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Hello World


I arrived into the world at midday on Sunday 3rd February 1957.    I was born at home it was usual to be born at home then. My home was 6 Carlisle Terrace, Dinnington, Sheffield, Yorkshire.    The house is still there, it is a mid-terraced house just off the High Street in Dinnington.    My birth parents and older sister, May lived in one of the upstairs rooms, the house was rented by an old lady who lived downstairs.    I have no recollection of this momentous event and only recently discovered my birth weight was 7lb 4oz.    I have never seen a photo of myself as a baby. The reason for this is that I became what is now called a ‘looked after child’. I was given the names Iris Edith, my first name being the same as my birth mother’s sister and my second name being the same as my birth father’s mother and one of his sisters. This book will inform you about my journey from birth to present. Finding out the truth about why I was taken into care and the interesting but traumatic path my life has followed.


As a child I liked the fact that I was born on a Sunday due to the rhyme;





Monday’s child is fair of face.


Tuesday’s child is full of grace.


Wednesday’s child is full of woe.


Thursday’s child has far to go.


Friday’s child works hard for a living.


Saturday’s child is loving and giving.


But the child that is born on the


Sabbath is bonny, blithe, good and gay.


I believed that I should be good and happy because the rhyme said that I was.    The rhyme was in a children’s book that I was given as a birthday present.


I love the fact that I am a Yorkshire lass in fact I am very proud of that. Some people try and mimic and belittle Yorkshire people to the extent of trying by attempting to mimic a Yorkshire accent in such a way that it insinuates that    Yorkshire people are stupid. They haven’t a clue that someone born in South Yorkshire will have a dialect different to those in West Yorkshire, North Yorkshire or East Yorkshire and even within those areas there will be differences. For instance, my brother says water as in w    a    (as in apple) t e r    whereas I say water as in war ter.    Am I a posh Yorkshire lass?    or is it due to being chastised for saying w a (as in apple) ter. I don’t say thee and tha either. However, I don’t mind the colloquialism used by any of my Yorkshire peers I feel at home when I hear the accent.    I love Yorkshire and most people born in Yorkshire would agree. Or maybe I feel that way because I feel that I ‘belong’ there.


My earliest memories are of living in Oakwood Grange Children’s Home, Rotherham.    Most of us will have flashbacks to being a very young child, to events that had such an impact on us in our earliest years that we remember them forever.    It seems strange in some ways that I have no recollection of being taken away from my birth parents but then again, I was only two years old.    My sister May who is 18 months older than me does remember it.    She has informed me that we were in a big black car sitting together on the back seat, that I was crying and trying to stand up, she told me that she had tried to reassure me and said, ‘it’s okay I will look after you and we will be better off’.    Quite a statement to make considering she was only four years old.    Maybe she had heard an adult say that we would be better off in care than with our birth parents.    May, remembers a lady sitting on the front seat holding a baby. When giving some thought to that it must have been Tommy our younger brother at that moment in time and it was confirmed years later that it was him.    May doesn’t have any recollection of our younger sister Irene being in the car with us but we have since discovered that Irene had initially been taken into Lodge Moor Hospital before being taken to Oakwood Grange.    In Oakwood Grange however, we would not have had day to day contact with Irene as she was younger than us and would have been placed in the nursery as was Tommy.    May and I were therefore separated from our younger two siblings on the point of being taken into care.


Oakwood Grange was where Rotherham District Hospital now stands.    There was a long drive with trees lining it leading up to the house. The drive was next to what was the grammar school. Years later when I was living in Teesside I became friends with two men who had grown up in Rotherham and attended that school at around the time I was there, it is a small world.    Oakwood Grange was a large Victorian house that had been turned into a children’s home.    The house was made of stone, the front of the house had large windows and a large wooden and glass front door.    Inside the house some of the floors were tiled and some were wooden so whenever anyone walked or ran around you could hear the noise echo around.    The house always smelled of polish and cleaning products, it was well looked after by the staff.    I remember the house and grounds very well and it was a great shame when the main house was knocked down to make way for Rotherham District Hospital and its car park.


There was a large fenced off area in the grounds.    I frequently climbed up the fence to try and get the donkey who lived on the other side of the fence to come over so that I could stroke it.    The elderly man who looked after the donkey and the grounds would talk to me and the other children and he would encourage us not to be frightened of the donkey.    People who know me now might not believe it, but I didn’t say very much to the man in fact I didn’t say very much to anyone at all as I was very shy but would overcome my shyness so that I could stroke the donkey.


