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            To my darling daughter, I have you to thank for this.
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            Introduction

         

         Life is so different, particularly for a woman in your 40s when you have to start all over again as I have, and without a man. This book is about everyday events that have personally happened to me.

         
             

         

         Names have been changed to protect those in question, though I have used my ex- husband’s name as I know that he wouldn’t mind and would probably laugh to know that he is in my book. Unfortunately, he is no longer with us after taking his life in 2008. I do sometimes wonder “Why me?”, does this happen to other people? Of course it does, but nothing makes it easier when it’s happening to you.

         
             

         

         I am seriously blonde, and have been told that I am a rare breed! I don’t think so I’m just me and as I seem to have had a pretty colourful life, I thought I would share some of my past and present with you. I’ve put the bad behind me, and look forward to the future. “Think positive” my dad used to say, and I do.

         
             

         

         So, with my daughter now living with me, I move on. We were lying in bed one night talking between rooms and I was saying how I wished I was rich and what I would do if I was. It was then that she said, “Hey Mum why don’t you write, you are so good at it?”, and it all started when we went to Vegas just after Chris had died.

         
             

         

         I kept a diary, which is how the book began.

         
             

         

         And when I was rock bottom, I felt it and taught my parrot to say “Looking good Mary” which, yes she did say – and still does. So no matter how bad I felt, she always cheered me up. That is why I chose to call my book Looking Good, Mary.
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               The Beginning

            

            
               
                  We are now in a credit crunch the telly says it all,

                  With growing unemployment, and prices that will fall.

                  But every day it worries me, it’s like a massive stitch

                  I’m fed up being poor – if only I were rich.

                  I lay in bed at night and think – what is there I can do,

                  That’ll bring me in some money, and stop me feeling blue?

                  I am a Norland Nanny, and children I do love,

                  But recently my life has changed – is there a God above?

                  So with pen poised and fire lit I slowly start to write,

                  Of things that happen every day,

                  that give me strength to fight.

                  So I’m hoping that you’ll read my poems,

                  and treat them like an itch,

                  That constantly need scratching

                  and they’ll one day make me rich.
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                  ***
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               Starting Boarding School

            

            
               
                  I consider myself so incredibly lucky to have had

                  the childhood that I had,

                  With a Mum and Dad and two sisters,

                  though a brother wouldn’t have been bad.

                  The time had come and a decision was made,

                  that we should go away,

                  To a boarding school in Ditchingham,

                  this wasn’t too far away.

                  At the time it all seemed daunting,

                  and a really massive move,

                  But looking back I realise now

                  how prudish it would prove.

                  All my clothes were neatly labelled with

                  MARY NEEDS in black,

                  And each one had to be stitched by hand,

                  right down to the outdoor mack.

                  It was All Hallows School for girls,

                  which was a convent that had nuns,

                  And to me at the age of twelve,

                  that didn’t sound much fun.

                  My trunk was packed with uniform,

                  mufti shoes and socks,

                  And stood beside was a smallish trunk,

                  which was known as my ‘Tuck Box’. 5
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                  It was crammed right full with chocolate biscuits,

                  sweets and sherbet drops,

                  And crunchy things when put in mouth

                  would crackle snap and pop.

                  We had to be at school by noon,

                  as it was frowned upon if late,

                  So Mum stuck her foot down pronto,

                  and briskly reached the gates,

                  Where the sign read All Hallows School for Girls,

                  then my stomach really churned,

                  Was I really going away to leave my parents

                  for whom I’d yearn?

                  A sixth form girl she greeted us

                  “Do you want to come with me?”

                  And she led us up and up the stairs,

                  to a little dormitory.

                  The beds were scattered round the room

                  and I finally dropped my trunk, 6

                  Beside a massive skyscraper,

                  I was on the bottom bunk!

                  That took some getting used to,

                  getting jiggled like a stick,

                  Every time the other moved

                  it made you feel quite sick.
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                  At 7.20 in the morning sharp,

                  the bell would ring on time,

                  To get us up, washed and dressed

                  and downstairs to form a line.

                  Breakfast always smelled so good

                  and nobody was ever late,

                  To miss the sausage eggs and bacon

                  that was put upon our plates.

                  The food it was delicious,

                  and matron always made sure,

                  That nobody left the table hungry,

                  and could always ask for more.

                  7.30pm lights-out time,

                  Matron ordered us all in bed, 7

                  I negotiated the metal bar so as not to bang my head.

                  “Lights out now,” she said,

                  “there mustn’t be any talking.”

                  Surely that’s impossible

                  for youngsters who are always squawking.

