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			This book is dedicated to my angel, my dearest wife, Catherine, who has stood by me through very hard times.

			To my four wonderful children, Corinna, Kevin, Victoria and Andrew. I’m a very proud father for all they have achieved in their lives.

			Max, Ella, Joshua, and Izabelle, my four beautiful grandchildren.

		
	
		
			 
			PREFACE

			This is a book about a young man growing up without a father to guide him, or to advise him on the pitfalls of life. From a very early age, I call upon my memory to write this account of my lifetime events.

			You, the reader, must make up your own mind about what follows, but everything that I have written is how I and only I remember and believe happened to me during my short stay on this wonderful planet.

			It finishes with me leaving training, just prior to joining the fleet as a fully qualified sailor – another story which is in the pipeline.

			However, life still goes on, even now in my 77th year, wondering who is, or was not, related to me, who was my father? Over the years, things have got nearer to the truth. I have been given information which I believe could be the truth. BUT MY MOTHER and her FAMILY have kept a deep dark secret, all this time.

			I am still, during 2021, trying to find out the full truth of my coming into this world. I am nearly there, details of my father have been confirmed. Still ongoing is the search for my elder sister, Margaret Alma Chandler.

			It has taken me approximately 35 years to actually first put pen to paper. I first sat down in front of my computer way back in around 2002, then again in 2009/10, thinking, Where do I start, how far back should I go? Why not from the time which had led up to my entering this world? So I sat there, trying to think of the life I had as a youngster, and that is when the memories started to flood in. Memories and life’s events came back to me one after the other.

			You, the reader, must make up your own mind. Did he really do all this? My apologies if some of the wording causes offence.
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CHAPTER 1

LIFE BEGINS WITHOUT A FATHER

Memories and life’s events came back to me one after the other. I am still wondering who is and who is not related to me, who was my father. Things have got a little nearer to the truth as I see it but cannot go into it much further for fear of upsetting others within my family and those who maybe or should be.

I have been given some information which I believe is the truth which I should have kept to myself rather than spoiling a great relationship with my close family members. I have found that life has certainly been far from boring. Very hard at times. Before I start this story, it is going to be very hard to put into writing. However, I am going to give it a try.

Why is it going to be so hard? Well, I have led a life without a father or father figure to look up to, to fall back on for any advice. All I had was beatings, mental and physical abuse. None of my family or classmates’ fathers treated them like mine was treating me. So why was he treating me this way? You, the reader, must be made aware that Charles Frederick Francis CUTTS was not my father, but I had to call him ‘Daddy’. Being so very young, I knew nothing else but him as ‘Daddy’. Every avenue I have gone down so far to find out the identity of my father, my natural father, that is, has led me to a dead end. It is only at the age of 67 years (now 77), I feel I should either be told the truth or find the answers myself. I have tried over the years to ask the question of my mother but to no avail. I am told one thing but when I made enquires it always came to a halt.

At a very early age I learnt how to stand on my own two feet, having been denied any affection or love by both parents. Well,  very little indeed from Mother. I did not know what love meant. Love and affection, I had none.

The word ‘love’ was never heard at all. The only words that were commonly heard around the house were ‘your bastard’ or ‘where is that little brat’, and other ripe language. I used the knowledge I had picked up to get from A to B, travelling around the country, by looking after number one – me.

Maybe you might think that is a bit selfish of me but there was only me. My grandparents, on my mother’s side, I loved dearly as they spent a lot of their time looking after me. From time to time, they gave me a roof over my head on many occasions from my birth or when I needed it, for which I am extremely grateful. A great debt I owed them but unfortunately could never ever repay. I have asked the question of my grandparents on more than one occasion, but they seemed to skirt around the question. My mother’s brothers and sisters, to my amazement, all clammed up very tightly when I asked the question.

I feel deeply sad about that part of this story, which had placed me in a very tight spot. I do not want to open up old wounds for those within my family. Mother should be the one able to tell me the truth, of her own free will. I do not know anything about my father. Even after Mother telling me a story about my father, on my investigation, I’m sorry to say I always came back with nothing. Even at this time of my life I have been told many different stories which I cannot believe or even contemplate to believe. I will cover those points as we arrive at the appropriate junction of my life.

To date, 2021, my inquiries have taken me to question most of my family members, starting with my grandparents, who say nothing as soon as I start asking questions. I have tried nearly all other relatives, with the same results. I tried to question my mother on many occasions but I find this very hard to do.