My other memories of the time when I lived at Oakwood Grange include sleeping in a white metal bed on wheels, similar to those found in hospitals during that time. The beds were around the sides of a large room and other children slept in those beds.    May’s bed was next to mine, where else would she be?    May looked after me as she had said she would when we were in the car.    We always played together, when the weather was fine we frequently played outside in the grounds where we ran around as children do with the other children.    I can remember May often pushing me around on a sit and ride toy. It was a large dog on wheels, you see them in museums now, even though I couldn’t push her on it she spent ages pushing me around on it.    I can remember one of the adults on occasions pushing May around on it so that she could have her turn.


There are some moments during the time that I lived in Oakwood Grange that frightened me enormously and had an impact on me for years. On one occasion I remember being lined up with other children in a large stone flagged scullery that had large rectangular white pot sinks.    This room was quite dark as it had quite small windows.    As I waited in line I could see a man who was wearing a white coat. I could hear that he had quite a deep voice and noticed that when the individual children went up to him he made them cry.    Due to lining up and watching all the other children getting upset, when it got to my turn I had become really tense and frightened and yes, I did cry in fact I screamed when he stuck something sharp in my arm, it really hurt.    This was my first experience of having injections.    I still don’t like injections, but I am very brave and don’t scream or cry anymore but it took me a very long time to become brave.    There was no Mum to comfort any of us. It was like a mass programme of injections up you went, he stabbed you with the needle you cried and then you were quickly moved out of the way ready for the next child to be stabbed.    I wonder if they did this to their own children, why didn’t one of the members of staff sit the individual children on their knee give some reassurance and cuddle them before and after they had been vaccinated.    Looking back, it seems very cold and impersonal.    I know now with all the safeguarding of children it might be frowned upon for staff to cuddle a child, but I do know that in the special schools that I have worked in, the nurses and staff support and reassure any child who must have any treatment if the parent isn’t able to be there to do it.    When I took my own children for their injection’s I made it as calm as I could make it and there were lots of cuddles afterwards.    I didn’t enjoy that part of motherhood at all and due to my apprehension about injections I was very tempted to persuade their Dad to take them but thought that I would be letting my children down. I was also told that I was being silly when I voiced my worries about taking them and that it would be fine.    So sorry kids I did take you, but I did tell you what was going to happen and tried to reassure you before it happened that it would only hurt for a short time, sometimes you cried for a short time but not for too long and it was for your wellbeing.    When I have seen the mass inoculation programmes of children in third world countries I have seen them line up but their mums or an adult are always there holding and comforting them.


Another scary moment that I remember is being taken a long walk with the other children, well it seemed a long walk to me as my legs were very small. We all wore the same outfits blue and white dresses for the girls and the boys in shirts and short trousers, it would like a school outing. It was a nice sunny day and all the children were running around or sitting on a grassy embankment.    Suddenly there was lots of noise in the foreground it was a freight train there was a lot of very load banging and clanging from the train and what I now think was a steel works. I screamed and screamed in terror.    May came to the rescue again and hugged me and tried to soothe me.    None of the women who were in charge picked me up, hugged me or reassured me they were all sat around, and they just laughed and said not to be silly.    Silly, for goodness sake I was a terrified two-year-old.    I needed a motherly figure not adults laughing at me.


The earliest memories I have of the lady who was to become my Mum; Mary Alice Holbrey, are of her being in our dormitory in Oakwood Grange, she was cleaning very early in the morning and chatting away to May.    She was always a cheerful, smiling and friendly person and May of course would talk to anyone anyway and still does, in fact it is a struggle to get a word in most of the time!    We both got to know her quite well and that was good for me as I was very quiet and shy at that time.


After a while I visited my home to be I remember the journey to visit my future Mum’s home.    I suppose that was because I had been confined to the boundaries of Oakwood Grange for months. Mum was a tall slim woman who always walked fast, especially for a little girl I remember her carrying me down a big hill and up another one, getting onto a big blue bus to travel to her house. Any direction from Oakwood Grange and from where Rotherham Hospital now stands you must go down a hill.    Mum did tell me the way she walked with me years later after I informed her that I could remember going to her house for the first time.    I had remembered it very well, we had crossed the main road and went down the steep hill and up the steep hill at the other side to Herringthorpe where we caught the bus. Mum was always watching the pennies and had worked out that it was cheaper catching the bus there rather than catching a bus into the town centre and then catching another one from the town centre to Maltby.    Or she could have walked a long way into the town centre which was in the opposite direction to Maltby. So, the walk down the hill and then up a hill saved money and was going in the right direction for Maltby.    I had a few weekend visits prior to me being fostered by my Mum and Dad to assess whether I would settle into the family.    Apparently, I didn’t say very much on these visits, but I wasn’t frightened either.


