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Chapter One

I have often been doubied when Thave said that I remern-
ber events that tock place when Twas two years old. Bur
[ do. Iolated incidents, really, but T koo [ wastwe, as [
remnernber living at oy makernal grardparents” old house
in London, where [ wasborn, and we ooved from there
when [ was two and a half It was a very significart time
in British history—world history, actually—as it was the
vear that Britain decided o defy Germany and i plans
to crush Eurcpe in its quest for world domination. It was
the beginning of Werld War IL

Iy grarddmmcther wasn't of the loving, irdulgent, sunmy
disposition we usually associae with that role. She ruled
with ared of iren! She was stern and disapproving, and
[really didn't like her. Anything considered nanghty that
iy mether didn' s2e me de, oy grandomether did, and T
conld always be sure she would tell cnome.
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M3 grandfather was nice but was =o much in the
background that [ really don't rernernber hinn well from
those days [den'trecall oo mach of moy father then, either.
He weas probably out working during mest of my wal-
ing hears but what 1de recall of him is lewely, He was
arrmzed by almest everything Idid, paid no atention at
all to cornplairds about me, played with me, and gave me
hags and kizses,

Mot so my mether. She never seemred very happy and
certainly didnt play with rre. Ared Toculd be sure T woaddnt
have any sisters of brothers o play with either, becanss I
hed cried so moach as a baby that [ gawe her beadaches, and
[ was always encugh of & handfull Or did she say thata
little later? ITcan’ remernber exactly when, but T kncaw it
wassaid more than onee; 1 always knew it was all mmy fault
that [ had no cne o play with!

My mcther's siblings, two brothers and cne sister, all
lived cn the samne street as we did. In thees days, it was
zafe for young children o st wander in that rather pro-
tected neighborhood. Trecall doing so quite frequently o
vizitour relatives becausze Twas usually bored with what
was happening a hoerne. [ generally would be able to find
a cousn s play with

We grandehildren were soometimnes all called upon
line upin fromt of my grandoncther if she had been onoan
cukng, say, to the seaside. We wold each receive 4 stick
of peppermint rock candy o some other treat she had
Eroaght back for us Itememnber cne such cocasicn when
I'was rernowved from the lire and did net receive my mock
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becanss I was fidgeting too muach o meet her standards.
She was definitely on oy List!

The kitchen—soullery, we called itthen—had a stone
fleer that my grandoother wonld often sweep. Potatoes
were sold in the condition in which they were dug from
the ground—enmrusted withearth, [krew they were kept
urnder the sink. One day when [ particularly didn't like
my grandmectter, [watched her sweep the soullery floor
and stand back to admdire her hardiwork. [moved over to
the cupboard, grabbed the bag of potatoes, and shot thern
artess the floor, scattering the soil as they rolled,

Iran, of courss, as she yelled for my mother, and 1
found sanctuary in the nearby home of my Aunt Ay
and Undle Gecrge, who I knew would protect me. Uncle
George particularly had fun with me ard often teased e
o the point where [ would lose my ternper. He would then
pick me up, turn me upside doswn, and swing me, and we
wiold be friends again, It was decidedly a better place o
hang cut than my grardmether s hoase,

In thoss days, people served a cocked meal in the
tnidedle of the dap—dinner at lanchtinne, so o speak—and
scmething lighter called tea as the evening meal. Most
men worked lecally and carne home for the midday meal,
as did children from scheol. Married wermnen often didn's
work, so preparing the midday meal was part of their
mnorning ritual.

A nrore elaborate meal was prepared for Sundays, and
it weas usually served a litle laver, Inooy Aunt Ay s houss,
it was served &t ore oblock, and in oy grard mether = hease
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abouttwa, I think the later fime was o acocmnonodate pub
hours (Uncle George didn't go to the pub). The staggered
mrealtimres worked for e, Twold uaually manage v drop
by Aunt Arny'zarcund cne on Sundays and she woald pat
up asmall Plawe of focd for e 6 pin thern Flwere teally
hacky, oy cousin Les, five wears clder than I weould find
sorne fault with his food, push the flate away, and refuse
o eat it. [Thad a veracious appetits, =0 [rather hoped hetd
find a hair in his potatoes o some other problemn [recall
thern saying that he was always finicky.

