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Foreword


THE MEMOIR OF ALFORD DALRYMPLE GARDNER
A Jamaican Windrush Story
2023


Alford Dalrymple Gardner was among the passengers on MV Empire Windrush which arrived at Tilbury Docks, Essex, England, on 22 June 1948, and it is because of this ship that he has become known nationally and internationally.


On Wednesday June 23, 1948, The Times newspaper reported the arrival of the ship under the headline ‘Jamaicans Arrive to Seek Work’. The article said: ‘Of the 492 Jamaicans who arrived at Tilbury on Monday to seek work in this country, 236 were housed last night in Clapham South Deep Shelter. The remainder had friends to whom they could go and prospects of work. The men had arrived at Tilbury in the ex-troopship Empire Windrush. Among them are singers, students, pianists, boxers, and a complete dance band. Thirty or forty had already volunteered to work as miners.’


The report was not entirely correct. According to the ship’s Passenger List there were 1027 passengers on board, of whom 539 gave Jamaica as their last place of permanent residence, so did 139 from Bermuda, 73 from Trinidad and 44 from British Guiana. Many others came from countries of the West Indies. Some of them served Britain in the Royal Air Force (RAF) during WWII and were either returning to their jobs in the UK or coming to seek employment. For the passengers of the Empire Windrush in 1948, and the thousands who followed them, the British Nationality Act Parliament passed in July 1948 was an important factor, as it allowed them and others living in Commonwealth countries British citizenship and full rights of entry and settlement. The Nationality Bill was being discussed in both Houses of Parliament even as the ship sailed across the Atlantic to Britain during June 1948.


MV Empire Windrush which brought passengers to Britain was once known as the Monte Rosa, a passenger liner and a cruise ship launched in Germany in 1930. During WWII, the Germans used her as a troopship, but after the war she was taken by the British, renamed MV Empire Windrush and became a troopship until March 1954, when she caught fire and sank in the Mediterranean Sea. The ship was said to have been named after the ‘River Windrush’ which begins in the Cotswold Hills in Gloucestershire. MV Empire Windrush was the opportunity that hundreds of young Caribbean men, like Alford, awaited in 1948.


On board the ship, Alford met Samuel Beaver King, another former RAF serviceman, also age 22, who shared the same ideals and who looked forward to leading a new life in Britain. King included Alford’s name among dozens of others in his address book. They kept in touch over the years and in 1998, King brought together many of the Windrush passengers to commemorate the 40th anniversary of the ship’s 22 June 1948 arrival. Alford joined local celebrations in Leeds in June 2008 and contributed to a Windrush Foundation oral history project which recorded Empire Windrush stories. It was in that year that I first met and interviewed Alford.


I am co-founder, with Samuel Beaver King, of Windrush Foundation, an organisation that became a charity in 1996 to keep alive the memories of the ship’s arrival and to commemorate Windrush Day annually on 22 June. The 50th anniversary celebrations were featured on British media, and many events were held including a Reception hosted by HRH Prince Charles at St James’s Palace in June 1998.


It is due to the Empire Windrush that I have come to know Alford, a pioneering member of the Windrush generation. He is among those who helped to rebuild Britain after World War Two, and who laid the foundation in Britain for thousands of settlers from the Caribbean. The ship has a symbolic association with Caribbean settlement from 22 June 1948, but it also represents a generation of WWII West Indian ex-service personnel who remained in the UK just after May 1945.


There are no published or official figures for those who served, either as servicemen and women, or munition workers. They had contributed to the war effort either as volunteers in the armed forces or as technicians. The majority were demobbed and returned to the colonies. Before leaving the armed forces, West Indian servicemen and women were given opportunities to attend educational and technical courses that often lasted between six months and two years. Sponsored by the Colonial Office, they were known as rehabilitation courses. Some personnel studied to become engineers, farmers, carpenters, accountants, lawyers or pursue other skills. Covert attempts were made to pressurise them to return to their own colonies although all the ex-service personnel were British subjects and had the right to remain. An ex-serviceman who experienced coercion explained:




‘When my course ended, I wanted to stay in England to acquire further qualifications, but the colonial office did their best to dissuade me. They kept telling me: “Well you can’t stay here you must go back and help your own people, after all you did sign to stay for the duration of the present emergency,” and this and that. However when they saw I was adamant, particularly when I pointed out that I was a British subject, I was entitled to domicile in the UK and they couldn’t legally send me home, they desisted from further pressuring, so I stayed.’1