I don’t recall a moment when I went to live with my new family or feeling that I was being taken away from May, so it was obviously well organised and maybe as I didn’t know any different I thought that it was normal and what people did.    Mum was a lovely cheerful person who looked after me well when she took me to her home on weekend visits.


First, I should explain why Mum and Dad fostered me in more detail.    My mum Mary Alice Holbrey was married to Clag (Clarence) they had a son eleven years older than me; Ronnie.    When I was old enough to understand Mum explained to me that she had always wanted another child especially a daughter, but it had never happened, they had never been able to have another baby. In those days there wasn’t all the knowledge there is available now about infertility, women either got pregnant or didn’t.    One of my older female cousins who lived around the corner from us when I went to live with Mum, Dad and Ronnie    told me that she and her sisters had often been ‘borrowed’ by mum, she would put ribbons in their hair and do other mother daughter type activities.


Mum got a job working at Oakwood Grange as one of her friends, Miss Jones, who lived at the bottom of Dunns Dale, worked at Oakwood Grange Children’s Home and after Miss Jones and Mum had a chat about Miss Jones’ job and Mum saying that she wanted to work with children.    When Miss Jones knew of a vacancy at Oakwood Grange, Mum applied for and got the job. Mum did other domestic duties there that included cleaning the room that May and I slept in.    She would talk to the children and after a while Mum decided that she would like to foster a child, she chose me and for that I will always be eternally grateful to her for taking me into her home and her family and to my Dad and my brother Ronnie for accepting me into their lives too. By living with them I learnt what being part of a family was, how to treat people with respect along with good standards of hygiene.    It was in part fate, being in the right place at the right time that I got the opportunity of a family life.


Ronnie appeared to have taken my arrival in his stride.    Imagine being a fourteen-year-old boy, and even more importantly an only child having a three-year-old girl come and live with you.    Even though I might have been a pest on very rare occasions I think I was also an asset as he got more freedom as Mum was very busy looking after me now to be chasing after him and what he was up to.    I was quite a novelty with the teenage girls on the street too and Ronnie probably got a little more attention from them due to their interest in me.


I had lived in Oakwood Grange Children’s Home for eight months by the time I was officially placed with my new family in a short-term foster placement.    During that eight months May, Irene and I had not seen our birth parents at all and that was not the choice of social services, parents were actively encouraged to visit their children so that the children would not forget who their parents were and so that the parent/child bond would not be broken completely.




Chapter Two
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New Beginnings


Having spent eight months living in Oakwood Grange Children’s home together including Christmas, May and I were separated at the point we were placed in our foster homes.    My foster Mum had wanted to foster both May and I to keep us together, but it had already been agreed that a Mr and Mrs Ellis who lived in Wath upon Dearne could foster May.    Mrs Ellis was asked if she would relinquish May so that we could remain together, but she refused to do that.    Irene had made visits to one of my foster Mum’s sisters with a possibility of her and her husband fostering Irene    but as they were moving away from Maltby due to my Mum’s brother-in-law gaining employment in Derbyshire they were not allowed to foster Irene and therefore she was fostered at the same time as May and I to a Mr and Mrs Clarkson who lived in Bramley near Rotherham which was only a few miles from where I lived.    Fortunately, all three foster mothers wanted May, Irene and I to have regular contact and wanted us to make visits to each other’s foster homes on a frequent basis and social services agreed with this and as we were supposed to be in short term foster care and it was seen to be better therefore that we didn’t forget each other. Tommy was no longer in care, he had been returned to our birth parents, we were told years later that it was thought by social services that our parents could cope with one baby.    As I have stated our foster mums ensured that the three of us had regular contact, but our parents displayed no interest in us and through their own choice had very little contact with any of us whilst we were in care.    They didn’t even send letters or birthday cards to us which they could do through social services.


