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FOREWORD


Memories can be fleeting or lasting, but either way are quite powerful. No two people remember an incident in quite the same way and so each person will give a differing account.


A great teacher once told me, “What you perceive as truth today may not be so tomorrow.” This is the problem, for what we see as truth may not be the whole picture.


Not all my relatives and friends will agree with the memories I have and will relate, but then these are my memories, happy, sad, strange and so real still.


My book is a tribute to my parents, my siblings and their families and many dear friends who over the years have taught me what love and caring means.


Lastly, I acknowledge my dear husband, Joe and his family whose love and support I value highly.


Indeed I am blessed many times over and I thank God every day for the gifts bestowed upon me.




FROM THE BEGINNING.


I was born prematurely to loving parents in 1930. There were no medical aids then such as there are today.


I was diagnosed with ‘double pneumonia’, which really meant that my lungs were underdeveloped because the birth was so premature.


Although my mother had no medical or nursing knowledge, or a mother to guide her, she set up a steam tent and using Vick vapour rub on a cloth forced me into taking deeper breaths. Her mother died when she was about seven years of age I understand.


Another complication was a hernia in the left groin and right groin which mama cured by using skeins of wool placed over each hernia and bound tightly into place.


Added to this I was unable to keep down my mother’s breast milk and as a consequence was being starved of the nourishment I needed so badly.


A gypsy lady came to the door one day selling pegs. My mother was crying and when asked she told the gypsy lady my problem. My mother was told to feed me on diluted cows milk, how to dilute the milk and how often to feed me, which she followed to the letter and I started to make progress. All this was told to me by my mother and she never turned a gypsy away, but always tried to find something to help them with the little she had.


Before this event took place I had been taken to Great Ormond Street Hospital where the verdict was that I would die. Mother could leave me there or take me home, but the end result would be the same. My mother told them, “If my baby is to die she will die at home where she is very much loved.”


I was so small I was carried around on a cushion and was named Tiddy, which has stuck to me through my life.


Our family doctor used to bring other doctors and nurses to see the ‘miracle baby’. My mother, without any doubt, had the ability to heal people and it was an asset I called upon frequently. This I did right up to the time she was no longer able to understand what I wanted her to do or to do it.


However, this brings another memory to mind. Our younger brother was doing decorating, which involved using a gas-fired torch. He decided to change the cylinder in the kitchen. There must have been a build up of gas there. They had an Ascot water heater over the sink and there was an explosion, which caught my brother full on, and he went up in flames. My sister-in-law smothered him in wet towels and got him into the hallway, then called the ambulance and fire brigade.


She decided she couldn’t wait for the ambulance because Reg was screaming in pain, so she got him into the car and drove above speed limits to the hospital. Fortunately she wasn’t stopped by the police and she was using her horn all the way.


When mama and I heard what had happened we both went to see him. He had both arms and hands bandaged and the front part of his trunk. He looked very sorry for himself. Whichever way you look at it, Rene saved his life that day.


There was talk among the medical staff about sending him to a hospital where they dealt with plastic surgery and reconstruction because his face was badly burned also. However, within two to three weeks his burns had healed with no scars to show, or very few. The only bit that had not healed was a tiny area on one hand that just needed plain dressings. I am sure our mother worked her usual wonders and was a channel for healing energy.


The doctors could not believe how someone with the extent and depth of burns could heal so quickly and not be severely scarred for life. I know, though, that my mother was a powerful healer.


Before the 1939-1945 war there was a family who all suffered from typhoid fever. The husband was a sailor and he was away from these shores. Mama went to the house and proceeded to care for them. She hung sheets (theirs or ours I have no idea) at the doorways and windows soaked in carbolic. Only doctors and nurses were allowed in. Mother still cared for her own family, though.


This was told to me. It is not one of my memories. Neighbours told her she should be ashamed of herself for risking the lives and health of her own family, but she had no time for that defeatist talk. The family all recovered and life went back to normal. Mother was doing her healing again. What a woman. Wonderful she was.


A memory from our young childhood. Our infant’s school was newly built and newly opened. I was a pupil, so I must have been about 5 years old. One day I climbed a stone pillar and was holding on with my arms around the pillar. Suddenly I heard “Get down.” I had never been shouted at in my life, so I clung tighter. I saw this giant of a woman coming toward me holding a stick. She beat me on my legs and bottom, at least that is what I assume happened because the next thing I remember is being in mum and dad’s bed and was diagnosed with a ‘leaking heart’.


I spent three months on bed rest, then three months when I was allowed to sit in a chair. I so wanted to go out to play. Then our family doctor told my mother I was fine, nothing wrong with my heart. He said if I wanted bread and jam give it to me and let me run in the street with it. That would not have been allowed by my mother. Sitting up at the table properly was the way we ate in our house.


