CHAPTER 1
The sudden and unexpected death of my husband, Harold Douglas Barry, on 20 March 1952 signalled the beginning of yet another crisis in my life.
We had sold our home, Cliff Cottage, in Bournemouth and preparations had been made to sail from Weymouth to the Channel Islands, where we intended to make a new home for ourselves in Jersey.  Negotiations had been completed and an agreed deposit had been paid to secure the purchase of our chosen house; the final settlement was due to be paid on the day after our arrival in Jersey.
Three days before our departure Harold suffered a massive heart attack during the night and, despite my urgent phone-call to our doctor, he was too late to save Harold, who died as the doctor was entering the house.  My distress and sense of shock were profound.
The doctor left the house about 4.30 in the morning.  He wanted me to phone somebody to come and be with me, as he did not like leaving me alone.  But I wanted to be alone for a while.  I felt I needed some time in which to control my emotions; I also wanted a few quiet hours in which to think only of Harold and our life together, which spanned 22 years.  There had been happy years and desperately unhappy years, but towards the end we had come together again and found a new understanding and peace we had not known before.  These were memories I would always cherish.
Harold's sudden death not only upset me greatly but also created several problems that had to be dealt with immediately. The new owners of Cliff Cottage, Colonel and Mrs Fawcett, were already in Bournemouth awaiting our departure in three days' time, when they would take possession of Cliff Cottage.  This obviously would not now be possible.  Funeral arrangements would have to be made, travel plans cancelled, our solicitors and the Jersey solicitors notified, as well as the removal contractors. I wondered if I would be able to cope with all this and with the fatal alteration to my future.
I sat alone until seven o'clock that morning, when I made several phone-calls, and by eight o'clock a steady stream of people had begun to invade the house.  Questions, often difficult to answer, were being asked of me without cessation: the front​door bell and telephone constantly rang.  I was also very unsettled in another way, as the bulk of our furniture had already been assembled and our personal clothing packed into numerous suitcases awaiting transit to Jersey - to what would have been our wonderful new home.
By the end of that dreadful day I was completely exhausted, overwrought, unhappy, and in spite of many people around me, including Harold's son, Jummie, and his sister Joan, I felt quite alone.  I longed to have someone of my own kith and kin to be with me at this time, and that evening I phoned my brother Gordon in Edinburgh and asked if he would come south to help and support me, at least until after the funeral.  He arrived the following evening.
The four days preceding Harold's funeral were so fraught with problems that I had little time to dwell on my own personal sorrow, and each evening, drained and weary,' I thankfully crept into bed, seeking some solace for a few hours in sleep.
The funeral was attended by our friends and some members of the Disabled Sailors' and Soldiers' Workshops, of the West Hants Tennis Club, and of the Red Cross.  I was accompanied by Harold's son and daughter, Jummie and Joan, by his sister Kathleen, and by my brother Gordon.  During the service I had to struggle hard to mask my emotions.  I felt near to collapse.  When it was all over we returned to Cliff Cottage.  Nobody had been invited to join us there as it was understood there would be urgent business arrangements to discuss; the most immediate of these being the reading of Harold's will.
I was aware that Harold had made two wills:  the first, signed a few years earlier, had left Cliff Cottage to me for my lifetime, as well as an income of £800 per annum.  After legal expenses and specified legacies had been paid, the residue of Harold's estate was to be divided equally between his son and daughter, Jummie and Joan.  After my death they would also inherit Cliff Cottage.
Then, a few weeks before his death, Harold told me he intended to make a second will, because he felt uneasy about the time that would elapse between the sale of Cliff Cottage and the purchase of the house in Jersey.  He wanted to ensure that I would have one or other of the two houses, in the event of his death.  This second will was duly drawn up and signed, and Harold came home saying he felt happier knowing that I would be secure in a home either in Bournemouth or Jersey for the remainder of my life.
When we returned to Cliff Cottage after the funeral, we were joined by our solicitor and William Witt, a close friend of Harold and an executor of his will (along with Jummie and myself).  We sat in the lounge while the solicitor read Harold's two wills.  I paid scant attention to what was being read:  I was distressed and still feeling the strain of the funeral service. Moreover, I already knew the main contents of the two wills.
When he had finished reading, the solicitor then told us that there were certain difficulties in regard to the two houses - which he would try to explain.  He said that, according to English law, Cliff Cottage had been sold from the day the contract was signed, which meant that it was no longer a part of Harold's estate on the day he died.  But, he continued, in Jersey the law was different:  the purchase of a house there was not complete until the final payment had been made - in this case it was due on the day after our planned arrival in Jersey.  As this final payment had not been made and, according to Jersey law, death cancelled all contracts, it meant that the house in Jersey had never become Harold's property.  Therefore, although he had willed one or other of these houses to me, I could not legally claim either of them.
The solicitor concluded by saying he felt sure that Mr Barry's son and daughter would wish to honour their father's wishes as expressed in his two wills, and that some financial adjustment could be arranged that would enable Mrs Barry to secure another house.
Very little was said after the solicitor and Mr Witt left the house, and soon afterwards I retired to my room to struggle
with my own highly emotional state of mind, and to wrestle with the many urgent decisions I would have to make.
Early the following morning Jummie returned to his home in Surrey:  he wanted to collect his car and bring it back to Bournemouth in order to pack and take away his father's personal belongings, and such items, clothing and jewellery, that had been bequeathed to him in Harold's will.
During the day I had an appointment with our solicitor, who talked, among other things, about the difficulty that had arisen in regard to Cliff Cottage and the house in Jersey.  He said he would call a meeting with Mr Witt, Jummie and myself to discuss how best a financial arrangement could be made, whereby I would receive the money necessary to provide me with a home for my lifetime in accordance with Harold's wishes.  Perhaps interest from the invested proceeds of the sale of Cliff Cottage might be the answer.
When Jummie returned the next day with his car and began collecting Harold's suitcases - already packed in readiness for removal to Jersey - I felt very upset.  Later, as I watched Jummie picking up Harold's watch, his ring, hair-brushes and other small articles still lying on the dressing-table, articles used daily by Harold and so familiar to me, I became quite distressed and had to sit down in order to regain my composure. After a few minutes rest, I told Jummie of my conversation with the solicitor and that he had suggested a meeting with Mr Witt, Jummie and myself, when it was hoped a financial agreement would be reached which would supply me with the money necessary to establish a new home.
Jummie was sitting on his father's bed with a half-filled suitcase beside him.  He looked at me and said:  "There's something I must tell you.  I'm very sorry, Honey, but I've talked this matter over with Joan and we've decided that father's will must stand as it is.  Legally, the Jersey house never became his property, and Cliff Cottage was sold before he died. Therefore, the proceeds from that sale become part of the residue of father's estate, and will be divided equally between Joan and myself."
I looked at Jummie in disbelief.  "But that would mean I couldn't have a home at all!  You can't mean that surely?"  "I'm very sorry," he replied.  "Father left less money than we expected and Joan and I need all the money we can get.  Please try to understand."
I felt myself trembling with shock and quite unable to speak.  I just shook my head and hastily stumbled from the room.
Jummie left Cliff Cottage the following morning.  I was not sorry to see him go.
Two days later Gordon returned to Edinburgh and I was left alone in Cliff Cottage.  The house already partly dismantled, with packing cases lining the walls, looked empty and forlorn, while a stillness that could be felt was all around me.  I sat in the dim, familiar lounge and wondered what I would do when, in one week's time, I handed over the keys and left Cliff Cottage for good.  I was 51 years of age, had no husband, and now no home, and very little money.  I was still distressed and disturbed by Harold's sudden death, and still felt the effects of having to deal with the immediate cancellation of all the arrangements concerning our departure for Jersey, and with the imminent arrival of Colonel and Mrs Fawcett to take possession of
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Cliff Cottage.  My mind was confused, and I found it difficult to believe or understand why Jutnmie and Joan should behave so harshly towards me - when throughout my 22 years of marriage with their father I had always striven to effect a warmer and closer relationship between the three of them.  I was not conscious of any feelings of anger or bitterness towards them, only an over​riding sense of sadness.  For I knew, without doubt, how disappointed and upset Harold would have been, had he known of their behaviour towards me now.
I sat for a long time, struggling to concentrate my thoughts on the immediate future.  Where would I go when I left Cliff Cottage next week? And what did the future hold in store for me? I felt desolate and alone, and again, as I had done on many previous occasions in times of stress, I sought divine help.  I prayed that I might be given some sign and guidance as to the road I must follow in the dark and difficult days that lay ahead.
CHAPTER 2
The days, weeks and months that followed Harold's death were almost unbearable.  The entire contents of Cliff Cottage instead of being transported to Jersey were stored in Bournemouth, and I moved into the Anglo-Swiss Hotel, to stay for a while under the watchful care of my good friend Doris Schwyn.  It seemed to be a time of endless meetings with the solicitors, with the Bank, and with Jummie.  Often the meetings were far from pleasant, with Jummie insisting that there would be no deviation from the legal interpretation of the wills.  Jummie's argument was that as I was only eight and a half years older than himself - and women usually lived longer than men - he couldn't afford to wait to inherit everything, as it was probable that he would die before I did!  Joan, Jummie's sister, was consulted, but refused to commit herself openly.  She was content to leave all decisions in her brother's hands.  Mr Witt suggested that the proceeds from the sale of Cliff Cottage might be divided into three equal parts. But this suggestion was rejected, along with all alternative possibilities.
Jummie was sometimes quite belligerent at these meetings, turning from the main point at issue to complain of other grievances, such as the fact that in addition to being bequeathed the entire household effects, I would also be entitled to possess what he termed "the Barry heirlooms".  These were mainly presentation pieces of silver and sporting trophies won by his grandfather at Charterhouse School.  Jummie considered this to be most improper and unfair.  There were other complaints:  he queried an account sent in by one of our stores, which included a black outfit I had purchased to wear at Harold's funeral, and he asked for a detailed account of each item as, in his opinion, I was myself responsible for any expenses incurred after Harold's death.  There was also the question of certain household articles that the new owners wanted to purchase:  carpets, curtains etc. The price for these had been agreed and added to the purchase price of the house.  But there were also other household articles, worth about £600, which had been selected and a price verbally agreed a day or so before Harold's death.  It was suggested that as Jummie was being so intransigent about the house problem, he surely might agree that the money paid for all the goods purchased by Colonel Fawcett should be paid to me, as they had formed a part of Harold's "goods and chattels", to which I was entitled.  But Jummie refused, and indeed argued that the entire sum realised from these purchases should become part of the residue of Harold's estate - to be divided between Joan and himself.
It was, however, pointed out to Jummie that whereas the first purchase price had been included in the sale agreement, the second purchase had only been a verbal one, with no exchange of money or written agreement.  The goods remained Harold's property;  they were still in Cliff Cottage when he died and now rightfully belonged to his widow.
When it appeared that no satisfactory agreement or compromise could be reached, I was advised by the solicitors to seek "counsel's opinion".  This would probably result in a court action, before Harold's two wills could be proved in accordance
with his wishes.  I was aghast at such a suggestion.  For the very thought of any publicity was abhorrent to me.
I was still living at the Anglo-Swiss Hotel and paying its reduced winter terms.  But by now it was summer, and I would have to move elsewhere as I couldn't afford the higher summer charges. Doris had been very kind and promised to reserve me a room at the end of the season, sometime in September.  So I decided to go up to Scotland and remain there until I heard again from Doris.  I would stay with Billy, my stepfather, at least for part of the time.  I would have plenty to occupy my mind there, as I had promised the solicitors I would soon give them a decision as to whether I wanted to proceed with any further legal action or not.
Billy met me at Prestwick Station and gave me a very warm welcome.  I was tired and dispirited and it was some comfort to be able to pour some of my woes in his sympathetic ears.  Two days passed, and it worried me that I still could not make up my mind what I was going to say to the solicitors.  I couldn't explain why I felt so hesitant, even to myself.  I was not by nature a fighter.  Even in my schooldays I had always tried to be the peacemaker in any dispute, and now the thought of open hostility and a complete estrangement with Harold's son and daughter - whatever the reason - perturbed me.  I knew Harold would have been shocked and dismayed by Jummie's behaviour, but I was conscious too of how he would have shrunk from taking any form of court action, with its resulting unwelcome publicity, particularly when it involved his own family.
It was a Saturday afternoon:  I remember it well.  I had been feeling restless all morning, and in the afternoon I decided to go for a long walk, hoping that the fresh air might clear my mind and help me to find a way out of this tangle, whereby we might all at least remain friends.  I thought about Harold a great deal while on that walk, and of our life together.  He had made mistakes - as indeed we both had.  But he was a man of high principles and integrity, and had tried his utmost to repair any wrongdoing on his part.  I felt that his son's behaviour now would in some way reflect adversely on Harold's good name of which he had always been proud, if it ever became public knowledge, and that was something I was anxious to avoid.  As I walked slowly homewards I passed a church and stopped to read the notice board.  I saw there would be a service there the following morning (Sunday) and I decided I would attend.  I had great faith in prayer, and hoped that my visit there might provide the right answer to my present dilemma.
I was not disappointed.  As I sat quietly in a pew waiting for the service to begin I felt less tense and in a calmer frame of mind.  The gospel reading was taken from "the Sermon on the Mount" and referred to the need to forgive others - as we ourselves would wish to be forgiven.  The text of the sermon that followed was "Do not store up for yourselves treasures on earth". The minister was an excellent preacher with a strong and vibrant voice, and as I listened to his words I felt that he was speaking directly to me.  He reminded us that we should not place too much dependence on material things or worry about the future, but rather that we should have belief and faith in our heavenly Father to guide us out of all our difficulties.
The minister was standing at the main door as I left the church.  We shook hands and I thanked him for a splendid service and a sermon which would be of immense value to me. I walked home
already knowing in my own mind the course of action I would take.
But I waited until the following day before writing to the solicitors to inform them that I had decided not to contest the will or take any further legal action.  Having posted the letter, I felt a sense of relief, and was firmly of the opinion that I had made the right decision - that is, the right decision for me. I was well aware that this decision would not be approved of or endorsed by other people, including Harold's sister, Kathleen, who was fierce in her condemnation of Jummie's behaviour and greed.
I remained in Scotland until September, when I returned to Bournemouth and to the Anglo-Swiss.  I had spent most of the summer in Prestwick, but had made occasional visits to Edinburgh to see my brother, Gordon, and his family.  Marion, his daughter, had now grown into a tall and attractive young woman aged 22, and his son, Ronald Gordon, who was not 16 years old, was already well over six feet tall.  I also spent a few days in Stirling with Ella and Bill Harris, my very good friends since my childhood.  I outlined to them my present unhappy situation, and they comforted me with assurances, that, come what may, there would always be a welcome for me in their home.
While I was still in Prestwick, Billy repeatedly reminded me that I was to regard his little home as mine for as long as I wanted.  He had never recovered from the sudden death of my mother, to whom he had been devoted, and ever since her death two years earlier I had endeavoured to keep in close touch with him by letter and telephone.  He used to say that as long as I was around he felt he still had a part of my mother to encourage him to carry on living.  I knew he was desperately lonely, but I also knew that I could never become any sort of substitute for my mother, nor find happiness for myself in Billy's small world - so different and far removed from the world to which I had become accustomed for many years.  I did, however, promise to write to him regularly, once a week, and to come north the following summer to see him again:  and with this assurance he was content. By that time I hoped that my own problems would have been settled amicably and a pleasanter atmosphere prevail,.
On my return to Bournemouth there were more meetings with the solicitors, with Jummie and Mr Witt, our co-executor.  I also had talks with Kathleen, my sister-in-law.  But nothing that was said prompted me to change my mind, and I confirmed my decision not to contest Harold's will.  Jummie was obviously well pleased with this decision - the solicitors and Kathleen not.so.  For myself, I think my over-riding feeling was one of relief that the bickering and squabbling over Harold's money would now cease.  I had no feelings of bitterness or animosity towards Jummie:  he had done what he felt he had to do and I would not sit in judgement on him.  But I was aware that while for Harold's sake I would never withhold the hand of friendship from his son and daughter, nonetheless I did not think I would ever be able to rekindle any of the affection and warmth that had at one time existed between us.
Later, Jummie agreed - partly I think due to Mr Witt's persuasive powers - that I should be given £1000 (it may have been slightly more) as a gesture of goodwill.
While these negotiations were continuing I was still living at the Anglo-Swiss Hotel, where Doris Schwyn was the managing director.  When my financial position was eventually clarified, I
realised that I could not afford to continue living there, even at the reduced winter terms.  Doris understood this and together we discussed various alternatives.
It so happened that the husband of a mutual friend had died suddenly six months before Harold.  Her name was Muriel Gent, and she lived in a large flat and was still feeling lonely and depressed.  Doris arranged a meeting, and the upshot was that I moved into Muriel■s flat to stay as a paying guest for an unspecified period of time.
I recall this period as a very difficult and often unhappy time.  The month was November;  the weather cold, foggy and wet. With Christmas approaching and the shops brightly decorated and thronged with shoppers, I felt very lonely and saddened at the thought that I should be spending Christmas without Harold beside me.  Muriel, several years older than myself, was kind and considerate.  But I found it very difficult to accustom myself to living in a home that was not my own, and where I felt I must conform, as far as possible, with Muriel's fixed routine, ideas and general lifestyle.
I viewed the approach of Christmas Day with some trepidation, and was feeling quite miserable when Doris very kindly invited Muriel and myself to join her family party at the Anglo-Swiss Hotel for dinner on Christmas evening.  When surrounded by hotel visitors and Doris's family I knew there would be scant opportunity for me to dwell on my own unhappiness. It was with relief and gratitude that the invitation was accepted.
On Christmas Eve I had another pleasant surprise.  A parcel addressed to me was delivered by post, and when I opened it I found it contained a gramophone record.  I couldn't imagine what it could be, and asked Muriel if she would play it for me on her radiogram.  This she did.
To my astonishment and delighted surprise I heard a voice: "Hello, Auntie Donny!  This is Marion and Ronald talking to you from Edinburgh."  Marion said they had thought it might please me more this Christmas to have a record from them rather than the usual greetings card.  They had rehearsed two musical items, she said, which they hoped I would enjoy.  Then followed a short duet from The Mikado, sung by Marion and Ronald, who also accompanied them on the piano;  and this in turn was followed by Marion singing "0, for the wings of a dove".  The record ended with a cheerful "Happy Christmas, Auntie Donny!"
To say I was pleased with this record would be an understatement.  I was thrilled.  In my loneliness and general unhappiness the very thought that I had not been forgotten by the two young people most dear to me was too much for my pent-up emotions.  My eyes filled with tears and I wept.
On Christmas Day, Muriel invited a few of her friends in for a pre-lunch drink and I joined them on my return from church.  In the evening, at the Anglo-Swiss, Doris was surrounded by members of her family who all welcomed me warmly.  After an excellent dinner I took part, with the others, in the Christmas programme that had been arranged for the entertainment of the hotel guests. I appreciated the kindness and hospitality of Doris and her family, and was glad to have been with them on that first Christmas without Harold.  Nevertheless, I was thankful when the time came to return to Muriel's home and climb wearily into bed. It had been a very long day.
On New Year's Eve (Hogmanay), I had lunch with Kathleen and then took her for a short run in the car.  She now lived in a large block of flats, Pine Grange in Bath Road, and since' Harold's death she had sought my company more and more.  In the evening Muriel and I were invited to a neighbour's home to celebrate the arrival of the New Year with hot punch and mince pies and to watch a television programme on their new set - still something of a novelty and a luxury to most people then.
And so that never-to-be-forgotten year of 1952 ended, and 1953 opened with my future still a large question mark.
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CHAPTER 3
I continued to reside in Muriel's home throughout 1953.  I seemed to be living in a state of limbo, uncertain of myself and unable to make any firm decisions or formulate any plans concerning my future.  But Muriel was kind and encouraged me to stay on indefinitely and I was beginning to circulate again among friends and to renew my interest in the Disabled Sailors' and Soldiers' Workshops and in the West Hants Tennis Club.  I took each day as it came and drifted through the weeks and months, waiting, I suppose, for something to turn up that would compel me to alter course in some way.
I visited my aunt Emma, (Auntie Mem) now aged 90, once a week, taking her out to tea and for a run in my car, which always pleased her.  I was also in close contact with Kathleen, now in her seventies and in failing health.
It was during this unhappy time of personal and financial uncertainty, that I heard from Louie that Ronald's school, the Edinburgh Academy, would be sending a number of their pupils on a school holiday to Switzerland and Venice in April - Ronald, however, would not be going with them, she said, as they couldn't afford to pay for such an expensive holiday.  This news worried me:  Ronald was now 16 and a promising pupil at school.  It seemed to me to be a wonderful opportunity for him to catch a glimpse of the world outside Scotland.  I wanted him to have that experience.
After some thought I wrote to the headmaster and asked for full particulars of the school holiday and of the cost.  I explained that Ronald was my nephew and, if it could be arranged, this holiday would be a gift from me.  I concluded by saying I had always watched Ronald's progress at school with great interest and asked if, in his view, Ronald would appreciate such a trip and benefit from it.  The headmaster replied that Ronald was a good pupil and most likely to succeed in whatever career he chose;  and yes, he considered that Ronald would appreciate and benefit in many ways from such a holiday.
The holiday would cost more than I expected - it was for two weeks, spent partly in Lugano and Venice and with an itinerary full of interest and educational value.  I was satisfied it would be money well spent and was in due course rewarded by receiving from Ronald letters with graphic descriptions of his travels and what he saw.
When the summer came I arranged, as promised, to go up to Scotland and spend two or three weeks with Billy, and this time I decided to take the car.
I had never driven beyond the outskirts of Bournemouth, and the thought of undertaking such a long journey, alone, was a daunting one.  But I knew the car would give enormous pleasure to Billy, who was not a good walker, and we would both be able to enjoy outings along the lovely Ayrshire coast.
I went along to Hartwell Motors and spoke to Mr George Hartwell, the managing director who had been well-known to Harold and myself. I told him of my plans, and he promised to make certain that my car, a Sunbeam-Talbot, would be in perfect order before I set off on my journey.  He seemed to be concerned that I would be travelling alone, knowing of my lack of experience in long-distance driving and about my limited knowledge of what made
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a car tick!  He gave instructions that I was to be shown a few of the basic requirements necessary to keep the car operational -oil, batteries, and water to be checked regularly, also, petrol and tyre pressures.  I was then given a practical demonstration of how to change a wheel, in addition to much helpful advice.
On the day of my departure, when I went to collect my car, I was quite surprised at the amount of interest shown by the mechanics at Hartwell Motors.  I was given last-minute instructions and more helpful words of advice, including a warning never to give a lift to strangers - of either sex! Looking back, I smile at the recollection of the attention I was given:  I might have been setting off for the North Pole! .But I am writing of over 3 0 years ago, when women drivers were still something of a rarity.  I think the fact that I would be unaccompanied on my journey disturbed them most.  But I promised to send a postcard when I arrived in Scotland - and this I did.
After a tearful farewell from Muriel, who hugged, me as if she never expected to see me again, I set off on the first stage of my journey.  I hadn't reserved any overnight accommodation, as I had no idea how far I would travel on that first day;  but I had my AA route and a list of possible stopping-places with suitable hotels.  It was a lovely day, and once I had cleared the town I began to enjoy the open country and headed for Newbury and Oxford.  There was no need to hurry as time didn't matter, so I stopped to enjoy a leisurely picnic lunch prepared for me by Muriel.  There were no motorways or by-passes in those days, so Oxford was the first busy town I had to drive through and I breathed a sigh of relief when that was accomplished without taking a wrong turning.  I drove on to Banbury, and although it . was still early afternoon I decided to stop and spend the night there.  The sun was shining and I would enjoy a walk around the town.  I reserved a room in a large hotel in the main street and found a pleasant tea-shop, where I sat for a while appreciating my pot of tea and Banbury cake before setting out for a walk.  I was admittedly tired, but after a good dinner I went early to bed, well-pleased with my day's work.  I had enjoyed the run and it had given me confidence to tackle the remainder of my journey. Before going to bed I phoned Billy to report on my progress.
After breakfast the following morning, and having checked that my car was in good order, I set off for Rugby and Leicester. Rugby proved to be no problem, but Leicester was more difficult: a busy town with heavy traffic and crowded with shoppers.  I found it not easy to concentrate on my driving and at the same time watch for the correct road signs that I must follow.  I did in fact have to halt once to ask a point-duty policeman if I was on the right road for Doncaster, the next big town on my route, and having been assured that I was, it was a relief to leave Leicester behind me without any further difficulty.  But as I drove north, the traffic steadily increased.
I kept well inside the slow lane while huge heavily laden lorries hurtled past me incessantly.  I found this quite alarming.  I remember pulling into a lay-by for a brief rest - a light rain was falling - and as I watched the cars and lorries racing along in both directions I felt I was in a sort of no-man 's land.  Scotland was still a long way ahead and Bournemouth too far behind to turn back!  I suddenly became conscious of my aloneness and my heart missed a beat.  I thought of Harold.  He had once said to me:  "Don't take any notice of the traffic.  Let
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everything pass you, if that's what they want.  Tuck yourself well into your side of the road, and just keep going."
With the memory of those words to comfort me I stepped back into my car and continued on my journey.
I had intended to stop overnight in Doncaster.  But the rain was falling heavily and I was beginning to feel tired.  So I halted at Bawtry - a somewhat dreary-looking town in the rain -and settled myself into a surprisingly comfortable hotel for the night.
I left Bawtry in the morning and found my way through Doncaster without any difficulty at all.  By then my confidence had been restored, and as I wended my way northwards I was able to relax and take some pleasure in driving.  When I turned left at Scotch Corner and saw the hills ahead of me, I felt I was almost in Scotland and my spirits rose.  I considered pressing on to reach Prestwick that evening, but it would have been dark and very late.  So I spent a third night in a small hotel outside Penrith, and was on my way again early the following morning.
I weaved my car through the busy town of Carlisle and crossed the Border at Gretna Green.  Here I stopped for a short rest.  As I sat in the sunshine I recalled that the last time I had been in Gretna Green Harold had been with me.  We had wandered around, this interesting and historic little village, made famous by the number of run-away marriages that had taken place there.  But I would not allow myself to dwell on memories of the past, and was soon off again on the last lap of my.long journey.  I was now in Scotland, and with every mile I covered the little car seemed to run faster.  I arrived safely in Prestwick with the sun still shining and a warm welcome from Billy awaiting me.
I spent three weeks in Scotland, during which time I took Billy for many enjoyable runs in the car and made several short visits to Edinburgh, Stirling and Paisley.  I was particularly anxious to visit Edinburgh, because Ronald would be taking part in a school production of The Mikado.  Ronald had been chosen to play the name part, the Mikado, and I was tremendously eager to see his performance.  He had already appeared in previous school productions, including The Gondoliers. King Lear, and Julius Ceasar.  But I had never been in Scotland at these particular times.  In my own young days I had developed a love of the theatre, and cherished the hope of taking up a stage career -alas, never fulfilled.  It pleased me that I could now relate so closely to something that evidently was also of interest to Gordon's son.
Ronald's appearance and performance exceeded all my expectations. ■ He was six feet four inches tall and ramrod straight.  He wore a magnificent costume and his first entrance was truly impressive.  He had a strong and articulate voice and acted well.  In my opinion he was an outstanding success:  I was delighted.
During my stay in Prestwick the Carle family (Billy's bosses) were most kind and hospitable.  I enjoyed their company immensely and was made to feel very much at home.  They hoped I would continue to come north as often as possible, as Billy seemed to depend so much on my visits.  But they understood my reluctance to return to Scotland permanently, after living many years in England.
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I left Billy with the promise that I would return the following year and, if it could be arranged, would take him for a short motoring holiday.  This parting assurance seemed,to afford him some comfort and pleasure, and I set off on my return journey to Bournemouth feeling happier that I had, for a time at least, been able to help Billy overcome his continuing sense of loneliness and desolation following my mother's death.
I followed the same route as before, but on this occasion I made only two overnight stops.  I could have made even better time, but I always wanted to make sure of my overnight accommodation before darkness set in.  My little car ran well; the weather was good;  and everything went according to plan.  I arrived safely and returned to Muriel's home to give more thought to my financial position and future plans.
After my visit to Scotland I felt very restless and unsettled.  I realised I could not continue to live with Muriel indefinitely, and must find some place where I could feel more free to live my own life and maintain my independence.  Muriel and I were very good friends, but I had many other friends, and this quite often created minor problems and some embarrassments. For instance, if anybody called to see me unexpectedly or by invitation, it was always Muriel who greeted them effusively, inviting them to stay for coffee, tea or a drink and thus giving the impression that she was the hostess.  This in turn invariably raised the question when I was being invited somewhere - "Is it necessary to invite Muriel too?"  Or - "Of course, if you would like it, we'll invite Muriel as well."
Muriel was warm-hearted and very generous, but she did like to come with me wherever I went.  I sometimes found this a bit irksome.  But at the same time it upset me to see the hurt look on her face when she was left behind.  Eventually, I told her, as kindly as I could, that I felt the time had now come when I must leave the shelter of her home and fend for myself elsewhere.  We would always remain good friends;, but each of us would be free to follow our own way of life.
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CHAPTER 4
I moved into a small guesthouse and again drifted through the next year, 1954.
I worked out my financial situation and decided I could not afford to pay more than £5 per week for my board and lodging. Reluctantly, I would have to part with my car.  But when I mentioned this to Kathleen she was quite upset, saying she was now relying on me to take her out occasionally for a run, and to help with her shopping requirements and regular visits to her doctor.  Kathleen asked me to keep the car and said she would pay for the insurance and road tax.  This was good news to me and I gladly accepted her kind offer.
As I did not think I would ever again require a houseful of furniture, I sold several of the larger pieces in store, along with my boudoir grand piano which, in addition to storage charges, had to be kept tuned and in good condition.  I also sold my diamond and platinum wrist-watch.  Altogether I raised about £400, which I put into a building society at a good rate of interest.  With this and the interest on approximately £2000 in shares, which had been given to me over the years as birthday or Christmas gifts (in addition to my £800 per annum), I calculated I could survive.  I retained a considerable amount of furniture and some valuable jewellery, which could be disposed of should my financial position worsen.
I seriously considered looking for some form of employment. But nothing suitable ever seemed to present itself.  I had no qualifications to recommend me and it had been more than 20 years since I had done any work at all.  When I broached this subject to Kathleen and also to a few close friends, it was apparent they didn't approve of the idea at all, saying that such a thing would have upset Harold tremendously.  I knew this was true, and decided I would refrain from taking any such action unless it became absolutely essential.
Although my life appeared to be empty and without purpose, it was surprising how quickly the days passed.  I spent more time at the Tennis Club and took part in the Variety Shows produced by the drama section.  I also became a member of the Little Theatre Club, and having been auditioned and tested in a Members' Only production, I was given a small part (my first stage role) in After My Fashion.  I spent more time with Miss Smith at the Disabled Sailors' and Soldiers' Workshops, assisting her with preparations for the summer Bring and Buy Sales.  Auntie Mem and Kathleen were also visited regularly, and taken out for runs in the car or on shopping expeditions.