Mum, Dad, Ronnie and I lived in a typical three double bedroomed council house it was in a row of four, our house was one of the middle ones the one to the right of a gennel (a narrow tunnel also called a ginnel in some areas) between the two middle houses so that you could access the back of the two middle houses.    The gennel was a great place to play especially if it was raining as I could continue to play outside with my friends.    As I and my friends got bigger we could walk up the side walls of the gennel either with our back against one of the walls we were able to gradually move up with our feet on the other wall and using our hands to propel our bodies up the other wall or we would walk up the inside of the gennel by making our bodies into an x shape with a foot and hand on each wall.    The aim was to touch the ceiling.    I never achieved that but some of the taller children did.    We got told off occasionally, if we played ball games in there as it must have echoed and the bang, bang, bang of the balls on the walls must have spoilt the sound of the radio programmes being listened to indoors.    The elderly lady, Mrs Scholey who lived at the other side of the gennel never complained about the noise as we played but my Mum used to tell us to quieten down if we got too loud. The neighbours and the people living on the street were all lovely people and there was a real community spirit amongst the people living on the street and around Maltby, everyone knew everyone else and looked out for each other and back doors were really left open and wide open in the warmer weather!


Mr and Mrs Bratby our next-door neighbours had one of their grandsons living with them Ian, he was older than me.    They held a bonfire and fireworks at their house on 5th November every year they had the end house and a huge garden at the side of their house as well as at the back of their house.    Mrs Bratby, Mum and other ladies made jacket potatoes, bonfire toffee etc the big boys would have collected the wood for the bonfire for days before by dragging home branches of wood from the trees that were at the top of our street.    Ronnie and his friends and spent hours down the woods, playing, climbing trees and messing about as did generations of children before them had done and I did with my friends.    The boys oversaw the construction of the bonfire and the Dads and Mr Bratby would check it out and give their advice.    All the families contributed fireworks.    I was always very excited when Dad bought some fireworks for our contribution and I kept wanting to open the tin that they were kept in to have a look at them.    Mum would keep saying ‘Iris, leave those fireworks alone, they are dangerous’. They would be then put on a shelf high up out of my reach which was a good idea.    On the day of the bonfire I would be very excited and keep pestering my Mum about when I could put my wellies, coat, gloves and hat on and go to Mrs Bratby’s house, but I don’t know why as I liked the rockets and Catherine wheels but didn’t like the bangers or the jumping jacks at all, they frightened me.    The jumping jacks did just that, when they had been lit they jumped all over the floor and crackled spitting out sparks. To me they were out of control, so I used to run into the kitchen and look through the window at them but covered my ears up with my gloved hands until all the jumping jacks and bangers had finished.    I liked the sparklers as well as the Catherine wheels and the fireworks that didn’t bang and would write my name and make pretty patterns with the lit sparklers.


Mrs Bratby often popped into our house to see Mum and they would have a cup of tea and a gossip.    Mum had lived in our house with her Mum and Dad when she was growing up and had sometimes looked after Mrs Bratby’s children, so they had a very long and close friendship.    Her first name was Minnie, but I wasn’t allowed to call her that.    When I was growing up and the way I was brought up it was very disrespectful to call an adult by their Christian name unless it had the prefix of Auntie or Uncle and Grandma and Grandad’s were just that with the suffix of their surname if speaking about them to the children e.g. ‘We are going to Grandma Hutchinson’s or Grandad Hutchinson said….’.    In their presence the children called them Grandma or Grandad.


At home during the day most women always wore a headscarf that was tied at the front above their foreheads and the ends of the scarf were tucked in.    This was to keep their hair neat and tidy and not spoil the wash and set they had had done at the hairdressers, my mum always went on a Friday afternoon to get her hair done with a cut and a perm completed every six weeks or so. Women often had a roller or two in their fringes during the day especially if they were going out later.    They wore slippers and their nylon stockings all day (there were no tights then) the stockings were rolled down to their ankles, so they wouldn’t get laddered but would be quickly pulled up and connected to their suspender belts and the headscarf and rollers removed if someone knocked on the door.    It took them seconds to do this as they were so skilled at it.    They always wore their ‘work clothes’ with a flowery wraparound overall that had matching plain bias binding at the edges, the overall crossed over at the front and tied on the side over the top of their ‘work clothes’.    My Mum even had work shoes to do the housework in!


