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Foreword


Over the years we have realised how little we know about our grandparents, or even much about our parents early life. Unless information is handed down and recorded, it is mostly lost for ever as people pass away. Mindful of this we decided to record the main events and activities of our lives, or at least those we could remember, so that our children and grandchildren, and perhaps later generations could see what is after all, history in a personal light, and be made aware of the happiness, and sometimes the sadness, that are a part of every life. It will also hopefully provide an awareness for others, of the need to record for posterity, the details of their lives, and thus provide the basis for our family, on which to build their own histories. That is the philosophy of the following narrative and photos, and we hope everyone who reads it, will find at least some of it, informative and interesting.




Prologue


Gordon’s Background


I know very little about either pair of my grandparents and not much about my parent’s families, mainly because in my childhood and younger days people were reluctant to talk of family matters to children, and children were not encouraged to ask questions. My paternal grandparents were Samuel Harrison and Jane Wilcock. He had a confectioners business in Barnsley. I never met him as he died before Mum and Dad married, and she visited us only once when I was a schoolboy living in Portsmouth. I have no knowledge of their dates and places of birth, death, or marriage They lived all their lives in Yorkshire..


My father Reginald Gordon Harrison was born on 23rd March 1885 in Barnsley. He was not a tall man and this was attributed to the fact that he contracted polio as a child, something I was unaware of until Pat told me while I was writing these notes. I cannot remember him having any real hobbies or interest, and he never to my knowledge took part in any sport other than a social game of tennis. This also was probably a legacy of his childhood illness. He disliked gardening and left any house decorating to mum, but he was an excellent cook and I remember he always made the Christmas cakes and puddings.





Dad was a member of quite a large family. An old family photograph circa 1910 (Fig.1) which I hold shows Dad at the back right side with his mother and 4 brothers (William, Charles, Stanley, and Douglas) and 3 sisters (Edith, Florence and Jane), and this information only came my way with the photo I inherited, on the occasion of mum’s death a few years ago. The photo does not include my Grandfather, who had died earlier. Apart from his sister Edie whom I met just once, I also met my Grandmother only once when they visited us at Portsmouth in the 1930’s. I understand it was my Grandmother who had money and owned the bakery/confectionery shops in Barnsley and Doncaster.


Pat my sister, believes there was another brother, the black sheep of the family, who was dispatched to America, and who made a lot of money there in connection with Fox Films. When he died intestate, Grandma in true Victorian fashion, refused to have anything to do with his large estate, and didn’t tell any of the family about it until it was too late to make a claim.





My maternal Grandparents were William Henry Bellingham and Laura Ellen Crutchfield, who was apparently one of twins. She died in June 1934 aged 70, and my grandfather died in November 1951 aged 86. Although they lived in Brighton a short distance from Portsmouth, I never met them. I know from records and photographs that he was a Captain in the RAMC. and there is a picture of him at (Fig2)


My mother Kathleen Bellingham was born on 19th.November 1890 at a place called Barham East Hothy, Framfield in Sussex. She was of medium height and was the most kind and caring person I ever knew. I know even less of her background and early years than I do of Dad’s. Mum had two sisters, one named Ada who lived in London, and another named Ruby who lived with her father in Brighton, and also two brothers Laurie, and Bill. Bill nicknamed “Ching”, and Laurie nicknamed “Flop”, were both pilots in the RFC during the first world war. After the war both were required to drop rank if they wanted to stay in the service, which Laurie did. Bill didn’t want to and emigrated to Canada . (Bill’s sons both joined the RAF at the outbreak of the second world war, and one of them was shot down over Belgium) During this war, Bill sent Mum some Red Cross parcels, to help out with the rations. I seem to remember meeting both of Mum’s sisters on one occasion, but never the brothers





I believe Mum and Dad met in South Africa, when he was in the army, and she was an army officer’s daughter. They married at the Register Office in Winchester on 26th April 1910, when he was 25 and she was 19. Dad was in the RAMC, and working in the military hospital there. Dad spent 4 years during the first world war in the BEF in France, where he was gassed, and from which he later suffered from coughing fits, when he could not get his breath. Most of the rest of Dad’s army service was at home, although Mum and Dad did spend a year in Bermuda, just after the first war, where Mum did some teaching I have a photograph of Mum and Dad together dated 5th August 1915 (Fig 3), and have Dad’s 3 Great war medals, and his long service and good conduct medal. Dad retired from the army on 29th. December 1925, when he was working at the Queen Alexandra hospital in Portsmouth, and we went to live at 24 Hartley Rd. North End Portsmouth. I was 3 years old at the time, and I have no real memories before this date.