There were thousands of UK job vacancies in 1947, yet West Indian ex-servicemen continued to experience difficulties obtaining suitable work, mainly because of their ‘skin colour’. Ex-serviceman Robert N. Murray, in his 1996 book, Lest We Forget discusses his colleague, Pasteur Irons’s hunt for work:




‘…being married with children I was desperate for work. I went for a job at one ironworks. I passed the test, tried everything but they turned me down. Then I went to another well-known company. They told me to wait while they interviewed all the ex-prisoners of war, the very people we left our homelands to fight against. It was then more than anytime I regretted staying in England, for nothing could be more humiliating than my early job-seeking experiences. Footslogging looking for jobs everyday became tedious and depressing. I sometimes became scared; scared not of people, but of being rejected and of my aggressive retaliation. But what could I do? I had to carry on, I dare not lose hope…’2





The Spring of 1947 saw the arrival, at Liverpool Docks, of the troopship SS Ormonde, with 108 passengers, most of whom were West Indian ex-servicemen, and there were 10 stowaways on board. Labour members of Parliament who were in power at the time openly expressed their unhappiness about the settlers’ arrival. In December that year, the HMS Almanzora landed with 150 West Indian ex-servicemen also among the passengers. WWII RAF serviceman Samuel Beaver King had been one of the passengers of the Almanzora as it took British troops and exservicemen to Jamaica in November 1947. He was demobbed like thousands of other West Indian men and women who had served Britain during WWII.


After MV Empire Windrush landed on 22 June 1948, her passengers disembarked, and those who had nowhere to stay were accommodated at Clapham South Deep Shelter, London, which had been an air-raid shelter for local people during WWII. Within a few days, the Mayor of Lambeth held a reception for them, and this was the only one they received. The passengers visited the local employment exchange in Brixton and soon found work, and many set up home in the borough.


Alford headed for Leeds after disembarking on the ship. His book discusses the problems he and others faced in their search for accommodation, employment, and other pursuits.


2018 was the 70th Windrush anniversary and it brought to light injustices suffered by thousands of Caribbean men and women in the UK. They were wrongly classified as illegal immigrants by the Home Office and were cut from access to any public services including health care. Also, the British government made working or renting accommodation without adequate paperwork impossible for them. The government’s ‘hostile environment’ prevented their visiting doctors for fear of amassing huge bills or being deported. It prevented undocumented immigrants from reporting crime to the police. It deterred undocumented migrants from reporting unsafe working conditions or exploitative employers. It reduced the options for renting a home and pushed people into poor quality accommodation.


Hostile environment policies also made doctors, landlords, teachers, and other public sector workers responsible for immigration checks. The situation came to a head when the British media in March 2018 exposed and labelled it the ‘Windrush scandal’, blaming the government for the desperate circumstances in which the people, who had the right to be in the UK, found themselves. The ‘Windrush generation’ became a media term for a tragedy in government policy that destroyed the lives of hundreds of British citizens from the Caribbean. Many of them have died after receiving government apologies after April 2018 and without receiving the compensation that the Home Office promised would be given speedily.


The ‘Windrush generation’ is a term first coined by Samuel Beaver King after his arrival on the ship Empire Windrush on 22 June 1948. In 1996, King and Torrington created a registered charity that commemorated the ship’s arrival, celebrated 22 June as Windrush Day, and organised activities that celebrated the men and women who settled in Britain after WWII. King was the one who first brought together in 1988 dozens of fellow passengers to commemorate the June 1948 arrival. There had been none in the 1950s. Donald Hind’s 1966 book Journey to an Illusion (page 52-53) refers to the ship but briefly included only two stories about the passengers. Most noteworthy is an interview with a WWII RAF ex-serviceman who told him, ‘that was the time that the Empire Windrush became a household word in the West Indies as ex-servicemen and their relatives trekked north. After a while people started writing to us, asking us to meet their relations and see that they received some sort of accommodation.’


Windrush stories were not a topic of conversation during the 1950s. There were dozens of other ships taking West Indian settlers to the UK at the time, until the 1960 when the trek was via British Overseas Airways Corporation (BOAC). King and Torrington’s Windrush Foundation built the platform upon which all other organisations that use the word ‘Windrush’ stand. The Foundation was the major organiser of national commemorative events from 1996 to date.