After that roeal was cver, Td have absohaely no troutle
gring horne for a second dinrer at abouat tweo oitleck. I think
Ihang cutat Aunt Aoy s mere than a the homes of other
relatives because Les was doser v me in age aned would
sornetimes deign to play with e,

With the excepticn of my Auntie Lily, whe was my
father’s cldest sister, we didn't see tuch of the rest of his
farnily because they lived a s ride away. Tloved itwhen
ry Aoande Lily would visit, as she always made a big fuss
cveT e and brightered up iy whele day. She had rerd hadr,
wore predy dothes, and used makeup. A role medel in the
making ¥ She brought me sweets, let me sit on her lap, and
plaverd gamnes with mre. Definitely a keeper.

[ have always been conmerned abour my appearance
and lowe to dress well to thisday. I wasreally no different
then. Sunday was the special day when we all dressed
in cur best. My mother would usually braid oy long,
straight, dark hair, and on special cocasicns she would
put it in ringlets. Itecall [ had a vellow and moauwve cutfic
with a mauwe hat. Tloved it and felt so grosen up walking
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dowm the street alone o visit ny relatives in turn, ending
up at oy Aunt Arny 5, of course. One day, as [ approached
her heuss, the wind ok my hat and Hew it way down
the street much faster than moy little legs would carry me.
Urrcle Secrge camne o the testue, however, and reieved
it. I recall being =0 happry o have it back,

Oh, yes [remernber when I was twi, [alsc rerremnber
a loet mcre, i you hawve a few hooars v spare



Chapter Two

As I zaid, we moved when ['was two ard a half, I knowe
thiz, cnly becauss that was what everyone said, Chur new
herne was in a row of houses in what ooald be described
as a suburb of London called Fornford, surrounded by
strangers. Mo cousins o play with, ne uncles v swing me.
And oy father was away.

Iy father had gone to sea at age fifteen, the euphe-
mizrn being that, “Tehn had run away o zea” My Auntie
Lily corrected that misconoeption when [ was clder. You
z2e, their father had died a age thirty-six after returning
froon WWT, where he had been subjected o mstard gas
poisoning. With six children to feed and no breadwinrer,
ry paternal grandrrether had todo the best she could for
the survival of the farnily.

She walked oy father dewn and 1egistered him in
the IMNavy, as she knew he would be fed regularly, aned this

&
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wiould mean ore less meuth for her o feed. So my father
went to sea as a boy and signed cn officially as a sailor
at age eighteen. Times were very diffioult for the poor in
Britain in those days. It brings tears to my eves as [ write
this t think of the hardships they suffered.

My father left the MNavy at age thirty when he had
comnpleted his tour of duty, as they termed it He and ooy
mnother married. A few vears later, with the threat of WWII
on the horizon, and in preparation for the coming stormm,
he was one of the first +o be called o serve. My moother
wasTUt a happy lady, sc oy life wasn't very interesting or
enpyable. [ sought ckher children in the streets to play
wiith and spent as rach timne as possible cut of docrs, My
meneries are of indderts—those that have had a lasting
irnpact on oy life.

When [ was playing in the street at about age four, a
boy several years clder and quite abit larger started picking
o e He hit e and made me ety Twent manning homne
oy mether, crving and saying that Foy had hit e, T
received no loving affection or syrnpathy for my tears no
kissor hug, rething heartwarmning o reassuring, She asked
if [ had hit him back. “TNel ™ Teried. Her response: “IF pou
can’t hit thern, kick thern, bat den't come crying o me.”

Theee words have rescnated all my life. Sometimes
they have made mre sad. At other timres, they e made me
grateful; they have stood me in gocd stead when [ have
fared some of lifes difficult passages. But [ never felt
nuartured by a loving mether. She made me strong, and 1
appreciate that,
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Ican =till recall the startled reaction I felt that day with
iy mocther. [ quickly urderstocd that there would be no
solace there, rer would there be lowe or respect (ot words
[knew at the tirne, but words that corvey the realizarion
rearhed that day). Unless [ showed her Toould deliver the
kird of strength she seemed o expect of e, [vould be a
disapprointment. So Ishifted zears. [wasn't very big, bat
[ waan't durnb. [determined a method By which T ecadd
bring arpone who picked on me o his knees, Chaite sinnply,
Ibent his fingers back . I was very effective.