The old man’s details, or ‘step-father’ or ‘common law partner’ to mother, are as follows. Charles Frederick Francis Cutts was his name. I was always known as Kenny Cutts to everyone until the age of 15 and hated every minute of being called that – the mickey-taking was endless at school and around other children or my friends who I lived with at the time.

 
I was placed on the training ship, Arethusa, a nautical boarding school, soon after my 13th birthday, in 1957. This is when everything with regards to my name came out into the open at the age of 15-and-a-half, having just passed my examinations to join the Royal Navy in early 1959.

What had transpired was that the Royal Navy and Arethusa could not find any record of Kenneth Brian Cutts wishing to join up, so they wrote to my mother to ask the question and to supply my birth certificate. The padre then went on to explain that he had received a letter from Mother (dated 1st June 1959), which he handed to me to read. There, standing out, was the surname of Chandler – my true surname. I cupped the birth certificate in both hands and buried my face into it, the tears flooded out. You cannot imagine the joy that I felt at that very moment.

Mother told the story in her letter. As she put it, during the Second World War she had fallen pregnant with me after meeting this very nice Canadian soldier who was stationed in or around Dorking, in Surrey, on the lead-up to the D-Day landings, which he was involved in. But he never returned as he was missing or killed in action.

Everything the padre was saying to me was just a blur, then I came to my senses. What he was trying to tell me was great news, I just jumped for joy. I told him that from this moment on, I wished to be known as Ken Chandler. It did not take long for it to sink in or for me to get used to being called Chandler, it just came naturally. I did not question it anymore; I was just so happy to know that my name was no longer going to be Cutts. It had been at the back of my mind for a very long time.

Now I could get on with my life but I still had to go home on leave to my so-called parents (the Cutts house on Goodwyns estate in Dorking). The atmosphere was even worse than ever, so much so that I once again moved in with my grandparents in Mid Holmwood.

Fred was always known as my brother, never as a half-brother. News that he was also a Chandler, and not Cutts, came as a very big surprise to me but, having thought about it much later on, my mother’s conduct did not really surprise me. During those years, she had at least three children – Margaret (that’s another  story), Fred, Janet, with Christine some ten years later and me – outside of wedlock. In those days to do it once was bad enough. Her parents had more or less stood by her, letting her stay at home after returning from a young mother’s home.

Then, recently, around 2005-6, my sister, Janet (apparently Cutts’ daughter), when visiting Mother down in Burnham-on-Sea, Somerset, broached the subject of my father and suggested she tell me who he was as I was trying to get to the bottom of the matter.

During my next visit to Burnham for a visit to Mother one weekend, Cathy and I sat down to tea with her. She suddenly just said to me, “I am sorry that it has not been made clear who your father is or was.” Then Mother told me that my father was a Canadian soldier, called Harold Ronstadt. He was such a nice man to her, very handsome, a good-looker, as she put it. “You are just the image of him.” It turned out he was serving over here during World War Two and was stationed in or near Dorking. However, he is said to have gone off to the D-Day landings, never to return.

I have, to date, also made enquiries of the Surrey social services office in Epsom as this was the office from which Miss Wright (my social worker) worked from, to gain access to my records held by them. But, lo and behold, I have been informed that all my records have been destroyed through age. The story of my life is in so many records that have allegedly been destroyed. But the main thing was that nobody in authority or administration knew that I had been born until the 1st June 1959, the first date of my registration. So of course there were no records.

I, Kenneth Brian Chandler, said to be born the 12th day of January in the year of our Lord, 1944. Where I was actually born was in the Berrington Hospital, somewhere in the town of Shrewsbury, Shropshire. As shown on my new birth certificate. I believe this momentous event happened whilst Mother, Daisy Ethel Nellie Chandler, had been sent away from Dorking in disgrace to a large house or refuge for unmarried mothers. This was where Mother was sent to complete her pregnancy.

Chaddeslode House, Abbey Foregate, (approximately 150 to 200 yards from the main road). In 1.73 acres of grounds with  further gardens and grounds extending down to rear boundaries. Chaddeslode House itself stands away from the town centre. The entrance door is supported by two Doric columns. The house catered for eight unmarried mothers, plus babies, costing seven shillings and sixpence a week (a lot of money during those times).

I was actually born in a former workhouse, Atcham Union (near Shrewsbury), which, during the First World War, was used as a hospital – Berrington Hospital. It was later renamed as Cross House Hospital. Chaddeslode House was a mother and baby home run by the Church of England Diocese of Lichfield.