After Dad retired he got a job as a dispenser, at the practice of Doctor Thomas at London Road Portsmouth, and he worked there until Doctor Thomas retired about 1936/7. After a period of unemployment with the war approaching, he got a job at the Airspeed works at Portsmouth Airport. I am not sure what exactly he did there, but he worked there during the 1939-1945 war. Living and working in the waterlogged trenches in the first world war had a far reaching effect on him, and was the direct cause of the neuritis he suffered later in life, when his hands and legs stopped working properly. He was unable to hold things and to walk without help, and moved around the house in a wheel chair. For many years Mum had to manhandle him everywhere, until he died in 1960, of disseminated sclerosis, at the Queen Alexandra hospital, where he had held his last appointment, before he retired from the army. The hospital had by now transferred to the NHS.





After years of moving Dad around, Mum was now relieved of this task, and had many years of peace, until she joined Dad, when she died of heart failure, also at the Queen Alexandra hospital in 1986, aged 95. Fortunately my sister Pat and Mum lived in adjacent old people’s bungalows during Mum’s latter years, and Pat was able to help Mum. Both Mum and Dad were cremated at the Portchester Crematorium, and have a joint entry in the Book of Remembrance there.


Muriel’s Background


I know very little about my paternal grandparents, only that they were married in 1891, and celebrated their golden wedding anniversary in 1941. (Fig 5) I called them Gran. and Gramps, and remember them as being very pleasant, and fairly quiet people. They had 3 children, 2 daughters and a son, my father They lived in a small terrace house in Cardigan Rd. Portsmouth, and I remember all the family playing games, like passing a ring around in the front room of the house, and having to guess who had it when the music stopped. In those days people only used their front room for visitors and family gatherings, and it wasn’t used at other times. I remember their bedroom had several stuffed animals, and birds in domed glass cases, popular in Victorian times, and I hated them. I still do not like stuffed animals as ornaments, I would rather see them alive.(so Damien Hurst has done nothing new) .





I know a little more about my maternal Grandparents (Fig 6) since I lived with them for 7 or 8 years, and I gathered a little information about them from my mother. I called them Nana and Pops. Mum thought that Nana had originally come from the Cheshire area. Her maiden name was Mary Jane Blades, and her birthday was 12th. August. Pop’s name was Walter Isaac Higgins, and was born in Hambledon in Hampshire on 25th. January 1874, of Irish parents. He left school at the age of 10 years to work on a farm. My mother remembered visiting pop’s parents on one occasion, and had one memory of them visiting Nana and Pops in Foster Rd. Portsmouth. Mum said that Pop’s mother was a little old lady in a long black dress, and a lace apron, with a little lace cap on her head. His father was fairly tall, and had black hair and a black beard, and was dressed in a black suit, with a frock coat and a black top hat, and being a child she was terrified of him. Pops must have had a brother or brothers, as they tormented their mother when she was losing her sight, by hiding the freshly laundered washing, so she couldn’t find it. When I was a child I would ask Pops about his boyhood, and each time he started to tell me, Nana would come in and tell him to stop, saying “she doesn’t want to know all that rubbish”, and Pops would stop and not tell me any more, but I did want to know very much. Pops did not write all that well, probably due to his brief education at a village school in Hambledon. This was the village where cricket was first played, and it boasted a pub called either “The Cricketers” or “The Bat and Ball”





Nana and Pops lived at 36 Foster Rd, Portsmouth, and had two daughters, Birdie and Elsie Gladys my Mother, (Fig 4) who was 18 months younger than Birdie. Nana used to sing around the house while she was working, and Pop’s nickname for her was “Birdie”. I never heard him call her Mary. I suppose that’s how Auntie Birdie got her name.