Germnan bornbers were cverthead day ard nighe. Many
childrenin the London area were being sent o the courdry
under a naticral evamaticn programn, Irecall that oy father
wias adarnant that [not be sent alone o live with strang-
ers. Given some of the stories [ heard in later years, Tam
very grateful. Iy maternal grandmether's sister and her
Tsband cwned afarmina place called Leighton Bu zzard,
anel arrangemerts wele made for my mether and me o
stay with thern

[ was so exciterd. The Prentiss famdly had a groewn
dangher, Bdis, whe weas a Lard Armoy gitl. They also had
chickens ducks, rabbits, sheepy and cowes. This wasa place
with lots of ackivity, food, and stndles. Edie wodd take me
arcuned with her o feed the andmals collect the eges, and
help in the alletment where she was growing vegetables
and fruit F was heaven, and [lowved it. [ don't recall how
long it lasted, Bt it was cver far oo soon.

e day moy Uncle Ernoarrived. He was ooy mcther s
cldest brether and he had three danghters whe were oo old
to bother with e, so [ hadnt visited these relatives very
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frequently when we lived in London, We had no warning
of his arrival, as there were no phones.

Iy mcther was distraught o learn that cur houss
had sustained mach damage from a boonb that had been
drepped in the vicinity. The ceilings had collapsed, win-
dows had been shattered, docrs blown in, Pecple had
boarded up the house for ssourity, but my mether needed
o g homne o crganize the repedrs. 1 stayed onowith the
Prentizs family and was w1y happy o do so. But soon oy
uncle carre back again +otake me home o Rornford . My
miother had dedded not o return o the Prentiss farm, so
she ard Iwere to risk life and death together.

Thawe mrerreries of air-raid shelters boardedaap buses
(zo glass wold not shatter and injure the passengers if
bornbswere dropped; of courss, ifit were a direct hit, then
it wonldnt moatter), ration bocks, focd shortages, clethes
shortages coal shortages, petrol shortages, no sweets, no
toys for Christmas, and no parties for birthdays, It seemed
endless. [ heard the expressicn “Before the war . "o
frequently that [ believed it must have been an idyllic,
mnagical tirme.

Atfirst, oy mctber and [didn hawve cur cwn air-raid
shelter in cur garden Meighbors had toshare. Trecall that
when the siren scunded in the mdddle of the night, ooy
mmother wonld lift e cut of bed in total darkness—oe
didn't dare show a light—and carry me threugh the back
gardens o our allotted shelter by the light of the moon
[if wee were lucky encugh o have moonlight). Tactually
locked forward to this. I oould listen o all the adult con-
versations, and [ was still young encugh to be fussed cver.
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Irecall cne young, marded couple saying they wanted
adoipt tne. That might hawve been fun, and I kept waiting
aned waiting . ..

Iy scphisticated, glamooous Auntie Lily used 4o come
o visitsometinmes. kwas along journey for her taking sev-
eral buses ard a train. Her wisits were so excting for me—a
Eright spot in my ctherwizs dull existence. [loved her so
rroachy, andd it was clear she loved me. She started o bring
e er old makeup old high-heeled shoes, and scoretimes
jark jewelry—all my mest treasured “tows” My favorite
pastinre was st onoa oushicn in the corner of cur iving
room with a hand mirrer and make up oy face, don the
jewelry, and then prance arcand the recmn in her shoes,

There was sone mysery atached o her that Toouldnd
quite understand, and iy mother would often rell her eyes
when Auntie Lily was discussed. F was clear that scme
things were simnply not talked aboutin front of me. Auntie
Lily had cne son, Alan, whern [ had alweays knosen, bat
row there was arother ore, Len, who was arecent aldition
o her household,

Anntie Lilys basbard was Uncle Joe, Asitturned cug,
the secret that was rever dismussed weas that he was not her
husbared | She had dore somrething that, generally spealking,
nes cne did in thoss davs She had diverced Alans father,
whern [ hadn knoswn at all, and was now “living in sin.”
Len was her stepson, lecsely speaking, Joe worked for the
gas cormnpany, and cur war-tern exdstence made his job
vital; escaping zas from borrbed buildingswas hamodous
=0 his expertize was in great demand. Tthink Auntie Lily
et himn on & bomb site near ber house. T also figured ot
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that this was where a lot of the junk [was given to play
writh carre from!