Most women had their babies and they were adopted soon afterwards. Why not me? I have been in contact with Shropshire County Council, who searched their records for the period of time around that of my birth date. Unfortunately, these enquiries have once again drawn a blank. Everywhere I seem to go, whoever I ask, always draws a blank.

However, they did have a record of Miss Daisy Chandler for about that time who had a child, a boy (possibly me). There were no details of the baby having been adopted. Why there? you may ask. All I can say I do not know why. All I know is that there has been a very very dark secret that not one, repeat, not one within the family circle will divulge to me. Every time I mentioned it later in life, when an adult, they went mute! A secret so bad I cannot get to the bottom of.

There is the case of me having an older sister, Margaret Alma. Where and when? Where is she today?

Was it that my mother had been so bad that her parents, Augustine Austin (Gus) Chandler, born 16th January 1887 in Reigate, died 22nd June 1969, aged 82 at Dorking General Hospital, and Ellen Jane Chandler (née Streeter) born 1893, died 27th July 1979, aged 86, did not wish to see my mother or have anything whatsoever to do with her at the time of her pregnancy? Was it not the first time she had transgressed?

Footnote

 
(Found on the internet in 2021)

HISTORY of CANADIAN WAR CHILDREN

During WW2 Canadian soldiers serving in Britain fathered well in excess of 22,000 children, many of which were unmarried, single women during and immediately after the period between December 1939 and May 1946 to these women the stigma of being an unmarried mother was too great resulting in the child being given up for adoption soon after birth. Even if the woman kept the child, the law at that time required the parents to be married or the father present at registration of the birth before his name could be included on the birth certificate. Many unwed women finding themselves pregnant who tried to trace their boyfriends, found that the regiment had moved him on and denied all knowledge of his existence. Following the war when the wife followed her husband to Canada, some found that the marriage was bigamous or for some other reason he could not be traced and therefore returned to Britain. Because of these circumstances many Canadian War Children have no knowledge of their paternal father which leaves many questions unanswered.

On the other hand, Canadian soldiers who knew that their girlfriends were pregnant may have been denied the opportunity by circumstance to keep in contact, some may have not even been aware that the child had been conceived. Many reasons may be given but the one overriding fact is that a child however old or father and half sibling has the right to know one another. Due to the passing of time these fathers may no longer exist but there could be half brothers and sisters who would relish the opportunity of knowing their half sibling in Britain. Likewise, the British child would gain the knowledge about their father that was denied them for so long.

The War Children are not looking to move to Canada or apply for Canadian Citizenship. They are aged between 65 and 71 years old (plus) now and most have children of their own and even grandchildren. All they want is to know their roots, not a lot to ask.

Pamela Wilson, Canadianrootuk.org

		 
	
		 
 
CHAPTER 2

MOTHER’S EARLY LIFE

I was not the first born to Daisy Chandler. I do know of a possible sister called Margaret Alma, date of birth 14th May 1942 (one-and-a-half years older than me). So, Mother could have been a very young mother of Margaret, just 18 years old, if that. Then to do it again from when I was born must have been very hard for her parents to accept. This sort of conduct was not condoned in those days, it was seen as very bad form to have children out of wedlock, a stain and strain on the family, hence why she was dispatched to Shrewsbury.

From time to time during my grandparents’ life, I lived with them at 2 Holmside Cottages. One day, I picked up a photograph situated on the mantelpiece over the fireplace in a prime position for everyone to see. I must have been about ten years old at the time; maybe a little less. The photograph was of my grandmother, Nellie, cuddling and tightly holding onto a lovely little girl, with white (blonde) tight curly hair, looking very pretty.

I asked the question, “Gran, who’s that pretty little girl with you in the photo?”

She replied, “Oh! That’s Margie, just a little girl who had to go away to Croydon, but she died of an accident in a child’s playground, hit by a swing.”

Then, a couple of days later, my grandfather also had a tear in his eye or he was crying, which, again, upset me. “Please do not ask any more questions about the photo, it upset your grandmother.”

Because of his words I never did ask any more questions. The photograph disappeared only to be seen once much later on in my life. Before contacting any living relatives left of my family, I wish  to make this unequivocally clear that I have had a very strong suspicion of who my father was. Those things might prove to be of a local nature and not overseas in Canada. The information that Mother divulged to me after my investigations have proven to be negative and I cannot prove them in any way. MOTHER HAS TAKEN HER SECRETS WITH HER TO HER GRAVE!