Even to this day I cannot bear raised voices. I feel as if I am sliding back into my shell like a snail to get away from it all. The heart problems I have had in recent years have been put down to stress, so I suppose one could say it is a post traumatic stress disorder.


Another memory from childhood is standing looking over the top of the kitchen table, which I could just manage to do, so I must have been about 3 years old. My sister came through the back door crying. Mama was in the middle of doing the washing. Daphne said a girl had pulled her hair and it hurt. She had lovely ringlets. I was the only one of the children who had straight hair. Well mama wasn’t having that happen so she went out to deal with it, having dried her hands of course. I can remember feeling frightened though why I can’t imagine because none of us children had a hand raised against us ever.


I have said I was the only one with straight hair and when dad cut my hair he used to put a pudding basin on my head so he could see ‘where to cut it Tinkle’. (His name for me). I, of course, believed him because he was my daddy and he was always saying things in fun. I had my hair cut short with a fringe not hanging over the eyes but straight across the forehead. I am always amazed the way fringes are cut today that they don’t cause eye infections or interfere with vision.


Dad used to bath us children every Friday evening. This was followed by a dose of liquorice powder mixed in water. Bath night was a fun time. Dad used to gather our hair, Daphne and I, into a stand-up spike on top of our heads and make us laugh.


When it was the boys’ turn he always came out of the bathroom to get as he said the scouring powder to clean their necks with. We never heard any shrieking so that was another bit of fun. When the boys had misbehaved dad would strop his razor. As I said before none of us were hit so this was a show thing too.


The boys did naughty things. When mum got a new hat they would pinch it and parade up and down the street with it on one or other’s head shouting, ‘I’ve got a new titfer’. You can imagine how pleased mum would be!


When we were children mum worked for a while at the swimming baths, where presumably they did meals or sandwiches. She told me some years later that the girls reported one of the deliverymen was trying to be very over familiar with them. Mum waited for him and was standing there with a big carving knife when he came in. She grabbed him and said, “Put it out then on the table and I’ll cut the bugger off, then, you won’t be able to pester my girls any more.” They never had any more trouble.


Mother then worked for a Mrs. Van Klaveren, who was a very good employer. I think mum was a sort of housekeeper. Every Friday night she came home with a basket laden with fruit and vegetables and other grocery items.


Mrs. Van Klaveren also passed on some beautiful dresses she no longer wanted. One I remember had a bodice of different coloured stripes and black skirt. She also brought home a dream dress for my sister, which was white and had frills all round the skirt. Daphne wore it in a school concert when she was the fairy queen. She had a tinsel crown and tinsel on her wand which she says she waved around. It was a replica of a dress worn by Princess Elizabeth who is two years older than Daphne. They share the same birth date.


A neighbour made a remark about mum being ‘on the game’. I did not understand what she meant, but fortunately did not ask dad. He would have gone mad I think. It was because she always dressed well.


I must have been in a concert, too, at some time because I remember singing Pinocchio’s song ‘I’ve got no strings to hold me down, to make me fret or make me frown’ and doing the actions.


Another memory of the school entertainment is of a ventriloquist who recited Wordsworth’s poem about daffodils. When he came to the line ‘a host of golden daffodils’ the doll’s head shot up about a foot turning from side to side. We children thought this screamingly funny so you can imagine the noise of laughter. Yes, Suffolk school in Enfield was a good school and certainly we learned our three ‘R’s’. Even in the air raid shelters during the war we had to do spelling bees and mental arithmetic. You never forget your times tables or things like i before e except after c and we all faced the teacher and blackboard. We also had to learn parts of the Bible word for word and poetry.


For a short time during the war we had a dear little dog we called Toby. Dad used to save his cheese ration for him and gave him a little bit just before he went to bed. Little dog got under the settee one evening and proceeded to tear the innards out. When dad realised what he was doing he said, “Oh my God, mum will go mad”, so hasty repairs had to be done. Toby would hide under the copper when an air raid was coming. Could he hear the aircraft in the distance? The air-raid siren had not sounded when he did this.


Dad could do any household chore there was but he didn’t like hanging out washing. He used to repair our boots and shoes and even today if I was capable physically I could do the same because whatever dad was doing I would be there watching and learning. Imagine today if a little girl told the teacher “my daddy baths me”; the family would have social services to see them the next day.


Our mama was a fabulous cook. I could never match her, not ever. Mum taught all her children to cook and clean and Daphne and I to sew, do repairs on clothes, do the washing and making the starch. Our dad would explain anything to us about anything we wanted to know.


That brings to mind when I was a student nurse. A nurse junior to me asked who was in the house with my father and me, as my mother was away at a convalescent home after a severe illness. I told her, “Only me and dad and our dog”. She said, “I wouldn’t stay in the house alone with my father.” I answered, “Why ever not, my dad wouldn’t hurt me, he loves me.”