CHAPTER 1


Gordon - The early years


I was born in the Princess Margaret hospital in Aldershot, on 1st.January 1923. My earliest memories are however living at No.24 Hartley Road, North End, Portsmouth when I was about 3 years old. This was a semi- detached Council house with 3 rooms downstairs, 3 bedrooms and a bathroom, which not every house had in those days. My bedroom was the small front bedroom. I was the youngest of 4 children, having one brother Reg, and 2 sisters, Pat and Dorothy. Reg had joined the army when he was 14, so I did not see much of him, except when he came home on leave. He shared my bedroom then, and I shared his cigarette smoke, but we didn’t think of things like that in those days. Pat and Dorothy were both at Stamshaw school with me, but I didn’t see much of them, Pat being about 14 when I joined, and Dorothy was 2 years older than me. We had a fairly small garden, but I remember we kept chickens and had raspberry, loganberry, black and red currant and gooseberry bushes. Unlike most houses at that time, the room we kept for visitors etc was at the back, and we lived in the front room. I remember this living room had a range, with a small oven for our fire,.and mum did some cooking on this. Unfortunately it had to be black leaded when it wasn’t in use. In the kitchen we had a gas cooker, and a copper which was used for washing. I can’t remember how it was heated, but as we had a gas supply, I assume the water in the copper was heated in this way. The copper had other uses. It was also used for boiling the suet puddings in an earthenware basin with a white cloth tied to the top. Presumably this was why our suet puddings were always soggy.





Mum and Dad would not visit the local pub “The Green Posts”, but were happy to make their own stout in the copper. The hops and oats mixture, which came in a large yellow packet, was put in the copper, boiling water was put in, and yeast put in on top to ferment it. After a few days you skimmed off the yeast, and bottled the remaining liquid, which my mother would not call stout, but Brew. (so there is nothing new about home brewing) I remember they did lose a few bottles, which had a tendency to explode. I can also remember two Dutch looking paintings, which we had for many years, and a very large rosewood circular dining table in the back room. There was no central heating in those days, and all our rooms had open fires, the ashes for which had to be cleaned out every morning, before lighting the next fire. The coal for the fires was delivered by sack by the coalman, and fortunately, unlike some houses where the coalman had to tramp through the house, we had access to our coal cellar which was part of our kitchen, through a side way. Because all the rooms were cold in winter, apart from the living room, I can remember my mother heating a garden brick in the oven, and wrapping it in paper, before putting it in my bed. This was the era before hot water bottles came into use, but the brick certainly seemed to do the trick.





An aspect of home delivery which I remember was the sale of onions. The French “onion johnies” as they were called, suitably attired in striped jerseys and berets, would push their bicycles round the streets, with strings of onions attached to their handlebars and crossbar, and try to sell them door to door. How they made a profit is a mystery, as their onions were shipped in bulk, and stored at various sites along the south coast, before being hawked round the streets. They must have been successful however, because they arrived every year (excluding the war years) and I understand carried on during the late 1940’s and early 1950’s.





When I was 5 years old I was taken to Stamshaw School by an older girl, who also lived in my road. My first teacher was a Miss Wearn, who had a habit of leaning over the double desks, and displaying her ‘directoire’ knickers. I thought she was old and crotchety, and much preferred our other teacher (Miss Jones), who was younger and attractive. (even at 5 years old you notice these things). During my first week at school a friend Kenny Abbott heard my name being read out, and went home and told his parents that there was a boy in his class called Golden! I was invited to his house, and I think his parents were a little disappointed to discover my real name. Ken and I played football and cricket together at junior school. His parents owned a fruit and vegetable shop, and Ken would help his parents to deliver orders on Saturdays. I occasionally helped out, although Mum wasn’t keen on me acting as errand boy. Ken was killed in the war along with a number of my other school friends, but I never knew how or where.


In these days most food deliveries were carried out by errand boys on bikes or by tradesmen with horse and cart. Our bread (unwrapped) came in this way, and our milkman had a small 2 wheel horse drawn cart, with a large churn on it, from which he dispensed the milk directly to the customer’s milk jug, with a large metal ladle. The postman made two deliveries a day, collections were made at certain boxes until 10 o’clock at night, and even from these, next morning delivery was guaranteed. Saturday collection and delivery was normal, and even on Sunday the 4 pm collection ensured next day delivery. Mum often wrote her letters on Sunday afternoon, and I or Dorothy posted them.