I often popped in to see our neighbour Mrs Scholey just to have a chat. I don’t know how old Mrs Scholey was but she in my eyes she was very, very old.    She was very small in stature and had short white hair and was in my eyes much older that Mrs Bratby!    I thought she might be lonely as she lived on her own even though her family lived in Maltby and frequently popped in to see her and made sure that she was okay and had everything.    Her Granddaughter Dorothy, who was a grown up in my eyes. I had been informed that she was training to be a teacher she would visit her Grandma often and used Mrs Scholey’s sewing machine I was fascinated with this and spent hours chatting to her and watching what she did and asked her a lot of questions.    I loved Mrs Scholey’s house it was full of nick naks and framed photographs of her family, I never touched them though but loved looking at them.    She had a very large framed photograph of her husband dressed in his army uniform on the wall that always had a poppy or two attached to it, he was a hero in my eyes.    I especially loved visiting Mrs Scholey on a Monday morning as she had a huge boiler that she dragged out into the small passage between the kitchen door, coalhouse door and toilet door.    She boiled all her white undies, towels and bedding in it. You could smell the washing powder from outside, and in the passage of her house you could feel the heat from the boiler and had to peer through the steam to see Mrs Scholey.    Mrs Scholey also had a scrubbing board that she would use to scrub any marks on the clothing. She also had a poss stick, this was metal on one end and she held the stick and pushed the metal end up and down that created a suction to get the dirt from out of the items being washed. She wouldn’t allow me to do this but would occasionally allowed me to use the wooden tongues to push the washing up and down gently if I was very careful as the water was boiling hot I felt very important doing this for Mrs Scholey.    She also had dolly blues (little blue bags) that she put in the final rinse of her white’s wash.    Mrs Scholey told me that the little dolly blues made the whites continue to stay white. I was fascinated that something blue could make things whiter, but it did I checked Mrs Scholey’s whites carefully.


Washday was just that a whole day due to the way it had to be done. No automatic washing machines or tumble dryers. Things were dried on the washing line outside or in front of the coal fire. As soon as they were dry enough they were ironed and put away after being aired.    Aired means making sure they were no longer damp. When Mrs Scholey was ironing she used starch to make the table cloth and her dress and blouse collars and cuffs stiff.    Mrs Scholey had a lovely kind face and was very patient with me asking her lots of questions. Mrs Scholey taught me how to do the washing properly, none of the automatic washers that we have nowadays.    The washing and ironing took all day and the women seemed to be very satisfied with their efforts. Whites had to be sparkling white and the ladies would be checking each other’s washing hung on their washing lines.    It was quite an achievement I think as everyone had coal fires and there was a lot of soot around in the air.    I like to think that I kept Mrs Scholey entertained and stopped her getting lonely. Mum wasn’t very impressed when I started telling her about Mrs Scholey’s underwear how big her knickers were and how long her vests were and told me that I shouldn’t be looking or saying that.    I also informed Mum all about how to do the washing properly, as if she didn’t already know.    Mrs Scholey bought me gifts at Christmas and one year she bought me a lovely fluffy yellow hat for Christmas it had a long yellow ribbon on it, I loved it and would have worn it in bed if I had been allowed. That hat is one of the things that I would have liked to have kept forever but I still remember Mrs Scholey well. I have very fond memories of both her and Mrs Bratby.


My Dad’s Dad; Grandad Holbrey lived across the road from us and my Dads sister, Auntie Joan her husband; Uncle George and their family lived around the corner when I first moved in with my Mum. Dad and Ronnie.    They had a big family Joanie, June, Joyce, Jean, Young George and later Christopher. The post must have been a nightmare all those J Goodgroves living at the same address.    The older girls were about Ronnie’s age, young George was much younger than Ronnie but older than me. My new girl cousins used to play with me like a little sister, teaching me rhymes and games, I distinctly remember them teaching me amongst other things the rhyme ‘Pop Goes the Weasel’ when I was playing in their back garden, it took me a while to get the hang of making the popping noise with my finger and my cheek. Mum wasn’t impressed when I was learning to do this as I repeatedly got spit all over my fingers when I was practising.    Their younger brother Christopher was a couple of years younger than me, they moved around the time he was born to the other end of Maltby to a larger house.    I missed them all when they moved but fortunately their new home was not too far away, so Mum and I used to visit them frequently.    It was great when the girls got married they had fabulous family weddings with music and dancing.    My Dad taught me how to waltz at these family weddings and do some country dancing such as the Gay Gordon’s.    Also, I could stay at the wedding reception until it finished which was very late at night.    When he had had a few pints, my Dad used to sing and had a good singing voice, I loved to hear him sing, to me it meant that he was happy and not the beer making him happy as I didn’t understand about the different effects that beer had on different people at that time.