I had found it very strange at first trying to make my home in a small guest house, which was in the Queen's Park area of the town.  I had quite a large bedroom, sparsely furnished, and a gas-fire with a meter which consumed my shillings all too quickly!  But I also had a wash-basin with hot and cold water, and the room had a pleasant outlook with a view of the golf course.  There was no central heating in the house and I was often cold.  But there was a coal-fire in the hall and in the lounge;  the food was wholesome;  and the owners of the house agreeable;  so I made myself as comfortable as possible and wondered when I would move again.  I had complete faith in prayer
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and believed that I would recognise the road I must follow when the time came.
Although I was happier now that I had some money (albeit a small amount) invested in my name, I was anxious to live within my income, if at all possible.  So when I was informed that the terms for my room would be increased for the summer months I said I would vacate my room in June, pack everything up, and return in October.  I knew that Billy was counting on me to spend at least a part of the summer with him, which I would do.  But I was also anxious to go to Edinburgh, where Gordon's deteriorating health was causing some concern.
There was another reason for being in Edinburgh.  Early in March I had received the very sad news of my Aunt Violet's death. She was affectionately known as Auntie Vi and was dearly loved; my mother was her older sister and they were always the greatest of friends.  At a desperately unhappy period in my mother's life it was Auntie Vi who had proved to be a tower of .strength and support. ■ It was always a great comfort to me to know that Auntie Vi was beside my mother when she died.  Apart from this, Eleanor, my aunt's youngest daughter, was now married and living in Edinburgh with her husband and small son.  I wanted very much to visit them.
Towards the end of May I received a disturbing letter from Billy.  He wrote that Gordon, who had been staying with him for a short holiday, had been taken seriously ill and rushed into hospital.  Louie had been informed, but at the time of writing, had not been in contact with Billy, who was extremely anxious and concerned about Gordon's state of health.
I decided I would not wait until June but pack my bags now and journey north.
I arrived in Prestwick to find Gordon still in hospital and very ill indeed.  Louie had come over from Edinburgh for a day, but had to return home that same night.  Billy was thankful to see me arrive and give what help and support I could.
Gordon was in hospital for three or four weeks.  I talked to his doctors, who told me he was lucky to be alive. Emphysema and a heart condition - a legacy from the First World War - were the . causes of his illness, and a long convalescence would be required.  I took Gordon back to Billy's home for about a week to regain some of his strength and then drove him back to Edinburgh. He was in a hurry to return to 4 8 Great King Street, where the family were living at that time, because the date of Marion's marriage had been fixed for 10 July, and he wanted, above all else, to be fit enough to give his daughter away on her wedding day.
Happily, this wish was fulfilled.  Marion was married at Fairmilehead Church in Edinburgh on 10 July 1954.  A reception was held at the Roxburghe Hotel in Charlotte Square.  Gordon . summoned up his strength and managed to keep going all day.  He was a proud man as he escorted Marion up the aisle to meet her bridegroom, Jim Campbell.  She looked lovely in her bridal outfit and was smiling happily as she walked back down the aisle with her tall husband, an accountant and an Edinburgh policeman's son.
At the reception, exchanges of friendship and good-will were made amongst the relatives and friends who had travelled many miles to be present on this special occasion.  It was a happy day and one to be remembered by all who were there.
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In August, I took Billy for a week's motoring holiday around the Lowlands of Scotland, and in September Doris travelled by train to meet me in Edinburgh for a tour of the Highlands.  Doris had never visited Scotland before, so I mapped out a picturesque route to include Oban, Fort William, Mallaig, Inverness, Balmoral Castle and many other places of interest and special beauty.  On our return to Edinburgh Doris left by train for Bournemouth and I returned to Prestwick. Our holiday had been a great success.  I must now add that Doris, knowing my financial position, had generously paid the lion's share of our expenses.
Later, in October, I set off on the long drive back to Bournemouth, to the small guesthouse where the reduced winter terms would now be in operation.  Before I left Prestwick I told Billy that if all went well I would come back next year and take him down to Bournemouth for a short holiday with me there.  Billy was always downcast when saying goodbye and I tried to leave him with something pleasant to think about and look forward to.
When leaving Prestwick, in addition to my suitcases and usual assortment of loose clothing, I carried a large iced birthday cake for Auntie Mem's 91st birthday.  This was carefully packaged and placed on the back seat of the car to avoid any damage in transit.  Billy had initiated this practice on her 90th birthday - which we thought was a remarkable age to reach and would probably be her last!  Now, we laughingly wondered how many more times would I take a cake down south.
In the early part of the following year, 1955, I became a member of the WVS (Women's Voluntary Services), sometimes working in the office and at other times assisting with Meals on Wheels.
I was astonished to discover there was so much genuine poverty and hardship in Bournemouth, a town I had always believed to be rich and prosperous - so many old and frail people living alone in small and dingy rooms with totally inadequate warmth or comfort of any kind.  The arrival of the Meals on Wheels lady, bringing a canister of hot food, seemed to be the highlight of their day.  It was often difficult to get away;  they were just so pleased to have someone to talk to.
These visits taught me that I must stop feeling sorry for myself and concentrate instead on the blessings I enjoyed which, , by comparison with these unfortunate people, were already manifold.
I was planning to make my annual visit to Scotland in June, and one day, when discussing it with Auntie Mem, I was startled when she asked if she could come with me!
I protested that I couldn't possibly take her on such an arduous journey including two or three days' continuous motoring. But she cast aside all my objections and begged me to take her. She said she particularly wanted to visit my father's grave in Logie Cemetery:  she had been unable to travel north when he died in 1915, and it had always been her dearest wish to see where Harry (her brother) had been laid to rest.  Such an opportunity, she said, would never come again.
I was in a quandary - how could I refuse her?  What could I do?  I spoke to her friend, Mrs.Slade, and she surprised me by saying she would gladly come with us, paying her own expenses. It would be a wonderful holiday for her too, she said, and she would be able to take care of Auntie Mem.
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As Mrs Slade was herself in the late seventies I still had misgivings, but was persuaded to say "Yes".
It was understood that I would be remaining in Scotland for the whole of the summer and that Mrs Slade and Auntie Mem would make their return journey by train.
I smile when I recall telling a friend I was about to motor up to Scotland and was taking two companions with me.  She said: "Oh, that will be lovely!  Will they share the driving with you?" When I explained that one companion was in her nineties and the other in the late seventies, she was quite shocked!
All went well, however, although the first day was a bit of a strain.  Mrs Slade sat beside me, and Auntie Mem was comfortably settled in the back seat, supported by cushions, rugs and luggage.  Auntie Mem chatted a lot and was obviously enjoying herself.  But when she was silent for a lengthy period I would look anxiously into my driving mirror to ensure that she was still alive!
I couldn't reserve any hotel accommodation, not knowing the distance I would be able to travel in a day.  This made me a little anxious, but I knew the route well and succeeded in finding comfortable accommodation for the two overnight stops we had to make.
Nonetheless, when we eventually arrived at Bridge-of-Allan, where rooms had already been reserved for us, I felt quite, exhausted and ready to lie on my bed for a quiet hour before dinner.  I expected Auntie Mem to do the same.  But not a bit of• it!  I was informed that she was going to walk to the bridge at the end of the village and see if the River Allan was as she remembered it from her last visit in 1910.  She wasn't in the least bit tired!
We remained at Bridge-of-Allan for a week, and Auntie Mem was able to realise her great wish to visit her brother's grave at Logie, and also to enjoy several drives amid the hills and lochs she had last seen over 4 0 years ago.  Mrs Slade, who had never been in Scotland, was enthralled.  The weather remained favourable throughout, and when I finally drove them into Stirling Station they each voted the holiday to be one of the best they had ever enjoyed.
Having seen them comfortably settled in their reserved seats on the London-bound train, I spoke to the guard, informing him of their ages, and asked if he would keep a watchful eye on them until their arrival at Euston, where they would be met by another relative.  This he promised to do, and so the train pulled out of the station with two happy and smiling faces waving to me from the window.
I returned to my car, maybe a little tired, but with a warm glow of satisfaction that I had been able to bring some pleasure into the lives of Auntie Mem and her faithful friend, Mrs Slade. Mission accomplished, I then drove off to Prestwick and Billy.
A few days after my arrival in Prestwick I set off again for a brief visit to Edinburgh.  I wanted to see Ronald appearing in Iolanthe - the last school production in which he would be taking part before leaving the Edinburgh Academy in July.  I had missed seeing the previous year's school play Twelfth Night, in which he had played Malvolio. In Iolanthe Ronald played the part of Private Willis, a small part giving little scope for much movement, but an important part nonetheless.  In his guardsman's uniform, with scarlet tunic and bearskin, which considerably
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increased his height, he presented a handsome and colourful picture.  He was alone on stage at the start of Act Two and his solo was rendered in a strong baritone voice.  I was pleased and proud of his performance.
I made several brief visits to Edinburgh that summer. Ronald was organising a school concert which would take place at the end of July, a few days before he and about one hundred other Academy pupils would be"ending their school days to go their separate ways into the world.  I wanted to be present on that occasion.
I had already explained to Billy that I would be making several short visits away from Prestwick that year.  He was quite content about this, because I also told him that before leaving Bournemouth I had been able to reserve a room for him for one week in the small guesthouse where I was staying. He would be able to travel south with me in the car and return to Prestwick by train.  Billy was immensely happy at this piece of news.
And so I returned to Edinburgh, to attend the school concert where Ronald conducted the large school choir without a trace of nervousness and with a confidence that surprised and pleased me. He also accompanied one or two of the soloists at the piano and sang a solo himself.  It was a successful and happy evening and marked the end of his school days.
Ronald was now over 18 years of age and eligible to be called up for his two years' compulsory National Service, along with a number of classmates.  They were all awaiting their call-up papers with mixed feelings;  some were eager to begin their training;  others, like Ronald, were less enthusiastic.  I can recall seeing one of the young boys, John Gordon, come bounding up the stairs of the Great King Street flat, his face flushed with excitement, to tell Ronald that his call-up papers had arrived and that he would be leaving home the following week to report for duty.  Listening to their animated conversation and with memories of two world wars behind me, I ardently hoped that all this training would never have to be used for anything other than peacetime activities.
Ronald's call-up papers arrived in September, with instructions to report for duty at Oswestry.  He did not exactly relish the prospect of the next two years being spent in military training, but was philosophical about it.
In October I took Billy with me, as promised, for a week's holiday in Bournemouth.  He had been looking forward to this visit all year.  I hoped I would be able' to make his holiday a truly happy one.  Billy loved motoring and was never nervous when I was driving.  We had an enjoyable first day's run going south and stopped to stay overnight at the comfortable small hotel in Bawtry where I had stayed on previous occasions.
The car was loaded with suitcases, loose clothing and Auntie Mem's 92nd birthday cake, so I asked for a lock-up garage.  There was none available, but I was assured by the hotel manager that my car would be safe in the general garage, which was securely locked up at night.  Having closed all the windows and locked the doors and boot of the car, I returned to the hotel to enjoy a good dinner and an early night's sleep before setting off again in the morning for Bournemouth.  I had already written to the guesthouse, to confirm our date and approximate time of arrival.
In the morning, after breakfast, I went to the garage to bring the car round to the front entrance.  I unlocked the door,
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jumped in and switched on the engine.  Nothing happened.  I tried again, and yet again.  Still no response.  I was puzzled:  it couldn't be a run-down battery as it was practically new, and must have been recharged after the previous day's run.  I remembered there was a garage and petrol station alongside the hotel, so I managed to push the car out of the garage and free​wheeled it down the slight slope to the garage, where I explained to a mechanic what had happened and asked for his assistance.
He said:  "Well, let's have a look and see what the trouble is."  He opened the bonnet and exclaimed in surprise:  "It's no wonder it wouldn't start - there's no battery!"  It had been completely lifted out and must have been stolen, probably the previous evening before the garage doors were closed for the night.  I was quite shocked at such a happening, and concerned about the delay this would cause, as a replacement was not in stock and would have to be brought down from Doncaster.
It was after mid-day when we finally got away from Bantry, and this meant we would be much later than I intended in arriving at Bournemouth.  Consequently, I drove faster than usual, and was more than a little tired when I drew up outside the small guesthouse in the late afternoon.
I told Billy to wait in the car while I rang the door-bell and asked the proprietor to come and help off-load our luggage. I rang the bell and waited.  Nobody answered.  I rang again, more loudly this time, and after a long pause the door was half-opened.  I could dimly see the figure of the owner, clad in a dressing-gown, standing inside.
He said:  "I'm sorry.  But you can't come in.  We're all ill and the house is closed.  My wife and Sally (the domestic help) are in bed with acute bronchial flu and now I'm in the same condition.  I can't do anything for you."  "But why didn't you let me know?"  I exclaimed.  "You knew we were arriving today." "I didn't think of it until yesterday,"  he said, "and by then you would have already left Scotland.  I was too worried about my wife and now myself.  But," he continued, "a friend of yours called this morning with some flowers and left this note for you. "
He handed me a letter, repeated "I'm sorry" and closed the door.
I was stunned by this reception and completely unexpected turn of events.  I stood for a moment staring at the closed door, then walked slowly back to the car.  Darkness had fallen and I thought "What shall I do now?" and "What a miserable start to Billy's long-awaited holiday."
I was tired after two days' motoring, and the discovery that morning that my car's battery had been stolen had upset me.  I got back into the car and told Billy what had happened.  It was only then I realised I was still clutching the letter that had been handed to me.  It was from Doris.
She had called that morning with some flowers to greet me and been told that because of flu in the house I would have to seek accommodation elsewhere.  Knowing I was unaware of this, she had hurriedly returned to the Anglo-Swiss and managed to book two rooms for Billy and myself.  Future plans, she wrote, could be discussed after our arrival there.
Doris had always been a good friend to me, and especially in times of trouble or distress.  This was just another instance of her loyalty, and I was immensely grateful and appreciative.
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Without further ado I turned the car around and made for the Anglo-Swiss Hotel, where Doris was waiting to welcome us.  The following morning, after a short discussion it was decided that we would both stay on in the hotel for the week of Billy's holiday.  After that, I would have to think again!
It was an enjoyable and happy week.  Staying in the Anglo-Swiss Hotel was a luxury Billy had not expected, and he considered the extra money involved was well worthwhile.  A full programme was planned for each day, including a visit to Auntie Mem on her 92nd birthday, when her birthday cake, none the worse for its long journey, was duly presented to her.
Mrs Slade and Auntie Mem made a great fuss of Billy and of me now that I was back in Bournemouth.  They were both looking sprightly and well and altogether it was a very happy birthday party.  Also at the party was Eric Hoskins and his wife, Gay. Eric was the son of Auntie Mem's sister, Eleanor, and he had recently returned to Bournemouth.  He was a bank officer and had been transferred to a bank in Southbourne.  Our two families had been completely out of touch for more than 20 years, until in Bournemouth an unusual chain of events led to our reunion.  Since then, Eric and Gay had shown me many kindnesses, and now invited Billy, Auntie Mem and myself to a celebration lunch the following day at their home in Southbourne.  This we accepted, and it proved to be another enjoyable occasion for all of us.
Kathleen, too, invited Billy to have tea with her, and Doris came with us on several outings in the car.  So the week passed very quickly, and all too soon it was time for Billy to return to Scotland.
I travelled up to London with him and waved farewell to him at Euston Station, after which I set off to meet a tennis friend in London that day.  We spent some time in Selfridges, made a few purchases, had tea, then returned together by train to Bournemouth.
CHAPTER 5
After Billy's return to Scotland I had once again to take stock of ray own position and consider what to do next.
I did not want to return to the guesthouse in Queen's Park, and yet I could not afford to live at the Anglo-Swiss.  As a temporary measure I moved to a less expensive hotel in Bath Road and began looking around for a bed-sitter with kitchen and bathroom facilities.  The more I looked the more depressed I became.
Christmas and the New Year of 1956 found me still searching for a home.  Doris came with me on these excursions.  She had never been keen on this way of living for me, and after inspecting the accommodation on offer I had to agree with her.
I studied my financial position more closely, and now decided to look for a small unfurnished flat instead.  I looked at several - in most cases the rents were too high.  But in February I found one in Manor Road:  a large Victorian house converted into four flats, called Hurlingham.
I signed a five year lease for a rent of £250 per annum; rates and heating were not included.  The flat was in good condition and already carpeted and curtained, so I withdrew the necessary furniture and household effects from storage and took possession of the flat at the end of February.
Later, when I had settled in, I sold the remainder of my furniture, leaving only a few of my most treasured possessions still in storage.  The sale proceeds brought in £500, which I promptly invested in the building society, to be set against a rainy day.
My flat in Hurlingham comprised sitting room, small dining room, two bedrooms, kitchen and bathroom and was sufficiently large for me to house the bulk of my possessions and so cut down on storage costs which had been rising every year.
It seemed very strange to be in a home of my own again after four unsettled and difficult years of living more or less in suitcases.  But I appreciated the pleasure of being my own mistress, as well as the freedom to live my life as I pleased.  I was still actively involved in my voluntary work with the Disabled, the WVS and the Tennis Club, and now with the additional task of caring for a flat, shopping and cooking, my days were fully occupied.
Ronald was now a gunner in the Royal Artillery, and had been posted to Woolwich Arsenal.  He came to see me on a week-end leave pass and was my guest at Hurlingham.  He told me he would soon be leaving for Hong Kong on a troopship and on 22 March, Doris and I motored into Southampton to see him embark.
A very long train filled with khaki-clad soldiers steamed into the station, and within seconds the platform was alive with uniformed young men, hundreds of them, lining up in rows, with enormous packs strapped onto their backs.  We had no difficulty in spotting Ronald - he stood head and shoulders above most of them.  Standing alongside Ronald was a diminutive figure - he could not have been more than 5'2" tall.  He was dark-skinned and appeared to be almost weighed down with the weight of the huge pack he was shouldering.  Doris and I had to smile at the picture they presented as they marched off side by side.
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We were allowed onto the quayside, where the Asturias was berthed, and watched the embarkation.  We couldn't have any conversation with Ronald, but were able to wave and shout words of encouragement.  Some time later his head appeared looking out of a porthole.  He was waving and seemed in good spirits.  After a few more shouted messages of "Bon Voyage" and "Good luck" we finally waved him farewell, as we knew the ship would not be sailing for some considerable time.
On my return home I wrote a long letter to Louie, giving her all the details of Ronald's departure.  For I knew how worried she was that he was going so far away, and so soon after leaving school.
Throughout that winter, Billy's weekly letters had sometimes made me feel uneasy about his poor state of health.  He always made light of this, but now he had to say that he was confined to bed with a heart condition.  His doctor had told him he must slow down and take life more quietly.  However, he wrote that he was feeling much better already and would be out and about again.  He mentioned how kind John and Nellie Carle had been and that he wanted for nothing.  I was not to worry about him at all.
Nonetheless, I did worry, and suggested I should come up north to assess the situation for myself.  But Billy did not want me to do this.  He would rather I waited until June when the weather would be warmer, and after my own visit to Scotland he would return with me to Bournemouth to enjoy a holiday in my own home.  Billy had been pleased to know I was going to have a home of my own again and was eagerly looking forward to this visit. And so it was arranged.
Billy's next letter told me that he was very much better, and had been out for a short walk.  He had an appointment to see the doctor at his surgery the following afternoon.
On 3 April 1956 (Easter Tuesday) John Carle telephoned me with the distressing news that Billy had died, less than half-an-hour earlier.  He had walked - a very short distance - to the restaurant where he was to have lunch with John and Nellie, after which they were going to take him on to the doctor's surgery. Billy had walked into the restaurant, looked around for John, and without any sound or warning had slumped to the floor.  He died immediately.  It had been a terrible shock to them all.
It was also a profound shock for me, as I was totally unprepared for such grievous and unexpected news.  I told John I would travel north on the night train from London, and he promised to meet me at Kilmarnock Station the following morning.
Difficult and distressing days followed, but John Carle was a tower of strength, relieving me of all the necessary business and funeral arrangements.  Everything was done as quietly and simply as Billy would have wished.  Eleanor, my cousin, and her husband, Woods Ferguson, attended the funeral, and Gordon arrived and stayed for a few days.  Billy, in his will, had left all he possessed to me.  The small house in which he lived was the only object of any real value.  But the purchase price had never been fully paid so there was still a considerable amount of money outstanding.  I had to decide whether I wanted to keep the house or sell it.
After Gordon returned to Edinburgh, I stayed on for another two weeks.
I did not like being alone in the house, but I had plenty of thoughts to occupy my mind and more time to ponder over my future.  I missed Billy a lot and was saddened that he hadn't lived to see me in my own home as planned.  I had known Billy since I was a small child, and throughout all those years he had never spoken an unkind word to me.  In the eyes of the world he may not have been a successful or dominant character.  But he was kind, warm-hearted, and would never knowingly have hurt or harmed anybody or any creature.  He was in the true sense of the word, a gentleman.  I shall always cherish his memory.
While I was still in Prestwick I was fortunate to find two people who were seeking furnished accommodation for a period of two months.  An agreement was signed, and I returned to Bournemouth feeling happier with the knowledge that the house would be occupied until my return in two months' time.  By then, I would have reached a decision about what to do with it.
It wasn't really a difficult decision to make, for I knew that I would never want to live there permanently.  Billy's home was only paid for in part and I was not in a position to complete the purchase without borrowing money, which I was reluctant to do.  With Billy and my mother both now deceased, there was nothing left to draw me back to that particular part of Scotland. It would be wiser for me, I thought, to sell the house and invest the proceeds still available to me after all debts and expenses had been cleared.  But before putting the house up for sale I decided to spend the summer there and to invite Gordon to come and spend some of that time with me.  It worried me a great deal to observe how his health was deteriorating, and I hoped a long holiday might be beneficial to him.
I returned to Prestwick at the end of June, and drove directly to the home of the Carles.  They had not wanted me to arrive at an empty house after a long journey, and find no one to welcome me, so they had invited me to stay with them for a few days, until I felt ready to move into Billy's house.  I was most thankful for this kindly consideration and also for their companionship.  For I was a comparative stranger to Prestwick and had no other friends there.
I found the house in good order:  the departing tenants had looked after it well and Mrs Murdoch, Billy's faithful home-help, had been in with a stock of groceries, milk and bread, and was actually in the house (she had a key) when I arrived.  She stayed for a cup of tea and a chat before departing and leaving me to my own devices.
A week later I set off for Edinburgh.  On this occasion I had been invited to stay with Eleanor and Woods Ferguson. Eleanor was many years younger than myself, and during my married life we had not met very often.  But through our mothers, who were sisters, we had always kept in touch, and after Harold's death and my frequent visits to Edinburgh, we had become very good friends.  I was looking forward to this visit and to becoming better acquainted with Woods, her husband, and with their small son, Alan.  The visit proved to be a great success, and after two enjoyable weeks I returned to Prestwick, taking Gordon with me for a restful and prolonged stay.
It was now mid-July.  The weather was warm and sunny and I was able to take Gordon out for a run in the car most days.  I was pleased and comforted to have him with me, for I missed Billy very much and could feel his presence around the house.  I now
- 23 -
had plenty of opportunities to observe Gordon more closely, and noted how easily tired he became, while his difficulty in breathing was at times quite alarming.  But he was always cheerful and never complained about anything.  We had always been close friends from childhood days and now I wanted, more than anything else, to make life as easy as possible for him, and to ensure that he gained the maximum benefit and enjoyment from this summer holiday.
I explained to Gordon the reasons for my decision to sell the house:  it would have been totally unsuitable for him and Louie to live in.  But I deferred any advertising of the sale of the house until the end of August, when Gordon would return to Edinburgh.  The household contents would, I knew, realise very little in a sale, and the only articles of intrinsic and sentimental value were the beautiful gifts that Gordon had sent home from India in the years before his marriage.  My mother had treasured them and so did I.
At one stage in my mother's life, when she was in financial difficulties and forced to sell up her home, these precious gifts were something she would never part with, and for a long time they found shelter in the home of my Aunt Violet (Eleanor's mother), until my mother was in a position to take possession of them again.  Billy had equally treasured them and now he had passed them on to me.
I thought about these much loved treasures for some time -particularly about a magnificent large carved brass bowl, supported on the backs of three elephants.  Gordon told me that this bowl had won the first prize at the Burmese exhibition.  An octagonal small table, carved in black wood and resting on the back of a large elephant was also another favourite.  There were numerous other gifts of silver and brass sent to my mother and myself during the years 1920 - 1928.  Now that Gordon's days in India were finally ended I felt I would like to return at least some of these gifts to him for his own pleasure.  They could later be passed on to Marion and Ronald.
When discussing the matter with Gordon, I asked him to promise that he would never part with or sell any of these items: I wanted them to be kept in the family.  I did not believe that Louie shared such sentiments, for she had already sold various items of value belonging to her mother.  But I did not want the Indian gifts to meet with the same fate.
Gordon assured me that he would never contemplate giving away or parting with any of the Indian treasures, and with this assurance I was content.
He stayed with me throughout the July and August of that summer of 1956.
When the weather was favourable we went out for runs in the car.and enjoyed many picnics and outings.  When it rained, he seemed content to remain indoors.  He enjoyed doing crossword puzzles, studying the football pools, and trying his luck with some of the competitions advertised in the newspapers.  We were always welcome at the home of John and Nellie Carle, and they sometimes took us for an afternoon outing in their large Jaguar car.  I was very pleased to have Gordon with me.  He had spent so many years in India and I wanted to hear more about his life there - while I was able to tell him about some of my travels, and experiences down south and overseas.  We laughed a lot when we talked about our early childhood days in Joppa and Bridge of
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Allan.  Gordon had been very tense and highly strung when I brought him to Prestwick and it pleased me now to see him looking so much more relaxed.
In early September I drove Gordon back to Edinburgh.  The car was laden with household goods, which I thought would be useful for Louie in their home.  The Indian relics took up a considerable amount of space, but it was surprising how much else we were able to cram into the boot of the car, and when we set off, Billy's little home looked sadly depleted.  His house was now up for sale, and I wanted Gordon and Louie to have whatever would be most helpful to them before the house was finally sold.
As it was a sunny autumnal morning when Gordon and I left Prestwick, I chose the long route to Edinburgh, across a moor and through some small villages.  It was quiet and peaceful and there was no need to hurry'.-•* We both enjoyed the drive and I remember that we discussed the possibility that Gordon might be able to spend a holiday with me in Bournemouth the following year.
In the meantime, he intended to return in October to the Royal Circus Hotel, to spend the worst of the winter months there - as he had done the previous year.  The flat in Great King Street had no central heating and it was on the second floor. There was no lift, and Gordon had found the stairs increasingly difficult to climb.  The Royal Circus Hotel, in Royal Circus, was a small residential hotel.  It was well-heated, comfortable and there were no stairs for him to climb.  His health had benefited from his previous stay there and I was pleased to hear he was going to return there once again.
I returned to Prestwick after a few days and with the help of Mrs Murdoch, Billy's home-help, set about cleaning the house thoroughly in preparation for prospective buyers.  It was several weeks before it was eventually sold and realised less money than I had hoped for.  But I had no regrets about selling the house and was glad when, in October, I handed over the keys to the new buyers and returned to Bournemouth, to pick up the threads of my own life.
With Billy now dead and laid to rest beside my mother, as he had wished, there was nothing more I could do for either of them. I knew I would miss them both greatly as time went by -  and feelings of sadness and loneliness overcame me now and then. Another chapter had closed, and my life appeared to be quite empty and without much meaning once again.
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CHAPTER 6
I did not settle at all happily into my new flat.  It was a very cold winter that year and I constantly worried about the cost of keeping it warm.  The electricity bills for heating and hot water were more than I had expected, and there was also to be an increase in my rates.  I wondered if I could really afford to live there at all.  I had never in my life lived on my own for any length of time, and I often felt lonely and missed the companionship of someone about the place.
I had a radio, but no television set, which I considered to be a luxury I could not afford.  My little car was my great joy and my only luxury.  I wouldn't give it up without a struggle. Otherwise I continued with my routine outdoor activities - Meals on Wheels, the Workshops, the Tennis Club, and regular visits to Kathleen and Auntie Mem.
I was also spending more time at the Little Theatre Club, where I had produced one or two one-act plays, which were used on the small downstairs stage to test new members.  I had formed a considerable number of friendships while pursuing these various interests, yet at the end of the day I often felt I had done nothing really worthwhile, and wondered if anything would ever happen to bring some sense of real purpose into my life.
The bad winter of January and February 1957 passed, and by March I was feeling more optimistic and looking forward to having Gordon down to spend another summer holiday with me.  It would be very nice I thought, to be able to have him to stay in my own home.  I had also just been invited to take part in the Little Theatre's next production, and that also pleased me quite a lot.
It was during this period that I had a visit from someone who was a particularly good friend of mine.  His name was David.
He had been the captain of a ship on which I travelled alone at a time when I was desperately unhappy and ill.  It was largely due to this great kindness and the care taken of me during that voyage, by David, his officers and the crew, that I managed to survive that crisis.  He and his wife, Jackie, were now living in Quebec.  We had never lost touch, and it had been suggested that I should go out to Canada to visit them.  But tempting as the invitation was I could not foresee it happening.  And now David was in London on business, and he phoned to say he was coming to Bournemouth to see me before returning to Canada.
He already knew of many of the problems that had confronted me after Harold's death and was aware that Billy's sudden death had caused me further distress. He urged me again to come to Canada and spend the summer with Jackie and himself in Quebec.  I said I would think about it.  But that did not satisfy him.  He replied that I had been thinking about it for years!  He insisted on taking me down to a travel agency, where we could discuss the matter more fully.
I said I would prefer to travel by sea rather than by air, so David asked all the questions and gathered several leaflets, giving me all the relevant information, and I promised I would seriously consider if it would be possible for me to accept his invitation and visit them and his wife sometime that summer.
At the beginning of April, rehearsals were well under way for the Little Theatre Club's next production, Portrait in Black,
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when I unexpectedly received a letter from Louie.  She said that Gordon was seriously ill and had just been admitted to hospital.
I was extremely worried and phoned the hospital for further information.  I was able to speak to the doctor attending Gordon and asked him if it would be advisable for me to come up to Edinburgh immediately.  I was told it was difficult to say at this stage how things would develop, but there was no imminent danger.  The doctor suggested I wait for further news.
I was in a dilemma, as the play opened in a week's time, on 15 April.  I did not have a large part to play, but there were no understudies.  I decided to leave at once for Edinburgh, stay there for one or two days, and return for a longer period when the production concluded after a week's run.
I travelled by the night train and Louie met me in the morning at Waverley Station.  Gordon's condition, she said, had improved slightly.  We went together to the hospital and I was indeed tremendously relieved to find Gordon looking better than I had dared hope.  He was propped up in bed, quite alert, and greeted me with a smile.  He said he would be quite alright if it wasn't for his difficulty in breathing.  I sat by his bed for about 15 minutes and then went off in search of a sister or doctor, leaving Louie to spend a few more minutes alone with Gordon.  I promised to return the next day.
I had quite a long talk with the doctor, who confirmed that Gordon was still seriously ill, although his condition had not worsened since we spoke on the telephone.  The doctor was hopeful there would be an improvement, but could not say when that might happen.  That evening I discussed the situation with Louie, and we agreed that I should travel south again the following night having first seen Gordon in the afternoon.  If his condition had not improved after a week or ten days, when the production of Portrait in Black would have ended, I would arrange to come north again and stay for an indefinite period.