During 2007, I addressed a letter to three surviving relatives of my generation to see if any of them had been told by their parents anything of my story. The outcome was a negative answer once again, as far as they were concerned. My Aunt Marge in Somerset, wife of Donald, Mother’s younger brother, was also contacted in the same way, however, the answer was a very definite negative, saying she did not want anything to do with the question I had proposed of my birth right. Fortunately, or not, some weeks later, one of my cousins, who I have been very fond of, felt more or less the same as myself. Asking for my permission to follow up on this line of enquiry, she took it upon herself to question on my behalf the other only surviving relative at the time of my mother’s generation, Aunt Beryl (wife of Bunny, Mothers’ older brother). I gave my blessing; what harm would it cause?

After a lengthy conversation they had together on the telephone, I eventually received a telephone call in return from my cousin. She told me to go ahead and arrange a meeting with Aunt Beryl, to join her for tea at her flat. This was arranged. I do not know how true Aunt Beryl’s story is or was, I could only take it at face value at that moment. The only way it could be confirmed was by facing up to my mother, who was still alive at the time, living in Burnham-on-Sea. Unfortunately, she was very ill at time and the question had to be put to her straight, face-to-face, at the right opportunity. Both Cathy and myself arranged to join Beryl for tea at her flat.

My aunt told me that a local fellow, from South Holmwood, was almost certainly or possibly my father, as she had put it. At first, she would not commit herself to say for sure that he was my father (I shall not name him as it may cause too much upset to those close to him. He has since died and his wife, I believe, is still  alive and there may be others of this family close to him who are left).

You could have slapped me around the face with a wet kipper; I was so surprised when Beryl did give me his name. It was as if the lost piece of a jigsaw had been found.

As it turns out, I know his son very well indeed. He was a close friend to me when I came home on leave from Arethusa. We first met in a coffee bar in North Street, Dorking which had a jukebox in one corner where the youngsters of the day would crowd around to listen to the ‘new’ musical phenomenon sweeping the country.

This son of my now-possible father would be in the company of two other lads enjoying their leave period, who were both juniors in the Royal Air Force. I was invited to join them as I too was a junior in uniform.

Most of the girls in the coffee bar at the time came away from the jukebox to crowd around our table instead as the uniforms acted as a crumpet magnet.

There were many good times when on leave from the Royal Navy. We used to go out drinking together in the many public houses that were once on the high street of Dorking. We went with a couple of young men who joined the RAF as boys so we were all in the same boat and enjoyed each other’s company. We all became very good friends, ‘like brothers do’, a small band of brothers, you might say. Three or four of us in uniform and him in civvies, with us proudly showing off our uniforms of course.

I still see him from time to time on the Dorking high street. We exchange news and views, have a chat, but he, I believe, knows nothing of what I have now been told. It now makes these meetings very difficult. I also believe his mother still may be alive today; it would be wrong of me to do any following-up of this story of his father also being my father, making him my half-brother. How odd this would be.

In the case of Margaret Alma, I had been told Aunt Beryl and her husband, my Uncle Bun, wanted to take care of Margaret Alma, to bring her up to treat her as their own. In fact, they had made all the arrangements for this to be done legally – to adopt  her. This was not to be, however. As the days were drawing closer, getting nearer and nearer to the handover of the child, Mother took Margaret out one day, saying she was taking her out for the day as a treat – this was fine. The outcome of this was that Mother and Margaret disappeared for two or three days. She did not come home, nobody knew of Mother’s thoughts. When she did eventually return to her home, she did not have Margaret with her.

It is said that she went to a large house somewhere in Beare Green or the South Holmwood area, where Mother was in service as a domestic. She gave Margaret to the lady of the house so that she could be brought up properly and have a future; this is what leads me to believe that she may still be alive today.

The story of her being fostered by a family in Croydon and being killed in a swing accident in a child’s playground seems very unlikely. No death certificate can be found! My suspicions stem from how certain local persons have behaved towards me, now and in the past. I will try to explain these events as I continue with this part of my life.

A couple of years after this conversation with Aunt Beryl, another cousin and his son dropped in on us for a short visit and stayed for a cup of tea. The conversation got around to discussing the past and he told me that his mother, Hilda, worked with his father in a large house in Capel called Grenehurst Manor. Knowing that my mother once worked in service with Hilda, her sister, I put two and two together and came up with five!