                  As it was a convent school,

                  the chapel was a must,

                  And it seemed that we were constantly there,

                  from morning, noon till dusk.

                  But my love of music took a grip,

                  and soon it would aspire,

                  And I joined the team with Sister Sheila

                  that formed the convent choir.

                  I simply just adored it and never made a fuss,

                  And yes, we probably were there it seemed

                  from morning, noon till dusk.

                  We would hammer out those songs,

                  and sing our hearts aloud,

                  And I’m sure that even God above

                  would think we’d done him proud.

                  Always on a Thursday night,

                  after practice we would flee

                  Like rockets back to main school

                  to see the highlights on TV,

                  Which was in those days Top of the Pops

                  which seemed tremendous fun,

                  And if you legged it quick enough,

                  you’d catch the Number One! 8

                  Getting confirmed was a major thing

                  when you went to a convent school,

                  Preparation was essential,

                  so on the day you didn’t look a fool.

                  I had a brand-new dress,

                  common prayer book and bright white socks,

                  But panic set in on close examination –

                  I’d caught the chicken pox.

                  “It’s no good ducky,” said Matron

                  “You’ll have to stay in bed.”

                  And the rest of the girls were lucky

                  as the service went ahead.

                  So guess what happened,

                  because I was sick and on the pillow my head laid,

                  I was confirmed in the little school chapel,

                  and history I had made.
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                  Saint Gabriel’s was a dormitory

                  that was furthest from the Head, 9

                  So you could get away with mischief

                  when you should be tucked up in bed.

                  The shiny floor was perfect

                  and with just socks on your feet,

                  With opened doors you could skid right through

                  which was fun and pretty neat.

                  But as per usual it got out of hand

                  and somebody cracked their head,

                  And landed at the foot of matron who yelled,

                  “Get back into bed”!

                  The weeks were regimentally run and all rolled into one,

                  But weekends they were different,

                  and sometimes real good fun.

                  On Saturday afternoons, we’d sit around and talk

                  Till a sixth former would announce,

                  “C’mon we’re going for a walk”.

                  So with boots, hats and coats put on we formed a crocodile

                  And they frogmarched us round the countryside,

                  which seemed for endless miles.

                  Our legs would ache, our faces red

                  and boy did some of us moan,

                  “Are we ever going to turn around

                  and make our way back home?”

                  And home is what we called it,

                  and I know it sounds insane,

                  But if I had the chance to relive my life

                  I’d do it all again.

                  I sometime dream of my days at school, 10

                  for such happy days they were,

                  And it gave me the confidence and stability

                  that I have today for sure.

                  As I slowly progressed to sixth form,

                  I was in the lucky class

                  That a sixth form house would be built for us,

                  and the plans had just been passed.

                  We slowly watched it grow,

                  and it was tempting not to peep,

                  As furniture was assembled,

                  and built-in rooms where we’d sleep.

                  A spiral staircase was fitted, and ages it did take,

                  Unlucky for the person in the room next door,

                  cos the room walls they did shake!

                  I had my final year there, and reaped the benefits,

                  And for my leaving party – I ordered loads of chips

                  From the local fish and chip shop, which really wasn’t far,

                  And I was one of the lucky ones who owned a little car.

                  The whole form was invited, the Head and Matron too,

                  The people in the chip shop laughed

                  when the order it came through.

                  “Hello,” I said, “it’s me – I was wondering if you could do

                  A massive order of chips with vinegar in bags for 42?”

                  It must have looked a funny sight,

                  us all sat on the floor,

                  Plonked on bean bags randomly,

                  that spread beyond the door. 11
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                  The end of term service had come,

                  and no matter how I tried,

                  That dreaded song Jerusalem –

                  I sobbed and choked and cried,

                  And looking back I realise now,

                  my parents I thank them for

                  Sending me to such a wonderful school,

                  that doesn’t exist anymore.

               

               
                  
                     ***
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               Norlands
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                  I am a Norland Nanny,

                  You know the ones you see,

                  Pushing great big prams in uniform,

                  Hat, gloves, brown coat – that’s me.

                  The college then was set in Berkshire

                  in truly beautiful grounds,

                  Where eventually along a massive drive set back,

                  the house did stand.

                  It looked just like a stately home

                  with a huge big entrance door,

                  And great big pillars and windows too

                  that reached from sky to floor.

                  But this wasn’t where I was to sleep, no;

                  I was to follow the clock

                  That led me down a drive, round the corner

                  to a building called Stable Block. 13

                  I shared a room with three other girls

                  and it is only fair to say,

                  That we formed a friendship that has never died,

                  and I keep in touch today.