Ronald was still in Hong Kong on National Service, but Marion and her husband, Jim, were in Edinburgh, where they had made their home.  Marion was expecting the birth of her first child in a month's time, and the news of her father's illness had caused her considerable distress.  But she insisted on coming to the hospital the following afternoon.  Only two visitors were allowed at one time, so I went into Gordon's room with Marion, while Louie waited outside.
I could see no change in Gordon's appearance from the previous day.  He asked me if I was happy in my new flat, and he wanted Marion to tell him about her baby and when it would arrive.  I told him I would returning to Bournemouth that night, but would be back to see him again in about a week. I kissed him farewell:  he smiled and raised his hand as I left the room.  I felt very, very sad.
The following morning, a Thursday, I was back in Bournemouth, and in the evening attended the last rehearsal of Portrait in Black before the dress rehearsal on Sunday afternoon. I phoned the hospital on Friday and again on Saturday and was told there had been no significant change.  This news to some extent eased my mind.  For I felt that Gordon was holding his. own, and I dared to hope that any day now I would be told of a marked improvement in his condition.
The dress rehearsal on Sunday was a long drawn-out business and I was glad when at last it was over.  I had lost all interest
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in the production and hoped the week would pass quietly, after which I would feel free to make my own arrangements without upsetting anyone else.  I was tired when I reached my home at Hurlingham and made a pot of tea to revive me.  My thoughts were of Gordon, and I was thinking of phoning for the latest news when the telephone rang.
The call was from the hospital.  I was told in the kindest way possible, that Gordon's condition had deteriorated rapidly. He had died a few hours ago.  The date was 14 April 1957, and it was Palm Sunday.  Gordon was 58 years of age.
I was completely shattered.  Later, when I had recovered my composure, I telephoned Louie and asked if she would like me to come up immediately or wait until the funeral arrangements had been made.  It would not be too difficult, I considered, to find someone to take over my part in the play even at such short notice.  But Louie did not want me to make the long journey north so soon after my last visit.  I had seen Gordon then, and there was nothing more I could do.  Louie said she would prefer that I waited until after Marion's baby was born - it was due in May. Gordon's funeral would be a very simple one, she said, with only the family and a few close friends there.
In all the circumstances this was probably the right and sensible decision.  And so, I was not present at Gordon's funeral, and throughout that week played my small part in Portrait in Black to the best of my ability.  I could not enjoy the performances, as I normally would have done, and was thankful when the week of the play came to an end.
Gordon's death affected me profoundly and I became extremely downcast.  I lost any interest in my flat, thinking of Billy who was no longer alive and would not spend his promised holiday with me - and now Gordon would not be coming either.  It seemed that I had lost all the people most dear to me and my own future seemed without purpose and bleak.
One day, remembering David's visit and his invitation to Canada, I wrote to him with the sad news of Gordon's death to say that if the invitation was still open I would very much like to accept, to come over and spend a holiday with him and Jackie that summer.  By return of post a letter arrived from David and Jackie confirming the invitation and suggesting that I set about making the necessary arrangements as soon as possible.  If I travelled by sea they would meet me on arrival at Quebec.
That settled it.  I would call at the travel agency and make enquiries about ships and sailing dates to Canada.
During the Second World War, in addition to working as a St John's VAD nurse, I had also worked for Lady Frances Ryder's Hospitality Centre, an organisation which cared for the welfare of all Dominion airmen arriving in Bournemouth.  It was a most rewarding and worthwhile job, which brought me into contact with members of the Allied and Dominion Air Forces from many parts of the world.  In the course of my work I met and made many friends, particularly among the RCAF (Royal Canadian Air Force), who were stationed in Bournemouth in large numbers.  I received many invitations to visit Canada when the war ended, and two of these young men, Flying Officer Clayton Leigh and Pilot Officer Fred Town had continued to correspond with me long after hostilities ceased.  They always wanted to know when I was going to make that
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long promised visit to Canada.  It seemed to me that this might be the time to keep that promise to them.
Meanwhile, my enquiries at the travel agency had been satisfactory, and I provisionally arranged to sail from Southampton on 19 June.
It was now May, and there were many business arrangements I would have to make before leaving home on such a lengthy holiday. Doris introduced me to two of her friends who were home on leave from South Africa.  They were looking for a furnished flat to rent for three or four months, so Doris brought them along to see me.  They liked my flat and a financial agreement was soon arrived at to our mutual satisfaction.  It was agreed that I should use the small bedroom to lock up all articles of value and my personal clothing.
I was in the midst of carrying out this task one afternoon when the telephone rang.  It was Jim Campbell, calling to let me know that Marion's baby had been safely born.  A little girl, she was later christened Lynne Fraser Campbell.  Both mother and baby were doing well.
I was delighted to hear this good news.  The date was 15 May 1957, only a month and a day after Gordon's death.
When Eleanor heard that I was going to Canada and would be visiting Toronto, she suggested I should take the opportunity to cross into the USA and visit Marjory and Violet (her sisters and my cousins) in Detroit.  At the same time Kathleen asked me to call on her niece, Ruth, in Illinois.  I soon found myself mapping out an itinerary including all the people and places I would like to see.
As I mentioned earlier, I suffered a certain degree of stress following Gordon's death, and now, while in the process of making my travel arrangements and attending to other business matters, I felt this same trouble recurring.  I felt tense and always very tired, a condition which seemed to worsen as the days went by.
One afternoon, having already been to Southampton in connection with my American visa, I called at my bank to seek the help of the manager in explaining the contents of some documents. When he began talking to me I felt too weary to concentrate, and when he asked me to sign some papers I just shook my head and tears filled my eyes.
The manager was most kind and understanding.  He gave me some brandy and talked quietly for a few minutes until I regained my composure and was able to drive myself home.  But that incident made me decide to see my doctor without further delay. I could not risk going to Canada feeling as I did.
I explained what had happened to my doctor, who had known me for a number of years, and asked if he would consider it advisable for me to cancel my plans for going abroad.  "On the contrary," he replied.  "You're overtired and suffering from nervous exhaustion.  The sea air and a week's rest on that ship should work wonders for you.  Go and enjoy your holiday."
And so, on 19 June 1957, Doris drove me to Southampton and saw me onto the Cunard liner Saxonia, bound for Quebec and Montreal.
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CHAPTER 7
It was my first sea voyage on a large ship since Harold's death, and I wondered if I would feel a bit strange travelling alone.  But I need not have worried.  I sat at a table for six, which included one of the ship's officers, and two married couples, and from the beginning a friendly and happy atmosphere prevailed.
We entered our names for all the sports events and soon became acquainted with many of our fellow passengers.  There was plenty of time too for me to rest, and after a day at sea I was ready to take part in all the games and activities arranged for our entertainment.
I was travelling first class.  This was a luxury, I knew. But Billy's small estate had recently been wound up and I had received a cheque for £2000 - more than I had expected.  I knew it would have pleased Billy if I spent some of this money on a holiday.  For he had always wanted me to have the best of everything possible.  I had no sense of guilt that I was being unduly extravagant:  there was only a warm feeling of affection and gratitude towards Billy for all his kindness to me ever since I was a child.
The days passed quickly:  the weather was good and the sea remained reasonably calm.  We spent most of our days on deck, and in the evenings we danced, or watched a film show, or maybe just relaxed by reading or writing.  I loved every minute and was quite sorry when we neared the end of the voyage.
On the last day all the finals of the various competitions were played off - I was lucky to win first prize for table tennis - and in the evening there was a special dinner and farewell dance. I think I danced every dance.  I was happy again.
We were due to arrive in Quebec the following afternoon, but for some reason the ship was delayed, and it was almost midnight before we eventually docked, on 25 June 1957.  There to greet me on the quayside were David and Jackie, who had been waiting for two hours.  They gave me a great welcome, and then drove me to their lovely home to begin my long promised visit to Canada.
It was my first meeting with Jackie, but we had communicated over the years and I knew from the warmth of her letters and the photos she had sent that we could become good friends.  And so it proved to be.  We established a good rapport immediately, and my holiday in Sillery, a few miles outside Quebec, remains one of my most cherished memories.  Each day brought something of fresh interest:  sightseeing tours to beauty spots and places of historic interest;  to the Chateau Frontenac in its commanding position overlooking the St Lawrence;  to the Basilica;  and to the waterfalls at Montmorency and Three Rivers.
I stayed with David and Jackie for two weeks, and then set off on a round of visits to other parts of the country.  Jackie expressed surprise when she heard I had accepted invitations to visit and stay with two Canadian families I knew very little about.  But I explained that these invitations dated back to the war years when my war work brought me into contact with two young RCAF pilots.  A friendship had been cemented then which had strengthened during the years, and now I was to have a reunion with these two young men and their families.  Jackie, herself a Canadian, still seemed to be a little dubious and made me promise
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I would return to Quebec immediately, if my plans didn't work out as expected!
My first visit was supposed to be to Toronto.  But I broke my train journey in Montreal for two days, in order to see something of that large and thriving city.  David fixed my travel arrangements and booked me into a hotel in Montreal and Jackie contacted some friends living nearby, asking them to call and see me.
It was not a long train journey to Montreal, and I enjoyed the experience of travelling for the first time on a Canadian railway.  Jackie's friends took me on a sightseeing tour of the city and the harbour.  Montreal was a larger city than Quebec, but, in my opinion, not so attractive - although I must admit the wonderful display of goods for sale in the fashionable shopping area of the city fascinated me.
The train journey from Montreal to Toronto took up most of the day.  But I was so interested in the passing scenery and the people around me that I scarcely noticed the hours slipping away, and arrived in Toronto to find my war-time RCAF friend waiting to welcome me at the station.
His name was Clayton Leigh, but he was always known to me as Buzz.  He had married an English girl, Jane, and it was in their home I spent the next happy week.
Buzz had not altered much in the 12 years that had elapsed since our last meeting at Lady Frances Ryder's Dominions and Hospitality Centre where I used to work.  Although I had tried not to show favouritism to any of the RCAF personnel, nonetheless it was difficult sometimes not to make an exception to this rule, and Buzz was one of these exceptions.  While on operational duties his plane, a Hurricane, had been shot down over enemy territory.  He had managed to bale out, and his parachute was seen to land safely - but there was no further news of Buzz.  It later transpired he had been captured almost immediately:  he was pushed into a truck with some other prisoners and driven away. Somehow, at a suitable moment, he managed to escape from the truck, and after lying hidden for some considerable time, found his way to a farmhouse, where he was given shelter by a local farmer.  He eventually succeeded, after many anxious moments, in making his way back to England.  It was an exciting story, although Buzz made light of his experiences, and it was a happy day when he unexpectedly walked into our club to tell us of his safe return.
Buzz and Jane had something different planned for me each day of my visit to Toronto, and everything was new to me.  A visit to Niagara Falls was a special treat;  and sailing on Lake Michigan, where Buzz was a member of the yacht club, was another. Toronto was an attractive city, well-planned, and noticeably clean, with tall buildings with roof-top restaurants, where we sometimes had a meal whilst enjoying the panoramic views.  It was in Toronto that I was taken, for the first time, to see a drive-in movie show - a novel experience, which I much enjoyed.  Buzz and Jane were a happy and delightful couple, who showed me great kindness and hospitality.  I felt quite downcast when the time came to say goodbye.
My next visit was to Orillia where I renewed another war​time friendship with an RCAF pilot.  His name was Fred Town, and he lived there with his wife, Mary, and three small daughters. Fred had been a Spitfire pilot and had taken part in many active
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operational duties against the German Luftwaffe.  He had been another special favourite of mine and I was looking forward to seeing him again and meeting his wife.
By arrangement, Fred came by car to meet me in Toronto, a distance of approximately 100 miles, and after an hour or two of friendly chat with Buzz and Jane, Fred and I set off for Orillia.
After the war, Fred had returned to Canada, studied hard and qualified as an optometrist.  He now had a flourishing practice. On my arrival I was given a tremendous reception and made to feel at once that I was not a stranger but a welcome guest.
I spent ten days with Fred and Mary, and each day was crowded with happy events:  camping and fishing on nearby Lake Couchiching;  barbecue meals in the warm evenings, and sitting around the campfire listening.to tales of Indian warriors.  I suspect these tales were sometimes exaggerated, to give a stronger sense of realism.  For when I heard eerie calls and crackling sounds breaking the stillness nearby, I would look around in alarm, fearing the Indians were about to appear out of the darkness!
Fred's parents also lived in a large house with a lovely garden.  They also had three daughters and Fred was their only son.  The sisters were married and lived in other parts of Ontario.  So when I was told they were all coming back to Orillia to see me, I felt tremendously complimented.
We went on long car rides more than once.  A place of particular interest was Midland, a replica of an Indian village where you could walk around, ask questions and see for yourself how life was lived by the Indians in those far distant days.  I asked endless questions.  There were many Indians, men, women and children around, all wearing their native dress.  The more I heard about them and their history, the more I wanted to know.
The Towns owned a tiny island on Lake Huron:  it formed one of a group of 30,000 in Georgian Bay.  We drove up to Honey Harbour to spend a weekend at Fred and Mary's island home.  The house - Mary called it a cottage - was quite spacious and well equipped, with bunk beds for the children.  Although it could easily accommodate up to ten to twelve people, it was furnished sparsely, for easy cleaning, and was fitted with every modern convenience.  It was the only building on this tiny island, apart from one or two wooden sheds for boating and fishing equipment. A few trees to provide shade from the sun and a small beach completed the picture.
The weather was perfect, and we spent most of the day swimming and sunbathing and fishing.  Fred was a keen fisherman and tried to encourage me to share his enthusiasm, but I am afraid I was not a very apt pupil!  In the evenings we either visited friends on neighbouring islands - travelling by boat of course - or they called on us.  All too soon that happy weekend passed and we were back in Orillia.  A few days later I was saying goodbye to Fred, Mary and their three delightful little girls.  I found it difficult to express in words my appreciation of the amazing kindness and hospitality shown to me by Fred and Mary, by his parents and sisters - who had travelled many miles to meet me - and by many of their friends.  It was a visit I shall never forget.
I was now on my way to Detroit, USA, to spend a few days with my two cousins, Marjory and Violet (Eleanor's sisters). They were both married and lived in Ferndale, some considerable
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distance from the city.  I travelled by train, and it was late evening when I arrived in Detroit and was met by Marjory and her husband, Douglas, with whom I would be staying for the next few days.
They had no children, but Violet had a son, Alan, then about 18 years of age.  I had not seen Marjory or Violet for 25 years; so we had a great reunion.  Meeting the two husbands and Alan for the first time was an added pleasure.
It was very hot, I remember, with temperatures in the 80's. None of us was feeling particularly energetic.  But I was taken on two or three enjoyable car drives around the environs of the city, and Violet and I spent two happy afternoons browsing through the shopping centres.  Violet loved shopping, and the large stores, with their dazzling display of goods for sale, always attracted her.-- I was attracted too, and I recall we spent a lot of time at the costume jewellery departments, where we made a few purchases of ear-rings, brooches and bracelets as souvenirs of my visit.  My most pleasant memories of my visit to Detroit were just of being together as a family, and reminiscing about our childhood days in Scotland.  We all had stories to tell or incidents to recall and there was a great deal of laughter and teasing.  It was nostalgic, but heart-warming too, and when I left Detroit I was pleased I had been able to include that visit in my itinerary.
I was, of course, now in the USA and my next stop was Chicago, where I was to be met by Ruth and her husband, George.
It was an all-night journey, but I had a sleeper and was quite comfortable.  I liked the Canadian and American trains, which were well-equipped for long journeys, and the food and service were excellent.  Ruth and George were on the station platform to greet me, and drove me to their home in Joliet, some 25 miles distant.
Ruth was Harold's niece, the only daughter of his brother, Percy.  She had met and married an American during the war and then sailed off to America as a GI bride.  Ruth had settled down well and was happily married, but constantly fretted that no member of her family had come to visit her in her own home.  When she heard of my proposed visit to Canada she had written and asked me to spend some time with her.  I stayed with Ruth and George for four weeks - longer than I had intended - but I could see that Ruth, although happy with George, was sometimes lonely and had bouts of home-sickness.  She had no children, which saddened her, and George was often away on business.  She was glad to have my company and we became very good friends.
It was August and the weather was very hot, in the 90's on some days, when we were glad to sit in a closed-in porch with air-conditioning, exchanging news and looking at old photographs and snapshots.  We drove into Chicago on two occasions on sightseeing tours, and we had tea in a restaurant at the top of the highest building.  At the weekends, when George was free, we drove further afield, into what I called Indian Country, and visited Starved Rock, once the scene of an Indian massacre and now a tourist attraction.  I liked George - a dark-haired, slim young man with a pleasing personality, who was always willing to fall in with any plan Ruth might suggest.  Ruth herself, was a tall, fair-haired, blue-eyed handsome young woman.  I met several of their friends, both American and English, and enjoyed a number of open-air picnics and barbecues.
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One of their friends, a doctor and eye specialist, was a consultant at the nearby Stateville Prison, one of the largest top security prisons in the USA.  I was asked if I would be interested in being shown over the prison one day.  I wasn't at all sure that I would enjoy such an experience, but Ruth said: "Oh, yes, I'd like that very much.  Let's go."  So I agreed and a date was fixed.
The doctor then explained that visitors were permitted on certain days and that he himself would show us around when we arrived.  But, he added, he would have to ask us to conform with the strict regulations for all lady visitors:  no low-necked dresses or bare arms to be visible;  stockings must be worn;  no jewellery;  and the minimum of make-up to be used.  In short, we were to make ourselves as inconspicuous as possible!
On the appointed day, Ruth and I arrived at the Stateville Prison and were met by our doctor friend, having just been screened and our handbags taken from us for safe custody.  Before starting off on our tour of inspection, we were given a few more words of advice, such as a reminder that we should never look directly at the prisoners or direct their attention to us in any way.  Already I was feeling slightly nervous, and when a few minutes later I saw a group of prisoners, escorted by one or two warders, coming towards us down a long corridor, I must admit my heart missed a beat!
The doctor said:  "Don't take any notice.  Just keep looking ahead."
It was, indeed, a most interesting and unique experience. The building itself was huge and grim-looking and housed many of the most notorious and hardened criminals and murderers in the States.  The approach to the prison, however, was softened by most beautifully kept gardens with masses of flowers and shrubs. Inside the building it was a different story.  Armed guards and look-out posts with unseen eyes seemed to follow you all the time and gave you a strange feeling.  The prisoners were smartly dressed, with navy blue trousers and white shirts;  they were clean-shaven, with well-cut hair.
We were shown the dining hall, a large circular room with three or four tiers of iron-railed balconies surrounding the hall and manned by watchful armed guards.  I also noticed an enclosed look-out post high up near the ceiling, where another guard appeared to be sitting motionless and just watching.
Our tour was quite extensive and included the kitchens, laundry, library and the barber's shop.  The only time I really felt twinges of apprehension was when I saw the barbers shaving their patients, while the guards were constantly on watch nearby. When I expressed surprise at this freedom of movement I was told that they were all prisoners and that the barbers were carefully selected for the job.
It was impossible to come away from such a place with happy memories, and I think what I like best to remember is seeing quite a large number of prisoners working in the beautiful gardens and carefully attending to the flowers and plants in their care.  They, at least, seemed to be enjoying some freedom.
There were many aspects of life in America that differed from ours in England.  A four or five course dinner delivered by hot-plated van, complete with all the necessary table accessories, was something quite new to me.  Then there was the car-wash, which could be completed in four or five minutes;  and
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the drive-in bank where your business could be conducted without the necessity of leaving your car.  In 1957 this was all very new to me.
Ruth and I were quite tearful when the time came to say goodbye.  I had been with her and George for four weeks, and the days had passed very quickly.  We had enjoyed a lot of fun and laughter together, and I would have many happy memories to recall and pictures to look at on my return to England.
George and Ruth drove me back to Chicago, and saw me safely settled in the train bound for Montreal and Quebec.
I changed trains in Montreal, and David was waiting to meet me when I arrived in Quebec.  Jackie had prepared a sumptuous meal and we celebrated my return with lots of delicious food and plenty of wine!
It was good to be back in Quebec.  I seemed to have been a long time away, and it was like coming home.  Jackie and David wanted a full account of my travels and experiences.   They had questioned the wisdom of my travelling so far afield, knowing very little of the people I was going to see.  They were delighted when I was able to tell them of the kindness, generosity and warmth of welcome I had received wherever I went.
My return passage to England had already been booked, and I was due to sail from Montreal on Friday 13 September - I wasn't superstitious.  So I still had about 12 days left in which to enjoy the start of the Canadian autumn - or fall, as it was called - when the maple trees slowly change colour to the most glorious shades of red, gold and green.  Jackie had a small car of her own which she used for shopping and visiting, friends.  I enjoyed being invited into a number of Canadian homes.  They were all so well-planned and equipped with every possible labour-saving device.  The kitchens particularly attracted my attention and would have been a delight to work in.  Jackie was a great little hostess and arranging a dinner-party for six or eight guests created no problems for her.  Everything seemed to be so easy and done without fuss.  David had given up his seafaring life and was involved in shipping interests on shore.  He was kept busy, but always managed to find time to take us out now and then.
On my last evening in Quebec, David, Jackie and myself had a farewell dinner at the Chateau Frontenac, an imposing building standing high on a hill overlooking the St Lawrence River.
It was a beautifully warm evening, the food and wine were excellent, and as we sat gazing out at the stars and twinkling lights moving up and down the river my heart was filled with gratitude.  I knew I should feel a tug on my heart-strings when I had to say goodbye.
Jackie insisted on coming to Montreal and staying overnight with me at an hotel.  My ship, the Carinthia, was leaving in the morning, and Jackie wanted to see me on board before she set out on the return journey to Quebec.  David had business to attend to in the city, so I said my farewells to him before he left home. I was glad to have Jackie with me.  Her cheerful presence prevented any downcast feelings I might have had at saying goodbye to Canada.  That evening we had dinner together, and in the morning Jackie came to see me safely on board the ship that was to carry me back - not to England, but to Scotland.  For the Carinthia was to dock at Gourock, on the Firth of Clyde.
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After a six-day voyage in good weather and with agreeable fellow travellers around me, I arrived at Gourock, and there to welcome me was my cousin, James Mainds, and his wife Minnie.  I was delighted to see them and spent a few days in their home in Glasgow before continuing on my way.  They wanted to have a first-hand account of my meeting with Marjory and Violet (James's two sisters) in Detroit.  I had not seen James for some years so we had lots of news to exchange.
I then made the short journey to Edinburgh, where I spent a few more days, before finally returning to Bournemouth.
I wanted to see Marion and her little daughter, Lynne, now four months old.  I was also anxious to see Ronald, who had recently arrived home from Hong Kong, having completed his two years' National Service with the Royal Artillery.  He would be leaving Edinburgh in October for Oxford where he had been given a closed scholarship to University College.  Louie looked well and was obviously pleased to have Ronald home again, even if only for a short time.
I also saw Eleanor who, like her brother James, wanted to have all the news about their sisters, Marjory and Violet.  After a busy and happy few days, I once again boarded a train, this time for Bournemouth.  My tenants were about to vacate my flat there so I spent two nights at the Anglo-Swiss Hotel until their departure, after which I returned at last to Hurlingham, after three happy months in Canada and the USA.
My long holiday abroad had restored me to my usual good health and I was ready to pick up the threads of my life once more.  And so the year 1957 ended, and 1958 opened more happily, and with me in a more optimistic frame of mind.
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CHAPTER 8
Having settled and made myself as comfortable as possible in my flat, I quickly slipped back into my usual routine.  I had been missed during my lengthy absence, particularly by Kathleen, Auntie Mem and Doris.  The Tennis Club and Little Theatre Club welcomed my return, expressing the wish that I would again be willing to help in coming events.  Miss Smith at the Workshops also wanted my assistance with forthcoming summer sales of work. So I was fully occupied and the days flew by.
In February I went up to Oxford to see Ronald.  His college was staging Othello and Ronald was to play the name-part.
Doris offered to come up with me:  she had known Ronald for some years and, like me, was eager to see him perform.
I felt somewhat nervous before the curtain went up, but I was soon able to relax and enjoy the whole production.  The play was performed in modern dress (I must admit I wasn't at all sure that I approved of this), but it was well-acted throughout. Ronald played his part well;  he was word-perfect, and with his 6'4" height his appearance and stage presence were outstanding. Doris and I marvelled that he could memorise such long passages of dialogue without faltering!
The following morning Ronald showed Doris and myself around his college and took us into his rooms which he shared with another student in the Radcldffe Quad.  Afterwards we had lunch together in the hotel where we were staying overnight.
It was during this lunch that I noticed that Ronald did not look very well:  he was unnaturally pale and had lost weight. When questioned, he said he was quite well, apart from feeling over-tired at the time;  there was absolutely nothing to worry about.  I was also told that he was now using his middle name, Gordon, instead of Ronald.  During his National Service to avoid being called Ron or Ronnie (which he disliked), he started Calling himself Gordon, his father's first name.  And from that time onwards he became known as Gordon Honeycombe to all except his sister, Marion, and her family, who still call him by his first name to this day.
During 1958 I was happy to welcome several visitors to my little home.  The first to arrive was Jane from Toronto.  You may recall she was the English girl who married Buzz, my RCAF friend, and welcomed me so warmly when I arrived in Toronto.  Jane had come to England, alone, to visit her mother in Salisbury, and while there had given up a few days of her time to come and visit me.  I was delighted to see her again;  to catch up with all her news and look at her photographs.  Her visit was a very happy and successful one.
Soon after Jane's departure I had another visitor, Norah. Norah was a special friend of 3 0 years standing, and had been a great help to me during a period of much unhappiness in my life. We had not been able to meet for several years, and so her arrival was eagerly anticipated by me.
Norah had been much distressed when she learnt of Harold's death and the unhappy sequel which left me without a home and financially impoverished.  She was anxious to see me in my new home and to hear in more detail about all that had happened since we last met.
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While Norah was with me, I explained that I had chosen not to sever all connections with Harold's family (for reasons that I have already recorded at the beginning of this book), and that after the final settlement had been agreed we had shaken hands and parted on friendly terms.  Since then, our meetings had been infrequent - probably once or twice a year.  But I said in spite of all that had happened, I could never, with thoughts of Harold still in my mind, bring myself to close the door completely on his son and daughter.  Norah, while accepting my decision, could not understand my point of view, and we agreed to differ on this.
Another pleasant surprise that spring was the arrival of David and Jackie on a holiday.  It was Jackie's first visit to England and she wanted to see as much of the country as possible. It was wonderful to see them again, and in the few days they were in Bournemouth, I was able to show them around some of the beauty spots of Dorset and the New Forest before they continued their sightseeing tour of Devon and Cornwall.  On their return they again stayed for two days, finally leaving for a few days in London before the long flight back to Quebec.  It was a short but most enjoyable visit and I was quite sad when the time came to say farewell.
When summer came, I was glad not to be obliged to leave Bournemouth on account of the higher rates of accommodation at the Anglo-Swiss Hotel.  For the past six years I had travelled northwards to spend the summer months with relatives and friends, and now I could stay at home.
I spent a considerable amount of time at the Tennis Club.  I no longer played tennis, but was quite active on the social side. The sale of work and garden fetes in aid of the Workshops were also high on my list of priorities, as were the needs of Kathleen and Auntie Mem.
In September Doris and I went off for a holiday to Devon. We stayed in Chagford and enjoyed two happy weeks exploring Dartmoor and making occasional visits to Torquay and other towns.
It had been a pleasant and peaceful year, but in December I received the disturbing news that Ronald - or rather Gordon as he was now called - had contracted TB and was being admitted to a hospital in Edinburgh for treatment.  Anxious weeks followed. Gordon was unhappy and chafed at the life of inactivity he was forced to lead:  he missed his books and reading material. Fortunately, a tall friend and fellow Oxford undergraduate studying English arrived, bringing with him the necessary books which would enable Gordon to continue with his studies.  This kindly act by Sid Bradley (for that was his name) was much appreciated by Gordon's mother, Louie and myself, and it marked the continuing friendship between the two young men.
A few weeks later, Gordon was transferred to another hospital in the south of England - to Crowthorne in Berkshire. This hospital had special wards for students suffering from TB who were anxious to continue with their studies while still undergoing treatment.  The hospital was well equipped with every facility to assist patients in this respect.  Gordon was happier when he found himself in these surroundings:  he had spent Christmas and New Year in the Edinburgh hospital, surrounded by much older men, and was glad to come south to a warmer climate and to be among young people of his own age.
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When I was given Gordon's address I decided to visit him in hospital and stay overnight at a nearby hotel.  The month was February 1959 and the weather was wet and stormy.  Kathleen came with me:  she wanted to see Gordon too and I was pleased to have her with me, especially as I would be staying overnight.  The distance was only about 80 or 90 miles, but too far at that time of the year to make the return journey before darkness set in.
We reached the hospital without difficulty and found Gordon sitting up in bed.  He was reading a book, and looked pleased and surprised to see us, as he had not been told of our visit.  He was quite cheerful and looking better than we had expected.  He had all the necessary material required for writing, and his college at Oxford would send books or information he might need. He was allowed out of bed to show us around the library and other nearby rooms, all quite comfortable and well-furnished.  Gordon admitted there were times when boredom and frustration set in; he was aware that it would take six months before he was clear of infection and he had resigned himself to the inevitable long wait.  Meanwhile, he was being well-cared for, among some good companions - all in the same boat - and would continue with his studies as best he could.  Gordon had been informed that his place at University College would be kept open for another year and this news had cheered him a lot.
Before leaving the hospital I managed to have a few words with the senior doctor, who confirmed that both lungs had been infected, but that Gordon was now making good progress and should be fit in six months' time and able to lead a normal life.  I was pleased and happy to hear this good news.
It was never discovered where or how Gordon contracted TB: it was suspected that this occurred during his two years' National Service in Hong Kong.
It was at this time, while Gordon was still in hospital, that I was given the good news that Marion's second child had been born in Edinburgh, on 11 February 1959 - another little girl, later to be christened Felicity Ann Campbell.  Marion and the baby were both doing well.
During this period I was still engaged in theatrical activities, apart from the Little Theatre Club, and one day, while talking to someone equally interested, I was told that she was about to join a drama school.  She suggested I should also become a member.  I thought about this suggestion for a while. Although I felt it was a bit late in the day to take my acting ability seriously, I thought it would be interesting to find out just how far I might have progressed had the opportunity been given to me many years ago.  I auditioned to become a member and said I would like to work for a Bronze Medal.  After two lessons I was told I had already advanced beyond that stage and should go for a Silver or even a Gold Medal straightaway.  I chose the Silver, thinking it would be over-ambitious to think of a Gold.
In due course I was successful and awarded my Silver Medal, LAMDA (London Academy of Dramatic Art).  Spurred on by this success I worked for a Gold and was again successful.
After this exam was over I was asked by the LAMDA examiner if I had any plans for the future.  Would I be seeking some professional work or train for a teaching diploma?  I explained that I had achieved my object of testing my acting ability - I had been awarded a LAMDA Gold Medal and with that I was content.
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I was now approaching 59 years of age.  Success had come too late.
In September of that year I met with a rather unusual experience.  I had invited a very old friend from Scotland to come and spend a holiday with me in Bournemouth.  Her name was May McGregor and I had been a guest in her home on several occasions.  This would be the first time she would be a guest in mine.