My Dad had one sister, Auntie Joan and five brothers, Uncles Frank; Ken; Chuck (Charles); Horace and Fred. They were all married and had children of their own. Three of these uncles were in the Army and didn’t live in Maltby when I was growing up, but they would visit Maltby from time to time.    The youngest brother Uncle Fred lived in Dinnington that wasn’t too far from Maltby and was where I had been born.    Uncle Fred married Auntie Gwen a few months after I had joined their family and I attended their wedding with my Mum, Dad and Ronnie. This wedding is another early memory that I have.    A few days before the wedding Mum and I went to the newspaper shop in Maltby that also sold cards and other items. Mum bought some confetti and she and I also chose a pretty silver horseshoe.    I didn’t understand that I wouldn’t be able to keep it and that it was to give to the bride to keep.    After we came out of the church photographs were taken and Mum had already given me the horseshoe, so I had been holding the horseshoe for quite some time.    Mum had a handbag I had a pretty horseshoe.    Mum then took me up to the bride and groom to have my photo taken, that was okay but then I had to give the bride the horseshoe I was not allowed to keep it.    Tears followed, and my eyes look puffy on the wedding photo.    I have frequently asked for my horseshoe back and am still waiting for its return.    It must have brought them luck as they have been married for almost sixty years.    They did buy me a horseshoe when I was sixty which shows they appreciate the banter we have had about it.    It has pride of place with other precious items on my sideboard.


My Mum had two brothers, Uncles Joe and Raymond and four sisters, Aunties Winnie, Edie, Norah and Doreen. They also had husbands and children. Uncles Joe and Raymond and Auntie Edie lived in other areas of England but would visit Maltby from time to time.    Auntie Doreen and her husband Uncle Ben lived elsewhere for a while but returned to Maltby. Mum and I would visit each of her sisters every week and my Dads Sister Auntie Joan, so we were quite a close-knit family.    Every Christmas Day most of the relatives would meet up at Auntie Winnie’s home for tea.    The adults would be in the large kitchen/dining room and eat first the children of all ages would be in the front room playing games and would then eat after the adults had finished. It was always dark and cold when we walked back home. One Christmas I was ill, and we had to stay at home I think I was more upset about not going to Auntie Winnies than being ill and in discomfort.


My Mums parents; Grandma and Grandad Hutchinson lived in Maltby in a council house and we visited them a few times a week. They had a bird table and a sundial in their back garden that I was fascinated with and if there wasn’t any water in the bird bath I would be allowed to fill it up.    Grandma explained that the birds drank the water and they also bathed in it.    I thought it was funny that birds had baths and then drank the same water.    I did try a taste of my bath water it wasn’t very nice as it was soapy.    The next time I saw Grandma I told her that I had tasted my bath water and asked why the birds couldn’t have a separate container for their drinking water and bath so that the water would taste nicer for them to drink, Grandma just laughed and said birds were different and they didn’t mind.    After a few years Grandma and Grandad Hutchinson moved from their house onto a new development of bungalows for the elderly, there was a warden who lived in a house on the development. Visiting relatives could stay in a spare room at the warden’s house if it was available as the bungalows only had one bedroom. Grandma’s health had deteriorated so that is why they moved, she was only a tiny lady and suffered terribly from arthritis which is probably one of the reasons why she was so tiny, her bones had begun to crumble.    Grandma’s arthritis meant that she couldn’t do housework very much.    So, Mum would clean the bungalow for them every week.    Arthritis is an awful crippling condition and Grandma eventually had to have her toes amputated.    I thought that this was wonderful to have a Grandma who was going to have her toes amputated and told everyone at school about it.    At that age I had no understanding about how painful and debilitating arthritis was or the pain Grandma was in.    I asked her loads of questions about it, Mum said that I shouldn’t be asking her, but Grandma didn’t mind at all I thought it was great that her feet would be smaller, she laughed and said to me that she might be able to borrow my nice shoes.    Grandma had been told that she wouldn’t be able to walk afterwards but such was her determination she did walk again, using a walking frame she would shuffle along.    Of course, I was fascinated and asked to see her feet without her toes. She showed me them of course and I put her slippers back on for her but was relieved that my nice shoes were too small for her.