I started to look or find out more about Margaret Alma, yet again to no avail. My Aunt Beryl could not or would not tell me the surname of the people with whom Mother had left Margie – maybe Beryl genuinely did not know their name. Aunt Beryl, bless her, threw another spanner in the works by hitting me with another bombshell. “Did you know that Freddie is not a son of Cutts?” But, true to form, she did not say any more about that subject; maybe she did not know his father.

Cathy and I spent a considerable amount of time talking to Beryl, when, lo and behold, she said, “Christine has the same father as you do,” meaning me. My chin hit the floor with a hell  of a thud. Cathy and I both had an intake of breath and looked at each other in amazement. Cathy was as shocked as I was.

My next move was to say, “Pardon?” I asked her to repeat what she had said.

“Oh yes, Christine has the same father as you. Didn’t you know? she replied matter-of-factly.

It made me feel a little sick. I was so surprised, as was Cathy. It did not occur to me to ask her to give me some sort of proof, which I regret. Aunt Beryl then went into a long statement, informing me of my grandmother’s actions in all of this. When I was born, my grandmother was seen visiting the brother (a bachelor, living on his own) who was said to be my father. She would take him homemade cakes and the occasional cooked meals. “Why?” I asked.

The answer I got was to keep him quiet from saying anything to me, to keep him sweet, to make him keep his promise to not say anything. He certainly did keep his word. If this is so, my mother seemed to have been carrying on with this same fellow for a very long time. From when Margaret was born in 1942, right up to when Christine was born in 1960, and beyond, no doubt, until he passed away.

Getting back to our tea with Aunt Beryl; if the things she was divulging to both Cathy and I were true, and the gentleman concerned was my father, whose brother lived opposite my grandparent’s cottage and behind Uncle Bun’s house, he was also disabled, having very badly formed feet. If the story of my father being a local lad from South Holmwood was true, then when I used to come home from boarding school at Sunnydown, from about the age of ten, and later when on leave from the Arethusa and Royal Navy, I used to see him (the brother) watching me. It was mostly from a distance, sitting on his moped or his bicycle, so I made it my business to get to know him a bit better.

I had seen him a lot in the past visiting Mother at our address at Chart Downs. He would visit Mother mostly during Sunday afternoons, when the old man would go to his local for a pint, come with gifts of produce taken from his large garden he had on the Holmwood Common. As I have said, I made it my business to  get to know him better. In fact, I got to know him very well. I made it my concern to find out about his disability and to visit him to help where I could. At this point I knew nothing of any connection to him and his brother in South Holmwood. I knew him from his visits to Mother earlier on in my life, so it was not too hard to get to know him.

His Name was Joe, or that’s what I called him. I found him to be very knowledgeable and kind-hearted. I got to help him with digging his garden, which was quite large with plenty of fruit trees and bushes of berries, with large plots of vegetables growing. When the visit had come to an end and it was time to leave or say goodbye, he would first of all slip me, as he put it, a little pocket money ‘to get by on’. But as I left, he would have tears streaming down his cheeks. The money was always a lot. If I was still on holiday from boarding school or Arethusa, he would give me nothing less than a £1 note nearly every time we met. At first, I tried very hard to refuse his generosity (a pound was a lot of money in those days). When holiday or leave was over I had to return, he made sure that he gave me a £10 note which I must say was a hell of a lot of money in those days (more than £100). He told me not to let any of my family know he was giving me pocket money, especially Cutts, as he would take it off me.

So I had to learn how to hide it from others. Upon returning to boarding school or Arethusa, I had to declare it, always being asked where I obtained such a large amount of money. I just explained that it was savings from doing extra work while on holiday. Thankfully my explanation was believed so my mother was never contacted about it.

It’s now obvious to me that Joe was possibly reporting back to his brother on my progress through life. It makes sense that he was also keeping in contact with Mother, with gifts, when I was much younger when we lived at Chart Down and later at Stubs Hill on Goodwyns.

Since the day Mother took Margie to the family of her employers, Mother and Aunt Beryl have been sworn enemies. So whatever Beryl has said in the past about Mother has caused a rift of bad feeling within the family circles. We all know that in the  past Beryl seemed to be a bit of a busy body and said things that other people did not wish to know. Beryl certainly did not get on with Mother, in fact they hated each other. I can see why Beryl was the type of person who called a kettle black, and does not care who knows it, the truth does hurt sometimes.