I travelled up to London by train to await May's arrival at King's Cross Station.  It was a very long and busy train and it was a few minutes before I spotted May hurrying towards me with a porter in tow carrying her luggage.  We were lucky to get a taxi quickly, and arrived at Waterloo Station with only a few minutes left to catch the Bournemouth train.  A porter found us a compartment, placed the luggage up on the rack and a few minutes later we were on our way.  There were other occupants in the compartment but I scarcely noticed them.  I was too excited at" seeing May to bother about anybody else.
When we arrived at Bournemouth station I hurriedly looked for a porter, as the train would continue its journey to Weymouth in a few minutes' time.  I was fortunate to find one quickly and May indicated to him where her luggage was placed.  Still chattering animatedly we set off to find a taxi, while the porter followed us with the suitcase and several pieces of smaller hand luggage.  A few minutes later we arrived at Hurlingham, where the. taxi-driver kindly offered to carry the heavy suitcase while May and I gathered up the smaller pieces of luggage.  Once inside the flat the suitcase was quickly deposited in the spare room which May was to occupy.  Because the room was so small and in order to give May time to unpack her case in comfort, I left the hold-all I had been carrying outside her door in the hall with her raincoat and umbrella on top.
After a light supper with a glass or two of wine we decided to have an early night and discuss our plans for the morrow in the morning.
It turned out to be a beautifully sunny day, so we took the car out and enjoyed a happy sightseeing tour of many miles outside the Bournemouth area.  In the evening I cooked a simple meal, after which we watched television until bed-time.  The next day it was raining.  So May and I went down to the town to have a look around the shops.  We returned home about mid-day as the rain was still falling and decided to have lunch and a quiet afternoon.
I was busy in the kitchen when the front door bell rang. I called to May to answer it, as I was about to dish up the lunch. I heard a man's voice talking and wondered who it could be, and then May appeared asking me to come to the door as she couldn't understand what the man was talking about!  I went to the front door and saw a tall, well-dressed man, who asked me if I was the owner or a resident in the flat.  On hearing that I was a tenant he produced a card and said he represented the British Transport Police and would like to ask me a few questions.  I replied: "Certainly.  Please come in."
I ushered him into the sitting-room.  May was already there and we all sat down.
I hadn't the slightest idea of what he wanted to talk about and became even more mystified when he asked if my name was Mrs
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Dorothy Barry.  On hearing that it was he drew a sheet of paper from his pocket and proceeded to ply me with questions relating to my journey with May from London two days earlier.  "Did you and your friend travel by train from Waterloo on the 4.30 pm, arriving at Bournemouth 6.3 0 pm?  Did you then take a taxi to this address?  Did you have several pieces of luggage which a porter carried to your taxi?"
To each of these questions I replied with increasing astonishment "Yes - Yes - Yes."
I was then asked if the luggage included a large blue hold​all.  "Yes", I replied, and looking at May I said:  "That's your blue hold-all, May.  I left it in the hall until you were ready to unpack it."  "No," said May.  "That's not mine.  I thought it was yours."  "Where is it now?" asked the detective.  "In the hall, exactly where 1-put it when we arrived home."  "Have you opened it?"  "No, of course not," I said.  "I'left it there to be out of the way until my friend was ready to unpack it." Addressing myself to May I asked:  "But how could you possibly think that large hold-all belonged to me?"  "Well,"  she said, "you did say you would do some shopping in London and I supposed you had taken the bag to bring your purchases home."  The detective then asked if the bag was locked or strapped.  "I've no idea," I said.  "But come and I'll show you exactly where it is, untouched since it was placed there two nights ago."
By this time I was becoming extremely uneasy, and when we were told that the hold-all was the property of a gentleman passenger sitting opposite us in the train, I became quite alarmed.  It seems he had at first believed his bag had been taken my mistake, and he expected to hear later that night or in the morning that it had been returned to the station authorities. But when two days passed without any news he concluded it couldn't have been a mistake, and contacted the police.  The detective himself expressed surprise that we could have had it in our possession for two days and two nights without realising it did not belong to us.  I explained that it was the porter who had removed May's luggage from the compartment and carried it to the taxi - I was in a hurry to secure a taxi and scarcely noticed what he was carrying.
We hastened to express our sincere apologies for the inconvenience and trouble we had unknowingly caused.
The detective, whose manner had been courteous but strictly formal, seemed to unbend and become more relaxed as the story unfolded.  He told us that the gentleman in question had been very angry when he discovered his hold-all was missing, and he didn't have his pyjamas or even his shaving-kit for the morning. He had an important meeting to attend he said, and wouldn't have a clean shirt to wear.  He was not amused!  The detective then added that the gentleman had said he was very surprised because -"They seemed such nice ladies and were evidently so pleased to be meeting again after a long absence.  They talked all the way from London to Bournemouth."  "Oh yes," I said, "and we're still talking!  And that probably explains, at least in part, why the missing hold-all remained unattended for so long!"
The detective smiled, and a few minutes later left the house, having assured us he would do his best to straighten out this unfortunate incident.
A day or two later we received another visit from the detective.  He informed us that our explanations and apologies
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had been accepted and the matter was now closed.  May and I heaved a sigh of relief, and after a celebratory glass of sherry proceeded to plan the remainder of the holiday without, hopefully, any further interruption.
At the close of 1959 Gordon, now happily recovered from his illness, was back at Oxford, and in February 1960 he presented his college's production of The Miracles in Pusey Chapel at Oxford.  This was a play of the Life of Christ, adapted from the mediaeval mystery cycles of York, Towneley and Chester.  Gordon wrote a large part of this play while still in hospital at Crowthorne.  It was his first attempt at serious writing and was acclaimed a huge success.
In the early summer Gordon took part in a university production of Tamburlaine.  This was to be presented in the grounds of St John's College.  So Doris and I decided we would like to see it.  Gordon sent us the tickets:  we drove up to Oxford, booked ourselves in at a nearby hotel and eventually found our seats in the huge stand erected for the occasion.
It was a beautiful summer's evening, I recall, and a perfect setting for such a performance.  The grounds of St John's College are, I think, particularly spacious and attractive, with a large area of well-kept grass, flowering shrubs and tall trees in full leaf that looked as if they had stood there for many long years. The lights and spotlights were trained on the performers, who were dressed in mediaeval costumes and played their respective parts with vigour, enthusiasm and a high degree of talent.  It was a large cast, but we managed to single out Gordon.  He had a small part to play but acquitted himself well.  I was impressed with the young man who played Tamburlaine.  He was outstanding, I thought, in a very difficult part.  Darkness had fallen, but the night was clear and a gentle soft breeze rustled the leaves on the trees, occasionally causing a bird to fly out in alarm.  With the noise of shouting, fighting and clashing of swords in the arena below, the effect was very realistic and dramatic at times. It was an evening that Doris and I enjoyed to the full.
The following morning Gordon and his college friend, Sid Bradley, joined us for lunch at our hotel, where we spent a pleasant hour or two discussing Tamburlaine, after which Doris and I set off on our return journey to Bournemouth.
In August The Miracles was again presented at the Edinburgh Festival, where it was performed in the Bellevue Church and was again most successful.  I was unable to see the Oxford production but was delighted to be in Edinburgh to witness the Festival presentation.  I found it a most moving experience.
I enjoyed my summer in Scotland that year.  Most of the time I stayed with Eleanor and Woods, but I also made a round of visits to old friends, including Ella and Bill Harris in Stirling and John and Nellie Carle in Prestwick.  In Edinburgh I met Louie frequently and also visited Marion and Jim and their two little girls.  The new baby, Felicity, I was meeting for the first time.
In October I was 60, and after my return to Bournemouth, Ella and Bill Harris came south to spend a holiday with me.  This was a visit I was looking forward to with much pleasure, as Ella and Bill had shown me so much kindness and hospitality in the difficult days and years that followed Harold's death.  I was happy now to have the opportunity to try to repay some of that
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kindness.  I was also aware that the lease of my flat would expire the following year and I did not intend to renew it.  Once more my future whereabouts and the course of my life were in doubt.
I had enjoyed my tenancy of my Hurlingham flat, in as much as I was free to offer hospitality to my friends.  But I had never regarded it as my home.  I did not like my landlord overmuch:  he lived on the premises, in a ground-floor flat and appeared to me to be constantly on the lookout to see who was coming and going and peeping behind curtains.  If he heard me knocking a nail in the wall to hang a picture he would be at my door, to remind me I must not damage his property.  I never felt completely at ease and able to enjoy my home as I should have done, and was eager to make some other arrangements when the lease expired.
I spent much of the Christmas period that year with Doris at the Anglo-Swiss - when possible plans for my immediate future were discussed.
Doris suggested I should store my furniture again and move back into the Anglo-Swiss, at least for the winter months. Knowing that my rates, heating and gas bills were increasing every year, she considered that staying at the hotel would be less costly than struggling to maintain a flat without someone to share the expenses.  Doris also reminded me that the hotel's rates only increased during June, July and August, and if I could make some other arrangements for that period I could be back in the hotel in September.
I spent a considerable amount of time pondering these matters with Doris:  her suggestion attracted me, provided it was financially possible - and I thought it was.  The few shares that Harold had given me had all increased in value, and the interest from the larger part of Billy's money (which had been invested) was resulting in a slightly improved income.  Kathleen had been generous in helping with my car expenses, in addition to most welcome gifts at birthday and Christmas time.  And Doris, too, was a wonderful friend, constantly helping me in a hundred different ways.  I was indeed fortunate to have so much goodwill and supportive friends around me.
I had already promised Eleanor I would come up north to spend a short holiday with her in the summer.  At the same time I would visit Ella and Bill in Stirling.  I had even toyed with the idea of looking for a small flat while I was up there, as I did not relish the thought of being without a home and having to move out of wherever I stayed in the summer months.  By now, in addition to a better financial position, I had also gained more confidence in myself in the years that had passed since Harold's death.  I felt I was now better able to cope with whatever lay ahead.  I decided to act on Doris's suggestion - to put my furniture and household contents into storage on the expiry of my lease and become a resident at the Anglo-Swiss.
Early in January 1961 I drove up to Oxford to see Gordon's adaptation of Paradise Lost in the Pusey Chapel, and I returned the following month to see him taking part in the OUDS (Oxford University Dramatic Society) presentation of Richard II.  He played the Bishop of Carlisle.   I enjoyed these two productions very much indeed, and Gordon's enthusiasm for acting made me wonder if his future would lie in the theatre.
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Later that month (February 1961) I terminated my lease at Hurlingham and was pleased to move back into the Anglo-Swiss Hotel.
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CHAPTER 9
I settled very quickly into my new way of life.   The winter terms were £8 or £9, inclusive, per week, which I reckoned I could afford, and although I didn't relish the thought of having to move out and vacate my room for the three summer months every year, I had become accustomed to this nomadic sort of life and it didn't bother me unduly.  Doris, as managing director, occupied a spacious suite of rooms in the hotel, and she had allocated one of the higher priced rooms to me at the lowest rate.  So I was very comfortable indeed.
The Anglo-Swiss was a residential hotel and catered for long-term and permanent visitors, in addition to holiday-makers. In those days there were 20 permanent residents and I had already met many of them.  The hotel was not licensed, but table wines could be ordered from the head waiter.  It was an agreeable and easy way of living and I was very happy there.  Although I was free of all household and domestic duties, I had accumulated so many outside interests I found every day was fully occupied, and in the evenings I enjoyed chatting to some of the residents, or spending an hour or two with Doris in her lounge, or participating in a strenuous game of. table-tennis.  I had at one time been top of the table-tennis ladder at the Tennis Club, and could still play a reasonably good game.
But there were some worrying and anxious days in that first spring at the Anglo-Swiss.  Kathleen, who had not been in good health for some time, became seriously ill and was rushed into Strathallan nursing-home to undergo a major internal operation. She survived;  but a few weeks later, while still in Strathallan, she suffered a slight stroke.   Again she survived, but her recovery was retarded, and was followed by a long spell of convalescence.  At the same time I received disturbing news concerning Auntie Mem.
I had taken her up to London to. spend her annual holiday with her four nieces, who lived in and around Northfleet in Kent. She had been about to return home when she fell and fractured her hip.  I saw her in hospital in Northfleet, and although she was into her late nineties, she was as resilient and as cheerful as ever, and talked of soon coming home.  About a month later in hospital, she had another fall and fractured her other leg.  I had wondered how we could get her back to Bournemouth after the first fracture, and now it seemed an impossibility.
Some weeks later, while Kathleen was still in the nursing-home and Auntie Mem was still in the hospital, I heard that Mrs Slade, Auntie's old friend, with whom she lived, had died after a heart attack.
Whatever happened, it seemed that Auntie Mem would never now return to Bournemouth:  a distressing and sad situation for her and, to a lesser degree, for me.
It was some weeks later, when Kathleen was back in her home and slowly convalescing, that I went again to London to visit Auntie Mem.  She was soon to be discharged from hospital, and I talked to her nieces about where her future home might be.  Three of the four nieces had their own homes, and Auntie Mem's annual holiday in Kent had always been spent with each in turn.  I had hoped that this arrangement would now be continued on a permanent basis.  But when I met them I was told that this would not be
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possible.  Auntie Mem could no longer walk unaided and would be confined to a wheelchair.  She would require constant attention, and altogether it would not be a workable proposition for any of them.  Auntie Mem would have to go into a home.
My heart sank when I heard this news, for I knew how upset Auntie Mem would be.  Before returning to Bournemouth I extracted a promise from the nieces that a thorough search would be made to find the most suitable accommodation, and with that I had to be content.
About a week or two later I heard that the hospital had transferred Auntie Mem to a smaller convalescent home, until a more suitable permanent home could be found for her.  I had planned, by necessity, to leave the Anglo-Swiss at the end of June to spend the summer months in Scotland, and before setting off on my travels I travelled by train to Gravesend.
There I was met by Kath, the second oldest niece, who drove several miles to the home where Auntie Mem was still recuperating.  She looked well and was still full of spirit and asking when I would be taking her back to Bournemouth.  She had not, as yet, been told of Mrs Slade's death.  For we had deemed it wiser to withhold the sad news as Auntie Mem was still in some pain and far from well herself.
I told her I was going up to Scotland, but would come and see her again when I got back.  She smiled, but tears were in her eyes as she said she would be counting the days!
I stayed with her as long as possible and left with a heavy heart.  For I did not know where she would be or how she would be when I returned from Scotland.
I had lunch with Kath and we were joined by Kath's three sisters, who were all equally concerned about Auntie Mem.  Again I was assured that whichever home she would be placed in, they would visit her regularly and try to ensure that she was being well-cared for and reasonably content.
Before I set off for Scotland, I had explained my situation to Eleanor, and asked if I might use her home as a base, from which I could come and go on various excursions to visit friends in other parts of the country. I made it clear that this must be on a strictly financial basis, knowing Eleanor's warm-hearted nature and generous disposition.  I also asked that Woods, her husband, should be consulted, as I did not want in any way to disrupt the even tenor of their lives.  After a few arguments and many protestations regarding finance, this was agreed and confirmed in a letter from Eleanor and Woods;  they added that there would always be a room for me in their home for as long as I cared to stay.
After a week or ten days with Eleanor I moved on to Stirling to visit Ella and Bill Harris, both dear friends from our childhood days.  They said they hoped I would always come and stay with them whenever I wanted:  I had been, and always would be, like a member of their own family.  Again I marvelled at the thoughtfulness of such good friends.
There were still quite a number of other old friends living in and around Stirling, and Ella took me on a round of visits to surprise them.
May McGregor, who had been staying with me when we became involved with the police over the question of some missing
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luggage, lived in a house directly opposite Ella and Bill.  One day she suggested a trip up north for a holiday in the Highlands. May's husband, Donald, had died two years earlier and she lived alone.  I thought this was an excellent idea.  May did not drive, so we agreed to share all the expenses and set off on a most enjoyable two weeks' trip driving up the West Coast to Oban, then across to Balmoral and Dee-side and on to Grantown-on-Spey.  We then made our way slowly south and back to Stirling.  The weather was good and the scenery was superb.
The weeks passed much more quickly than I had expected.  I made several short visits to friends in Prestwick, Ayr and Glasgow,, and returned to Stirling to visit another old school-friend who lived a few miles outside the town.  Several times it was suggested I should consider returning to Scotland to live. Ella offered to help-me look for a small flat - prices there were lower than those in England, she said - and May McGregor wondered if somehow she could divide her house, which was larger than she required, to make room for me.
I returned frequently to Edinburgh and felt very much at home with Eleanor in Princes Street and elsewhere. I kept in touch with Louie and Marion and we met as often as possible.
Marion was kept busy with two small children.  But I had my car and was able to take them out for some enjoyable drives and picnics.
Louie was now living at Craiglockhart, in rented accommodation in the south of the city.  I visited her one afternoon and after tea set off to return to Eleanor's home.  As my car was temporarily out of action, I was travelling by bus.  I had crossed the road and turned round a corner when two small boys came running up"to me.  They were agitated and asked me to come quickly because a lady had fallen down on the pavement and couldn't get up.  I followed the boys and saw an elderly lady lying in a crumpled heap on the pavement.  I knelt down and quickly recognised that she was ill and in need of medical help. I looked up and down the long wide street:  it was completely empty.  I asked the little boys to run to the nearest house and ask whoever opened the door to phone for an ambulance immediately.  At the same moment the lady opened her eyes and looked up at me.
She didn't speak, but I think she was aware of my presence. I cradled her head in my arms and murmured some words of comfort. She was quiet for a few minutes while I anxiously awaited the return of the boys.  Suddenly she gave a short gasp, and was still.  I knew she was dead.
I was still holding her when I saw the boys running towards me.  An ambulance would be there in five or ten minutes, they said.  "Is she very ill?  Will she have to go to hospital?" they asked, as they stared down at the woman in my arms.  "Yes," I replied.  "But she's quite safe now."  "What shall we do now?" they wanted to know.  "You could run to the corner and watch out for the ambulance," I said.  "That would be a great help.  You've both been two very good little boys."
They ran off, and I remained in my kneeling position on the pavement.  I didn't want to lay the woman down completely, as I had no coat to place under her head or anything I could cover her with.  There was still nobody in sight, and no traffic of any kind.  It was late afternoon and the day was sunny and very hot: there was a stillness all around me and I prayed the ambulance
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would come soon.  I heard the siren long before the little boys came running back to tell me the ambulance was on its way.
A few minutes later it arrived, accompanied by a police car. Questions were asked and the police required a full statement.  A handbag lying on the pavement was opened and the identity of its owner was revealed.  She had been a retired headmistress of a nearby school and lived in the area.  The police and ambulance crew were kind and sympathetic.  The policeman, hearing I had no car, insisted on driving me back to Eleanor's home on the other side of the city.  I wondered what she would think if she saw me arriving in a police car!
I had asked the police if I might be given the address of the elderly lady, as I would like to write a letter of sympathy to her relatives.  This was done the following day.  I wrote a letter of condolence, adding that I hoped the knowledge that their loved one had not been entirely alone when she died, and had been attended to by kind and caring people, would, to some extent help to assuage their grief.
A few days later I received an acknowledgement of my letter. The elderly lady who had died was. unmarried, but had been a favourite aunt of a nephew and niece.  They thanked me for the timely help I was able to give, and asked me to accept the accompanying flowers as a token of their gratitude.  I gazed at the large bouquet of beautiful fresh flowers and was, for a moment, quite overcome with genuine surprise.
Eleanor, who had answered the door-bell when it rang, had nearly sent the messenger away, saying:  "There must be some mistake.  There's no one living in this house could be receiving such beautiful flowers!"
In September I left Edinburgh on the first stage of my homeward journey.  Eleanor's brother, James, and his wife, were spending a holiday in the Lake District, so I arranged to meet them in Keswick, where we enjoyed a week together exploring the area before I continued on my journey south.
I made a second stop at Chester, to visit Bobby and his wife Jo Barry.  The reader may recall I spent several weeks with Bobby Barry's sister, Ruth, in Illinois, USA in 1957, and wanted to tell Bobby and Jo about that happy visit there.
I eventually arrived in Bournemouth at the end of September. Although I had enjoyed my summer in Scotland very much, I was pleased to be back in Bournemouth and once again resident at the Anglo-Swiss Hotel, where Doris, the residents, and the staff all gave me a warm welcome home.
The following month I went to Oxford to see Gordon graduate and receive his BA English degree.  Louie had come down from Edinburgh for the occasion.  I had already reserved accommodation at a nearby hotel, where Gordon was able to join us for dinner, and the following morning Louie and I were both pleased and proud to be attending the graduation ceremony in the Sheldonian Theatre.  Gordon was the first of his family to receive an Oxford degree.
Just before Christmas I had an unexpected visit from Buzz Leigh, my RCAF friend from Canada.  He was on a visit to England but had taken time off to come and see me.  We spent a few enjoyable hours together reviving old memories of the war years, and I thought it was quite amazing that I should be so well remembered after such a long time.
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CHAPTER 10
The following three years, 1962, 1963 and 1964 were happy-years for me.  I remained at the Anglo-Swiss Hotel, but absented myself, as agreed, for the summer months and returned to Scotland.  Eleanor and Woods, who had been so kind and unperturbed by my comings and goings the previous year, had renewed their invitation to base myself at their home in Edinburgh and this invitation I ,w,as pleased and grateful to accept.
In April 1962 I heard from Gordon that he was being auditioned by the Royal Shakespeare Company.  I was surprised and later astonished when he wrote to tell me he had been accepted and would be joining-the Company at Stratford-upon-Avon.  I found it difficult to believe that such a prestigious company would accept anybody lacking professional experience or suitable training.  But I was pleased to be proved wrong, and wished Gordon every success.
Towards the end of June, I was formulating plans for my summer in Scotland when Kathleen, who had slowly recovered from a long illness, asked if I would take her for a car holiday.  She had evidently thought the matter out before she spoke to me for she already knew exactly where she wanted to go - to the Cotswolds.  Kathleen knew that Gordon was at Stratford and she said we should make a point of seeing him there.  She also was aware that I was - or should have been - on my way to Edinburgh, and in order to save me from bringing her back to Bournemouth, suggested I should take her on to Chester, so that she could see her favourite nephew, Bobby Barry.  She would stay with him and his wife, Jo, for a few days, after which they would drive her back to Bournemouth.  That would leave me free to continue my journey north.
When I expressed my willingness to comply with all these arrangements Kathleen startled me by saying it was time I had a new car.  My present one was so ancient, she said, and only fit for the -scrap-heap.  She didn't want to risk any break-downs while she was in it!
I had to protest that I thought the car would safely last for another year or two.  But she was adamant.  "Go and look for a new car!"  she said.  "Suitable for us both.  I will pay the difference in price on a part-exchange basis.  If you must keep driving up and down to Scotland alone, you'll need a good sound car to travel in."
For a moment I was overcome by this unexpected and generous offer, and knowing that Kathleen would not be acting on impulse, I set off to follow her instructions.  I would have been content with a smaller and less expensive car than my present one, but Kathleen needed a larger car for additional comfort and freedom of movement.  Having inspected a number of different makes, I chose a Hillman Minx and took Kathleen for a trial run before clinching the deal.  She was satisfied - and I was too!
Kathleen's holiday was a great success.  The car was laden with my luggage for a long absence, plus Kathleen's for a shorter stay.  Than at the last minute she declared she couldn't leave her little budgie behind with a neighbour, however kind, and insisted that Jimmy must come with us!  So with the bird in its covered cage and carefully installed on the back-seat surrounded
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by various items of luggage, and Kathleen explaining to Jimmy what was happening and where we were going, we left Bournemouth and headed for Warwickshire.
We spent a week in Burford and enjoyed exploring the area and visiting the attractive villages and small towns.  The roads were good and comparatively free of heavy traffic, which made motoring a pleasure.
One day we went to Stratford to see Gordon.  There was to be a matinee that afternoon of A Midsummer Night's Dream and I longed to be able to see it.  This was doubtful, because Kathleen wasn't interested.  But as Gordon was not performing in The Dream (he was in Measure for Measure and Macbeth) he volunteered to keep Kathleen occupied while I attended the matinee.  Before it took place he showed me around the theatre and behind the scenes.
It was a tremendous thrill when I saw the dressing-rooms of the stars and some of the magnificent costumes that they wore. Gordon asked if I would like to have a look at the stage.  I excitedly replied:  "Oh, yes, please.  I'd love to!"  And he said:  "All right, come along and I'll show you around."
It was still some hours before the matinee began:  the theatre was in semi-darkness and the stage deserted and dimly lit, but there was an atmosphere about the place that excited me. As I walked onto and across the stage and gazed around me my thoughts were full of the days long ago, when my one great ambition had been to embark on a successful stage career.  Alas, for one reason and another, this never became a reality.  But now I could see Gordon developing a similar interest in the theatre, and I think that from that day I became ever more interested in his future career.  I felt I could relate in so many ways to his aspirations, and this thought became something of a consolation for my own disappointments in the past.
In the afternoon I sat in the theatre enthralled, watching Peter Hall's magnificent production of A Midsummer Night's Dream. I never once thought to wonder how Gordon was managing to entertain Kathleen!
Leaving Burford we continued, on our journey north.  We had a good run:  Kathleen was pleased with the new car's performance and was enjoying her holiday.  On arrival in Chester I handed Kathleen, plus the bird in cage and numerous pieces of luggage over to Bobby and Jo Barry.  I stayed overnight with them and in the morning drove on my way to Edinburgh.  I missed Kathleen sitting beside me, and the budgie chattering in his cage on the back-seat.  But it was a pleasant run and I arrived safely in Edinburgh and was warmly greeted by Eleanor and Woods.
Before I left Bournemouth Doris had told me that she would very much like to have a holiday in Norway, and she asked if I would go with her, sharing expenses.  I agreed, and while I was up in Scotland, Doris made all the necessary arrangements.
In September I drove down to Newcastle and there met Doris, who had travelled up by train.
We crossed by sea to Stavangar, where we had a day to explore this interesting town, and then moved on to Bergen.  It was a delightful journey in warm sunshine and through glorious scenery.  We spent several days in Bergen, accommodated in a small but comfortable and inexpensive hotel.  Although Doris had made all the travel and hotel arrangements through a travel agency, we were not on a package tour and were free to come and
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go as we pleased.  We enjoyed our stay in Bergen - an attractive and very clean town with friendly people and many places of interest.
At Bergen we boarded a small ship that would take us up to the North Cape.  The sea journey took several days and proved to be a most interesting and unique experience.  Each day the ship called at some isolated township, where what seemed like the entire community were waiting to greet us, usually with flags and the town band.  There was much laughter and shouting as the mail was delivered and merchandise unloaded.  We usually had an hour or two to go ashore and have a look around.  Invariably we visited the town church, which seemed to be the most prominent building in sight.  As the ship sailed slowly northwards, weaving its way through the fjords, the coastal scenery was at times breathtaking, with snow and glaciers on the higher mountain peaks.
We crossed the Arctic Circle and eventually arrived at Hammerfest, said to be the most northerly port in the world.  The town had been rebuilt after being destroyed by the Germans in 1944.  We then travelled by coach to the Norwegian border with Russia, where we were able to exchange greetings with the friendly Norwegian sentries, but were never able to coax even the glimmer of a smile from the Russian sentries - so near and yet so far!
Our return journey, calling daily at different ports, was equally fascinating.  Passing the Lofoten Islands and recrossing the Arctic Circle, we slowly made our way back to Bergen.  Our round trip had taken 12 days and we had enjoyed it all immensely.
We were pleased to be back in Bergen, for already Doris and I felt very much at home there. But a few days later we set off to see the capital city of Norway, Oslo. This time we travelled by train.
It was no ordinary train journey.  We left Bergen in brilliant sunshine;  the gardens were ablaze with brightly coloured flowers and shrubs, the grass was green and tall trees in full leaf were in abundance.  But as the train climbed higher and higher up into the mountains we noticed how the vegetation thinned out until we reached a point where nothing could grow. The train stopped at the highest point of our climb and we were invited to leave our compartment to look at the mountainous scenery around us.  It was quite spectacular.  We seemed to be in a land of snow and ice:  the sun was shining on the glaciers and sparkling on the snow.  We resumed our journey and the railway track now passed in and out of snow tunnels, while the views of mountains and valleys from our carriage windows as we slowly began our descent were awe-inspiring.  But gradually signs of vegetation began to appear:  just a few scattered shrubs and trees at first, which became more prolific as we proceeded on our journey.  As we neared Oslo we found ourselves once again in a world of brightly coloured flowers, tall trees, and luscious vegetation.  Our train journey had taken eight or nine hours and had been an exceptional experience for us both.
We spent four or five days in Oslo, staying, I remember, at the Viking Hotel, and managed to visit many outstanding places of interest, including .the Frogner Park and its Vigeland sculptures, and we saw the Kon-Tiki raft and the Viking Ships.
One morning was of special interest.  We had witnessed the arrival of the King of Norway and his entourage to open
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Parliament.  An hour or two later, after a shopping expedition, we noticed a gathering of people outside the Parliament building -• obviously the King had recently departed.  We stopped at the entrance to peer through the wide-open doors.  Several smart ladies and gentlemen were chatting together on the broad steps outside the doors and Doris said:  "We're quite well dressed.  No one will notice us."
So we walked slowly up the steps and into the large vestibule.  There were small settees and chairs in view and masses of flowers. .We stood for a minute or two, pretending we were waiting or looking for someone to join us.  My heart was pounding as I sat on a chair, expecting to be arrested at any moment.  But nobody looked at us and there wasn't a uniformed official in sight.
Doris then spotted a wide staircase, richly carpeted, leading upstairs, and said:  "Let's go up and have a look!"
I protested feebly.  But when Doris said she was going anyway - I reluctantly followed her.  A door was open and we looked inside.  As far as I can remember, it was a large and lofty room with a high ceiling and many rows of empty chairs.  To my left, as I looked into the room, were two large and elegant chairs, regal-looking,, one of which, I supposed, would have so recently been occupied by the King of Norway!
Doris and I stood and looked around.  Still there was not a soul in sight:  just a vast emptiness.  It seemed unbelievable.'
I walked slowly towards the regal chairs and Doris said: "Sit in one.  You'll never get another chance like this again." But that was too much to ask of me, and I was content to just touch the arm of the chair, which I liked to think was the King's chair.
We were only in the room for a few minutes and then, quite casually, we walked down the staircase and mingled with the small groups of people still chatting in the vestibule.  We made our way to the entrance, down the flight of wide steps and on to the pavement.  I breathed a sigh of relief for I had visions of Doris and myself being locked up in a Norwegian prison, with no one to come and rescue us!
Our return train journey to Bergen followed the same route and was as incredibly beautiful and fascinating.  We spent one more day in Bergen before boarding a ship to take us back to Newcastle.  On arrival I collected my car and we set off on the long run down to Bournemouth.
By this time it was early October - I was 62 on the sixth -and I returned to the Anglo-Swiss to resume my life as a resident there until the summer of the following year.  Doris and I were pleased to be home again, but agreed we had much enjoyed our holiday in Norway by sea and by train.
On 31 October of that year (1962) Auntie Mem celebrated her 100th birthday.  Eric Hoskins came with me to Gravesend to be with her on that memorable day.