Aunte Lily arrived cne day and said that she had
comne oo see my father, The last my mether had heard, he
was in Egypt; Theliewe he was helping o prosect the Suez
Canal. My aunt had seen a spiritualist redinm—ene of
her favorite pastinnes—who had told her that if she visited
us that day, she would ==e her bredher. She also gave us
assurance that her medium had told her that her three
brothers would survive the war unscathed. She stayed
all day, and az evening approached, T was finally put in
a stroller soowe could walk: with her o the station for her
jeurney home, As we rounded a curve in the road, she
saw a white zailor s hat abowve the hedges and exclaimed,
"Thats John!™ And it was. I have been a great believer in
paychic phencrena ever sinoe.

My whole werld was different when my father was
horre cnleave. T was sospecial +ohim, and he speiled me
to bitzs. Thad been dmcling over a dress in a local store
for ages. The whole bodice was covered in smocking in
beautiful shades of mauve, Aocording o oy medher, itwas
too expensive, and we did not have the coupons to spare.
She wearted e +o hawve a white dress with a pink belero,
bt Tweas a holdeat! With roach exciternent and in positive
anticpaticn, ook my father to see my choice. You knoow
the restof that story! IThink Teculd have been developing
a little of the divide-and-conguer technique, don't you?

Soonew [was o g0 w0 schecl, even though Twas sl
urder five years cld. We would prebably call it kinder garten
today. I[f [ couldn live with the Prentiss family on their
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farrn, this was the nest best thing, as far as Iwas corcerned,
[ rernemnber anning ahead of my roother on my first day.
Change has never daunted me. T have always liked the
exciterrent of new experiences and rew cppoItunites,
[lewed scheo] from the beginning, Twenld de anything
nct 1o mniss a day, and my lessons cane easily fome. Going
o arhool was a different experiencs in thoss days. We car-
ried our gas mrasks everywhere—or children iy age, they
were red and locked like Mickey IMouse, Our classeswere
frequently intemrupted by airraid sirens, and many of cur
leszons were concucted in air-raid shelkers. Bur we didn't
kroiw this wasursual; we had never known angything elss.
Irecall cne surnrrer merring, during e of my father s
infrequent leaves, when I awakened with aterrible painin
ity side. My mother had gone grocery shopping, and moy
father was digging inthe garden. Scrrebon aseed hard been
planted in mry peyche that illness was weakness, and Twas
expected never o be weals IF [l in the street and was
grazed and Bleeding, Inever cried. 1 had to go under a
dertist’s drill, Ttook it like a charrg, That mnermdng, [ay in
Fed, worrving that the pain woaldn't be gone by the time
ity rrother returned and that she would find cut abot it
She did return horne ard called me to coone down for
Erealfast. [ couldnt get bewond the top stadn, as the pain
was 50 severe. When [ didn't appear, she carme tothe bottorn
of the stairs tooall again, and she sawme. [had o ownoup
o oy “Crime, and she called ooy father frem the gamden.
OF conarss, o Gne Was angTy with me, ard they called
adoctor. It didn't turn cut to be anything sericus, and 1
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wias fire later that day. But Thave so often wondered about
my reaction, which was almost fear. I wasn't suppossd to
have frailties, be a nuisance, or make a fuss. [ wasn't ever
suppoesed to ooy if I were hurt, [ was supposed o be self-
reliant and strong, [was suppossd o be brave, not wealk.
And [ was five.

Nowved to go out with moy father, ard THoyfully skipped
aleng akhis dde. Tthought he was so hardsorre, and Trecall
telling him cnore ccoasion that he was foo nice locking o
be a man and should be a lady. He laughed easily Talways
enccuraged him oo stop for a drink in the local pub and
was wery willing to weait caside. I knew, of oourse, that
bue weoald bring ot a lerncnade for me, which was the big
treat for which I was angling,

Omne timne he brought home somre bananas, the likes
of which I had newver seen. [ desperately wanted o take
one toschool in my lunch, which my mether didn't think:
appropriate. My father's cpinicn was entirely different
and prevailed. He zaid that if he puthis life cn the line cn
a daily basis fighting for his counry and our freedorn, it
wias ckay i his kid were made o feel a litde special cne
day in her ctherwise deprived existerce.

But then hiz leawe wiould be cwver, and Iwas back to the
routine of school, bornbe, shortages, sconetitnes a Thursday
after-school mowvie if the local theatre were playing sorme-
thing rmy mother warked oo see (1 of course, loved every-
thing), and wisiting a few relatives.

