hurt having newspaper up until then. Thank you Betty you are a good sis,’ Sally kissed her on the cheek.


Sally seemed to be happier, especially in the summer. With a large garden Mary and William would play outside and James, still only a baby would be quite content in his pram. Sally was always in the kitchen washing or cooking, so she kept her close eye on the children, in fact the high gate was padlocked, so there was no fear of any harm coming to the children. There was also a brick shed constructed in the garden were toys were stored.



















Chapter Three





The Family


September 4th 1959, another baby boy was born – Edward, a very quiet baby who never seemed to cry and was just quiet, happy being fed, changed and placed back in is cot. Mam explain to me when I got older that Edward was a sickly child, now grown up strong.


Oh William, let’s hope this is the last of the children, or we’ll soon outgrow this property and with you out all the time I find it hard to cope.’


‘Stop moaning Sally.’


‘Well you never seemed to be at home, you’re always out with your friends, coming in at all hours, and I worry you may have had an accident or even worse,’ Sally replied.


Two years had gone by and William would continue going to the pub straight from work. Then he started to show signs of resentment, saying things like, ‘I wish I had never had met you… And if I had my time over again I would not have had any kids. At one time they both argued so much that Sally took the children back to her parents’, and stayed for a few days giving William time to cool off. Then in 1962 something changed…


April 10th 1962, baby Hannah was born, and instantly William took her in his arms and sang ‘Because God made thee mine.’ The bond between them was very strong. Even her brother William would pay her a lot of attention; they would sit on the sofa and cuddle. One day when Hannah was about four years old, and playing quite happily in the front garden, William could see her clearly as he sat watching television and drinking tea. Cup empty and just about to go into the kitchen he glanced out of the window, but to his horror Hannah was nowhere to be seen.


Frantically he ran to the front door, and there she was, pedalling up the street, ‘Hannah,’ he shouted as he ran towards her, throwing his arms out. Then he picked her up, ‘Oh Hannah,’ he cried, ‘I thought I had lost you. Hannah kept mumbling ‘William/School/William/School.’ When Sally returned from Fletchers (she was working there from ten till two after taking Edward and James to school). William, now fourteen and Mary twelve were ok to go alone; their school was but a stone’s throw away. Sally was mortified to hear what had happened.


‘How could you William?’ Sally screamed.


‘How could I what?’ William replied.


‘Take your eyes off her,’ Sally sat crying and cuddling Hannah.


‘I never,’ William replied. ‘I went to take my cup to the kitchen and when I looked out she was not there. Do you honestly think I would let anyone or anything hurt my Bain nor any of my kids?’


‘Our kids,’ Sally mumbled under her breath.


A couple of years had passed and William junior was turning sixteen, he had such a passion for motorbikes and wanted to become a mechanic, which he successfully became. William also had a love for Pigeons and dreamt one day of having his own loft, and maybe racing them but William would not have any of it, always saying birds are bad luck.



















Chapter Four





Through Hannah’s Eyes


Nana Clara was a proper Hessle Roader; a large lady, always wearing a pinny over her dress. Granddad James on the other hand was a small man but with a broad chest and shoulders. I used to love going to see them because I used to get spoilt. I remember one Saturday morning Mam got me dressed and put me in a brown coat. I used to have to wear a hat, which made my forehead itch. I loved being there with Mam, looking in all the shops, my favourite would have had to have been Woolworths. There used to be a cake counter, you could purchase a slab of cake any size, mam always bought angel cake. We would then pop along to Fletchers, where Mam would buy bacon, sausage, meat pastries. I remember how she would buy duck and make duck ash, it tasted delicious, we would eat it with mash potatoes.


One day Mam and I were in the queue at Fletchers, when all of a sudden the door opened and in walked Nana Clara. I was so happy to see her that I shouted ‘Hello Shitty Arse!’ Well my Mam went bright red, but all the ladies in the queue started laughing. I was to learn years later that Nana used to call me ‘Chitty Bum.’
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