A party had been arranged in a church hall:  the Mayor was present and a telegram from the Queen had arrived.  Auntie Mem was brought into the room in a wheel-chair, accompanied by her four nieces, Marjory, Kathleen, Phyllis and Gertie.  I looked at Auntie Mem and my heart sank:  she had changed so much since my last visit and now looked like a very, very old lady.  She appeared to be completely unaware or indifferent to anything
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going on around her, and just stared ahead with an expressionless look on her face.  Some flowers lay unheeded on her lap and a large birthday cake stood on a table nearby.  The Mayor was • introduced and made a short speech of welcome, having first read aloud the Queen's telegram of congratulations.  There was also one from Gordon in Stratford.  After this, we all gathered around Auntie Mem to wish her a Happy Birthday.
When my turn came to greet her I was startled by her reaction.  It seemed as if the flood gates of memory had been opened.  She looked up at me, and as recognition dawned, she suddenly became full of animation, throwing her arms around me and repeating my name over and over again.  It was an emotional and slightly embarrassing moment for me, as I became aware of a few surprised looks.  But the incident helped to bring the party to life;  the cake was cut and we all sang "Happy Birthday to you. "
It was, however, with a Jieavy heart that I bid farewell to Auntie Mem that evening.  For I knew there was no possibility that she would ever return to Bournemouth.  The other four nieces had done their best for her:  they had visited her regularly, taking gifts that would please her, and had satisfied themselves that she was well looked after.
Auntie Mem lived for a further nine months and died on 11 July 1963.  I shall always remember her with admiration and great affection.
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CHAPTER 11
The winter of 1963 was an exceptionally cold one, and I suffered an attack of bronchitis, which kept me confined to the house for some time.  But I was so warmly and comfortably ensconced at the Anglo-Swiss it didn't trouble me unduly.
It was during this period that I first attempted to play bridge.  Several of the residents were regular players and they very kindly offered to teach me.  I was also encouraged to play snooker and table tennis, and many enjoyable evenings were spent in keen competition before victory or defeat was acknowledged. Occasionally, we would make up a party to attend a theatre show at the Pavilion or an orchestral concert at the Winter Gardens. Television and radio programmes were always available.  During the day, I was always out and about attending to the many tasks I had undertaken and which had now become routine.
When June arrived we, the residents, all began making our plans for the three summer months when we would vacate our rooms to make way for the summer visitors.  When October arrived we would all return to resume the pattern of our lives.  To many people this way of life might seem to be unnatural and unsatisfactory.  But everyone had their own private reasons for acting as they did.  In my case, I had been left without a home and did not have sufficient money to buy one.  I was afraid of mortgages, having a dread of finding myself in debt.  I also believed I had insufficient security to support such a loan.  I was fortunate to enjoy Doris's friendship and to be able to spend nine months of the year at the Anglo-Swiss at a price I could afford and among congenial companions.  I was able to enjoy the standard of living to which I had been accustomed for many years. When I vacated my room in June there would be no further charge until my return at the end of September.  This enabled me to use this money to cover my living expenses during the summer.
I had many good friends and a variety of outside interests to keep me occupied, in addition to caring for Kathleen, who had shown me much kindness and was now becoming increasingly dependent on me as her health failed.  This year she wanted to revisit the Cotswolds, so I took her there in May, before I set off for Scotland.  I was quite happy and contented with this mode of living, although I felt sure something would happen to cause me to change direction again.
In early September, Doris travelled north, by train, and joined me in Edinburgh.  She said she wanted to see the mountains with "lots of heather" on the hill-sides.  So we spent a happy week together in the Highlands.
We particularly enjoyed a visit to Braemar.  The Royal Family were in residence at Balmoral Castle and we were fortunate to be allowed to attend the service at Crathie Church, when the Queen, Prince Philip and Princess Margaret were present.  It was a simple service, and when it was over and the Royal Family on their way 'back to the Castle, Doris and I lingered awhile to look around.  The small church was made of granite, the foundation stone having been laid by Queen Victoria.
Doris enjoyed the visit to the Highlands of Scotland very much:  the weather was excellent;  the air crisp and clear with the approach of autumn;  and the hills were carpeted with purple heather.
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On our way south we stopped for a night at the Royal Hotel in Bridge of Allan.  I wanted Doris to see something of the village and its surroundings, where I had spent most of my childhood years, and also to meet Ella and Bill Harris in their home in Stirling.  After this, Doris and I continued on our way back to Bournemouth and once again I occupied a room at the Anglo-Swiss Hotel.
One day in December I had a visit from Gordon.  He had completed a year with the Royal Shakespeare Company in Stratford-upon-Avon, and was now about to finish a year with the company at the Aldwych Theatre in London.  I was surprised and slightly alarmed when he told me that he did not intend to renew his contract with the RSC, who would be going abroad on tour next year.  Gordon did not want to travel with them, he said, because, for a variety of reasons, he felt that his future career lay in a different direction and he did not want to miss a whole year away from England before deciding what his next move would be. Knowing that money would be in short supply, I felt extremely anxious about Gordon's financial position, should he leave the RSC before securing some alternative employment.  Gordon, however, was not in the least concerned, and I was told not to worry about him or his future:  he was quite capable of looking after himself and confident that success would come in good time.
1964 proved to be a happy and uneventful year, when I continued to lead the care-free way of life which now seemed quite normal to me.  I had ceased to worry about the future: life was pleasant, comfortable and easy.  The few shares I possessed when Harold died, plus a few more I had purchased with Billy's legacy, had all increased in value - so I felt a little more financially secure;  and my income was sufficient (but only just) to cover my annual living expenses.  Occasionally I would pause to reflect that I could be doing something more useful with my life.  But in the absence of any direct pointers, I did nothing.  I continued with my voluntary work and endeavoured to give Kathleen the care and attention she required.  Doris too, whose health had never been robust, now had trouble with a heart condition, and relied on me for companionship.  It was not difficult for me to defer any worries about the future:  I would deal as best I could with any problems that might arise, when the time came.
In July, I was again in Scotland for my customary vacation, and during that month I spent a very happy holiday with Alastair and Jenny Fraser.  Alastair was Louie's brother.  They lived in Kinlocheil, mid-way between Fort William and Mallaig.' I drove up to their home, a lovely drive, and the next day we set off - in Alastair's car - to explore the Western Highlands.  Alastair was an excellent driver, his car was large and comfortable, and I was glad to be able to enjoy the beauty of the scenery unhindered by the restrictions of driving.
We visited Kyle of Lochalsh, Ullapool, Loch Maree, Lochinver and other less well-known beauty spots.  Alastair and Jenny were delightful companions, good-natured, kind and full of fun.  I recall with nostalgic pleasure the memory of that happy holiday in Western Ross.
I spent part of the August that year with Ella's sister, May, and her husband, Lindsay.  I had not seen May for many
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years, so it was quite an occasion.  At the end of August I returned to Edinburgh to be with Eleanor and Woods again.
The Festival was in full swing and the city was crowded with visitors from all parts of the world.  Flags were flying all along Princes Street and the shop windows were attractively decorated.  At night, the flood-lit castle, standing high on its rocky crag, presented a superb spectacle.  Eleanor and I enjoyed visiting some of the exhibitions and particularly enjoyed a performance of the Edinburgh Tattoo, which took place on the esplanade at the Castle.  This event is always one of the main attractions at the Edinburgh Festival.  It takes place in the open and there is no cover for the spectators from wind or rain. But that does not deter the many thousands of visitors who sometimes have to queue a long time for tickets.  The massed pipe bands and marching Highlanders in colourful swinging kilts presented a picture to stir the imagination, while the lone piper silhouetted high up against the flood-lit castle wall, playing the haunting notes of the Last Post, would become a memory that would stay in the mind for a long time.
While in Edinburgh I visited Marion and her family on a number of occasions.  The two little girls, Lynne and Felicity, were now attending school and growing rapidly.
I also spent some time with Louie who, I knew, had been in failing health for the past year or more.  Louie was always cheerful, optimistic, and seldom spoke of her health problems. It was not until I went to say goodbye before returning south that Louie spoke in a more serious vein.
She was anxious, she said, that Gordon - or Ronald as she always called him - was still unsettled and undecided as to the form or direction in which his future lay.  She was supremely confident that in time he would be highly successful in whatever field he chose to work, but meanwhile, having left the Royal Shakespeare Company, he was without any permanent occupation.  It was a worrying situation.  Louie then spoke of Marion, saying she did not feel quite the same anxiety about Marion, because she was already happily married, with Jim to care for her and their two small daughters.  Louie said she had no doubts or misgivings concerning Marion's future and this was a great relief and comfort to her.
Louie and I had tea together and spent an hour or so chatting about a variety of things.  When I was about to take my leave she suddenly said:  "Dorothy, would you look after Ronald for me if I am not here - at least until he is married or more permanently settled?"  "Yes, Louie, of course I will," I replied. "I will always do my utmost to help both Ronald and Marion in any way possible.  I can promise you that."
In October (I was now 65), I was back in Bournemouth and settling' down for the winter months ahead.
Christmas that year was, I.,recall, a particularly enjoyable one.  A considerable number of visitors returned year after year to spend Christmas at the Anglo-Swiss, and when they arrived there was always a chorus of greetings and much hand-shaking from the residents.  There had been rumours that Doris and her co-directors had been approached about selling the Anglo-Swiss. These disturbing rumours made us decide that this Christmas must be the very best ever, and so in fact it was.
Gordon, who had arranged to spend Christmas with Marion and her family in Edinburgh, came first to spend a day with me in
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Bournemouth.  His future career was still an open question - but he had one piece of good news to tell me.  His play, The Redemption, previously called The Miracles, had been performed in Southwark Cathedral, London.  It had been well received and given some coverage in the press.  This was followed by the publication of the play in book form by Methuen, and this, I thought, might well prove to be a happy harbinger of more to come.
In the early spring of 1965 Doris confided to me that she was seriously considering retirement.  She had already discussed the subject with her two co-directors, and it had been decided that if an acceptable offer were made for the business, the Anglo-Swiss would be sold.  This might not happen for some considerable time, but the news disturbed me;  and I began to wonder again what I should do and where I should go when this event actually occurred.
One afternoon, at the Tennis Club, I was having tea with a club member when she asked if I would care to consider spending the summer at her home instead of journeying up to Scotland.  Her husband, also a tennis player, had recently died.  She had a large house and garden and would welcome my companionship.  A sister was currently staying with her, but she did not know if this visit would become permanent or not.  In any event, there was more than ample room for all of us.
I was attracted by this suggestion, and after some further discussion I accepted the kind offer.  I had spent so many summers in Scotland in recent years that it would be pleasant, I thought, to spend the next summer in Bournemouth.
Dora Forster was the name of this friend and her home was in Southbourne, three or four miles from the centre of town.  It was agreed I should move there towards the end of June, when I normally vacated my room at the Anglo-Swiss.
In April, another former tennis-playing friend, Elizabeth, arrived from South Africa to spend two months' holiday in Bournemouth.  Elizabeth and her husband had lived in Bournemouth before the war, but when it was over they decided to make their home in South Africa, where they had relatives and business interests.  Elizabeth was now a widow.  She had returned to Bournemouth to revive old-time friendships and enjoy a summer in England.  We met on a number of occasions - mostly at the Tennis Club - and as she was often alone, I sometimes took her for a car-ride in the New Forest or along the coast.
One day she surprised me by inviting me to come out to South Africa for a holiday and stay with her for as long as I liked. It was a tempting proposition, but too expensive for me to consider:  the sea voyage alone would be costly, and I should require a much larger than usual amount of spending money to cover expenses.  Nor could I accept her hospitality for a lengthy period, without contributing my fair share of the costs.
Elizabeth asked me to keep thinking about it.  There was no hurry, she said, as she was not due to sail from Southampton until the end of June.
I did not take the matter too seriously until I met Elizabeth a week or two later, when she said she had a proposition to put to me.  Elizabeth no longer possessed a car in South Africa because she couldn't drive.  Her suggestion was that if I would drive, she would buy or rent a suitable car and I
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could act as chauffeur-companion - in return for which I would have no living expenses whatsoever.
I asked for time to consider her proposal, as I wanted to discuss the matter with Kathleen who, I feared, would not take too kindly to the suggestion.  But to my surprise, Kathleen was interested and actually encouraged me to accept, and not miss an opportunity to travel and see a bit more of the world while I was still fit and active.  Such an opportunity, she said, might never come again.  As far as she was concerned, I was not to worry. For, said Kathleen, she would probably make the move she had been contemplating for some time - to give up her flat and become a permanent resident in a rest home.
Kathleen was now 85 years of age and becoming increasingly infirm.  It was something of a relief for me to hear that a rest home was being considered.
Elizabeth would be returning to her home in Cape Town in June, and I made tentative plans to travel out, by sea, in late September.
Meanwhile, I was still at the Anglo-Swiss where, one day in May, Gordon came to spend the day with me.  By this time I was becoming increasingly worried about his future.  He had not been successful in finding any sort of work that would interest him, and was equally determined to wait until something suitable turned up.  He had even considered emigration to Australia, to try his luck there.  It was, therefore, with a tremendous sigh of relief that on this particular day he had some good news for me. Gordon had sought an interview with Independent Television News (ITN), had been given an audition, and had been taken on as a newscaster for a three months' trial period.  Work was to start forthwith.  This was a tremendous relief to me and I knew that his mother would be jubilant.
At the end of June I vacated my room at the Anglo-Swiss as usual.  But this time I did not set off for Scotland.  I moved to Southbourne, to spend the summer with my friend, Dora Forster, and her sister Ann.  Preparations were going ahead for my departure to South Africa and I had been able to secure a booking on a Dutch ship, sailing from Southampton to Cape Town at the end of September.
I settled in quite quickly at Dora's home, and it was pleasant to be in Bournemouth in July when the Tennis Club was in full swing.  The grass court tournaments and competitions were taking place, and I was able to help out with the catering arrangements, which I had been unable to do in recent years.
One day, towards the end of the month, I received a letter from Marion with the news that her mother had been taken into hospital.  Louie's condition, it appeared, had worsened, and she was to undergo further tests and treatment.  I wrote to Marion and asked if she would like me to come north and if there was any way in which I could help.  Although I was anxious, I awaited Marion's reply before taking any further action.
It was a tremendous and distressing shock when, two or three days later, I received a telegram to say that Louie had died - on 31 July 1965.
I managed to contact Marion by telephone - although there wasn't a telephone in her own home at that time - and offered to travel up immediately.  But Marion told me that Ronald (Gordon) was already in Edinburgh and being tremendously supportive.  He
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had taken charge of all the funeral arrangements, and she thought it was quite unnecessary for me to make a special journey to Edinburgh when there was nothing more that could be done for Louie now.
Gordon came to see me a week or two later, soon after he returned to London, and he brought me up to date with all the family news.
It had been a very sad visit, but Gordon gave me two items of news that I found most pleasing.  Firstly, he had been able to provide his mother, months before she died, with the television set he knew she wanted but had considered a luxury she could not afford;  and secondly, having successfully completed his three months' trial with ITN, he had been offered and had accepted a position on the permanent staff.  He had now joined the team of regular newscasters"for ITN.
This was splendid news, and it must have been of some comfort to Ronald to know that his mother had lived to enjoy his gift, to see him on TV and then permanently employed.  She would have been reassured to know that his television career was now well under way.
After recovering from the shock of Louie's death, I was busily engaged in trying to find a suitable rest home for Kathleen.  She wanted to make the move before I went to South Africa.  Several homes were visited and inspected before Kathleen finally made her decision.  The move was less traumatic than I expected.  For Kathleen's flat in London had been bombed and all her possessions destroyed during the war;  and as her Bournemouth flat had been rented furnished, she did not have the heartbreak of having to part with treasured reminders of the past.  She was philosophical about it all, and had comfortably settled into her new home by the end of August.
A few weeks later, on 25 September, I set off on my visit to South Africa.
Two friends motored me to Southampton and Gordon arrived from London:  we spent an hour chatting and briefly looking around the MS Jagersfontein before it was time to say farewell. I waved to them from the promenade deck until they were out of sight.  I was embarking on something of an adventure and felt slightly apprehensive.  I hoped it would be a success.
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CHAPTER 12
I travelled first class, in order to ensure that I would not be required to share a cabin, and when I went below to unpack, it was heartening to find beautiful flowers, letters and cards waiting to cheer me on my way.  I settled in very quickly and at dinner that evening found I was sitting at a table for six:  two married couples, the Chief Engineer and myself.  We were soon all happily chatting together without any feeling of restraint, and that evening signalled the beginning of a particularly enjoyable voyage.
I, along with my table companions, Mr and Mrs Sharp, and Mr and Mrs Keeble, entered our names for all the competitions and were soon in action.  As the weather for the first few days was distinctly chilly, we were glad to have plenty of exercise to keep us warm.  In the evenings there was a wide choice of recreations - a cinema show, dancing, bridge and an excellent library to suit all tastes.  Or you could just spend a quiet hour or two chatting with fellow passengers.
Tenerife was our only port of call.  We anchored there for a full day and so had time for a shore excursion.  The island was volcanic and quite interesting.  Many new buildings were being erected to encourage the tourist industry and there were some superb views to be seen.  But I did not consider it to be a beautiful island.
After we left Tenerife, the weather became really hot, and the swimming-pool was an added pleasure. The days passed quickly and in the evenings I liked, best of all, to go dancing. Fortunately, both Mr Sharp and Mr Keeble were excellent dancers, as was also the Chief Engineer.  So I never lacked partners.  The two wives said it was too hot to dance and they preferred to sit and talk with others and enjoy a drink.
There was a great deal of laughter and noise when we crossed the equator and King Neptune came aboard.  The children loved the show and had a wonderful time.  Later in the afternoon they were given a Fancy Dress Tea Party on deck.  There were some really delightful outfits and the flying fish and dolphins to be seen from the deck were an added attraction.
October 6 was my birthday, and it got off to a good start when I won the final of the Table Tennis competition.  I was particularly pleased with this result, because I had been competing, at the age of 65, with opponents 20, 30, and even 40 years younger than myself!
At dinner that evening I was presented with a beautifully iced birthday cake.  "Happy Birthday" was sung with gusto and drinks all round were served.  I was further surprised to receive birthday cards, letters and gifts which had been in the safe keeping of the Purser until my^birthday arrived.
The Captains's Farewell Dinner-Dance was another highlight of the voyage.  Everybody was in high spirits:  it had been such a happy ship.  The dinner was excellent and the wine flowed freely.  Prizes were presented to the winners of all competitions.  In addition to my first for table tennis, I was able to claim a second prize for deck tennis.  Mr Sharp had been my partner in the Mixed Doubles and we had played well together until the finals, when we were narrowly defeated by two games to one.
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After the prize-giving was completed and speeches made, we all drifted off in various directions.  My little group made for the ballroom, where the band was about to strike up for the opening dance.  I danced almost non-stop until one o'clock in the morning, when my feet refused to carry me any longer.
The following day was spent quietly packing and exchanging farewells.  Early on the morning of 10 October we dropped anchor in Cape Town and I had my first glimpse of Table Mountain. Elizabeth, accompanied by a friend, was waiting on the quay, and after the customary formalities were completed I was soon on my way to Elizabeth's home.
Elizabeth lived in Camps Bay, about four miles from the centre of the town.  Her home was a bungalow perched on the edge of the cliff with a superb sea view, and Table Mountain, the Lion's Head and the Twelve Apostles were in close proximity.  The day after my arrival I was taken into the town to select a suitable car which Elizabeth would hire for an indefinite period. A Morris 1100 was chosen and I drove it home.
Two days later I suffered a violent tummy upset and felt quite ill.  I was told it was quite common in Cape Town and was called Apricot Fever, although it had nothing at all to do with apricots!  I was forced to stay in bed for two days trying to cure myself with quantities of hot water and lemon drinks and aspirins.  Elizabeth, I regret to say, was not at all sympathetic.  She never suggested calling a doctor, and every time she entered my room she would peevishly ask how long would it be before I would be able to take her out in the car.  She reminded me that she had to pay the hire charge from the day I brought the car home, and it had now been lying idle in the garage for three days.
I was very upset and thought it was not a very promising beginning to my African adventure.  However, although still very shaky, I got up the next day and took her for a drive along the coast road.  I was still feeling very groggy and the car and the general strangeness of driving in a different country didn't help.  But Elizabeth was cheerful and in good spirits.  I soon learned that pleasing Elizabeth would be a major consideration if my visit was to be a success.
Before leaving England I had been given several addresses and telephone numbers by friends who had relatives or connections living in and around Cape Town.  When I mentioned this to Elizabeth she was far from pleased.  She said the agreement had been that I should act as her chauffeur-companion, in return for which she would give me free board and lodging for as long as I liked.  She had not expected I would want to deviate from this.  .
One day I received a phone call from a Mr and Mrs Dunckley. . They had heard from a close friend of mine, Holly Joint, that I was in Cape Town, and I was invited to visit them for lunch and tea.  I explained that I was staying with a friend and it would be difficult for me to come alone.  Accordingly, it was arranged that Elizabeth would come with me, and when I told her this she was not at all averse to the idea.
The Dunckleys lived in a most beautiful home called Tudor Lodge about ten miles from Cape Town.  It had a thatched roof, oak beams, a glorious garden, a swimming-pool and superb views. It was quite the happiest day I had spent since my arrival in
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South Africa.  But I could see that having Elizabeth with me was not a social success.  There were several young people around, mostly in swim-suits or beach wear:  they were lively and laughed a lot.  Alas, Elizabeth didn't fit into the picture at all.  She was already 8 0 years of age, and was immaculately dressed in the Edwardian fashion:  with a large flowered toque hat, long dress and chiffon scarf, white gloves and a handbag to match.
We enjoyed a marvellous lunch and our host and hostess repeatedly tried to draw Elizabeth into the conversation, without much success.  The only time she showed any interest was when we were shown around the house and she spotted a huge deep freeze refrigerator in the kitchen.  This was something new to Elizabeth, and when she was told they could store six months' supply of food she was quite impressed!
When we were taking our leave I was discreetly invited to visit the Dunckleys' again and, if possible, alone - to bring a swimsuit and spend the day in the garden and swimming-pool, and perhaps stay overnight.  It was a wonderful invitation, which I should have been delighted to accept.  But to my regret I was never able to take it up.
I was more fortunate with another invitation I received, from other friends of Holly Joint who lived in Fish Hoek.  When they phoned me I told them about my dilemma concerning Elizabeth and again was told to bring her with me.
Mr and Mrs Bonacina were a charming, elderly couple, who made quite a fuss of Elizabeth and myself when we arrived at their modern and comfortably furnished home.  Elsie Bonacina was Holly Joint's cousin, and she was avid for news about Holly and her husband, Sir James Joint, and about England in general.  This, of course, suited Elizabeth admirably.  She was able to join in the conversation and indeed became almost animated at times!
During the course of conversation I mentioned that I had been given another introduction this time from my friends, William and Betty Witt,  to friends of theirs who also lived in Fish Hoek.  I wondered if they might know them? - Colonel and Mrs Hanne.
"Oh, yes," was the reply.  "We know them quite well.  We must all arrange a get-together another day."  I was very pleased to hear this news and looked forward to further happy visits to Fish Hoek.
I didn't waste time before contacting Colonel and Mrs Hanne on the phone.  We were invited to visit them the following week. This we did, and were again rewarded with a warm welcome and generous hospitality.
I made several enjoyable visits to Fish Hoek during my stay in South Africa - always accompanied by Elizabeth.  On one       > occasion I suggested going alone, as she had complained of feeling tired.  But I was quickly made aware that if I wanted to go alone I.should have to go by train.  She wouldn't let me have the car unless she came too!
Although the coast road to Fish Hoek was longer and more tortuous than the inland road, it was so much more worthwhile from a scenic point of view, and I never tired of driving along it.  On the last occasion I saw Colonel and Mrs Hanne they took Elizabeth and myself in their car right down to Cape Point, the extreme tip of land jutting out into the stormy seas around the Cape of Good Hope.  I climbed to the top of the tower with Colonel Hanne and we were rewarded by splendid views of the
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coastline and heavy seas below.  On our way there we drove through a Game Reserve, and saw a variety of animals and birds: buck, deer, zebra and baboons, also a giant tortoise, and buzzards flying overhead.  It was altogether a most happy and enjoyable day.
It was now mid-November, and I was receiving mail regularly from England.  I had heard from Gordon that he was doing well at ITN and had bought a flat in Battersea - his first home ownership.  I was told that although it was not exactly in the most salubrious area of London, nonetheless the flat was spacious and comfortable and he was happy to be in it.
At that particular time I was myself pondering my own, future plans.  I was enjoying my visit to South Africa, but becoming increasingly irritated by Elizabeth's possessive attitude towards me.  I could never go out alone even to look at the shops.  She must always come with me.  And there were days when I felt myself to be a virtual prisoner in her home.  Elizabeth employed two coloured servants - a young maid to attend the garden and help in the house if required - and a girl to do the cooking and housework.  No friends or visitors ever called to see Elizabeth, with the exception of a minister, Jim Currie, and a married couple called Daphne and Sydney.  They lived about 15 miles from Camps Bay, so I only met them on two or three occasions.
On the first occasion, Daphne invited me to meet her for a coffee in Cape Town one morning and I eagerly looked forward to this event.  The day before the meeting Elizabeth told me she had phoned Daphne and cancelled the appointment, making the excuse she was not feeling very well and could not be left alone!  I was upset and frustrated and made a protest.  But Elizabeth simply said she had a headache and retired to her room.
It was at the time of this incident that I heard from Gordon that he had become engaged to a girl called Amanda.  He had taken her up to Edinburgh to meet Marion and the family and they planned to marry within the next few months.  This letter came as quite a shock to me, as I had no idea that he was contemplating matrimony so soon.  Having followed Gordon's progress through life since his childhood I knew I wanted, at all costs, to be present at his wedding.  This prompted me to say to Elizabeth that I would like to return to England either before Christmas or early in January.  She was surprised and upset.  She said she had expected me to stay with her for at least six months.  I did not want to break any promise I may have made to Elizabeth in England, so nothing further was said and the subject was dropped.
Then, about mid-December, another letter arrived from Gordon - with another shock for me.  His engagement had been broken off and all plans for a wedding had been cancelled.  It appeared that Amanda had sought and received permission from Gordon to have dinner one evening with an ex-boyfriend and say goodbye.  It later transpired that Amanda had always wanted to marry this man; but as he did not seem keen on this, they had parted company and gone their separate ways.  Now she discovered that she was still in love with him;  and he now asked her to marry him.  And she did.
It was, in some respects, a distressing story, but surely it was better that the truth be discovered before the wedding rather than after.  It took Gordon a long time to recover from this unhappy experience, which had affected not only his heart but, I suspect, his pride as well.
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A few days later I got another surprise.  Elizabeth said she wanted to go away for Christmas and New Year and take me with her.  I held my breath and wondered what was coming next.  She continued by informing me that the Windsor Castle, her favourite ship, would be making a ten day cruise over the holiday period, and if I was agreeable she would make the necessary arrangements. She would take me down to the Union Castle offices, where she was well-known, and we could see a plan of the ship and make our reservations.
For once in my life I felt at a loss to express my delight at such a wonderful invitation.  All the irritations of the past weeks and the annoyance I felt at her refusal to allow me to make any plans of my own (unless she was included), were forgotten in my excited anticipation of the pleasures that would lie ahead on the Windsor Castle.
The following morning we drove to the Union Castle office, where Elizabeth received VIP treatment, and discovered that the Christmas and New Year cruise would be a round trip from Cape Town to Durban and back, with calls at Port Elizabeth, East London and Durban.  We would sail on the morning of 23 December, arriving back in Cape Town on 2 January.  A few more minutes' conversation followed, after which Elizabeth reserved two first class cabins, each with bathroom and shower.  The necessary formalities were completed;  a glass of wine was drunk; handshakes were exchanged;  and then Elizabeth and I were on our way home.  I could scarcely believe my good fortune!
The next few weeks passed quickly:  Elizabeth was in a good humour and I continued to fall in with her wishes.  This seemed a small price to pay for such a wonderful holiday, and for the opportunity it gave me to see more of South Africa.  Elizabeth said that this cruise was to be her Christmas present to me, and she hoped that I would not want to run off home to England in January as I had suggested some days ago.
On 23 December, 1965, Elizabeth and I went on board the Windsor Castle.  Our cabins were spacious and most comfortable with every modern convenience, and with quite a large outside window, which could be opened when required.  The Windsor Castle was indeed a splendid ship:  the decor and furnishings were luxurious and in excellent taste.  She was, after all, the flagship of the Union Castle line, and on this occasion extravagantly decorated for the Christmas and New Year festivities.
Elizabeth had told me that she never shared a table with anyone on board ship - she would not even sit at the Captain's table - and we were allocated a table from where we could observe all that was going on around us.  Everybody seemed to be in a holiday mood, laughing and talking together.  I wondered how much freedom I would be allowed on this cruise.  But I had already indicated to Elizabeth that I would like to take part in the ship's games and competitions, and she had raised no objections. I hoped to be able to enjoy some dancing as well.
Elizabeth would, I suppose, be regarded by many people as an eccentric.  She was certainly unpredictable.  But throughout the cruise she remained on her best behaviour.  She still wanted me to be with her all the time;  but when I was playing games or in the swimming-pool, she seemed to be quite content to sit and
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watch all that was going on.  It certainly made life easier for me.
Early on the morning of Christmas Eve we arrived in Port Elizabeth, and Elizabeth and I joined an excursion drive through Addo Park, a nature reserve for wild animals.  Many of them I had already seen - on a smaller scale - in the Game Reserve at Cape Point.  But this time they included elephants, which I found most interesting to watch.
On Christmas Day itself we were still in Port Elizabeth and went ashore to see some performing dolphins.  Their intelligence was astonishing, and it was an exhibition well worth seeing.  We were then taken on to see another attraction, the Snake Pit, where we were shown every type of African snake and given a demonstration by one of the keepers on how to handle them.  I found the performance repulsive and quite frightening, and would have preferred to spend more time with the delightful dolphins.
We were well out to sea again when dinner was served at 7.3 0 pm.  It was a gala occasion and one which I shall always remember.  To me, at least, everything was just perfect:  the dinner, the decorations, the flowers, and everybody in full evening dress.  Elizabeth was in a happy mood:  she was more friendly than usual towards other passengers and seemed to enjoy chatting to them.  She retired to her cabin about ten o'clock and left me to dance the hours away until after midnight.  I had spent a very happy Christmas Day.
Our next port of call was East London, and here I enjoyed a temporary reunion with Mr and Mrs Sharp, my table companions on the Jacrersfontein.  I knew they were living in East London and had hastily written, giving them the date when the Windsor Castle would arrive in port for the day.  They were on the quayside when we docked, quite early in the morning.
It was quite a joyous meeting.  I introduced them to Elizabeth and they kindly invited us both to lunch at their home. It was a long drive, and a long time was spent over lunch.
Our ship was due to sail at 5 pm, and I was anxious to return in good time.  But always there seemed to be something else to see or do before we left.  When we eventually set off I was feeling distinctly uneasy, and secretly consulted my watch as the miles sped by.  We arrived at the quay with five minutes to spare:  the passenger gangway had already been taken up, and we had to half-run to another gangway to get on board.  It was a near thing, and I trembled to think of what would have happened if the Windsor Castle had sailed without us!
Our third port of call was Durban, and here we stayed for three days.  Again I was fortunate in having an introduction to a Mr and Mrs Duncan, friends of William and Betty Witt, who had already introduced me to Colonel and Mrs Hanne in Fish Hoek.