Although I had always visited Grandma and Grandad, from about the age of seven I helped Mum clean for Grandma and Grandad when we visited them. I especially loved cleaning the bath and sink, Mum always washed the toilet though, she wanted to make sure that it was done properly.    I used to love to ‘clean’ the bathroom, I would play with all the things in there for ages, I learnt all about floating and sinking in that bathroom, the soap dish floated as did the nail brush, but the soap didn’t, Grandads false teeth container certainly floated if it was empty but not as well if it had the solution in it.    I wonder if Grandad ever realised that I had emptied the solution out and refilled it with water.    He never said anything. Mum eventually used to shout ‘Iris, have you finished in there yet?’    So, I had to tidy it all up quickly ready for my next job.    My other job was cleaning the terracotta tiles in the small covered seating area at the back of the bungalow. First, I had to sweep it clean as leaves and cut grass tended to be collect inside there as they were blown around in the wind, after checking it Mum would give me a bucket of hot water with Izal (a cleaning product) in it, I loved the smell of Izal.    I also used lots of vim (that was a white cleaning powder), I would scatter it around making patterns then I used a scrubbing brush and the hot water to remove the dirt left by the leaves and dirt then I used a floor cloth to rinse it all off.    It took ages to get rid of all the vim with the floor cloth.    I soon learned how to use the vim more sparingly to make the patterns and then it didn’t take as much effort to get rid of all the vim.    Those products as far as I know are no longer on the market if they were Health and Safety would have a field day now if a child was using these kinds of cleaning products even with rubber gloves I might add but Mum had gone into service at the age of fourteen and it was still expected that girls would help to do the cleaning from a very young age in many families.


When Mum made a pot of tea we all always had china cups and saucers at Grandma’s, Mum always used a china cup and saucer throughout her life.    At home she always had a china cup but the rest of us had ceramic mugs, my Dad and Ronnie had pint pots. They would drink whole pints of tea!    The very thought of drinking a pint of the tea they drank makes me balk, it was very strong tea.    When I had my own house, Mum brought her own china cup and saucer to keep at my house as I only had ceramic mugs and had no intention of buying china cups and saucers as they were old fashioned.    If    Grandad was at home he used to dunk his biscuits and would pour his tea out of his cup into his saucer to drink it, he said the tea was too hot and it cooled down quicker in the saucer.    I thought this was great and managed to get away with dunking my biscuits but when I asked if I could have my tea in the saucer.    I was told a very firm ‘no’ and Grandma called Grandad a ‘dirty pig,’    I thought this was hilarious, but Mum told me to stop saying it when we were walking home when I asked is Grandad a dirty pig because he drinks out of his saucer instead of his cup?’    She said, ‘it isn’t nice to call anyone a dirty pig’.    She wouldn’t explain why Grandma called him a ‘dirty pig’ or say anything when I said, ‘Grandma isn’t nice calling Grandad a dirty pig then’.    Poor    man I thought he was lovely although I think he had been a disciplinarian with his own kids but that is Grandparents isn’t it? You allow your grandchildren to get away with things that your own children wouldn’t have been allowed to get away with, but you don’t discover that until you become a grandparent.


My Dad’s Dad; Grandad Holbrey lived across the road from us My Grandma Holbrey had sadly passed away suddenly just before I moved in to live with my Mum, Dad and Ronnie.    She had known about me and was looking forward to my arrival my Mum and cousins told me this.    My Mum used to make Grandad Holbrey a hot meal every day and take it across to him on a plate that she covered with a cone shaped metal cover that had a small maroon handle on it. As I got a little older I could help Grandad Holbrey by going to the Coop shop to do little bits of shopping for him.    I thought that I was really grown up and very important. I had to cross two busy roads, I had a list with the money inside and had to make sure that his divvi number was recorded by the shop assistant.    I used to take my friends into my Grandad Holbrey’s back garden to play I thought it was so nice having a Grandad living so close especially with a huge back garden even though we had a large back garden, being in Grandad’s garden meant we were playing out away from our Mums supervision also Grandad used to watch the television or listen to the radio most of the day and he didn’t mind us being in his garden.    He was a lovely man, my Dad and his brothers resembled him closely in looks and physically.    I missed him when he passed away and being able to play in his garden as another family moved into his house.