Most boys in the 5-7 age group had comics delivered to the door, with the newspapers. I had the Tiger Comic, but the oldest and most famous was “Comic Cuts”. For the 7-11 age group there were daily boy’s magazines like the Adventure, Skipper, Wizard, Rover and Hotspur. I got the Wizard every Wednesday, and when I had finished reading it from cover to cover, swapped it for the Hotspur. The Wizard was mostly adventure stories, but the Hotspur was mostly school stories. These school stories were very popular, because most boys had never been to, or were likely to go to, a boarding school, and the friendships, rivalries and dorm. feasts made for avid reading. Even today the stories of Harry Potter are similar, and I have always thought, that J.K.Rowling must have based her stories on these, but with a bit of magic thrown in. You have to remember that at this time there were few radios, and no television. Because of this boys had to make their own entertainment. Sport was predominant, but we were inveterate collectors of conkers in the autumn, which we played at home, and in the playground. We also collected cigarette cards. All the major cigarette companies at this time produced these, in series of 50, including sportsmen, Kings and Queens, film stars etc., and we bartered them to get the full collection, which could be put into albums provided by the cigarette manufacturers. We also played ‘fag cards’ with them. This was a game where one card was set up vertically against a wall, and you took turns to flick your cards at the set up card, and the one who knocked it down, collected all the other cards on the ground. We also collected and swapped foreign stamps, and my original album (which cost 6d and which I still have) was the basis of my collection, which I carried on over the years. What happens to it in future is anybody’s guess.


When I was about 6 years old, there was an epidemic of measles, which I contracted, which left me with an eye that turned, and required me to wear glasses. I continued to wear these until I was about 15, when I left them off, but I had to return to wearing them later in life. I had two friends who lived at no.16 Hartley Rd., Jack and Arthur Webb, and Jack and I continued our friendship for many years. Mum liked to get us out as much as time and money would allow, and once a year she would take Jack, Arthur and I to a picnic, on the old ramparts at Hilsea. We always had the usual egg, tomato and cucumber sandwiches, but we enjoyed eating outside, until we became too busy doing our own thing.





A common article of dress for boys in those days, was a belt of material about 2inches wide, with 3 stripes, red and black, red and white or green and white. These belts were fixed by an S shaped metal snake, which fitted in a round clip, and these were used until you graduated into long trousers about the age of 10 or 11, when you used braces On Sundays Dorothy and I were dressed up in our best clothes (the only time we were allowed to wear them), and sent to Sunday school, until we were old enough to complain that we were too old for that sort of thing.





On summer evenings Mum, Dad, Dorothy and I would often go for walks or trips on the tram. One of our favourite trips, was to the hard at the dockyard gate, to see the mudlarks searching in the mud for pennies that had been thrown to them. To get there we had to pass through some poor areas, and because we were togged up in our Sunday best, we got some raucous and rude remarks thrown at us—-how embarrassing!. At Easter we were taken for our annual hike over Portsdown hill, and the usual picnic sandwiches were produced. Dad always complained that he was too tired by the time we had climbed the hill, and said he would wait there for us. I wondered if the proximity of the George Inn, situated nearby, caused his fatigue. As I got older I was out all day long in summer, only coming home in the evening for meals. In those days children were safe almost anywhere, and parents did not worry where we were, or what we were doing, although if they had known, they would not have been so complacent. (To reach our camping and bonfire site we had to cross an electrified railway line)


A very sad sight frequently seen between the wars, was of ex-service men wearing their medals, begging on the pavements, and going round the streets singing for money. After the first world war these men were initially called heroes, and told they would come back to a land, fit for heroes to live in. The reality was different, and because the jobs they had left were not guaranteed after the war, many remained unemployed. Also many had lost limbs in the service of their country, and for a time some of these had to resort to begging, and the generosity of passers by. Eventually the British Limbless ex-Service Men’s Association (BLESMA) was formed to help these men, but high unemployment, and strikes in the late 1920’s and the early 1930’s, did not help matters. Rudyard Kipling wrote a poem called ‘Tommy’ about this situation, and how the public appreciation of soldiers in peacetime, differed so markedly from that in wartime. Fortunately this situation was not repeated after 1945.





When I was 7 I transferred to the junior school, with an old, but very motherly teacher Miss Good. I was a fairly good reader at this age, and I remember helping two other boys –Capel and Howes- with individual reading. It was at this time that I first took an interest in sport, running in the combined Portsmouth schools, 60 yards junior sports day, at Alexandra Park, but without success. Jack and I would go regularly, to watch the school football team play, at the local Gas Co. Ground, and in summer, the cricket team at Alexandra Park.