                  The course was quite intensive,

                  with lectures and lots to do,

                  From making wooden toys, rag dolls,

                  wall hangings to name a few.

                  But for me the nightmare started

                  when I had to learn to knit,

                  A garment for a baby or a toddler that would fit.

                  The pattern looked a simple one of a tiny baby’s dress,

                  And I got as far as the ornate bit –

                  my god it looked a mess!

                  I couldn’t work out how to pick up, drop or where it went,

                  And the more I knitted the worse it got

                  and was resembling a tent.

                  So then I thought, “I’ve cracked it,”

                  and zoomed ahead with pride,

                  Until I noticed Pat was standing closely by my side.

                  “Mary sweetie, can I look and see just what’s gone wrong?

                  The back it should be three and its now ten inches long!”

                  This blasted dress I know I’ll never get to hand it in,

                  I’ve redone the back five times and it’s doing my head in.

                  But good ol’ Pat she must’ve thought

                  “Oh poor old Mary she

                  Will never get to do this right – oh give it here to me.”

                  And yes, she did complete it, 14

                  And breezed it with a song

                  And the back did measure three

                  Instead of ten inches long.

                  Throughout the course you have to care

                  for babies age 0–10,

                  And on this particular morning

                  I was presented with baby Ben.

                  His mother dropped him off at nine

                  and I was to have him for the day,

                  And at three months old a bonny boy,

                  we’d gurgle sit and play.

                  But as a senior nurse,

                  it was my job to show the students how

                  To bath a baby, top and tail – you know.

                  So round the bed they sat and the baby I held tight,

                  And told them all to please be quiet

                  so as not to scare the little mite.

                  There seemed an awful lot of them

                  all crammed around the door,

                  As I gently lowered the baby,

                  the bath collapsed on the floor.

                  The water just shot everywhere it was a sight to see,

                  And baby Ben oblivious just cooed and caahed at me.

                  All was fine where we were concerned

                  but below in baby day care,

                  Singing songs in a circle, water dripped everywhere.

                  I caused an utter panic and it was clearly plain to see

                  That water dripping everywhere was simply down to me. 15

                  I tried to keep composed and not to give up and run,

                  But the students thought the whole thing

                  was simply tremendous fun.

                  “In future,” said young Rosie, “when we need to see a bath,

                  We’ll request that it is Mary, cos at least you get a laugh!”

                  My six-week child was Thomas,

                  a Down’s Syndrome boy of three,

                  Who I absolutely adored and I’m sure he did of me.

                  Funnily enough the weekends

                  were similar to being at school,

                  Though the difference being now

                  it was us that set the rules.

                  So down town we would trundle

                  our children in pushchairs,

                  We would always cause a stir as people

                  looked and talked and stared.

                  Depending on how good they were

                  we’d stop at shop for a treat,

                  And buy them all a lollipop

                  which Thomas thought was neat.

                  But on this particular occasion

                  he came in the shop with me,

                  He very nicely held my hand and little did I see.

                  The long old walk back home

                  really did make our legs ache,

                  But if we hurried back quick enough,

                  we’d be in time for chocolate cake.

                  We rushed into the refectory just to catch a cup of tea, 16

                  It was only then a casting eye of Thomas did I see.

                  His trouser pockets were crammed with sweets,

                  no wonder he didn’t talk,

                  He was concentrating far too hard

                  to hide them as he walked.

                  I can’t believe he’d grabbed them

                  quickly while I’d stopped,

                  So back we walked a pretty pace

                  to return them to the shop.

                  It was during my time at college

                  that I met a man called Chris,

                  Who undoubtedly captured my heart

                  though at the time I repeatedly dismissed.

                  I completed all my course work and all my lectures too,

                  In between looking after babies of which there were a few.

                  Twice a week in mornings I’d catch the bus at eight,

                  That would take me quite a distance

                  to a school with wrought-iron gates.

                  It was these next few weeks that really taught me

                  what life was all about,

                  As these deprived children expressed their anger,

                  and would fight and scream and shout.

                  They mostly came from families that somehow didn’t care,










OEBPS/images/a005_online.png
u uln&nn-m

bttt L e
CARADESE NS g
W "
et L "
T T g






OEBPS/images/a003_online.png





OEBPS/images/a008_online.png





OEBPS/images/a006_online.png





OEBPS/images/logo_01_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781914498718_cover_epub.jpg
Mary Robinson





OEBPS/images/a012_online.png





OEBPS/images/a011_online.png