The book you are reading is about a pioneering member of the Windrush generation. His life and experiences will inspire you, as it is one of courage, adventure, tenacity, survival, humour, and you would have your own words to describe him. Volunteering for the Royal Air Force was a major decision giant leap forward, and like his father had done before him as a volunteer in the First World War and survived. Their contributions to Britain have been inestimable.




I will say no more and let you get on with reading this book! ENJOY!





—Arthur Torrington CBE
Co-founder, and Director of Windrush Foundation, 2023




The British in Jamaica


Before I get to my story, I would like to give you a little bit of history about the beautiful island of my birth.1


In 1494, Christopher Columbus came across the island now known as Jamaica. The island was inhabited by the indigenous people known as Taíno. With the arrival of the Spanish, a large proportion of the Taíno people died from diseases imported from Europe. The Spanish enslaved the Taíno people, but as so many Taínos died the Spanish started to bring in slaves from Africa.


In the mid-1600s both freed African slaves and African slaves who had escaped from plantations, moved into the mountain regions of the island. They called themselves Maroons. Some of the remaining Taínos also moved into the mountains and integrated with the Maroons. When war broke out with the British in 1654, the Maroons and surviving Taínos joined forces with the Spanish, even when the Spanish were eventually defeated and the British took over the island the Maroons continued the fight against the British, right up to the emancipation of slavery.2


In 1654, Oliver Cromwell, ordered his armed forces to attack San Domingo which was the largest Spanish island in the West Indies. Today, it is divided politically into the Republic of Haiti (in the west) and the Dominican Republic (in the east). The English expedition left England that year and was led by Admiral Sir William Penn and General Robert Venables with a fleet of warships and transports, carrying cannons, and soldiers. The fleet first sailed to Barbados where reinforcement was sought from other English West Indian colonies. They were joined by Leeward Island volunteers which included soldiers, planters, and their enslaved Africans.


The invaders landed on the Spanish colony, but many soon afterwards suffered from the effects of tropical diseases. Their attack on the Spaniards was a disaster and the English abandoned further attempts to capture the island after losing hundreds of men. The English decided to salvage something from the expedition by attacking and capturing the smaller island of Jamaica, which was poorly defended by the Spaniards.


Cromwell was not happy after he had heard what had happened in the West Indies. However, he took action to preserve and improve Jamaica, the new colony. The Spanish were expelled, a task that the English accomplished within five years.


The British built a base at Port Royal, where, among other activities, piracy flourished, attracting national rebels who had been ejected from their countries to serve their sentences on the high seas. One of the most notorious was Captain Henry Morgan, a plantation owner and privateer. A pressing need for constant defence of the island against Spanish reprisals was removed when England obtained ownership of the island from Spain in 1670 through the Treaty of Madrid. Jamaica’s population dramatically increased after Cromwell sent indentured servants and prisoners to the island and the new settlers included thousands of Irish men and women.


The British military governor in Jamaica, always fearful of Spanish reprisals (despite the treaty), sought the support of buccaneers who moved to Port Rush. The port had become well known for its wealth and lawlessness. The buccaneers repeatedly attacked Spanish Caribbean territories and commerce, diverting Spanish resources, and threatening her lucrative gold and silver trade. Many buccaneers held royal commissions as privateers but remain pirates and are also freelance merchants.


In spite of tropical diseases European numbers increased, and the island’s population grew from a few thousand in the mid-17th century to about 18,000 by the 1680s, with enslaved Africans said to account for more than half the total. Diseases on the island kept the number of Europeans under 30,000 during the 18th century, but the number of enslaved Africans increased to over 300,000 by 1800. Jamaica was Britain’s richest overseas possession until the island gained its independence in 1962.


Today, Jamaica’s population is just under three million, made up mainly of people of African descent, but also descendants of people from India and China. There are, perhaps, as many who have settled in other countries of the world over the decades. Many of those who have left the island have emigrated to the UK, USA, and Canada for economic reasons.


Hence the Jamaican motto, OUT OF MANY ONE PEOPLE.




Chapter One


My name is Alford Dalrymple Gardner. I was born 27 January 1926 in Kingston, the capital city of Jamaica. The fourth child of eleven, I had seven sisters and three brothers. My siblings in order of birth: Minerva (Sista Nerva), Essmedora (Enez), Gladstone, myself, George, Eslyn (Lynn), Bridget (Bee), Florence (Grace), Hannah (Mate), Pamela (Mell), Samuel (GG).