Mr and Mrs Duncan came on board to greet us on our arrival. They took us for a drive around Durban before giving us lunch in their delightful luxury flat overlooking the town and harbour, where many ships could be seen, with the Windsor Castle towering above them all.
After lunch we drove off again, in another direction, to see something of the countryside and to have tea at the Country Club (a favourite rendezvous for the British), before returning to the ship in time for dinner.
Mr and Mrs Duncan were a charming couple.  They had been in England two years earlier and had spent a few days with the Witts
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in Bournemouth.  So we had lots of news to exchange, and conversation flowed.
The following morning a friend of Elizabeth, who now lived in Durban, arrived to greet her.  A most pleasant elderly lady, she was introduced to me as Mrs Muir.  She took us for another drive, again in a different direction, before taking us to her home for drinks and lunch.  Later in the afternoon the Duncans took us for a long and beautiful drive to the Valley of the Thousand Hills.
The following morning we went on a shopping expedition;  the Duncans then had lunch with us on the Windsor Castle, and stayed with us until the ship sailed at 5.00 pm.  I was sorry to say goodbye to the Duncans.  They couldn't have done more to welcome us to Durban - a most attractive city, spotlessly clean, with wide roads, modern buildings and flowering trees.
We were now on our return journey to Cape Town without any more ports of call.  New Year's Eve was the occasion for another gala dinner, and the arrival of the New Year was celebrated in grand style with wine, song, and dancing until long after midnight.
On 2 January 1966 we arrived safely back in Cape Town.  It had been a wonderful and exciting holiday and I had enjoyed every minute of it.
During the weeks that followed our return- to Camps Bay, my thoughts were often centred on plans for my return to England. In view of Elizabeth's kindness and generosity in giving me such a wonderful holiday I would certainly continue to stay with her for six months as promised.  I had my return passage booked, but not the date:  I would make enquiries about sailing dates in March and make a reservation, if possible, for that month.
I broached the subject to Elizabeth one evening and she took it very well, saying she knew she could not expect me to remain with her indefinitely.  In any event she hoped to be coming to England again in June and would look forward to seeing me then.
One day, as we walked along the sea front, a huge whale suddenly surfaced a few hundred yards from the beach.  We could clearly see its full length below the surface of the water.  It was a beautiful day with a calm blue sea and the whale seemed to be having "a whale of a time" rolling over and over and blowing. It then seemed to stand on its head.  For its huge tail suddenly rose out of the water, rather like an enormous ship's propeller. The whale played around for about half an hour and then swam out to sea.
Writing of this incident recalls memories of another unusual experience that happened during my stay in Cape Town.
I very much wanted to see the panoramic views from the top of Table Mountain, and one day I persuaded Elizabeth to go there. We drove up to the point from which we had to continue upwards by cable car.  But when Elizabeth saw it she refused to get in, saying she preferred to wait below, and I went up without her. At the top the view was truly spectacular, and I was glad to be alone, because I was able to walk along a short stretch of the top of the mountain without Elizabeth's protests and restraining hand.  I stopped occasionally to absorb the wonderful scenery and marvel at its magnificence.
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It was on the homeward journey that the unusual experience occurred.  I was driving down the rough and winding mountain road when, turning a corner, I saw, almost in front of me, .what I thought was some debris from a tree or shrub lying in the road. Within a second or two I realised it was a snake - a very large snake coiled up in the middle of the road.  Elizabeth screamed. I couldn't have halted before reaching it - and I couldn't have passed safely on either side of it:  the road was too narrow. The snake was right in the centre of the road.  So I did the only thing possible:  I drove straight on and over the snake, without touching it.  I pulled up a few yards farther on and looked back through the rear window.  I watched as the snake slowly uncoiled and slithered across the road and into the undergrowth.
I heaved a sigh of relief and wondered what would have happened if I had been unable to avoid running over it.  I remembered talking to someone about the Snake Pit in Port Elizabeth and being told - "Beware.  Treat all snakes as dangerous.  The only good ones are those that are dead."
In January we had unexpected visitors.  This was a surprise for me as Elizabeth never invited anyone to her home, apart from her only friends, Daphne and Sydney Stokes and the minister she called Jim (the Rev James Currie), who called occasionally and phoned regularly - although she seldom attended his church.
The unexpected visitors were introduced to me as Moira and her husband Norman, and in the course of conversation I learned that Moira was the niece of Elizabeth's late husband, David. Moira and Norman lived in Johannesburg.  I had no idea that Elizabeth had any relations in South Africa, and wondered why she had also never mentioned to me that her brother-in-law and his family were actually living in Cape Town.  Moira and Norman had come down from Johannesburg to spend a few days with them.  A friendly, cheerful couple, they were in their late forties or early fifties.  They talked with animation and laughed frequently.  I liked them immediately.  Before taking their leave they asked Elizabeth if they could take us both for a day's outing in their car.  Elizabeth agreed and it was arranged they would call for us the following morning.
Elizabeth said goodbye to them at the door, and I walked with Moira and Norman to their car.  Immediately they confided that their purpose in coming to see Elizabeth was really in order to meet me.  I was amazed and couldn't understand why.
There had been, it seems, a serious family disagreement following the death of Elizabeth's husband, which had finally ended in a complete cessation of all communication between the two families.  When Moira and Norman arrived in Cape Town her parents told them that Elizabeth had an English lady staying with her and knowing Elizabeth, they wondered if she was enjoying her visit.  They would have liked, they said, to have shown her some good South African hospitality, but in the circumstances that was not possible.  So they asked Moira and her husband to call and assess the situation.  Our conversation had to be brief, as Elizabeth was watching from the window.  But we would find time, Norman said, tomorrow, to discuss things further.
Naturally, I was quite excited at this unexpected turn of events, and hoped that, somehow, something might be arranged, although I was not optimistic.  Much as I should have enjoyed seeing more of Moira and possibly meeting her family, I could not
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agree to anything of this nature without Elizabeth's knowledge and approval.
As arranged, Moira and Norman arrived the following morning and we set off in their large and comfortable car to see something of the environs of Cape Town, which I had, as yet, not seen.
It was a beautiful sunny day with good visibility and not too hot.  As we drove along Moira pointed out places of interest and told me something of the early history of South Africa.  We stopped at a charming restaurant (it seemed to be miles from anywhere) and enjoyed an excellent lunch.  During the meal Norman asked me if this was my first visit to South Africa, and on hearing that it was, turned to Elizabeth saying that he and Moira would very much like me to visit them in Johannesburg before returning to England.  Moira seconded the invitation and I was asked if this could be arranged.
Elizabeth, looking slightly taken aback, said that I would be staying with her until the beginning of March, when I would depart for England.  But Norman was very persistent, and on hearing that I had not, as yet, fixed a sailing date in March, he declared the matter was settled.  There was no problem;  I could still remain with Elizabeth as arranged until early March, and then proceed to Johannesburg to complete my South African holiday with Moira and himself.
"You will come, won't you?" asked Norman, and Moira added: "Any date in March will suit us."
I looked at Elizabeth, who was silent, and replied:  "Yes, I would like to accept your invitation very much.  But I must first consult the shipping agents about sailing dates and also about the availability of cabin accommodation.  I would need to secure a reservation around the middle of March, otherwise there would be insufficient time to visit you after parting from Elizabeth in the early days of the month."
Elizabeth still remained silent.  So I concluded by saying that I would let them know what resulted from my visit to the shipping agents.
After lunch we continued our sightseeing tour of the countryside, stopping occasionally to admire some point of special interest, and finishing the day's outing with a visit to the cinema in Cape Town to see The Sound of Music, which we all thoroughly enjoyed.  Before we parted company, Norman and Moira again repeated their invitation, adding that, if necessary, I should stay on into April if there was any difficulty in securing a passage home in March.
The following morning I talked to Elizabeth about recent events and my unexpected invitation to Johannesburg.  Although not exactly enthusiastic, she had already accepted the fact that I would be leaving her at the beginning of March and so made no attempt to interfere.  Beyond saying she had always liked Moira, she made no mention of the estrangement between the two families. Feeling thankful for her conciliatory mood I hastened to the shipping office to fix the date for my passage home.  I was offered a first class cabin on the MS Oraniefontein, sailing from Cape Town on 24 March, and promptly.accepted it.
Another thought now occurred to me - there would be sufficient time to make a second visit in Johannesburg, if it could be arranged.  For during the Christmas period I had received a greetings card and a letter from Mr and Mrs Keeble.
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They were two of my table companions on the Jaqersfontein. Before we parted company at Cape Town they had invited me to spend a short holiday with them in Johannesburg and gave me their address.  They were both English, but had lived for many years in Africa, and at one time Mr Keeble had been a game warden at the Kruger National Park.  At the time, I didn't think that I would ever be in a position to accept their kind invitation.  Nor did I believe they would think any more about it.  It was, therefore, a great surprise when a letter arrived from them at Christmas, reminding me that they still hoped to see me before I returned to England.  Again it seemed an impossibility and I reluctantly wrote to say so.  But now, it didn't seem an impossibility after all!
With my sailing date now fixed for the 24 March, there would be ample time for two visits after leaving Elizabeth at the beginning of the month.
Without further ado I wrote to the Keebles explaining my changed circumstances, and saying that if their invitation was still open, I would be delighted to spend a few days with them in March.  By return of post a letter arrived to say that 9 March would be most suitable for them.  They said they were already planning to take me on a three or four day visit to the Kruger Park and other places of interest, and were looking forward to my visit.  That being settled, I wrote to Moira and suggested that I should spend the first few days with the Keebles and then come on to spend the rest of my time in Johannesburg with them.  This was confirmed.
Throughout February, Elizabeth became less demanding, although I was never able to visit my friends in Fish Hoek or elsewhere without her accompanying me.  My situation was recognised, however, and Elizabeth was always made welcome.  She, in turn, enjoyed her visits to Fish Hoek.  I knew she would miss the little car when I left, so I made a point of taking her out for some of her favourite drives as often as possible.  On a Sunday, instead of having lunch at home, we went to the Settlers Club, where Elizabeth was well-known, and where we usually met someone interesting to talk to.  At other times we visited the Mount Nelson, Cape Town's most prestigious hotel, and walked or sat in the beautiful garden drinking afternoon tea.
When I was organising my travel arrangements to Johannesburg I had to decide between the coastal route through Natal, by road, greatly favoured by many people, or the rail journey on the luxurious Blue Train which, I was told, was also highly to be recommended.  As the journey by road would take a few days I chose the Blue Train;  and on the morning of 9 March the Rev Jim Currie arrived to take me to the station.
Elizabeth insisted on coming with us, in spite of the early hour, and purchased sweets and magazines for me to read.  The elegant Blue Train was already at the platform and I soon settled into my sleeper compartment, which appeared to offer the maximum comfort for the 24 hour journey.
I was glad Jim was there to take Elizabeth home.  She said she would miss me, but she would be coming to Bournemouth in June, and I said I would meet her in Southampton when she arrived on the Windsor Castle.
Goodbyes were said, the train's doors closed, and with a waving of hands in farewell, the long Blue Train pulled slowly out of the station.  I was on my way.
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CHAPTER 13
The Blue Train lived up to its reputation for comfort, good food and excellent service.  There was a dining-coach, and a lounge with chairs that could be swivelled around in order to observe the passing scenery from large windows on both sides of the coach.  Fresh flowers had been attractively displayed, and there was a plentiful supply of reading material.  We would travel all that day and night, and arrive at Johannesburg at one o'clock the next day.
I settled myself in my compartment, which would become a sleeping berth at night, and then moved to the lounge, where I found a comfortable chair in which I could sit and relax.  Soon I was joined by other travellers.  Greetings were exchanged, and introductions made, and in no time at all we were chatting together like old friends.
After dinner I sat at a table with a charming American couple and two Australians.  It was surprising how quickly the hours passed as we talked about a variety of things, including our respective homelands.  Outside, a bright full moon was shining as we crossed the Karoo, a vast dry plateau stretching for hundreds of miles.  It was midnight before I retired to bed.
The Blue Train arrived in Johannesburg at one o'clock the following afternoon, and there on the platform to greet me were Mr and Mrs Keeble.  It was delightful to see them both again,. Soon I was in their home, exchanging news and being told of their suggested plans for my visit.  They had never met Moira and Norman Bryden, who lived in another part of the city, but had contacted them on the phone and invited them to lunch the next day.  As my stay in Johannesburg was restricted to 10 days, a little planning was necessary, particularly as the Keebles wanted to take me away for three or four days to the Kruger Park Game Reserve.  Luckily, all went well:  Moira and Norman duly arrived for lunch and, after some discussion, a date was fixed when the Keebles would drive me over to the Brydens house and stay for dinner before returning to their own home.
It was a long hot drive of several hours to the Kruger Park and we arrived in the late afternoon, when the sun was setting. I didn't in the least know what to expect or where we would be housed.  Mr Keeble completed the formalities when we arrived at the park gates, after which we were given the keys to our sleeping quarters.  These were called rondavels, round in shape and with thick pointed straw roofs.  Wire-netting covered the windows and a thick wire fence surrounded each rondavel.  I didn't feel too happy when I realised that the Keebles would occupy one rondavel, while I would be alone in another.  But they were nearby, so I quickly unpacked my small case and walked across to join them.
By this time it was dark outside, although strong lights shone brightly within the enclosure.  I returned to my rondavel to change my dress before dining at the restaurant.  Just as I was about to open the door, I saw something move - a long thin snake!  Luckily, it was outside the wire fence;  it was on the ground, but had reared its head and was stretching up against the wire fencing.  I was petrified, and dashed back to the Keebles for help.  They came immediately, but although we searched all around the building there was no sign of the snake.  It had
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vanished.  I was still a bit agitated and feeling a little foolish too, thinking that my story would not be believed.  But Mr Keeble assured me there was nothing to worry about;  it was probably a grass snake or something equally harmless.  I calmed down and we walked on to the restaurant, where we enjoyed an excellent dinner.
Later, we sat out on the veranda drinking coffee.  The night was warm and, away from the bright lights of the restaurant, the world outside was dark with an eerie stillness that was broken only by unfamiliar sounds or cries coming from the blackness beyond.  I found it immensely fascinating.
When we returned to our rondavels Mr Keeble, himself a former game warden, looked at me and said:  "You won't be nervous, will you?  There's nothing to be afraid of.  You'll be quite safe in here!"  "Oh no," I replied brightly.  "I won't be in the least bit nervous.  I shall probably be asleep in five or ten minutes."
Brave words!  But when I was left alone in that circular barricaded room and looked around me, I didn't feel at all brave! The electric lighting was quite inadequate and seemed to throw more shadows across the room than light.  I looked up at the straw roof, rising to a point, and something moved.  My heart missed a beat.  I looked again and saw that it was only a piece of straw hanging loosely and moving in a slight current of air. I had to steady my nerves, as I was allowing my imagination to run away with me.  I looked at my bed:  the covers were still on. I threw them back quickly, and jumped back - nothing there!  A sigh of relief, but I couldn't bring myself to undress and get into bed.  The Keebles were going to call me at five o'clock. They said it was a good time to see, if we were lucky, a few of the nocturnal animals returning from their night's hunting.  I took off my dress and shoes, lay on the top of the bed and closed my eyes.
I must have drifted into a light sleep when I was rudely awakened by the loud clattering noise of falling metal, followed by the wild shriek or howl of some animal not too far distant.  I sat for several minutes on the edge of my bed and wondered what would happen next.  But all remained quite.  So once again I lay down on the bed and later was awakened by a knock on the door. It was Mrs Keeble calling:  "Wake up, it's nearly five o'clock, I've brought you a cup of tea."  The Keebles too, had heard the disturbance in the night, but had not been in the least concerned.  They said it had most probably been a jackal or hyena, scavenging among the dustbins!
I spent three days and nights in the Kruger Park, sleeping in rondavels in other1parts of the game reserve, and having conquered my initial nervousness I enjoyed every minute.  It would take too long to relate memories of those most interesting days, like a herd of zebras in full flight from an unseen enemy, probably a lion;  and some giraffes, beautiful creatures;  and an enormous elephant blocking our road for half-an-hour before he decided to move on - it would have been unwise to try and frighten him away.  I was fortunate to have Mr Keeble as a guide, as he could spot animals lying motionless on the ground or standing upright and completely still, their colouring and markings blending into their surroundings so that their presence could not easily be detected.  It was not possible in three days to see all the different species of wild animals that roamed
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through the game reserve, which, I suppose, is not surprising when, if my memory is correct, the area of the Kruger Park was approximately the size of the whole of Wales.
When we arrived back in Johannesburg there was still one day left before I joined Moira and Norman Bryden.  It was agreed that I ought to see something of Pretoria before leaving South Africa, so I spent the day there.
Pretoria was a large city, but not so congested as Johannesburg, and there always seemed to be ample space to move around and admire the lovely gardens and flowers.  There was a tall and impressive monument erected in memory of the early settlers, and I was fascinated by the tales I was told of their courage and powers of endurance.  Men, women and children all played their part when facing continuing hardships, as well as the fiercesome battles they had to fight against the Zulus and other ferocious native tribes.
The following day the Keebles drove me over to another residential area of the city where the Brydens lived.  We all had dinner together and then it was time for me to say goodbye to Mr and Mrs Keeble.  They had shown me so much kindness and hospitality it was not easy to say farewell.
My visit to Moira and Norman was equally happy, but in a different way.  This time it was spent on sightseeing, or shopping in some of the most attractive stores in the city, or at dinner at a smart restaurant, followed by a visit to a cinema to see a well publicised film.
I was also taken to call on a friend of Moira who lived in a beautiful home, the epitome of luxury, comfort and, I guessed, considerable wealth.  We were made most welcome and stayed on for drinks, after which I was shown around the large and spacious garden, ablaze with colour, and with a swimming-pool and tennis court.
But the memory that lingers most clearly is the day I was taken on an escorted tour of native townships - SOWETO (South West Townships).  Norman arranged for a pass for Moira and myself, and it was an experience I would have been sorry to miss.
It would have been almost impossible (in 1966) to listen to any serious conversation in Johannesburg without the subject of apartheid being mentioned.  I always listened intently to what was being said, and welcomed the opportunity to visit Soweto, as it might help to give me a slightly better understanding of this complex problem.
My first impression of Soweto was the vastness of the area, covered as far as the eye could see with hundreds and thousands of shabby and poorly constructed dwellings, which served as homes for the black population of Johannesburg.  It was a dismal picture.  But as we were driven slowly along the roads I could see that the majority of the homes appeared to be clean and tidy. I was further cheered up when we passed a large number of children, walking in procession, probably to school.  They were all neatly dressed:  the little girls with their hair tied with red ribbons.  They chatted animatedly as they walked along and seemed to be quite happy.
Later, we were taken to a large outdoor swimming-pool where we saw many children obviously enjoying themselves in the water, while an instructor nearby was giving a swimming lesson to a small boy who was evidently making good progress.  We were shown around part of the shopping area and went into one of the shops,
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where a wide variety of clothing for sale was on view.  We also saw the sports ground and some schools and talked to a few of the people who lived in Soweto.
Our car driver had said to me when we were passing the little children walking to school:  "Less than a hundred years ago, children like these would have been little better than young savages, living in tin huts or holes in the ground.  Much has been done to help these people, and more is being done all the time."
That may be true, I thought - so far, so good.  But looking around at the gross overcrowding of the homes, the bleakness and drabness of the surroundings and the total lack of any colour or warmth, I found the overall picture a very depressing one.  Even as a stranger, visiting South Africa for the first time, I had already seen and heard much that I believed to be very wrong about apartheid.  I was also now beginning to realise the immense magnitude of the task that lay ahead and the work that would have to be done if ever this gigantic problem was to be peacefully resolved.
Two days later I was back in the Blue Train and on my way back to Cape Town.
Norman and Moira came with me to the station.  They had invited me to stay longer with them, and suggested I might postpone my sailing date.  But everything had been arranged and I did not want to alter my plans.  My visit to Johannesburg had been a great success, and I had been thoroughly spoilt by so much kindness and hospitality.  Now I was ready to return to Bournemouth to face, again, an uncertain future.  I had just heard from Doris that the Anglo-Swiss had been sold - a transaction that would inevitably bring changes for Doris and for all the regular residents, including myself.
The return journey in the Blue Train followed the same pattern as on the outward journey.  The morning was clear and sunny and I spent most of the daylight hours in the lounge car. Newspapers and magazines were at hand and attendants brought coffee or other refreshments.  I talked to an American couple, who asked me to join them for lunch and dinner.  They intended to visit Scotland after their South African trip and were eager to hear all I could tell them of Edinburgh where they would be staying.  I slept well and the morning passed quickly and pleasantly.  In the late afternoon the train pulled into the station at Cape Town, and there to welcome me was the Rev Jim Currie.
I had intended to spend my last night in a hotel, rather than inconvenience Elizabeth for such a short period.  But the Rev Jim would not hear of this and offered me a bed at the vicarage, adding that he would then be able to see me safely on board the Oraniefontein in the morning.  I was very pleased to accept this invitation and so my visit to South Africa concluded with dinner and most enjoyable night in a vicarage.
I had a long talk with Elizabeth over the phone, and renewed my promise to meet her in Southampton when she arrived on the Windsor Castle in June.  She sounded quite cheerful and wished me bon voyage.
The following morning, 24 March 1966, Jim Currie drove me down to the docks.  He came on board to check that everything was in order, and he stayed with me until the warning bell sounded, asking visitors to leave the ship.
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I waved to Jim from the promenade deck until he was out of sight - in farewell to him and South Africa.
I remained on deck for some time, taking a last look at Table Mountain, then went below to my cabin to unpack and have lunch.
Again I found myself seated at a table for six - the Chief Officer's table - and was soon joined by two ladies, travelling together, and a Col and Mrs Dingley.  The Chief Officer arrived, introductions were made all round and we were soon all talking to each other without any restraint.
The first night out, the sea was very rough and only a few passengers turned up for breakfast.  But after that the weather improved and everybody followed their own inclination as to how their leisure hours would be spent.  The two elderly ladies at my table did not want to take part in any of the ship's sporting activities.  But Col and Mrs Dingley added their names to mine for all events.  They were a delightful couple, full of wit and good humour, ideal companions on such a voyage.
The Oraniefontein was almost identical to the Jagersfontein and equally comfortable and well-equipped.  Everything possible was done to keep us occupied and happy.  I enjoyed taking part in all the games' contests and was pleased to again win the first prize for table tennis.  I partnered Col Dingley in the deck tennis, but we were not successful.  I usually spent the evenings on the dance floor or at a film show.  It was surprising how quickly the days passed.  The Captain and all the officers were sociable and good company:  they spent as much time as could be spared from their duties to mingle with the passengers, and altogether it was a very happy ship.
The Sunday before we were due to arrive at Southampton was Palm Sunday, and that morning the Captain held a short service. A clergyman among the passengers had offered to assist, and I was invited to read the lesson - a totally new experience for me. The large lounge was packed with a quiet and attentive audience. The service was simple and quite emotional at times, and as I read the lesson I felt privileged to be taking part in this very special service at sea.
Our only port of call was Tenerife, where we anchored for one day.  I shared a car with Col and Mrs Dingley and we went ashore on a shopping expedition and saw more of the island.
The weather began to turn colder after we left Tenerife, and it wasn't long before everyone appeared clad in warmer clothing. A few days later we arrived safely in Southampton, on 8 April 1966.  I had been away for seven months.
My friends, Bill Williams and Vi, who had brought me to Southampton, were waiting to welcome me, and I was further delighted when Gordon appeared.  I had not expected to see him, so it was a most pleasant surprise.  We all chatted together for a while, after which Gordon returned to London by train and I was driven back to Bournemouth.
By arrangement, I intended to reside at the home of my good friend, Dora Forster, until I had time to formulate my plans for the future.  With the change in ownership at the Anglo-Swiss I was anxious to know how these changes would affect the residents, of whom I was one.
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A warm welcome awaited me when I arrived at the home of Dora and her sister Ann, and my return was celebrated with a delicious meal and a bottle of wine.
My first visit the following day was to the Anglo-Swiss Hotel.  Doris greeted me affectionately and we spent a happy morning together exchanging news.  The hotel was now owned by the Lanz Group and changes were already being made.  Doris, who had at one time considered moving out and buying a flat, had decided to remain in the hotel and occupy a suite of rooms - sitting-room, bedroom , bathroom and even a small kitchenette - all of which would give her privacy and independence if she so wished. She had already established a good relationship with the new owners, and was pleased that her home in the foreseeable future would be in the hotel.
The future for myself and that of the other residents was less certain.  But the new management, I was told, did not want to make any major changes immediately:  the residents would be absent for the summer months as usual and would be welcome to return in October for the winter season.  There would be an increase in the charges, but this would be kept to the minimum.
This information was less gloomy than I had feared, and as it was already April I thought it best to continue staying with Dora in Southbourne, until I made my annual visit to Scotland.
I discussed the situation with Dora, who was perfectly agreeable.  She understood my position, and put forward the suggestion that if the Anglo-Swiss proved to be an unworkable proposition, we might be able to come to some form of agreement, whereby I could share or take over a part of her home, which was larger than she required.  Dora was a very good friend and I was warmly appreciative of her kind offer.  And so I remained with Dora in Southbourne until I travelled north to Scotland later in the year.
It was strange, at first, to be back in Bournemouth after such a lengthy absence.  But I was soon back in a regular routine, and found my days fully occupied.  Kathleen was well and had settled into the rest home as well as might be expected;  for she undoubtedly was a difficult personality.  The Tennis Hard Court Championships were in progress and it was good to be back among so many old friends.  Miss Smith and the Workshop were still doing well and still in need of any assistance I could give them.  Gordon was doing well on television and I didn't waste much time before going up to London to see him and his new fourth floor flat - in a large Victorian block in Battersea.  It had spacious rooms and high ceilings, which called for a lot of heat to keep them warm.  He had arranged everything splendidly and made himself very comfortable - I was pleased with all I saw, and enjoyed hearing about his progress on ITN.
Doris and I managed to have a week's holiday motoring in Devon and Cornwall before Elizabeth arrived from Cape Town.  I met her at Southampton and brought her to the hotel where she would be staying for a month or more.  She was looking well and, as always, had enjoyed her sea voyage on the Windsor Castle.  I set aside one or two afternoons each week to take her out on a round of visits to friends she had known in pre-war days, and up to the Tennis Club, to watch some matches.
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Elizabeth was not an easy person to entertain.  Doris had met her once and showed no inclination to meet her again.  At the Tennis Club she was welcomed politely, but without enthusiasm, and I was often asked why I bothered to spend so much time with her.  But I never forgot that in spite of some unhappy days in Camps Bay, my visit to South Africa had been well worthwhile.  I had been afforded the opportunity of seeing something of the country.  I had met some interesting people and had the unexpected pleasure of a Christmas cruise on the Windsor Castle to Durban.  These and many other pleasurable memories would stay with me for a very long time.  I wanted now to mark my appreciation and thanks to Elizabeth as best I could.
It was at the end of July before I felt free to travel up to Scotland, and when I returned in October it would be to take up residence once more at the Anglo-Swiss.  I had considered the proposition by Dora that I might make a more permanent home with her and her sister.  But I remembered my experience when I stayed with another friend several years ago and I concluded that, although Dora and I were good friends, it would be difficult for me to lead an independent life without causing hurt feelings, and a sense of guilt on my part that perhaps I should be spending more time with her.  I felt that, more than ever now, it was essential that I find some place where I could be quite free to come and go as I pleased, to visit my friends and have them to visit me, without any questions being asked or explanations required.
I had been notified that the charges for the forthcoming winter season at the Anglo-Swiss were to be increased by £2 per week and, that next year, when alterations and improvements had been completed, the increase would be substantially higher.  In any event, it would not be the policy of the new management to run the business as a residential hotel.  If, however, any of the present residents wished to continue living under the new conditions they would be welcome to do so.  These conditions being satisfactory to me, I reserved my accommodation for October and set off to enjoy the summer in Scotland.
I had not visited Scotland the previous year and much had happened since then - notably Louie's death and my visit to South Africa.  I based myself in Edinburgh with Eleanor and Woods, and was very happy to be with them again.  I saw Marion and her family, and noticed how the two girls, Lynne and Felicity, had grown since I last saw them.  We had much to talk about, and I was pleased to see them all looking well and happy.
In August, Doris travelled north, by train, and I met her in Edinburgh.  We had planned a week's coach tour in the north west Highlands.  Doris thought it would give me a rest from driving and a better opportunity to enjoy the scenery.  Eleanor had made all the necessary arrangements.  Doris stayed at the Scotia Hotel in Great King Street, and after a couple of days looking around the city we embarked on the first coach trip that either of us had ever made.
We spent the first night at Tyndrum and then moved on to Strathpeffer, where we spent the next four or five days.  The hotel was excellent in every respect and we set out each morning - if we so wished - on a tour of the surrounding country, to Loch Maree, Gairloch, the magnificent gardens at'lnverewe, and Ullapool. In the evenings a kilted piper came to the hotel and entertained us with some Scottish tunes and we watched a
- 76 -
delightful display of Highland dancing.  It was all most enjoyable, and Doris and I returned to Edinburgh declaring our coach tour holiday had been a great success.
After another week spent in and around Edinburgh, Doris returned to Bournemouth by train and I drove to Stirling, to spend two or three weeks with Ella and Bill Harris.  I then returned to Edinburgh to meet Eleanor's sister, Violet, (also my cousin) and her husband, Bill who had been on holiday in Scotland and were about to fly back to their home in the USA.  We had a great family re-union and celebrated at the Scotia Hotel where they were staying, after which we attended a performance of the Military Tattoo at the Castle - Edinburgh's biggest Festival attraction.
In early October I returned to Bournemouth and took up residence once more at the Anglo-Swiss Hotel.
It was rather like returning to school after the summer holidays.  All the residents, like myself, had returned to, spend what would probably be our last winter at the Anglo-Swiss.  For we believed that by next winter the hotel charges would have risen beyond the amount that the majority of us were prepared to pay.  We talked among ourselves and agreed that we would extract the maximum amount of pleasure we could during the coming winter months.  For none of us, as yet, had any idea of where we might be spending the winter of next year.
It was a happy winter for me, and I think for the majority of the residents.  During the day I was usually occupied with routine commitment s-, but on wet afternoons and in the evenings there always seemed to be a variety of activities to interest me: bridge, table tennis, snooker and television.  With three of the residents I enjoyed some close battles, singles and doubles, at table tennis, and with another three residents I much enjoyed a Partnership Doubles Snooker evening.  A visit to the theatre or cinema, if there was anything of special interest, added to our fun.
Christmas was a particularly joyous occasion, for several visitors, whom we had met in previous years, had returned to spend Christmas at the Anglo-Swiss.  The management had organised and arranged the festivities on a lavish scale, and it was undoubtedly a most successful and enjoyable time.
Soon after we entered the New Year we began to wonder when we would be informed of the proposed changes in the terms of residence.  Alterations and many improvements had been made and I, for one, had become resigned to the fact that I would not be spending another winter as a resident at the Anglo-Swiss.  I was already paying the maximum my income would allow.
In March the new tariff was announced.  The increases all round would be substantial, but would not apply to the present residents until the end of May.  This would give each of us ample time to consider future plans.