In my new home, I had my own bedroom, it was a big room we had three double bedrooms. Ronnie’s and my bedrooms faced onto the back garden and Mum and Dads faced onto the front garden and the road.    There was a blocked off fireplace in my room and there was a photo of Ronnie as a small child in a pedal car on there and I eventually put some things on there too.    I had a single bed that was covered with a white counterpane that had large pink flowers and leaves in the centre and in the winter striped flannelette sheets that were very warm to snuggle into.    I had heavyweight curtains in the winter and lighter ones in the summer and cotton sheets. There was a wooden wardrobe and a chest of drawers all well polished where all my clothes were neatly hung or folded.    There was a patterned carpet in the middle of the room and lino around the outside of the room that was what it was like then, no fitted carpets.    Strips of lino were cut to size and slotted under the skirting board and underneath the carpet for a few inches.    The lino was washed and polished once a week and the furniture was also polished with beeswax polish.    The room had been prepared for my arrival.    It was clean bright and nicely decorated for a small child, the wallpaper was lovely it had colourful nursery rhyme pictures with the words printed underneath each picture.    I think it was due to these nursery rhymes that I learnt to read so young. Mum and I would sing all the nursery rhymes frequently.    Ronnie’s room was a proper boy’s room with model airplanes hanging from the ceiling and a wooden yacht on display. Mum and Dads bedroom was larger than our bedrooms, there was also a door to a small storage room where the Christmas Tree, suitcases and other things were stored. This tiny room had a small round window in it.    On the dressing table there was a hair set, matching brush comb and mirror. There were also some ornaments on there and a container that had talcum powder and a puff to dab it on with.


At the bottom of the stairs was the front door, there were coat pegs on the wall and the door into the living room was opposite the coat pegs. I struggled to hang my own coat up until I worked out that I could reach if I stood on the third stair and leant over.    In the living room there was a coal fire with a built-in oven and hob, you can see these in museums now, we had a gas cooker in the kitchen but there was something nicer about having jacket potatoes and rice pudding cooked in the coal fired oven. Dad’s dinner was always kept warm in there ready for when he walked through the door.    Before we were going to get North Sea Gas, Mrs Bratby was sat at the table in our kitchen drinking tea and she and Mum were talking about the North Sea Gas and Mrs Bratby was sure that sea water would come out of the gas cooker. I had visions of water spurting from the hobs and through the oven door.    In the living room to the left of the fire there was an alcove that had a floor to ceiling cupboard built in, this was divided into two cupboards. The cupboard at the bottom was where I kept my toys and games and the top cupboard which had glass windows was where my tin of matching ribbons were kept and items belonging to Mum and Dad. The alcove at the other side of the fireplace was where the television sat and a small stool that Ronnie had made at school. I loved to sit on that stool watching the tv or colouring at the coffee table.    There was a folded wooden dining table that only came out on special occasions and a sideboard where all the best crockery and glasses were stored. There was a door to the pantry this had shelves filled with tins of food.    All sorts of things were stored in there including the ironing board and the vacuum cleaner.    There was a window that had translucent glass in it that looked out onto the gennel. The small window sill was very useful when my friends and I played in there.


In the kitchen there was a Formica table where we ate all our meals and Mum baked. A cabinet containing the everyday crockery and cutlery.    There was a door at one side of the kitchen that led to the bathroom which had a sink and bath.    There was another door at the other side of the kitchen that led into a passage which Uncle Charlie (who worked for the council) fitted an outside door to enclose the passage so that it would be warmer. There were two doors leading off the passage one into the toilet. We still needed a paraffin lamp lit in there during the winter to hopefully prevent the water pipes in there from freezing. I can still remember the smell of paraffin and the nice glow the lit lamp gave in the smallest room in the house it was quite comforting having a nice glow in that room! There was also a door into what was supposed to be a coal house, but this was used to store the washing machine, Ronnie’s bike, my larger toys and other items such as ladders. The coal was stored outside in a big heap and large pieces of carpet covered it to keep it dry. I often got told off for climbing on top of the coal, there would be a load tapping noise on the kitchen window and Mum’s voice shouting ‘Iris. Get off that coal now, your socks and knickers will be black, I will never get them clean’. This was serious stuff as it took ages to scrub things clean by hand, now we would just spray stain remover on them or put a special cleaning agent in with the wash in our automatic washing machines.
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