My sister Pat left school at 14 and got a job at a haberdashers named Johnstone George, not far from our house in Hartley Rd. The price of practically everything in the shop ended in 11 pence three farthings, usually called eleven three, and the farthing change if not available in the till, would be a packet of pins. You can still see this pricing philosophy today, when items are invariably marked £- 99p. Pat worked long hours, up to 9 o’clock and 10 o’clock on Fridays and Saturdays, but she did get Sunday and Wednesday afternoon off, when she went to the cinema, or the pictures as we called it then. We couldn’t afford holidays in those days, but as we attended Sunday school at the Hilsea Garrison church, we went on their annual outings, usually in an open char-a-banc, but also on the trams, which operated between Portsmouth and Horndean (called the Horndean Light Railway) These were also open on top. My friends Jack and Arthur Webb, did actually go on holiday once to Stubbington, a village near Portsmouth, with an uncle who came down in an old Austin 7 saloon to pick them up. This caused quite a stir in the street, and they were seen off by a crowd of cheering boys and girls who lived nearby.





My next teacher in the junior school was a Mr.Cronin. His classroom led off the Hall, where there was a stage, on which the school orchestra practised each morning, for summer and Christmas concerts. I remember being note perfect with Schubert’s Rosamunde Overture, and it is probably from this time, that I began to acquire my love of classical music. My form teacher was a gifted painter, who painted the large posters advertising the school Christmas concerts during our lessons. Not only was it interesting to see the pirate with a hook and eye patch developing, it also made for easy lessons while he was painting. For this Christmas concert, we also spent many hours listening to the senior boys practising the songs about a pirate ship, with its black flag appearing on the starboard bow. My last few months at Stamshaw school were with another form master Mr.Threadingham.. His class is only remembered for swimming lessons, which I wasn’t good at, but it took us out of the classroom, mental arithmetic, which we all hated, and spelling tests which I was good at.





Stamshaw school which I was soon to leave, was an old turn of the century school, with smoky open fires, and the forms banked up, with the back row higher than the front. While the back rows were much further from the eagle eye of the form master, and the occasional missile in the form of a piece of chalk or blackboard duster, they were also colder, because there was only a coal fire at the front of the classroom, where the schoolmaster was positioned!! Your position was decided by regular tests, so you had no choice in the matter. We had a large playground, in which we played football during PE lessons, which was very popular. There was also a large metal shed for shelter when it was raining, but as the lavatories were also outside, we got wet going there instead. All the masters in the junior school had canes, and were not afraid to use them. I had a few sore hands in my time, but unlike today we didn’t tell our parents about it, because we knew they would not be sympathetic, and merely say “you must have deserved it”


Most children were expected to learn a musical instrument, and both Pat and Dorothy played!! Dad’s violin. Perhaps because I had a lot of homework to do, I managed to escape this burden.





Christmas was a pleasant time for us. Shops only decorated during December, and I can’t remember any street decorations. We made our own paper chains to decorate the room, and did our personal shopping, only a few days before Christmas, leaving some of the perishables to be bought on Christmas Eve. Because we only had a little pocket money, our presents, usually obtained from Woolworths, were similarly small. I was an avid reader even in those days, and each Christmas for a number of years I was given the same two “Annuals”. Christmas morning was spent reading, and consuming most of the sweets, which appeared in our stockings. Dad always made the Christmas puddings and cakes. I enjoyed the Christmas dinner, which was usually chicken, a treat in those days, and I always managed to find the threepenny bit, in the pudding, but by teatime, I had stuffed myself so much, I usually felt too bloated and slightly sick, to enjoy the tinned fruit and cake. Dad always baked a cake for my birthday, when he cooked the Christmas cake, so I never went without. I also never went without birthday presents on my birthday, New Years Day, even though it was very close to Christmas. I can remember Mum had very positive ideas about decorations, and they always had to come down on New Years Eve, to start the new year right, she said.




CHAPTER 2


Muriel – The early years


I was born at 29 Foster Rd.Landport Portsmouth, in a terrace house, in a road of mainly terrace houses. The house consisted of 3 downstairs living rooms, and a scullery( the forerunner of the modern utility room), 3 bedrooms but no bathroom. I was baptised at St Mary’s Church Fratton, where my parents were married. It was a large church situated opposite Church Road, where my mother lived in later years, during war time.


I am not sure when my parents were married, but I think my Mother was about 22 years old. As my mother was born on 6th. June 1900 this would have been 1922. My mother was not very tall, had blue eyes and light brown hair. She was a pretty woman with a fair skin. My mother had one sister, 18 months older than her called Birdie. As was the fashion in those days, girls in their teens were taught music, and Birdie learned to play the piano, and mandolin, and my mother had singing lessons, and learned to play the violin. Mum had a strong mezzo soprano voice, and I heard her sing on one or two occasions when I was little, rattling some empty glasses on a table, with the vibration of her voice.
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