For myself, I knew I could spend the summer in Scotland, but I also knew I must find some suitable accommodation to which I could return in the autumn.  I often thought how nice it would be to have a little home of my own, but brushed such a thought aside as an impractical possibility.  I had tried living in a rented flat several years ago and it had not been a success.  I had tried sharing the home of a very good friend, and this had proved to be an unsatisfactory arrangement;  and more recently I had experimented with the idea of sharing a home with another good
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friend.  This had worked well in the short term, but it would not have been successful as a permanent arrangement.  I would have to look for a smaller and, if possible, a less expensive hotel, where I would, at least, be able to lead a completely independent life.
One of our residents, a keen bridge player, was a member of a private bridge club run by a Mrs Stewart, the mother of Stewart Granger, the English film star.  She told me that in addition to running the bridge club, Mrs Stewart could accommodate four or five guests on a permanent basis in her large house;  they need not necessarily be bridge players.  If I was interested, an introduction to Mrs Stewart could easily be arranged.  This was done.  I met Mrs Stewart and was shown over her home in Grove Road.  The house was fully occupied at that time, but Mrs Stewart said that if and when a vacancy occurred she would contact me straightaway.
I had not intended leaving the Anglo-Swiss until the end of May, but in April I heard from Mrs Stewart that a room had become available, and if I was still interested, would I like to call and discuss the matter?  I called the following day and was shown the room in question.
My heart sank:  it was a tiny room at the top of the house, with a sloping ceiling and only sufficient room for the minimum pieces of essential furniture.  But the furnishings were pretty and colourful and - what attracted me most - the room faced south, with a sea view and lots of sunshine.  The terms quoted would not be too expensive, and I would not be required to vacate my room during the summer months.  That settled it - for I was growing very weary of living in suitcases and packing and unpacking.  It was a relief to know I could stay there on a more permanent basis.
I accepted the offer, and a week later, in April 1967, I packed my bags and left the Anglo-Swiss to live - until fate decreed otherwise - at East Cliff Cottage in Grove Road.
- 78 -
CHAPTER 14
The transition from life at the Anglo-Swiss to life at East Cliff Cottage was considerable.  One gentleman and three ladies were already in residence, and my arrival completed the total number that could be accommodated there.  One moderately large sitting-room, complete with grand piano, was at our disposal, and in the dining-room, which was filled with heavy, dark brown Victorian furniture, we sat at separate tables.  They were round in shape, dark brown and highly polished;  the curtains and carpets were generally faded and worn.  The overall picture spoke of bygone days.  But everything was well-cared for and spotlessly clean.
I settled down quite quickly, and counted my blessings:  I liked and admired Mrs Stewart;  the house was only a five minute walk from Doris and the Anglo-Swiss;  I had my outside interests and lots of friends;  the financial situation was satisfactory; and (most precious to me) I had the freedom to live my own independent life.  It's true I would have liked to have had my own home, in which to entertain my friends and enjoy their company.  But as I couldn't have what I wanted, I decided I must want what I could have, and be content.
The following month, Kathleen asked me to take her to a Nature Cure Health Home at Clifton, at Bristol.  Her arthritic condition had worsened, and she hoped a course of treatment there would be beneficial.  Although now in her 87th year she was still mentally alert and as active as her condition would allow.  The treatment course would last ten days:  Kathleen would stay there as a patient and I as a visitor - all expenses to be paid by Kathleen.  I was to regard this as a holiday gift and a thank-you for taking care of her.
The visit was a great success.  Kathleen benefited from the treatments;  the weather was good;  and we were able to enjoy some lovely drives, including a visit to Wells Cathedral to call on a cousin (or second cousin) of Kathleen, who was the wife of the then Bishop of Wells, Bishop Henderson.
It was a new experience for me to see and hear at first-hand what a visit to a health farm entailed, and some years later when I too became a victim of arthritis, I paid many visits to such establishments, and always emerged feeling all the better for my treatments there.
At the end of July Elizabeth arrived to spend her annual holiday in this country.  I was busily occupied at the Tennis Club, as the summer tournaments were about to begin, so I was unable to take Elizabeth out for car drives as often as she would have liked.  I did, however, take her to Monmouth, a Welsh border town, to visit some friends there.  It was a business proposition:  we would spend two days in Monmouth at a good hotei, and allow two days for the double journey;  all expenses would be paid, including petrol for the car.
I was not familiar with that part of the country and found it most interesting.  I particularly liked crossing the new Severn Bridge.  It had recently been opened to the public and was still something of a novelty.  I enjoyed those four days, for while Elizabeth was with her friends I was able to look around the old town and found much to interest me.
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In early September I drove Elizabeth to Southampton and saw her safely aboard the Windsor Castle and settled in her large luxury cabin.  She had not liked what she called my "cramped conditions" at East Cliff Cottage, and invited me to join her once again in South Africa.  I thanked her, but felt unable to accede to her wishes this time.
I remained with her until sailing time, and waved a farewell as the ship began to move and until I could no longer see her on deck.
I never saw Elizabeth again.  The following year she was taken seriously ill and moved into a nursing-home, where she eventually died.  Some months later I received a letter from her solicitor informing me that Elizabeth had left me a legacy of £500.  It was an unexpected and welcome surprise.  But Elizabeth had always been unpredictable.  It pleases me now to retain pleasant memories of our four day visit to Monmouth, a visit which we had both much enjoyed.
The day after Elizabeth sailed from Southampton for South Africa, I set off on a journey to Denmark, accompanied by Doris.
I had been invited to become a godmother to the second child born to Mette and Sid Bradley.  Sid and Gordon had been friends at Oxford - where Sid met Mette, also a student, and later married her.  Mette was Danish and wanted her children to be born in Denmark - hence the invitation to the christening of my god​son.
When Doris heard about this, she was eager to travel to Denmark with me, and suggested we stay at a small hotel, and prolong our visit in order to see more of the country.  We were both in high spirits when our journey thither commenced.
We had lunch with Gordon in London and were shown around the newsrooms and studios at ITN, all of which we found most interesting and entertaining.  We then travelled by coach to Harwich, where we embarked for Esbjerg.  The sea crossing was good, and a waiting train then carried us across the countryside to Sondeborg, where Sid was waiting on the station platform to greet us.
The christening service took place the following day in a little church.  It was Sunday, 10 September, 1967 and the baby was christened Benedict Peter Windfeld Bradley.  Although Doris and I could not understand the Danish language, we were tremendously interested in all that was going on around us. After the service, we all gathered in the lovely garden of Mette's parents' home to celebrate this happy day.
The sun was shining warmly;  I carried the baby around the garden;  photographs were taken.  Doris and I were introduced to the guests and were pleased to find that a few of them spoke English.  In the evening, we were invited to a sumptuous dinner party attended mostly by relatives and close friends.  Everything was on a lavish scale, and the Danish menu and cooking was much to our liking.  Doris and I agreed our holiday in Denmark was beginning in grand style.
We spent several days in Sondeborg.  Sid came with us on one or two outings and at other times we went off on our own.  One day we went by coach to a German town just across the border.  It was very busy and did not attract us overmuch.  But we enjoyed the coach drive and were pleased to return to quiet and peaceful little Sondeborg.
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Both Doris and I wanted, if possible, to visit Copenhagen before returning home, but feared this might not be possible as our government at home had decreed that £50 per person was the maximum sum of money allowed to be taken out of the country in one year.
Mette's parents, Dr and Mrs Windfeld, were most helpful and found us a small and inexpensive bed and breakfast.  In addition to this kindness, they phoned some of their relatives in Copenhagen asking them to contact us.  We were delighted, and left Sondeborg in high spirits.  Sid came to the station and saw us comfortably in our compartment before waving us farewell.
Our journey to Copenhagen, by train and ferry, took.several hours.  The countryside was flat, with large stretches of water around about.  We arrived in the late afternoon and found our hotel without difficulty.
The following morning a Mrs Hoffman phoned to say she would like to take us out on a sightseeing tour that day and would call for us within the hour.  This she did, and we set off for a splendid day's motoring around the countryside-  We passed fairly-tale castles, stopped to look at a special exhibition of pictures, had lunch and drove on to Elsinore, the legendary home of Hamlet, Prince of Denmark.  Mrs Hoffman warned there would be many stairs to climb if we went inside.  Doris preferred to walk around the castle.  But Mrs Hoffman and I went inside and explored all the rooms and corners that were open to the public. We climbed endless stairs and seemed to walk for miles, but I was completely fascinated, being, I suppose, something of a romantic, and enjoyed every minute there.
We returned to the home of Mr and Mrs Hoffman to meet Mr Hoffman and to join them for dinner.  They had a luxurious house and garden and we enjoyed a delicious Danish dinner, beautifully cooked and presented.  The Hoffmans were a charming couple and spoke good English.  We stayed chatting until quite late in the evening when they brought us back to our hotel.
During conversations they asked if we had any plans for the following day.  On hearing that we intended looking around the town, doing some shopping, and spending some time in the famous Tivoli Gardens, we were invited to again have dinner with them. It was likely that one or two of their relatives might be calling and they would like us all to meet.  Doris and I were delighted to accept this very agreeable invitation.
Copenhagen was an attractive city:  splendid buildings, wide streets, masses of floral displays and everything so clean and fresh-looking.  Some of the streets in the main shopping centre had been pedestrianised - something I had, as yet, not seen in England - and it made shopping and window gazing a real pleasure.
We spent most of the afternoon in the Tivoli Gardens.  Being restricted to £50 in spending money, we had to be extremely careful to keep within this meagre limit.  At breakfast that morning, Doris had buttered two large rolls, covered them with a paper napkin and slipped them into her handbag for consumption at lunch time.  We bought a few portions of cream cheese and some ice-cream and sat on a seat in the gardens happily enjoying our lunch in the warm sunshine.
At dinner that evening with the Hoffmans, we were asked how we had spent the day and if we had enjoyed it.  Doris then related in her own witty and inimitable way how careful we had to be to avoid over-spending our allowance and finishing up in a
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Danish prison.  She told of how we had sneaked the rolls from the breakfast table and eaten them for lunch, and how we counted up our travellers' cheques each evening to ensure that we were still in funds.  Doris made it all sound most amusing, and there was much laughter.
Later in the evening, Mr Hoffman spoke on a more serious note.  He said he hadn't realised our currency regulations were so strict, and felt he might be able to help.  Doris and I assured him we were only joking, and had sufficient resources to see us safely back to England in three days' time.  Mr Hoffman, however, insisted that he would like to give us £100 in Danish money, so that we might enjoy the remaining days of our holiday without having to count our travellers' cheques.  We protested that, if we did accept this very generous offer, we could not see how we would be able to return this loan - unless he came to England to collect it.  Mr Hoffman then told us that they had a daughter working in London.  He was quite sure she would be delighted to received an unexpected £100 at any time.  And so it was agreed.
We were given £100 in Danish money, and the address of the daughter in London to whom we would send a cheque on our return to England.  When we were expressing our thanks for all the kindness, generosity and hospitality we had received, Mr Hoffman made us laugh when he declared he could not bear to think of two charming English ladies having to hide among the bushes in the Tivoli Gardens in order to eat their bread and cheese lunch unnoticed!
The following day was a Sunday, quiet and peaceful and beautifully sunny.  Doris and I decided we would like to have a walk around the harbour, always a point of interest to us, and have a look at any ships or small craft that might be anchored there.
We were walking slowly along when we noticed a queue of people boarding a fine-looking ship beside the quay.  We stopped to look, and saw a large board which read Day Excursion to Malmo. Doris, always more adventurous than I was on such occasions, immediately said:  "Let's find out more about it.   It would be fun to go!"
She made all the necessary enquiries - we never met with any language difficulties in Denmark - and within a short space of time we found ourselves on board this splendid ship and bound for Sweden!  It was an exciting moment.
I spotted a sign which read Second Class Passengers and moved towards it.  But Doris pulled me back.  Laughing, she said: "We don't have to worry about that!  Thanks to Mr Hoffman we're in the money now, and we're going to enjoy ourselves!"
We made our way up onto the first class promenade deck, where we enjoyed an aperitif before entering the dining saloon to select whatever items on the menu took our fancy - regardless of the cost.  We were in high sprits:  it was a glorious day;  the sea was calm.  We were allowed three or four hours ashore at Malmo, sufficient time for a walk and a short car drive around the town.  It was evening when we arrived back in Copenhagen.  We were both tired, but had thoroughly enjoyed our day's outing. Perhaps because everything had happened so suddenly and unexpectedly.  I recall that visit to Sweden - short though it was - with particular affection.
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Our last social engagement before leaving for home had been arranged for the following evening.  This was to meet Mette's cousins, Lena and Jorgen, who would call for us in the.late afternoon.  That being so, we-decided to spend the morning taking a last look at the shops and making a few purchases to take home.
At 5.30 pm, Lena and Jorgen arrived to take us first to their flat for a chat and a drink before going on to have dinner with another relative, who had expressed a wish to meet us.  It was always interesting being shown round a Danish home, and we found much to admire in all of them.  Lena and Jorgen were a charming young couple, and after another appetising Danish meal, we all sat around together quite cosily exchanging news and views on a variety of subjects.  It was a most enjoyable evening and a pleasant end to our visit to Denmark.
Early next morning we were in the train on our journey back to Esbjerg, where we boarded the ship to take us to Harwich, London and home.
On our return to England we didn't forget to write to Mr Hoffman's daughter in London, enclosing a cheque for the Danish money her father had so kindly lent us.  It had provided the "icing on the cake".
Soon the Christmas season with its festivities and parties was upon us, and I was kept pleasantly occupied.  Kathleen came to have Christmas dinner with me at East Cliff Cottage when she heard it was to be served at mid-day.  She never went out in the evenings if she could avoid it.  I joined Doris and her family to enjoy a second Christmas dinner that evening at the Anglo-Swiss Hotel.  The majority of the residents had by now dispersed, although a few still remained in other hotels in the town, and we continued to keep in touch.
Gordon was newscasting on Christmas Day and New Year's Day. But I went up to London and spent a few days there; and then he came down to spend a day with me early in the New Year of 1968.
It was at times such as Christmas, when I received many invitations, that I became acutely aware of my inability to return these kindnesses as I would have wished.  It was not that I was dissatisfied with my life at East Cliff Cottage, where I was receiving every consideration.  But with only one sitting-room to be shared with four other residents, and my tiny bedroom, there was no privacy.  It was well-nigh impossible to invite anybody to visit me there.  I had to think of other ways to express my appreciation.
Towards the end of January 1968 Doris suggested we should take another holiday, to escape the wintry weather.  She proposed Madeira.  I was reluctant to indulge in another holiday so soon after Denmark, but Doris was insistent that I should go with her. She knew my financial position and offered to pay the lion's share of the cost if I would agree.  She said she did not feel sufficiently fit to travel alone, and needed my companionship. Doris was extremely generous and always endeavoured to make me feel I was rendering her a kindness when I complied with her wishes.  And so it was agreed.
The stringent currency restrictions were still in force, which meant that we would only be allowed to take the annual allowance of £50 per person out of the country.  But it was possible to pay in advance in this country for all the major expenditure that would be required for our holiday - hotel
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charges, road transport, etc - all of which would be helpful in enabling us to keep our £50 for personal spending.
We sailed on a Norwegian ship, the Black Watch, and had a rough passage, especially going through the Bay of Biscay, when we ran into a storm with gale-force winds and pounding seas.  The stabilisers broke down, and although the speed of the ship was reduced, she continued to roll heavily.  Everything movable had been battened down.  But even so the sound of breaking glass and crockery could be plainly heard.  It was not a pleasant experience, but no one was hurt.  We weathered the storm and arrived safely in Madeira on a bright and sunny morning.
We spent two weeks in Madeira.  Doris had visited the island before and had friends, Sir Herbert and Lady Janes, who regularly spent the winters at the prestigious Reid's Hotel.  But we stayed at the Savoy Hotel, a large white modern building with a commanding position overlooking the harbour and sea beyond.
Although we were taken for several delightful drives around the island in the luxury of a chauffeur-driven car, we equally enjoyed ourselves when we boarded a local bus - wherever it was going - and travelled many miles up into little villages in the hills.  We were often packed in with the local inhabitants, returning to their homes laden with bundles of shopping, packages and sometimes a pet dog or two.  They were always a happy crowd, chattering together, and sometimes breaking into song as our driver raced around hairpin bends at what, to me, seemed to be an alarming speed.  Occasionally, some would speak to us in English and would tell us what we could see in their village and where we would go for a cool drink or cup of coffee.  It was an excellent way of exploring the island, with the minimum of expense.  At other times we enjoyed a visit to the Flower Market and the fascinating shops where we could admire the most beautiful Madeiran needlework and watch the women and young girls at work. I particularly enjoyed the Savoy's swimming-pool, because it was at sea level and constantly filled with fresh sea water.  It was always buoyant, sometimes even rough, and always exhilarating.
When we were making our travelling arrangements (before leaving England) and discovered that the Black Watch also docked at Tenerife and Las Palmas, we had arranged to rejoin the ship when she arrived in Madeira on her next round trip.  This we did, and having completed and enjoyed our two weeks in Madeira we set sail for Las Palmas and Tenerife.
We were only to be in Las Palmas for one full day.  So went ashore early and spent the morning walking around the town, looking at the shops and sitting in the shade drinking something cold, as it was a very hot day.  In the afternoon we hired a car and enjoyed an interesting drive around the island.  But it was still very hot, and I must admit we were pleased to return to our ship in the early evening.
The following day we were in Tenerife.  Both Doris and myself had visited the island on other occasions, so we went off on our own to look around the town and do some shopping.
Late that night we set sail for the return journey to England, calling again for a few hours at Las Palmas and Madeira. At Madeira, Herbert and Hilda Janes came on board and had lunch with us before we sailed on the first leg of our journey back to Southampton.  This time our voyage was calm and uneventful, and we arrived home at the end of February, glad to have escaped at least a small part of the English winter.  In retrospect, Doris
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and I were in agreement that of the three islands we had visited, Madeira was the one we liked the most.
I had now been living at East Cliff Cottage for a year, and during that time had seen Gordon on a number of occasions -sometimes in London and sometimes in Bournemouth.  Over the years, and particularly since the death of his mother, I had followed his career with immense interest and viewed him with much affection.  But Gordon, who had grown up knowing me only as an aunt, understood very little about my earlier life or circumstances.  It was, therefore, a great surprise when, one sunny day in May he came to see me, and questioned me on this subject.  He was then 31 and had been at ITN for three years.
I remember the day so well.  I had met him as usual at the station with the car, and we had gone off somewhere for lunch, after which I had brought him back to East Cliff Cottage for tea, and some further conversation.  Mrs Stewart's bridge club was in session and the lounge upstairs was occupied.  So we were sitting in my small room at the top of the house.  Gordon was occupying the only armchair and I was sitting on a small upright hard chair which did' not look and was not at all comfortable.
Suddenly, and without any preamble, Gordon looked directly at me and said:  "Why are you living here?  Why did you leave the Anglo-Swiss if you were happy there?  Don't you ever want to have a home of your own again?"
For a moment, taken by surprise, I hesitated, then said: "Yes, I would like to have a home of my own.  But I haven't the money to buy one, and I didn't enjoy my experience of living in a rented one."
More questions were asked as I tried to explain the circumstances which had led up to my present somewhat impoverished financial situation.  Gordon expressed great surprise when he was given this information, and said he had always regarded me as his "rich" aunt!  I laughed and told him that nothing could be further from the truth.
We talked for a long time that afternoon, and later, when Gordon had a clearer picture in his mind of my present position,. he told me that since joining ITN he had accumulated some surplus cash which he intended to invest.  He had been considering a small property, a house or a flat;  and now he wondered if we might be able to come to some arrangement that would be advantageous to us both.  Gordon then asked if, in the event of him finding a suitable flat at a price he could afford to buy, would it be possible for me to furnish it?  "Oh, yes!" I replied eagerly.  "I've more than sufficient furniture in storage, and everything else necessary to start another home.  It's a wonderful idea - almost too good to be true!"
Gordon returned to London that evening and I was instructed to begin making enquiries at estate agents' offices.  We had agreed we would look for a two-bedroom flat, and we both wanted it to be situated on the East Cliff.  I was tremendously elated at the prospect of having my own home again after so many years, and marvelled at the generosity and kindness of Gordon, who had expressed his willingness to make this possible.
The next morning I called at the offices of two estate agents in the town, and was disappointed to find, in both offices, that there were no suitable flats on offer at that time. I was assured, however, that the situation was constantly
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changing and they were confident that something to meet our requirements would soon be found.
Weeks passed and I was still searching.  I had visited other estate agents and been persuaded to look at numerous flats, without success.  Gordon had been with me on one or two of these occasions and, like me, had been less than enthusiastic about any of the flats he had seen.  We decided to keep on searching until we found something we really liked.  The fact that we wanted a flat on the East Cliff was proving to be an obstacle, as apparently such flats were always in short supply.  But I had lived on the East Cliff for 4 0 years, and Gordon had known it from his schooldays.  Neither of us wanted to move to any other area of the town.  And so the search continued.
Early one morning at the beginning of July the phone rang: it was Gordon.  He asked me if I would like to go to Switzerland with him, for two or three weeks1 holiday.  He explained he had been offered the use of a chalet for a month in return for some charity work he had done.  Gordon had invited two friends to join him, but unfortunately one of them, an ITN reporter, had just been injured in a plane crash and the whole plan had to be cancelled.  Gordon did not want to go alone;  but there was very little time left to make other plans, as air tickets had been bought and all arrangements made to leave London on the Friday of that week.
It was already Tuesday when I received the phone call. Three days?  My mind was in a whirl.  Should I say "Yes" or "No"?
I have never liked having to make quick decisions, and told Gordon that, much as I would like to go with him, I had already used up my £50 currency allowance for that year in Madeira, and, in any event, I really couldn1t afford another holiday so soon. But I was told there need be no financial problems, as the air tickets were already paid for, and there would be no hotel charges.  As for spending money, he would be able to lend me some.  As I still hesitated, Gordon said he would give me all day to make up my mind, but must have a definite reply when he phoned again that evening.
That afternoon I called in to see Doris and told her what had happened.  No hesitation this time.  Doris said:  "Of course you must go!  Just tell Gordon that if you are silly enough to refuse such an acceptable offer, there's someone here who would be ready to go at the drop of a hat."
That settled it.  And when Gordon phoned later that evening I told him I would be ready and happy to come up to London on Friday morning, with plenty of time to spare before leaving for Heathrow and our late afternoon flight to Geneva.
There was a long flight delay at Heathrow and it was late evening before our flight number was called.  But soon we were on our plane, a Trident jet, and on our way to Switzerland.  I was feeling excited and slightly apprehensive too, as I had not been on a plane for many years, always preferring to travel by sea when possible.  But air-travel had greatly improved over the years, and I quickly settled down to enjoy the flight.
We were due to land in Geneva at ten o'clock.  But there was a terrific thunderstorm over the city and we were told we would have to circle around until it cleared.  To be flying above the storm, and to see the lightning flashes streaking among the clouds was an awe-inspiring sight.  Gordon was obviously enjoying
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the spectacle, and I was reassured and comforted by his presence. It was midnight when we finally touched down, and found that the last train to Sierre, our destination, had already gone.  We would have to spend the night in Geneva.
The railway station was very quiet, almost deserted.  Gordon found a seat and told me to wait there, with our luggage, while he went off in search of a hotel.  I was quite sure we would have to remain in the station until the morning.  But Gordon was back within minutes to say he had found a small hotel nearby with available accommodation.  This was quite a relief.
Although it was after midnight, there were still many people in the brightly lit street.  It was a beautifully warm night with a bright full moon.  Gordon noticed that a cafe opposite the hotel was still open, so we decided to go over and have a drink. It was very pleasant sitting there and watching the night-life of Geneva, after which we walked down to the lakeside and had a good look around:  the lights were still on and a fountain was still playing.  It all looked most attractive.  Finally, we returned to the hotel, where I quickly fell into bed and was soon fast asleep.  It had been a long day for me, commencing at 7 am and finishing at 1.3 0 the following morning.  But everything had gone surprisingly well, and I was very happy.
Next morning we had a late breakfast and decided to spend the morning in Geneva and take an afternoon train to Sierre. This we did, and the journey - about three hours - recalled memories of long ago, especially when we were passing through Montreux and Vevey.  Memories - some happy and some unhappy -came sweeping into my mind.  It was all so long ago - another world.
Arriving safely in Sierre we hired a car to take us up to the chalet at Randogne-sur-Sierre.  We discovered that the tiny village of Randogne was about nine miles up the mountains - 4000 feet up - and the rough, narrow and tortuous road, with hairpin bends, was at times, for me, slightly unnerving.  I was pleased when we arrived safely at our destination.
The chalet was built on a hillside with superb views of the mountains from any angle.  It was comfortably furnished, well equipped in every way and ideal for a holiday home in summer and a ski-ing holiday in winter.  Everything had been left in readiness for our arrival, along with a welcoming note to make use of anything we might need from the well-stocked food cupboard.
That evening we went out to have a meal at a nearby inn that Gordon had noticed, and to gather some information about the area from the local inhabitants.  We were told that the little village, with shops, was about a mile farther up the mountain road and, with no car, we would have to walk!  However, the next morning Gordon went out and discovered a very small shop within a five or ten minute walk from the chalet, where we could buy essential foods such as bread, cheese, milk and delicious cold ham.  So we weren't too worried about transport for a day or two at least.  As luck would have it, we quickly made friends with neighbours in a nearby chalet who not only were helpful in giving local information, but also had a car and took us out on our shopping expeditions.  They were a charming couple, elderly, who took a keen interest in their garden, which was a riot of colour, and with several unusual features:  one that particularly
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attracted my attention was part of an old tree trunk that had been fashioned into the figure of a giant man.
We went to Zermatt one day, by train, and after walking around the little town, taking pictures and having lunch, another little train took us up to a region of snow and rock, on the edge of a glacier and in full view of the Matterhorn.  It was a great thrill - first the novelty of ascending into snow, in summer, and then scrambling over the uneven surfaces when we reached the top. The views were magnificent and the air exhilarating.  It was a most enjoyable day.
During the course of conversation one evening Gordon asked if I had ever been to Venice.  On hearing that I had not, he said he wanted to take this opportunity while still on holiday to spend a few days in Venice to visit a friend.  Gordon had been in Venice some years earlier, and said he was sure I would enjoy a few days in that unique city.
I was totally surprised, and curious too, at this unexpected turn of events.  I assured Gordon that, as far as I was concerned, I would be perfectly content to spend the entire holiday in Switzerland.  But if he particularly wanted to go to Venice I would, of course, be delighted to accompany him.  A few days in Venice would be an invitation I couldn't refuse!  And so it was settled.  Gordon made all the arrangements, and a week later we set out on our train journey to Venice.
It was only then I learned that the friend Gordon wanted to see was a girl!  Her name was Franca, and they had first met when they had both been undergraduates at Oxford.  They had corresponded and kept in touch since leaving Oxford, but it had been two years and more since their last meeting.  Gordon, I suspected, wanted to see her again to determine his feelings towards her, and likewise her feelings towards him after this period of time.
It was a long train journey to Venice and it was a very hot day.  But the air-conditioning was good and cooling drinks and ice-creams were always available.  The train was stationary at Milan for half-an-hour and we were able to take a short walk around the station.  Gordon took one or two photos, while I was interested in observing the people and the many activities of a busy main-line station going on around me.  We arrived in Venice in the early evening and were met at the station by Gordon's girl-friend, Franca.
When I realised Gordon's main objective in coming to Venice was to see this girl again, I was more than a little surprised, for ever since his failed engagement and the marriage that never took place, he had appeared to show little or no interest in the opposite sex.  I now began to wonder if he had changed his mind, and if another engagement might be pending.  I determined to keep myself out of the picture as far as possible and await events. Franca had made a reservation for Gordon and myself in a small, but delightfully cool and shady hotel on the Lido, and after a light evening meal and cooling drinks, for it was still quite hot, I retired to my room saying I would meet Gordon for breakfast in the morning.
Franca was a tall young woman.  I guessed she was in the mid or late twenties:  she had shoulder-length fair hair and good features, a clear complexion and blue-grey eyes:  she was a tall athletic type of girl whom I would have described as handsome rather than pretty.  From her conversation and overall demeanour
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it was plain to see that she was a strong character with a mind of her own.
In the morning Gordon and I breakfasted in a delightfully cool corner of the hotel terrace, and soon afterwards Franca arrived to take us out on a sightseeing tour.  As it was my first visit to Venice, I accepted her invitation to accompany them, but intended that thereafter I would leave them together on their own as much as possible.  When Franca arrived she brought with her an invitation from her parents to join them for dinner at their home that evening.
It was a most enjoyable day and I was immensely interested and fascinated to see so many places I had only seen in pictures before - the Campanile Tower;  the Doge's Palace; St Marks, and many other places of historic interest.  After a light lunch out of doors in the warm--sunshine, I returned to the hotel for a siesta until I rejoined Gordon and Franca for dinner.  We were welcomed by Franca's parents and enjoyed an excellent meal. Conversation was a little difficult, as the parents did not speak very good English.  But Franca was always at hand to interpret, and the evening passed pleasantly.
Gordon and I spent several days in Venice.  Sometimes I went off on my own and quickly found my way around.  I never tired of the fascinating shops and watching the gondolas making their leisurely way up and down the canals.
One afternoon, Franca took us to the palatial Excelsior Hotel, with its own private beach, bathing huts, pier and landing stage.  We spent some time on the beach - it was a very hot day -and then went into the cool and shady hotel for a very expensive cup of tea.  We attended a concert one evening and listened to some splendid orchestral music.  But most evenings I was content to remain in the hotel, and retire early to my room after a long, often tiring, but happy day in the sunshine of Venice.
I was still wondering to what extent Gordon's.friendship with Franca was developing when we left Venice and returned to the chalet at Randogne for the last week of our holiday.
He had been extremely reticent, and I had made no attempt to question him on the subject, or to express any opinions of my own.  But I couldn't fail to recognise the fact that if this friendship was to be the precursor of an engagement and marriage, then I must put aside all thoughts of Gordon continuing with his idea of buying a small flat, in which I could live and make a home for myself.  He would need all his money for his own requirements.  That was perfectly natural and understandable.
Our last week in Randogne seemed to pass very quickly.  The weather was perfect;  sometimes too hot to go far afield and the evenings were pleasantly cool, with some spectacular thunderstorms.
Gordon was writing - finishing the revision of his first novel, entitled Neither the Sea nor the Sand.  I was interested . in his work, and pleased when he chose to discuss it with me.  I had never been away on holiday with Gordon before, and when this visit to Switzerland had been suggested, I had wondered how it would work out.  Fortunately, it had worked out very well. Gordon was kind and considerate, and never made me feel that I was in any way becoming a hindrance or spoiling his own holiday. We were good companions, and when I heard more about his book-writing, I became even more interested and eager to assist him in any way I could to further his career.
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The return journey to England was pleasant and uneventful. When we arrived in London it was early afternoon, so I decided to continue on my journey and reach Bournemouth the same day. Gordon came to Waterloo Station and saw me safely on the train.
We were exchanging a few last words through the carriage door window when Gordon suddenly said:  "You'll have to start again to search for a suitable flat.  Let me know when you see something of interest and I'11 come down and have a look at it." I was quite startled at the unexpectedness of the remark and said, "Do you really mean that?"  "Of course I do," he replied. "Why ever not?"  "Oh, I thought perhaps you had other ideas ..." I began.  "That wouldn't make any difference, " he said.  "I have my own flat in London.  You go ahead and see what you can do." "Oh, I will, I will!"  I replied excitedly.  "Thank you, and I'll begin searching tomorrow morning."