I puzzled over this all day and when I got home I told dad about it. It was then I learned that bad things can happen in families and it is covered up. I was horrified that anyone could think like that about my lovely dad and I was over 21 years old by then. How sheltered we were then and how lucky to have the parents we had.


Dad loved Christmas and was always eager to put up the paper chains and do the tree. He used to arrange for a Christmas tree to be delivered to my training school hospital also, though I wasn’t aware of it at the time.


Our eldest brother with his wife and children always came to spend Christmas with us and it was a ritual that the children had to ‘do a turn’ to earn a sixpence. They would sing, dance or recite poems. Dad often would say, “Do it again” and you would hear “oh granddad.” Even to this day these grown-up children, now grandparents themselves, say that Christmas has never been the same since granddad died.


Dad always signed his letters H. T. Lovell Esq.. I never gave it a thought as to where or when the Esq. was added and how it is too late to find out. He had his own little band during the war and held dances in the local halls, especially Waltham Abbey town hall, all in aid of the Soldiers, Sailors and Airmen Association. The band practiced in our sitting room and we children, my friends in the street and I watched through the window. Dad taught me to play the drums and additional kit and it annoys me, I must admit, today when I see drums being misused and abused. You can make a drum talk to you if you know how.


Dad had won a scholarship to go to an art college, but there was no money in his family to let him do this. However, he used to print his own advertising posters for the dances and, of course, I was helping him! His name was frequently read out after the BBC 6pm news listing people who had done something to help the war effort.


Reading this so far you would think everything was lovely, no worries, plenty of money, plenty of everything, but you would be so wrong. Money was in short supply and on Friday evening when dad brought his pay packet home, he and mama would sit down and work out their finances. First, of course, was the rent, then the money for food, gas, electricity etc.. After all that was done they would decide if there was enough left over for a pair of stockings for mum, socks for us children or dad, not multiple, only one item at a time.


Dad did not go out in the evening getting drunk or womanising. All he earned and all my mother earned went into the household expenses. What they could not afford we did not have, but I never remember not having a clean decent bed, a clean decent home and food to eat along with decent clothes.


I remember one occasion when Daphne and I were sitting at the table waiting for our tea. Mum said to dad, “I’ve only got one egg Tom. What shall I do?” He said, “Give it to the kids Jane.” I cannot remember what she made with it, but I am sure it was something tasty to eat.


We all had to sit at the dining table for Sunday dinner, indeed all meals. Dad would carve the meat and mum would serve the vegetables from the vegetable dishes. By the time dad had served us all there must have been very little left for him and yet we had a cold supper after ‘High Tea’ about 9pm. Any cold vegetables like potatoes, peas etc. and a bit of cold meat.


Dad would show me ‘High Tea’, which means teatime with ham or something else more substantial than bread and butter. He would raise the teapot high above the cups and pretend he was going to pour out the tea. Mama would go mad telling him he would get it everywhere and he would laugh and pour the tea out properly.


He would also say things like, “Lovely pork chops Jane”, when it was lamb. Mum would get aggravated by this, but he would laugh and his eyes would twinkle at me. That would happen after the war, of course, long after. We were still on rations until 1954.


Another game he would play was with a flour and water pudding he had made and was cooking. He would keep taking it out of the saucepan and say, “Look at that Tinkle.” You could eat this pudding with your main meal or as a pudding sweet with sugar, jam or syrup. Delicious it was too. Mama, of course, didn’t approve of dad doing this. Mealtime was different though. He would have no playing around while we were at the table.


Dad did love feeding little bits of his dinner to the toddlers in the family and I have an early memory of sitting on his lap waiting for one of his potatoes. I could not have been more than 3 years of age.


I can remember Daphne went to tea at the home of a friend of our eldest brother and was terrified when the father and eldest son fought under the table for the last cake.


Dad went to see a neighbour about something and found him eating steak for his dinner while his children and wife had bread and dripping. He ripped into him for that, but of course that would have happened in many families in those long ago days. It should not now, of course, with all the benefits that are paid out. Then, of course, we had plain food, but today there is so much choice, good and bad to buy.


Getting back to Christmas brings to mind when I learned about Father Christmas. I woke up and heard a lot of whispering outside our bedroom door. Then dad crept in and hung a stocking on each bedpost at the foot of our bed. My sister and I shared a bed. We always had a Christmas stocking for when we woke up. The stocking or sock would contain an orange (before the war), an apple, some nuts and a new penny. There would be crayons and a colouring book or something else small also, but it was all so exciting.


Then after breakfast we would open our main presents. One year we had a doll’s pram between Daphne and I. Daphne had a white doll and I a black doll. I broke Daphne’s doll, though I can’t remember how and she cried. Most years we got a jigsaw puzzle and /or a book. Oh how we loved the books. I would open them and smell them and they had a lovely smell. Books do not have that same special smell today. Reading was encouraged in our house. I still love jigsaws today.