I have gone over and over what Beryl has disclosed to me. I have laid in bed thinking of what the outcome of all of this might be. How do I come to tell this alleged happening? I have agonised over it in my mind, the more I think of it the more I can begin to believe it, but how do I tell those who are involved in this sad situation? Sadly, I blurted it out at what should have been a celebration of Cathy’s and my 50th wedding anniversary garden party to Christine and Janet, who left both being very upset.

I have been in touch with the Salvation Army Family Tracing Service along with two television companies who were tracing long lost relatives, leaving with them a brief account of my history and what I wished to come out of the programme, but so far they have all said they would not undertake my story. Where oh where do I go from here? While there is a chance of finding out what happened to Margaret, I feel something further must be done, but how? If DNA is the answer or is required to get to the bottom of all these questions, then it should be done.

It was soon after being told all this information about my mother’s past that I had made up my mind to visit Mother and face up to her with all the information I had been given. As I have mentioned earlier, my first cousin, Peter, dropped in for a chat and a quick cup of tea. We were talking generally about family matters of the past when I mentioned the work that his mother, Hilda, sister of my mother, did during the war years. He informed me that my Aunt Hilda worked as a domestic in Grenehurst Manor House, Grenehurst Park, in Capel, in a village not far south of the Holmwoods. Hilda met her Husband, William (known as Uncle Bill) here; he was one of the gardeners at the big house. Knowing that my mother sometimes worked with Hilda, my next course of action was putting information I had been given together.

I approached the archives of the Capel Parish Council online. No luck there but it gave me a telephone number of the person in  charge of the Capel records. On contacting them, yet another blank, they had no records of the staffing of Grenehurst Manor. They did tell me at its height, a large number of staff were employed there. I have not been able to do any other follow-ups. The manor house became the Elim Pentecostal Bible College way after the war years.

Cathy and I had decided that we would visit on this particular weekend, and stay in a bed and breakfast house, if necessary. Unfortunately, during the week before the arranged visit, we received a distressing telephone call from my sister, Christine, telling us that Mother had been found lying in the hallway at the bottom of her stairs by the local postman, who noticed that her curtains had not been opened. After looking through the letterbox to see my mother, he immediately called the emergency services and Mother had been taken to Weston-super-Mare hospital and was in a bad way. We travelled down to see her in the hospital. Whoops! There goes my face-to-face encounter with my mother as she was in no fit state to answer or deny anything I put to her. Unfortunately, it turned out that her health had got progressively worse and worse, and she fell into a sharp downward slope of ill health until she eventually died on 10th December 2010.

Now I am in a position of trying to prove the information obtained from Aunt Beryl. I surely have to tell Christine and the others of what I have been told. Do I go straight to this ‘friend’ (his son) of mine and upset his apple cart? Maybe he already knows something. Oh, what do I do? I have tried to investigate it on my own, I have tried to get hold of the 1942-1943 census to ascertain the work that Mother was involved with at the time, but unfortunately that census was put on hold due to the War and there is a 75-year exclusion of access to the files. I do have further suspicion that his son may know of the situation. I have seen him lately in the town and he has crossed the road to avoid me, or am I getting too paranoid?

There is another reason why I think he may know. In the late 1990s I joined the organisation and became a member of Masonic order by joining Lingfield Lodge 7802, who met at Nutfield in Surrey. Within Masonry circles, it is suggested that you should try  to visit as many of the other lodges as you can as they are nearly always slightly different from that of your mother lodge (Lingfield). So living in Dorking at the time, I decided that I should visit Dorking 1149 to see how they do it. I arrived at Dorking Lodge, and who was the first person I met? No other than the son of my alleged father, my friend of many years. The surprise shown on his face was to behold, it was the same as you might see in a face of one who had seen a ghost. However, in Masonic circles, it states that ‘if one were to visit a lodge in which there is a brother with whom you are at variance, or against whom you entertain animosity, it is expected that you will invite him to withdraw in order to amicably to settle your differences, which being happily affected, you can enter the lodge and work with that love and harmony which should at all times characterise Freemasons’.

Since that first visit to Dorking Lodge 1149, I have joined the Dorking Lodge as a member. My friend has not put in an appearance now for over 17 years. Is he at variance with me? I do not know. He pays his subscription every year, members are in contact with him, but yet he still has not attended a meeting since that first meeting so many years ago. It does make me feel that there is something to the story of him maybe being my half-brother. I have been toying with the idea of hiring someone to trace what my mother’s life was like.