My father was Egbert Watson Gardner and my mother was Lovenia Gardner. They got married in 1930, four years after my birth. At the time it was fairly common for couples to have children and then get married. Now in Jamaica there is the expectation to be married and then have children.


During WWI my father volunteered to join the army: the British West Indies Regiment (BWIR). He trained at Salisbury and saw action at the Battle of the Somme and at Ypres, but that’s all I know. He never spoke about his time in the army. My father was a stoic man.


However, when I was born, he was a veteran and a policeman. A man is many things, but I think ‘policeman’ sums up my father. That’s how the community saw him and how he interacted with them. He was well respected as a policeman, and the local people saw him as his children did, a strict but fair disciplinarian. He didn’t stand for nonsense and wouldn’t let you get away with anything.


Before becoming a policeman, he worked as a tailor. I know that he went to work in Cuba for about nine months, but unfortunately, I don’t know what he did there; this was years before my birth. At that time it was very common for men from different islands to travel around to find work if there was nothing available locally.


Papa never spoke much about his time in the BWIR, he only said that he did his training on Salisbury Plain before moving over to Europe. Physically and mentally he was fine and on returning to Jamaica he went straight back to his job as a policeman. My research tells me that the men of the BWIR were mainly used as stretcher bearers and as helpers to build roads and gun emplacements and dig trenches. Basically, they were used as general labourers and most of the time they served within range of German artillery and snipers.


My papa was an athlete. When not on duty he would be out running or taking part in various athletic events on a weekend, often 100-metre and 200-metre events. He was so fast that he could have been in the Olympics. His best times were under the qualifying times for the Olympics, he could have gone in 1936, but he was too old by then. If only he’d trained for it and tried in his prime. Beyond the track, he liked to play tennis and just generally loved to be outside, even just walking in the countryside. Our neighbours were always saying that they had seen Papa out and about.


As for my mama, she was a very clever woman. She didn’t have much of a traditional education, nor did she have any formal medical training, but she was like the local nurse. People in the village would come to her with their ailments. The neighbours trusted her, and she would always try to help them, she never turned anyone away and never charged anyone.


My mother’s knowledge was that which is passed down from generation to generation combined with what she gleaned from experience. During the days of slavery, medical assistance for some of the enslaved was non-existent. The women and men had to learn how to repair cuts, bandage wounds and cool down fevers. Women like my mother have always been important to communities where medical professionals are not readily available.


One of the things that Mama would do to help her with her nursing skills, and I know that it was not a nice thing to do, but she would operate on one of our chickens. I suppose it helped if she ever had to put some stitches in a large wound.


Both my parents served our community in their own way and commanded tremendous respect from the community and their children. In another life I would have liked to be a doctor. I wonder how much of that desire came from watching my mother help everyone who came to her.


As well as being the local nurse, my mother was a housewife, she was an excellent cook. We had our own chickens and a vegetable patch, so we always had fresh meat, along with homegrown veg like yams and gungo peas. I have such fond memories of Mama’s gungo pea soup, it was one of the nicest things I would eat.


Mama made clothes for all us children, but Papa would make my trousers. For some reason he never made me a pair of long trousers, even when I got older, whilst my mama would make my shirts.


Every year my father imported fashion magazines from a company in Liverpool. Vogue, Weldon’s Ladies Journal and a few others. These magazines had free dress patterns included and within a few weeks of receiving the magazines, my sisters would be wearing the latest fashion items thanks to Mama’s sewing skills. How he got to know about these magazines I don’t know. Perhaps he found out about them when he was stationed in the UK. My papa was always resourceful.


I was part of a large family with seventeen years between the oldest and the youngest. Unfortunately many have passed away, only my sister Mel and my brother Sam (or GG as he is known) are still with us.


My sister Minerva (1921-?) trained to be a nurse and went to work in Trinidad once she had passed her exams. After a few years in Trinidad she moved to Cleveland, Ohio, where she married and had a family.


Essmedora, or Enez (1924-2011) as we knew her, is my half-sister. She was born in Cuba and only came to live in Jamaica when she was about seven. She lived with us for about six months, until her mother came to the island permanently, and they went to live in Montego Bay.


Gladstone, (1924-2006) was also a product of Papa’s wandering eye and is my half-brother. Upon leaving school, Gladstone became an apprentice cabinetmaker, Mama seemed to accept the situation regarding Papa’s infidelities and helped to look after Papa’s other children as they were growing up. Gladstone moved back to Jamaica in August 1995. Gladstone and his mother, Auntie May, lived in Hopewell.