We went 4 2 Uncle Brnoand Auntie Lucy at their
house in Bearontree cne day. Their daaghter, my cousin
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Doris, was home on leave from the ATS (the Auxdliary
Territorial Service, known as the wormen'’s armny) and was
in unifermn, which added o the moystique.

When it came timre for us o leave, Doris walked with
113 to the station, as her wisit wasover and she was return-
ing to base. She was on the plaformacrcss from ours, and
we waved o ber as she boarded her tTain o returnode
what? In moy modred, it was sure o be something exciting,
exhilarating, and infinitely more interesting than what 1
would be deing. How T envied her and wished we could
hawe changed planes. Abcut en vears later, with thres little
mouths o feed and an indolent husband, she wonld come
krecking onooaat oot o beg for merey froon oy moether, Do
be careful whar vou ask for, because you just might getit!

But somrething was about o happen +o brighten oy
days. Auntie Ay ard Win and Les, my cousins, moved
irto cur house for aslong as it took them to find another
Hlane to live, which was quite awhile. Their heuse had been
destroyed by a bomb, and we were all grateful they had
not been at horre. Tdon' recall Uncle George being there,
as he was away somewhere helping with the war effors
harren't rerticned Win before becanse she wastmch clder
than T and we really didn't inderact wery much.

Baat Tloved their commpeany. b broughelife socur hose-
hold and interest to my days. Les would play with e, as
he had nc cne elze bt was old ercugh o s2t the rales that
cortrelled cur games. Mostly he wanted o play boxing;
he was always Joe Louis, whe was the Werld Charngicn,
aned Tweas Bruce Woodeodk (1 think he was only the British
Charnpiorn), =0 I was always doomed to lose. But, what the
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heck, Iwas desperate! These relatives eventually moved,
and [ was back to my cwn devices.

The war continued. T pardoularly recall cne night
when the adults around me were sure we were shooting
down every plans Germarny had sent w0 destroy us One
after ancther seemred +o be exploding fromn cour anti-aincraft
guns. We were cheering on cur military frommn our shelter.
B, o cur herrorn, the nest day's newspeapers anneunced
Germany s new secret weapon., An unmanned missile
annoarted for the explosions we had heard. The decdlebuag
hard been launched o wreak further havoo onoour coanery.
We nicknarned it the buzz bornb, as itemdted a bamnoning
soundd as it cruised over. The dreaded seconds carne when
that buzzing stopped and the missile continued stealthily
alonyg its path of destruction before it fell to obliterate any-
thing and everything after ite deadly descent.

We eventually had cur cwn air-raid shelter in cur gar-
der, st cur nightly rerde zveus with cur reighbors ceased.
Az things dragged on and [ got a lile older, ooy mcther
often eschewed the oold ard damnp shelter altogether, tak-
ing the fatalistic approach that i cur +imne were up, & be
it. We had had encugh. We were tired, drained, and at the
ened of cur tolerane.

There was the constant worry over my fahers and
uncles’ safety. My father had been torpedoed in the Baltic;
had survived the German U-boats in the Atlantic, where
Foval MNavy destroyers were prodecting Anerican ships
bringing food o Britain; and had served his country in
harrewing situaticns in Egypt and Africa. How mach
longer could his luck hold?
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Mearly everyone had lost family and friends. Many
hed ot litnbs, sight, and sanity, We were somretinnes elated
by newes aned other fimesin despair. [ ofen lay awake at
right worrying that Hitler would invade cur shores and
subagate us as he had dene in all the Burcpean countries
he cocupied. But, as a country, we held on, albeit with cuar
fingernaily exhibiting that stiff upper lip for which we
Brits are ncted.

Fnally, the war was cver, first in Europe ard thenin
Fpan. My father aned uncles all survived. Iy aunt had it
cn good authority, after alll Everyone waselaed. Pecple
danced in the strests, and every neighberhood held par-
ties withlong tables running down the cener of the roard,
where we satdown to the best mneal they could moaster. We
children, who knew very litle about whet mede the werld
g aroured, were =6 excited, Mo all the promdses of adif
ferent existenice would be our reality. We expected great
changes: sweets, 0ys, holidays—a wonder-world, But not
quite wet. In fact, not for a very long time. INow carne the
challenges of postwar Britain.
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