		
	
		 
 
CHAPTER 3

MY GRANDPARENTS. GRATEFUL THANKS FOR ALL YOU DID FOR ME

Now, getting back to my grandfather (Gus) from the Pointz Castle steam trawler. Grandfather (known in the Royal Navy as ‘Taffy’ as he came from Swansea) joined the Royal Navy at the outbreak of World War I. He did his training as a steam turbine engineer at HMS Vivid (now a naval reserve base in Plymouth) but he was soon to join the Home Fleet under Admiral Beatty at Invergordon in Scotland where he joined the battleship HMS Benbow. He took part in the great battle of Jutland, when on Benbow. He told me of long hours at ‘action stations’ in a hot engine room, as a stoker shovelling coal into the great big furnaces to keep up steam to the turbines. During the First World War, he also took part in the battle of Dogger Bank in the North Sea. I am not sure what ship he was on at the time but he did tell me he also saw time on HMS Valiant and HMS Iron Duke (both battleships) where he spent a lot of time at Scapa Flow in Scotland, which was being used as a base for the Home Fleet. Granddad also went to the Falkland Islands to do battle during World War I, but on which ship I am not too sure; I think it was the Valiant. So, he had many battles to fight and made it home afterwards. He must have won the medals of the day but I do not know who has them now; I would love to have even seen them.

Returning to civilian life, Grandfather first returned back to the Swansea area to find work, which after the First World War was very short in South Wales, leaving him to find work elsewhere. So off he set, walking from Swansea to Reigate, the actual place of his birth. Yes, I am told he walked all the way, during one of the  worst winters on record, with just a few belongings. How long it took him I can only imagine. Apparently the boots he was wearing when he arrived at Reigate had been totally worn out, he had used cardboard inside them as soles in the boots. Imagine it walking all that way just to find work.

He did eventually find work; I am informed he joined up with his brother William (Great-uncle Bill) who lived in North Holmwood, father of Brian Chandler of Chart Downs, who managed to get him to work in making bricks in the North Holmwood brickyard (now Holmwood Park estate). He lived in accommodation supplied by the brick company, in what is now Watham Road, North Holmwood. The building consisted of a long wooden bungalow (not unlike an Indonesian longhouse I saw in Borneo) which seemed to be raised off the ground on stilts with a high stairway to enter it. I do remember seeing these wooden bungalows during the early ‘50s and ‘60s. During his work there he had an accident, where a clay hopper (something like a small dumper truck which carried the clay to the factory) came away from its rail and fell onto him, trapping and leaving him with head injuries. As a result he was left out of work for a time.

When I was young and living with my grandparents, he worked as a linesman for the AJS (not sure what the initials stood for) but I do know that he worked for the Electricity Board, based at what is now known as Rough Rew, which was situated behind where we used to live in Flint Hill Close. His job was to keep all the overhead electricity wires clear of any obstructions, like trees and other plants. He also helped with clearing and putting up telegraph poles which supported the overhead wire cables.

Granddad always would carry his tools with him, everywhere he went. These were very sharp and I mean sharp. Axes which could cut a bough of a tree in half with one blow. He also had this large scythe which was a tool used for cutting long grass and bramble bushes, with a long curved cutting blade, very sharp, set at right angles to the handle, on the end of this long handle which in turn had two smaller handles attached so that the tool could be held in each hand. It was swung from side to side in a cutting motion to cut the grass, etc. Other tools he carried were sickles or  ‘fagging hooks’, smaller grass cutting tools. Granddad used to wear heavy boots, with leather gaiters halfway up his legs, for protection against being cut by his tools. I used to help him take off his gaiters and boots when he came home from work. He had a particular way of securing his boots, by a single long leather boot lace, which he would tie a knot at the bottom hole in the boot, then thread this single lace though all of the holes to the second from top hole, then rap the lace twice around the ankle, tucking in the loose end under the lace which went around his ankle, it never came undone. Then I used to have his slippers ready. When he would sit in his chair next to the open fire grate, I used to sit on the carpet beneath his feet. He would turn on the radio (they did not have a television in those days – could not afford it) for the six o’clock news. Afterwards he would tell me where he had been working that day.