Then there was me. After me another boy, George, was born, but unfortunately passed away in infancy.


Lynn (1930-2022) comes next, when she moved to Cleveland she married an American serviceman who was stationed in Germany. They came over to see me once in the UK, that would have been about 1974. She trained as a radiographer.


Bridget, or Bee (1931-2018) to her siblings, moved to New York. She worked as a care worker and was a good dressmaker like her mother. She came to visit me in 1992. I think it was her first visit to the UK.


Florence, or Grace, (1934-2002) became a teacher and eventually a headmistress. She helped to coach the Jamaican national netball team. When she came to London with the team, I met up with her, and the first thing she wanted to do was to go to Harrods.


Hannah, or Mate, (1935-2016) also lived in New York. I have no idea what she did for a living.


Pamela, or Mel, was a care worker and is still living in New York. She came to visit me in 2018. It was her first time in the UK.


Samuel (1938), or GG, when he lived in Jamaica he worked as a distributor delivering things like cookers and TVs. He now lives in Maryland. He worked with his nephew in Cleveland, but never trained in any particular industry, he was a jack of all trades.


I love all of my siblings, but due to the age gap I never got to know some of them. Naturally I was closest to my siblings who were only a few years older or younger than me, especially Gladstone. We would cause mischief together, but not too much, as my parents were very strict, especially my father. I was always being told, ‘no you can’t do that.’ Whatever they said, they meant it. If I didn’t do what I was told there would be a beating.


We always had chores to do, one of my jobs was to keep the yard clean, the yard was not much bigger than the average living room, but if there was even one breadfruit tree leaf or any other leaf left on the ground I would be in for a licking.


I was a bright boy growing up, if I do say so myself, and I could do anything a boy could do swim, cycle, ride a horse, etc. As a family we were fortunate that my father had a good job. My brothers and sisters were always well dressed when some of my friends were walking around barefooted and wearing rags.


At the age of four the family moved from Kingston to Cambridge in the St James area of Jamaica, when my papa had a new posting. We weren’t the wealthiest family, but my parents were still able to employ a couple of servants: a boy to help Papa with his horse, that was until I was old enough to help in looking after the horse and a girl to help Mama with the washing and the younger children.


One young girl who had worked with Mama for about five years, Gertie, enjoyed working for Mama so much that she did not want to stop working for Mama when we moved from Cambridge to Springfield. It was about seven miles to Springfield, so she would walk or get a lift from her house in Cambridge to our house. She would turn up on a Monday, stay a few days then walk home. Over the years there were a few girls who worked for Mama, and she liked to treat them all like daughters.


I went to school earlier than most Jamaicans, starting at four years old, it was about then that I learnt how to read and write. My school, the Montego Bay Barracks school, was considered a good school and I went there for four years. Mama took me to school for the first three weeks, showing me the way, it wasn’t far.


Then Gladstone came to live with us and it would just be me and Gladstone, walking to school, holding hands the whole way. There wasn’t much traffic in Jamiaca then, not many cars at all, so there wasn’t anything to worry about.


We moved into a house in Cambridge which was a mile from the police station. I was eight years old and my first day at Cambridge Elementary School did not go well. The standard of education in this new school was not as good as my old school in Montego Bay. My time there put me far ahead of my new classmates, some of whom were just starting school. In Cambridge, most children did not start until they were seven.


On my first day at Cambridge Elementary, the teacher wrote an exercise on the blackboard for the pupils to copy into their books. I was able to copy everything into my book very quickly, so I decided to have a little rest. I folded my arms and placed them on the desk, then put my head down on my arms, so it must have looked as if I was dozing off. I started to sing the latest song of the day to myself. I thought that I was singing the song in my head.


The teacher looked up and saw me. Enraged at seeing a boy relaxing in class, she scrambled to grab the ruler on my desk and gave me a knock on the head. I went into a rage shouting and carrying on with the teacher. The headmaster, Mr Blake, was summoned. The teacher accused me of being lazy, not realising that I had already finished the work.


Once everyone had calmed down and my work had been checked the headmaster moved me on to the next class. I was proud to move up and I still found the work quite easy, so three days later I was moved into the next grade up. Within ten days I moved up again.


The school curriculum was based on the UK system’s three Rs: reading, writing and arithmetic. We also had to do Latin and even after all this time I can still say a bit, just don’t ask me what it means.