One evening daddy was ‘teaching’ me to knit. There was this great tangled-up mass of string attached to two wooden meat skewers, but none the less, my daddy was teaching me to knit, something I have enjoyed doing throughout my life, making up my own patterns until I have to stop for physical reasons.


Mama sat many nights sewing pretty dresses with knickers to match for Daphne and I. Other girls used to put their handkerchiefs into the pocket in their knickers, but my mother never approved of that so they had to be put into our sleeves, which were always puffed and elasticated. One did not show your knickers in public.


We enjoyed lovely street games. Hopscotch, skipping, marbles, whipping tops, leap frog and in the winter sliding on ice lines we made in the snow. I once fell under the hooves of a horse, but the dear creature didn’t move at all. That gave me a fright I can tell you.


There was never enough time in the day for me to get in all the play I wanted and I was a right little minx when I was called in at bedtime. “I never get any play I don’t”, was always my wailing cry.


Eventually came the war. We had been issued with gas masks and dad had dug out the hole for the Anderson shelter with Mr. Chappel who lived opposite. That family shared our shelter. When the shelter was in place and we had our little dog Toby, we two used to play ‘king of the castle’. Sometimes he was the king (on the top) and sometimes I was. It was all great fun.


Writing about Toby brings to mind how the neighbourhood dogs would come calling before I had to make my way to school. They came to have their sore places bathed. I never called them, they came to me. Poor mother, she told me once to “get that dog back home now, she’s about to have her puppies.” I was sorry we couldn’t keep her with us, but then we obeyed our parents with no moaning or groaning.


I once saw a cat vomiting and in great pain in our garden. I called mum and she sent me indoors and told me not to come out until she said so. I do not know what she did with the poor cat and she never told me. That is one memory I wish I could forget.


One day Tom and Reg came home on a motorbike and sidecar. They worked in a wet fish shop and that is where Reg met Rene. She was the cashier. Reg was in the sidecar so he must have stunk to high heaven. (The sidecar was a long box). Mum was convinced her boys would be killed. Panic stations. What a pair they were.


During the war Tom would pinch dad’s collar studs and cuff links or so dad said. He would say, “That boy’s home and been at my studs again Jane” to mum. We don’t know why he always called her Jane because her name was Violet.


The day war was declared I had gone to the nearby shop to buy some sweets. I was walking back and Daphne came running up to me. She grabbed me by the arm and said, “Come on, we have to get home quickly, war has been declared.” When we got home the neighbours and their children were outside their homes. The siren sounded (air raid warning) and without any delay or warning all parents put the gas masks on their children because they were sure the Germans would gas us. After all, they had used it in the previous war.


The gas masks were horrible to wear. They smelled strongly of rubber and you felt as if you could not breathe properly. Fortunately the ‘all clear’ siren sounded and we were happy to remove the hated gas masks.


There was a Mrs. Davis who lived opposite us and she seemed to look after the children while the parents worked. She made lovely toffee apples for us, though where she got the ingredients I do not know.


One day we children heard rat-tat-tat coming our way. We looked up and saw a plane heading our way. We were being machine gunned, at least that is what we thought, so we ran into the nearest alleyway between the houses. It scared us but did not terrify us. No child was hit so I wonder now whether there was a pilot or gunner having a bit of fun though not firing bullets, though it made us wary in future.


Poor mother worked in a munitions factory during the war to help her boys who were both in the forces. We had a railway running alongside our estate and we waved at the troops on the train. On the bridge on the left at the back of our house there was an anti-aircraft gun and whenever mum was walking over the bridge, in an air raid to the right side of us the gun would start firing on the left side bridge. Poor mother would run the rest of the way home and literally fall into the air raid shelter completely out of breath. It didn’t stop her doing her bit for her boys though.


Another time when Reg, our brother, was home on leave from the air force, mama and us two girls were in the garden with Reg when we heard a plane coming. Reg suddenly yelled, “Get into the shelter it’s a Jerry (German), so we wasted no time in getting there.


Another childhood memory is of the beautiful Queen Anne style furniture we had. Dad was out of work for some while and before you could get help from the government you had to sell all you had. You were only allowed to have a table and two dining chairs and a bed for the parents to sleep in. I suppose this is when that beautiful furniture disappeared and was replaced by standard dining room and bedroom furniture. I have always loved the Queen Anne style furniture, though never owned it.


At some stage in my young childhood, or maybe before I arrived, dad had a job as a milkman. He drove a horse and cart and one day the horse stopped dead. Dad could not get him to move. There was a coalman in front and he was beating his horse to get him to move. Dad could not let that go on so he set about the man. It appears there was a dead baby on the roadside and that is why the horses would not move until it was removed. If only animals could speak to us. They do but we seldom listen.
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