The family, my grandmother and cousins and I, used to sit on the common watching for the dark green AJS lorry to pull up on the main road, opposite to what used to be the Norfolk Arms public house. We watched Grandfather jump down from the back of the lorry, and we would all run down the common to meet him. I say ‘we’ – that was Peter, Valerie, my cousins and myself. He would never let us handle or hold any of his cutting tools, they were always very sharp. When the AJS depot started to run down its staff, Grandfather was one of the first to go, as more modern cutting equipment came into being. So he took up gardening for some of the large houses around Dorking. He was a fantastic gardener, knew everything about it down to the Latin names of plants.

Now, my grandmother, Ethel Nellie (née Streeter) – most people called her Nellie – was a well-built woman of about five-foot-one-or-two, very thick set, not fat, just broad, you did not mess with her, a no-nonsense woman. My memory of her was of a very hard worker, always having her brick copper boiling away in the corner of the kitchen. Now this copper was where she would wash all of the clothing. (no washing machines in those days). It was made of a copper basin of about three or four feet across, about three to four feet deep, which had to be filled with  buckets of cold water from a single cold water tap in a large earthenware white sink in the kitchen. No running hot water taps in those days. To light this large copper, built underneath was a large fire grate, which had to be lit using kindling wood and paper, often we would start it by taking a small shovel and take the burning ember from a large cooking stove in the dining room, or from the front room fire if alight, place the embers under the copper, then put on the kindling wood, if they had coke place some onto it and off it would go. Once boiling it cleans the clothes and the smell of washing powder and steam from the copper fills the house. I cannot remember that house ever being too cold, mostly it was very warm indeed.

The toilet was built onto the side of the house, but to use it you had to go outside the back door and into the toilet. They did not use toilet paper as we know it today, nice and comfortable and soft, but hanging on a hook would be pages of the Radio Times or newspaper pages cut into strips of three and hung on a piece of string on a nail made into a hook. You had to rub the paper between your hands to make it feel a little softer. It got very cold out there in the winter, so you did not spend too long sitting out there. (The print on the paper would come off in your hands, Lord knows what your bottom looked like after being rubbed with a newsprint).

All the cooking was done on this great big black fire or grate, situated in the dining room, which had several hobs on it, again a solid fuel was used like coal, coke or mainly logs of wood. There would always be a very large black kettle boiling on the stove, which had a black bottom, the blackness cause by the heat of the hob. Later on, the landlords put in a small gas cooker with a couple rings on the top with a small grill, with an equally small oven, but Gran seemed to manage on it. She was a fantastic cook.

Bath time – that was another ordeal. There was no bathroom, just a scullery or the little kitchen sink; the scullery or small kitchen was not big enough for using the bath. First you had to go outside in whatever weather, snow or shine, take the large galvanized tin bath, which was hanging on a hook on the back outside wall in the garden, next to a large apple tree. We had to  carry it or drag it, as it was too heavy for us children, into the dining room area, moving a large wooden table to one side. This routine happens at least once or twice a week. Mainly on a Saturday, the tin tub would be brought indoors and filled with boiled water from a variety of pots and pans, or taking water out of the copper in the kitchen, as each of us took our weekly bath. In the meantime, the copper had to be lit and filled with water, which, when hot enough, had to be transferred into the tin bath on the floor of the dining room. In those days, it used to be the man of the house who got the first bath, followed by the rest of the household all the way down to the youngest member of the family, me. By then, the water was so dirty you might not be able to see such a little one in there, hence the expression about ‘not throwing the baby out with the bathwater’. The house had no central heating but it was always warm in the winter.

As I remember, it was rather a crowded house, although I could have been perfectly happy there if I had been born into another family, but being out of wedlock, it was a different story. My family was against me from the start. My crime was that I was not really wanted or welcomed. I did not understand why all this was happening, very sad to say but that was the attitude of people back just after the Second World War.

Later, when Cathy and I were living in Singapore, my grandparents had to move out of the cottage at 2 Holmside Cottages because the landlord wanted to modernise the house and live in it himself, so the local council had to find the grandparents somewhere else to live. They placed them in Wenlock Edge, the high-rise block of flats on Goodwyns Estate. Granddad was very upset about all of this, firstly, being told he had to get out of what he knew as his home and precious garden. All the long hours he had put into making it his own pride and place, where he could wile away his days doing what he loved best, his gardening. He said if he would have to live there in Wenlock Edge, he would die there. It was not long before he became very unwell, eventually being placed in the Dorking Cottage Hospital in South Terrace, Dorking, where he just gave up living and passed away. A very sad day for me.
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