From the ages of eight to twelve, I had a fight almost every day, sometimes because other students had a problem with me, but mostly because I was protecting my brother or sisters. I thought it was my duty to help them, nobody touched them if I was about. This amount of fighting might seem strange, it wasn’t normal then in Jamaica either. If these fights had been my fault, I’d have been in for a whooping from my papa. I didn’t seek these fights out, trouble just seemed to follow me at that age.


The first time I got into a fight was to do with my half-brother Gladstone, I was six at the time. A boy had pushed Gladstone down some steps. Someone came and told me what had happened, and when I got there Gladstone was at the bottom of the steps in tears. The boy who pushed him was the school bully, but that didn’t bother me. As I rounded the corner the boy looked at me and said, ‘what are you going to do?’ Now in that situation, even at that age, I don’t ask or answer questions. I punched the boy in the face, to show him what I was going to do. He left Gladstone alone after that.


Another incident involved my younger sister Lynn. When we left school, we had to cross over a railway line to get home. As Lynn was crossing the tracks, I was a few metres behind, chatting with my friend. A boy called Aubrey tripped her up. She fell in the middle of the tracks, hurt herself, and started to cry. I ran to them, Lynn bawling on the ground, Aubrey standing over her, laughing like it was the funniest thing in the world.


I punched him twice in the face before he even knew what hit him. I made the boy’s mouth bleed, and he ran off home. We had to pass the boy’s house on our way home, and we heard raised voices. ‘What happened to your mouth, buoy?’ his grandfather asked him.


Aubrey, now clearly crying himself, said through tears, ‘it was that Gardner boy,’ neglecting to mention why I had done so. His attempt to play the victim backfired though, the next thing we heard was two smacks, loud as gunshots. My punches were nothing compared to the beating Aubrey’s grandfather gave him.


‘You let that little buoy get the better of you?’ he said in between smacking his grandson, who at this point was howling from the pain and humiliation. Aubrey tried to explain himself further as we walked out of earshot, but I don’t think his grandpa was listening.


In the most significant incident, I didn’t get a hit in. When I was eight, I was helping a younger boy with his ABCs and reading. This boy had an older brother, only two years older than me, but he took exception to me helping his younger brother. The little boy tried to warn me that his brother was going to beat me up for helping him. For some reason he thought that me being young myself, I shouldn’t be teaching his younger brother. I ignored the threat.


The next day I was playing in the playground. It was a hot, Jamaican day and I went over to get a drink from the water tank. As I bent down to cup the water in my hand, I felt a bang on the back of my head. All I could see was stars, my vision was going black and as I was fading all I could hear was a voice shouting, ‘me going to kill you.’


The boy had taken a cast iron leg from a chair and smashed me around the head with it. The next thing I remember is sitting in the headmaster’s office having a plaster and bandage put on my head. Thankfully there were other pupils at the water tank, they managed to stop the boy from hitting me again.


The boy was suspended from school for a few weeks, on his return to school we were brought together. The headmaster warned us that if there was any more trouble between us there would be serious consequences. I never spoke to the boy again, but I still have the indentation and the scar on the back of my head to remind me of him. Thankfully because he was young, he didn’t have enough strength to hit me with too much force, or things could have been so much worse.


When not at school and after having done all my chores, I spent my time with my friends, Alan, Sidney and Dennis. There were a few more lads we hung around with, but we four were always there, inseparable. Once we had done all our chores, we all did what young boys do. We played cricket, ran everywhere, rode bikes, and swam in the warm Caribbean sea and the Great River. Papa always told us to treat the river water like sea water and not drink a drop.


I didn’t realise at the time what he meant, but I followed Papa’s advice unquestioningly. Though the water was always clear, waste from the sewers, factories and plantations would drain off into the river. That was the best advice Papa gave me.


We were out in nature a lot as kids. Some of our neighbours had horses or mules and it was on these animals that I learnt to ride. My best friend Dennis lived just down the road from me. His parents had a cow, and I would go to meet Dennis in the early mornings to help him milk the cow. The taste of fresh milk in the morning was wonderful.


A few people had small holdings in Longridge, a place not too far from Cambridge, growing all manner of fruit and vegetables, but the bananas were our favourite. As boys we would go and help them farm. When I was twelve a developer purchased the land, and everyone had to move out. The fruit trees were left at the mercy of the animals and birds and also a group of hungry young boys. You could always tell which the best fruit was to pick first, because the birds would be eating them. Every Friday we would wait until they ripened, pick them and go cook them.
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