With that, the train began to move out of the station, and I sat down to allow my thoughts to dwell not only on the happy holiday I had just enjoyed with Gordon, but also on the possibility that my life might once again be about to alter course.
The following morning I again contacted the estate agents and arranged to be shown over two or three flats that had recently come onto the market.  These all proved, for one reason or another, to be quite unsuitable.  But I would not allow myself to be discouraged, and set off to visit another firm of estate agents in the town.
Again I was shown a list of flats for sale, and noticed that almost all of them were situated on the West Cliff, whereas I had stipulated I wanted one on the East Cliff.
"Why is it," I asked, "there appears to be such a shortage of flats on the East Cliff?"  The explanation I was given was that the East Cliff mainly comprised large hotels and high-rise luxury flats.  There was only a comparatively small number of the type of flat I was seeking, and these were not so easily obtainable.  Half in jest and half in earnest, my informant added:  "It does rather sound like a case of waiting for dead men's shoes."
I left the office feeling discouraged and disheartened, for in spite of Gordon's reassurances I could not help foreseeing the possibility that he might change his mind about a flat and want to make other plans for himself, in which case all thoughts of my having a home of my own again would all come to nothing.  I must renew my efforts to find something very soon.  But how and where could I look?
"Dead men's shoes."  That last remark uttered by the estate agent lingered in my mind, and gave me, what I thought, was a bright idea.
I happened to be personally^ acquainted with the head of a firm of funeral directors, and decided to call on him.  I reasoned that in the event of a bereavement, he would surely be one of the first people to know if a flat was likely to be coming on the market for sale.  I thought it was worth a try.
I must admit he looked surprised when I was ushered into his room, and even more surprised when I explained the reason for my visit - not at all, I'm sure, what he expected!  But he was sympathetic, saying he would be pleased to help in any way possible, and would contact me if he heard of anything likely to
be of interest.  I left the office feeling satisfied I had at least taken one more step in the right direction.
This little incident aroused some laughter among my friends. They appeared to think my idea of seeking the help of an undertaker to find a new home was hugely amusing.
It was not until October that our patience was rewarded.  By this time I had practically abandoned any hope of finding a flat on the East Cliff, and resigned myself to a choice of one of several flats available on the West Cliff..  I selected three for inspection:  Gordon came down from London and together we went to look over them.
All three flats were in good order and fulfilled most, if not all, of our requirements.  I felt we would have to choose one of them, but I was dispirited and could not summon up any enthusiasm.  It was quite a relief when Gordon expressed the opinion that we should forget all about the West Cliff and concentrate solely on the East Cliff.  He said he had not been impressed with anything he had just seen, and preferred the East Cliff.  He thought the search should continue.  I said I would again contact the agents who had already shown me over a very nice flat in Manor Road.  But the price was prohibitive.  I would phone them in the morning and try my luck again.
Gordon said:  "Why not phone them now?  If there is anything on offer, we could have a look at it before I return to London."
We were still sitting in the tea shop, and as I looked around I noticed a telephone kiosk nearby and hastened to use it as Gordon had suggested.  When the line was connected and I gave my name, the answering voice immediately said:  "I'm so pleased you rang:  I've tried to phone you today without success.  I wanted you to know that the flat you liked in Manor Road is still on the market, and at a reduced price.  The owner is prepared to lower the price substantially in order to effect a quick sale. Are you still interested?"
"Oh, yes!" I replied.  "Can we come and see it now?  I'm speaking from Westbourne."  The reply came;."The office closes in 15 minutes, at 5 o'clock.  But if you can come straightaway, I will wait here until you arrive."  With a hurried "I should be with you in 15 minutes" I rushed back to Gordon with the good news, and we made a quick exit from the tea shop (not, however, without first paying the bill!)
The office was closed, but the agent was waiting for us as promised, and after a few words took us to have a look at the flat in Manor Road - which I had already seen, but had barely looked at in any detail when I knew the price was far beyond Gordon's range.  Now, it seemed that the owner was in a great hurry to sell, and prepared to lower the price for a quick sale from €7,000 to £5,500 - to include carpets and curtains.  I now observed the second-floor flat with heightened interest.  Gordon, I could see, was interested too, asking many questions and studying each room in detail.  The agent was anxious to have Gordon's decision as soon as possible.  So Gordon arranged to phone from London the following morning with his answer.
When we left the agent Gordon and I went off to a restaurant for a hasty meal and to discuss this sudden and unexpected turn of events.  Time was short, for it was important that Gordon should not miss the London train, and there were still many matters to be considered.  Gordon produced paper and pencil and
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together we enumerated the pros and cons.  Finally, he looked at me across the table and said: "I think we must have it."
It was an exciting moment.  I was so overjoyed I could scarcely speak.
Gordon continued:  "I'll phone the agent in the morning and make him a firm offer, and then I'11 phone you with the result of our conversation."
The next morning I waited anxiously within earshot of the telephone, and when the call came through, I held my breath!
Gordon said:  "It's OK.  I've got it - subject of course to contract, which will be signed as soon as possible."
This was great news, but I would not allow myself to be completely convinced until that contract was well and truly signed.
When that was done a few weeks later I was absolutely delighted, and thankful to know that my long search for a home of my own had at last been resolved.  I was to have my own home once more, and my heart overflowed with gratitude to Gordon, without whose help this would never have been achieved.
The flat was in an excellent state of repair.  But Gordon wanted some minor alterations carried out, while I busied myself shopping for many household articles that would be required.  The carpets were in good condition, and covered the hall and the rooms in a pretty, soft shade of green.  The curtains however, were unattractive and rather worn.  Kathleen, who was looking over the flat with me one day, agreed about the state of the curtains and offered to pay the cost of new curtains throughout. It was an offer I couldn't refuse, and I was delighted.  Doris too was a tremendous help at this time.  She knew the best tradesmen to employ, and could arrange a discount with some of the large stores in the town.
A few more busy and exciting weeks passed before the day dawned on 25 November 1968, when I said goodbye to East Cliff Cottage and took up residence in my new home - Flat 17, Albemarle Court, Manor Road.
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CHAPTER 15
The years that followed this memorable date were to be years of special happiness for me.  I had at last found a safe and permanent anchorage in which to settle down.  Gordon had, so unexpectedly and generously, provided me with a rent-free home, thus making it possible for me to furnish and maintain it out of my small income.  My nomadic way of life covering many long and difficult years had at last come to an end.  Little wonder, then, that I should feel so happy and full of gratitude.
The first year in my new house passed quickly.  I was totally immersed in adding the finishing touches that would complete every room to my entire satisfaction.  I was delighted with my new curtains-- Sanderson glazed chintz in the two bedrooms (which had fitted cupboards) and gold velvet, full length, with scalloped pelmet, in the sitting-room.  I had saved the proceeds from the sale of some furniture from my original home, and now.bought a new three-piece suite covered in pale green brocade with flecks of gold, and two standard lamps, one with a pale gold shade, and the other with a colourful floral design.  It was so wonderful for me to have a choice when making these purchases.  For my original home had been bought and furnished in the war years, when rationing was in force, and clothing and all household requirements were restricted, of very poor quality and in short supply. ,The kitchen was well-equipped and sufficiently large for use as a breakfast room or for an informal meal.
Albemarle Court was a fairly modern block of 18 flats, two storeys in height with a green tiled roof, occupying three sides of a square.  Each side contained six flats and had its own separate entrance.  My flat (or rather, I should say, Gordon's) was on the second floor of the east wing - two rooms faced east and two (my bedroom and the sitting-room) faced west, which afforded me plenty of morning and afternoon sunshine.  The building was fronted by an attractive garden with flowering shrubs, and a short pathway led onto the beautiful tree-lined avenue of Manor Road.
It was a very busy year too, for many of my friends called to inspect my new home, and there was a considerable amount of socialising.  Tea parties and bridge afternoons claimed much of my time and I was still actively involved in all my voluntary work.  Gordon came to see me when his work permitted, sometimes staying over the weekend.  He was my first guest, and we always had plenty to talk about and plans to discuss.  He was artistic too, and most helpful with ideas and suggestions which would enhance the overall attractiveness of the whole flat.
In May of that year, 1969, Gordon's first novel was published, Neither the Sea nor the Sand.  I went up to London for the publishing party and felt very proud and excited to be there. This book was subsequently published in America and made into a film in 1972, starring Susan Hampshire.  Again I was fortunate to be present at the film premiere in a London cinema.
I was very happy in my new home, and enjoyed the freedom of being completely my own mistress.  I even enjoyed practising my cooking, which had never been one of my strong points;  and housekeeping in general was not a burden.  It was a joy too, when summer came, to be free from the necessity of packing up all my
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belongings and travelling north to seek the hospitality and kindness of my Scottish friends.  Instead, I now at last had the opportunity to try to repay some of these many acts of friendship and kindness.
Norah was my first guest after Gordon.  She stayed for several days and we enjoyed an especially happy time together. Norah, perhaps more than anybody, knew and indeed had shared some of the unhappiest days of my life.  She was now overjoyed to find me firmly established in a home of my own, and full of praise and admiration for Gordon who had made it all possible.  She was charmed with the flat itself and my choice of colours and furnishings, and she was most helpful with ideas and suggestions for further improvements.
Doris was a frequent visitor, and although happily settled in a private flat at the Anglo-Swiss, she liked sometimes to escape from the hotel and come to see me for a chat or exchange of news.
One day, Doris, who always disliked the winter months, said she would like to go abroad again early in the New Year, and she asked if I would go with her.  She suggested the West Indies.  I was in no hurry to leave my nice home, in spite of the fact that by this time I had been in residence for a year.  But Doris, who was not enjoying good health, said she would not go without me. She was not fit enough to travel alone, she said, and nobody understood her as well as I did.
After a lengthy discussion I admitted I would like very much to accompany her to the West Indies, but first I must know the cost of such an expensive trip.  Doris had already offered to pay all my expenses in full.  But this I could not agree to - I must pay my share, as far as my purse would allow.  This was agreed, and Doris went off to confer with the travel agents.  She returned with many brochures, and after much thought and consideration we decided on a round voyage to the West Indies, due to sail from Southampton on 10 February 1970.
It was a cold but bright and sunny morning when Doris and I sailed from Southampton at noon.  We were travelling on a Dutch ship, the Prins der Nederlanden, and I was still on deck when we passed the Needles.  We were soon opposite Bournemouth, and I could see the Albany flats quite clearly and tho.ught of my own little home in Albemarle Court nearby.  I had felt a few twinges of sadness when I left and turned the key in the lock.  But I was already quite excited and looking forward to the holiday.
Our accommodation was excellent:  two separate cabins each with large outside portholes, which particularly pleased me as I have always been claustrophobic.  In the dining saloon Doris and I were seated at a table for six, which included the Chief Officer, a tall good-looking Dutchman speaking fluent English. After dinner there was dancing to calypso music, which I enjoyed immensely;  and I eventually retired to bed in high spirits -tired but happy!  But not for long, as the sea, which had been quite rough, now worsened rapidly, with gale-force winds to add to our discomfort.  It was a terrible night and we were all ill. The storm continued all the next day and the dining saloon was empty.  I felt awful, and so did Doris.  We lay in our cabins and sent little notes to each other.  The next day I began to recover and went up on deck, but Doris remained in her cabin.  I was so
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sorry - it seemed such a .waste of two whole days of our holiday. The weather was still very cold, and although the sea was less rough, the ship was rolling heavily, and no attempt had been made to commence any form of deck sports.
As we approached the Azores, conditions improved.  The weather warmed up as we passed the islands early one morning, and we had a splendid view of them.  The Captain invited us both up onto the bridge and pointed out several places of interest, lending us his binoculars.  One large mountain was 7,000 feet high and we could clearly see the snow on its summit.  We could also see an enormous crater on one of the islands and many large caves.
After passing the Azores, our voyage became more enjoyable each day.  The weather was glorious;  the deck sports in full swing;  and the swimming-pool in constant use.  Doris was feeling much better and able to savour some of the pleasures of this voyage.  The passengers aboard were mostly Dutch, with several Germans and Jamaicans.  The British numbered between 30 and 40. The Captain and officers were all most attentive and spent as much time with the passengers as their duties would allow.  The ship's Purser, too, was a splendid organiser, supplying us with games and entertainment to suit all tastes.
One evening a Fancy Dress Dance took place.  I didn't intend to take part, until I discovered that practically all the Dutch and German passengers had entered for the competition, and only a very few of the British had put their names down.  It seemed a bit unsporting.  So I added my name just to keep the Old Flag flying!
I borrowed a Japanese kimono and sandals, dressed my hair up. high with flowers, and hiding myself coyly behind a fluttering fan I trotted along as Yum-Yum from The Mikado.  It was all great fun.  Later in the evening, when I was dancing with the Captain in a competition, my borrowed kimono started to come adrift.  It was a very energetic calypso, and as my partner and I were doing very well in the competition, we didn't want to stop dancing. But when the music accelerated and our steps quickened to the new tempo and rhythm, I felt the sandals slipping off my feet and the flowers falling from my hair.  When the Captain gallantly tried to secure my kimono and rescue me from my predicament the watching spectators roared their approval.  We danced on and somehow won the competition.
Our first port of call was Trinidad, where we anchored for a day and a half.  I liked the island very much:  it was brilliantly green and lush, and quite hilly too.  We visited the new luxury Hilton Hotel, built high on the hillside, with superb views, a marvellous swimming-pool and glorious gardens.  We saw the famous cricket ground and walked around the shopping area. But this last part of the town I did not find particularly interesting.  We motored out to Marracas Bay where I had a swim, or rather I should say a bathe, because the sea was very rough indeed.  However, I enjoyed splashing around in the waves - a welcome change after the swimming-pool on board ship.
Our next port of call was Curacao.  It was a Duty Free port, and Doris and I seized the opportunity to buy several gifts to bring home.  We did not see much to interest us on the island, except the Pontoon Bridge - a very long bridge, we were told, made of wood, which opened and closed on average about 30 or 4 0
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times a day.  It was said to be the only one of its kind in the world.
Aruba was our next stop, and here we stayed for one full day.  Aruba was a small island, very dry, arid, and not in the least attractive - it was completely flat.  But we drove out to a beach called Basi-Ruti and spent a most enjoyable day there. There was a small hotel with its own beach where we hired chairs and tables, cushions and sunshades, and sat in the shade of coconut and other tropical trees sipping iced coffee.  We enjoyed a delicious lunch of cold sea-food, wine, and salads and spent several hours on that lovely beach.  The sea was calm and the most glorious colour I have ever seen.  I was in and out of the water many times:  it was just wonderful.
Doris was content to rest and relax in the shade of the trees:  she was feeling well and in good spirits now.
The next port in our itinerary was Jamaica.  We arrived in Kingstown early in the morning, and many of the passengers disembarked.  Again, we would only have that one full day ashore, so I decided to take a whole-day tour around the island, in order to see as much as possible in the time available.  Doris, who had already visited Jamaica a few years earlier, preferred to join the morning tour and rest during the heat of the afternoon.
I spent a most interesting day.  Jamaica was very hilly, in fact mountainous, and the drive throughout was picturesque and full of interest:  banana plantations, coconut and palm trees, bread-fruit trees, (first brought to the island, we were told, by Captain Bligh of Mutiny on the Bounty fame), ackee, a vegetable brought by slaves from Africa, sugar cane, pineapple, oranges and lemons in abundance, and beautiful flowering trees.  We had lunch at Dunn River Falls, which were quite spectacular, and later I had a swim in the ocean.  On the return journey we stopped to visit the Straw Market, selling hats, large and small, bags and baskets of every size, and other articles too numerous to mention, all made on the island.
It was late evening when we sailed from Jamaica, bound for Puerto Rico.  This was an unexpected and additional call and we were only ashore for a few hours - sufficient time though for a motor tour around the town of Ponce.  We stopped for some cool drinks at the Continental Hotel, which was worth a visit, if only for its setting and superb panoramic views.
Soon, we were on our way again, this time heading for the Azores and Ponta Delgada.  The weather was turning cooler now, and the seas quite rough.  The swimming-pool had been emptied but deck sports continued, in spite of the heavy seas.
We arrived in Ponta Delgada on the island of Sao Miguel.  It was evening and raining quite heavily, so we didn't go ashore. But we went on an excursion the following day.  The island was much larger than I expected:  the town was spotlessly clean;  the streets cobble-stoned;  the houses neat and tidy, with their window-boxes filled with colourful flowers;  and overall an air of peace and quietness which I found refreshing.  We visited a pineapple plantation and were offered a pineapple liqueur to taste.  The islands were volcanic and we saw some hot springs bubbling out of the ground.  We were disappointed not to see into one of the very large craters - the distance was too far to travel in the time at our disposal.  We stopped to spend half-an-hour in the shopping area, where Doris and I made a few purchases from the friendly Portuguese shopkeepers.
We sailed in the late afternoon and followed the coast for quite a long time before finally leaving the islands behind and heading for Southampton and home.
On board ship, strenuous efforts were being made to complete the deck sports competitions before the weather worsened.  The ship's officers were wearing their dark uniforms again and the passengers seeking out their woollies.  I had won the shove ha'penny competition and had again been successful in winning the table tennis against strong youthful opposition.  At the end of the match, the Captain, who had been one of the onlookers, challenged me to play the ship's champion, the First Officer.  I accepted the challenge;  a time was fixed;  and quite a crowd of passengers and crew gathered around to watch the contest.  I didn't expect to win, but was determined to put up a good fight. It was a great matchy and in the final game - the score being one game all, the excitement mounted as every point was closely contested.  In the end, I triumphed, but would have thoroughly enjoyed the experience, win or lose.  The fact that I was then 69 years old and the young officer only 29, gave me an added sense of achievement.
The Captain's Farewell Dinner-Dance and the prizegiving were a joyous occasion, and the following day was spent chatting among ourselves and packing in readiness for our arrival in Southampton the next morning, 9 March.
It had been a wonderful holiday and my only regret was that Doris had not been able to enjoy it as much as I did. Nonetheless, she had been sufficiently well to enjoy most of it and had no regrets whatsoever.  She loved the sea and life on board ship, and was always content to relax on deck in a comfortable deck chair, with plenty of fresh air and sunshine. Sadly, this was to be my last sea voyage with Doris.
It was later in this year of 1970 that on 18 May, Kathleen, my sister-in-law, was rushed into hospital for an emergency cancer operation, and died the following day.  The suddenness of her death distressed me a lot.  But I was aware that she would have been well pleased her life had ended so quickly, without pain or suffering.
Kathleen had always been a strong, dominant and self-willed woman.  We had first met some 4 0 years earlier when I was about to marry her brother, Harold.  Her attitude towards me was less than friendly then.  Happily, as the years passed, we became good friends, and when at the time of Harold's death I was in deep distress over family problems, she became my most loyal and staunch supporter.  I was very sad indeed to say farewell to Kathleen.  I had lost a very good friend.
After Kathleen's death, I found myself with a considerable amount of time on my hands.  For I had been in the habit of seeing her on two mornings or afternoons each week for many years.  She had loved going out in the car, and we would go off on a shopping expedition or for a drive into the New Forest or along the coast.  Latterly, as she grew older, with failing health, she became very dependent on me.  She was in her 90th year when she died.
- 97 -
One day, when Gordon was with me, he asked if I could type. "Yes," I replied.  "But only as an amateur, as part of my war work.  That was 30 years ago.  Why do you ask?"  "I wondered if you could do some typing for me," he said.  "I need to find someone as soon as I have made a start on writing my second novel and thought you might be interested in helping out."  "Oh, yes, I would," I replied eagerly.  "But a book?  I'm not at all sure I have the ability to undertake such a mammoth task."  "Well," said Gordon.  "I'll bring you my portable typewriter and a few pages of manuscript, and you can experiment with that.  There's no hurry, and it might even provide you with another interest."
The experiment was satisfactory, and the following week I started typing the manuscript of Dragon under the Hill.
Typing for Gordon undoubtedly added a new dimension to my life.  Hitherto, all the voluntary tasks I had undertaken had given me some satisfaction and had been well worth doing.  But this was something different - something in which I could feel personally involved.
Very soon the work fell into a pattern, whereby Gordon would come to Bournemouth approximately once a week bringing with him fresh material for typing, and at the same time collecting the work I had already completed.  These were happy and often very amusing visits, for I sometimes had difficulty in reading Gordon's writing, especially when corrections or alterations had been made.
Dragon under the Hill was a powerful novel- a supernatural story about the Viking past of Lindisfarne (Holy Island) invading the present and destroying a young family on holiday there.  At times the writing called for some strong language, and I can recall the first time I came across a four letter word and stopped reading to exclaim: "Oh, Gordon, I can't type this!  It's shocking!"  He just laughed and said: "Just close your eyes and go on typing.  Anyway you aren't supposed to know what it means." I had to laugh too.  "But," I persisted, "whatever will my friends say if they read this book?"  "Well," said Gordon, "you'll just have to wear a veil - or emigrate."  I continued to laugh and type!
A considerable amount of research had to be done during the course of writing this book, and I was delighted when Gordon invited me to accompany him to Bamburgh and Holy Island in Northumberland with this end in view.  He particularly wanted to visit Bamburgh Castle and the ruined remains of Lindisfarne Abbey.
We stayed in the charming little village of Bamburgh, dominated by the imposing structure of the castle.  Gordon had requested permission to carry out some research around the castle, which resulted in an invitation from Lord and Lady Armstrong, the owners,, to join them for champagne the following day.  This visit was most enjoyable and constructive too.  Gordon was given all the information and assistance he required, and made copious notes which I typed on the little portable typewriter we had brought with us.  Lord and Lady Armstrong were most hospitable and welcoming.  We returned to the castle on other occasions during our week's stay in Bamburgh, and one afternoon we were taken out in a motor-launch to the Fame Islands to see the seal colony there at close quarters.  We landed on the island and Gordon had a lot of fun singing and shouting to attract the seals.  Heads started popping up from all
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directions:  it was a fascinating spectacle.  I was sorry to say goodbye to Bamburgh and Lord and Lady Armstrong, who had been instrumental in making our visit so enjoyable:
Leaving Bamburgh we journeyed by taxi to Holy Island, a small island joined to the mainland by a tidal causeway.
We stayed in a small hotel for several days;  and Gordon was able to see what remained of the ruined Abbey of Lindisfarne - a fount of Christianity in Anglo-Saxon times, and plundered in 793AD by a savage Viking raid.  It was summer time and the weather was good.  So we enjoyed walking and exploring the island.  We also talked to several of the local people, who were helpful in giving Gordon information.
The writing of Dragon under the Hill was completed the following year, 1971, and the manuscript handed over to the publishers.  But ibwas not until the next year, 1972, that it was finally published by Hutchinson in London.  Gordon invited me to the publishing party to celebrate the launching of the new book.  It was held on a boat on the Thames and was quite a special occasion for me.  I felt proud of Gordon's achievement, and pleased that I had been able to play a small part in the successful debut of this book.
Dragon under the Hill was subsequently published in America, and later as a paperback there and in the UK.
From this time onwards a new phase in my life opened up. With the ready availability of my own home, my social life increased, and it gave me enormous pleasure to be able to repay some of the friendship, loyalty and hospitality that had been extended to me in times of need.  Eleanor and Woods, Ella and Bill, and Norah, all visited me' at varying times.
In September 1972 I was delighted to have a visit from Fred and Mary Town from Canada.  The reader may recall I first met Fred Town during the war, when he arrived in England with the RCAF and later saw active service as a Spitfire pilot.  When I visited Canada in 1957 I had spent a never-to-be forgotten holiday with Fred, his wife, Mary, and their three young daughters.  We had not met since that time and now I was overjoyed to be seeing them again.
Their time in England was limited, so their visit had to be short.  But it was a happy one, and Fred was pleased to show Mary around the town, pointing out the building where he had been billeted, and the Hospitality Club where I had worked, and where so many members of the RCAF had enjoyed their first cup of tea in England, after arriving in Southampton on the Queen Mary.
Also in 1972 Gordon made it possible for me to fulfil a dream I'd had for many years, and that was to attend, on 11 November, the Festival of Remembrance Service at the Royal Albert Hall.in London.  I had tried, without success, many times to obtain tickets, and had told Gordon of my disappointments. Gordon, who by this time was a successful and well-known personality on television, said he might be able to help, and soon afterwards showed me an invitation he had received from the President of the British Legion.  It was an invitation to join him and his party at the Royal Albert Hall on Saturday 11 November, to attend the Festival of Remembrance Service.  I could scarcely believe my good fortune, and was amazed that Gordon had been able to secure this much wanted invitation so easily when all previous attempts by me had failed.
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It was an evening I shall never forget, and exceeded all my expectations.  We were seated, along with other guests, in a box quite close to the Royal Box, which afforded us an excellent view of the Queen and other members of the Royal Family.  The Albert Hall was packed to capacity and the atmosphere, to me, was electric.  As I listened to the military and air force bands, and gazed at the familiar uniforms evoking memories of two world wars, a surge of emotion swept over me.  With Gordon beside me I tried to join with him in singing the old war-time songs, which I had so many times sung with his father in days gone by.  The closing scenes, with the servicemen and women, young and old, moving slowly in procession, was an impressive spectacle. Finally, the solemn service and the well-known hymns, followed by the silent falling of the symbolic poppies, presented a picture that must have touched every heart.
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CHAPTER 16
By 1973 I found ray days fully occupied, both socially and workwise, with bridge parties and social events at the Tennis Club, with meeting friends for coffee or tea, plus shopping expeditions.  At the same time my interest and concern for our disabled ex-servicemen and their families continued.  As the years passed, age and illness had taken its toll of many pensioners.  My services seemed to be ever more required, and I was always pleased to help in any way I could.
I was also greatly interested in Gordon's writing, and his television career.  In 1973 he wrote and presented two TV documentaries -  A Family Tree and Brass Rubbing which were shown on Westward Television.  He had also begun writing his third book, Adam's Tale which I was typing for him.  This was a true story about a detective constable serving with the Drugs Squad at Scotland Yard, who, with five others, ends up in the Old Bailey accused of perjury and conspiracy.  It was one of the first major police corruption trials, and the first book of its kind.  Adam himself was acquitted.  Adam's Tale was published in 1974 and a year later was published in paperback.  It was very well reviewed.
Gordon's diverse occupations were by now gathering momentum, and in addition to his newscasting he was almost continuously engaged in writing.  His second TV play, Time and Again, was produced by Westward TV and later transmitted on ITV in 1975.  It was awarded the Silver Medal at the Film and TV Festival, New York, 1975, and repeated on ITV in 1977.  I was quite thrilled with this success.
I still found time to make my annual visits to Scotland and frequent visits to London, where I enjoyed meeting Gordon's friends and attending the publishing party when a new book was being launched.  I continued to enjoy motoring holidays with Doris, and during the course of that decade I have many happy memories of holidays spent in Devon and Cornwall, the Cotswolds, Wales and the Lake District.  At home it was always a pleasure to welcome friends, appreciate home comforts and enjoy my independence.  These years were indeed golden ones for me.  Life had taken on new dimensions.
But without a doubt it was Gordon and his career that involved me most.  We worked so well together - but it wasn't all hard work.  There was plenty of laughter too, often when I was struggling to read what he had written.  I was happy to be doing something positive and helpful for Gordon, who had done so much for me, and the fact that I could so easily relate to his work made my task all the more satisfying and enjoyable.
I can remember one happy occasion when I received a phone call from Southern Television to ask if I would agree to be interviewed regarding Gordon's latest book, and my work in typing the manuscript.  He would also be interviewed with me.  I asked Gordon, who had just arrived in Bournemouth when the call came, for his opinion, as I feared he might think it was not such a good idea.  But he immediately said:  "Yes, of course you must come."  I was absolutely delighted.
The interview was to take place that evening in Southampton, and a car would be sent to take us to the television studios there.  All was excitement (for me), wondering what to wear, and
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regretting there was no time to visit a hairdresser for a shampoo and set.  Gordon had to change too, and was standing in front of the mirror in the bathroom trying to shave while I was rushing in and out with an assortment of dresses, asking him to select one that would show up best on television.  I was most excited for this was a completely new experience for me - being on TV!
The drive to Southampton, meeting people I had only hitherto seen on TV, the changing and make-up rooms - all of this was a great thrill.  I enquired about the questions I might be asked, and was informed that I couldn't be told because the answers had to be spontaneous.  Nothing daunted, I hoped I would give the right answers!
We were ushered into a large room, brightly lit, and seated in front of the cameras. I was not at all nervous. I knew from my acting experience how to project my voice and what to do with my hands and feet!
Gordon was questioned first and then it was my turn.  The questions I was asked were quite straightforward and I had no difficulty in answering them.  Indeed I was quite sorry when the session was over.  Afterwards I said to Gordon:  "How did it go? Was I alright?  I wasn't nervous?"  "No," he replied with a smile.  "I. was the nervous one.  But I needn't have been, as you did so well."  That remark from Gordon was all I wanted to know.
Another happy weekend I remember in 1974 was spent in London when I went up to see Gordon's dramatisation of Paradise Lost, presented by the Apollo Society at the Queen Elizabeth Hall. Timothy West and Hannah Gordon were playing the leading parts. The theatre was full and I recognised several well-known faces and two or three city dignitaries among the audience.
It was an important evening for Gordon, and as I sat gazing around the auditorium I can recall wishing so much that his parents, (my brother, Gordon, and his wife, Louie) could have been present to witness their only son's success.  As it was, I felt pleased that I, at least, was present to congratulate and support him, as they would have wished me to do.
During this period Gordon had sold his flat in Battersea (in 1972) and was now living in Primrose Hill in NW London, where he was more conveniently situated for ITN and other work.  He was still newscasting and also spent a great deal of time travelling to and from Bournemouth in connection with his book-writing.  He decided it would be an advantage to have a second home in Bournemouth, and bought a flat at Crag Head - a large block of luxury flats facing the sea and almost opposite me in Manor Road. It took some time to furnish it completely.  But eventually the flat, number 88, was ready for occupation and Gordon moved into it in September 1976.  Also in 1976 his fourth book, Red Watch, a true story about the London Fire Brigade, was published and proved to be a bestseller in both hardback and paperback editions.
1977 was a particularly busy year for Gordon.  He had written and arranged a special programme for a Royal Gala Performance at the Chichester Festival Theatre, to celebrate the Queen's Silver Jubilee.  There was an all-star cast, and the performance was attended by Princess Alexandra.  Later, in the same year, he devised and wrote another Royal Gala performance, presented at the Theatre Royal in York to celebrate the visit of Prince Charles to the city as patron of the York Archaeological Trust.  Again there was an all-star cast, and the performance was
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attended by Prince Charles.  I was fortunate to be present on both these occasions, and needless to say, was absolutely thrilled and delighted with Gordon's success and the excellence of both performances.
Gordon had been talking for some time of resigning from ITN, to concentrate more fully on his writing career and other work for stage, films, television and radio.  He in fact announced his resignation in September 1977, broadcasting his last news .bulletin on 16 November 1977.  He had been with ITN for twelve and a half years.
These had been happy and prosperous years for Gordon, and for me, for thanks to him, I now had a lovely home in which to live and enjoy my freedom, while my typing efforts were being rewarded financially and generously, and this gave a tremendous boost to my very small income.  Being involved in Gordon's writing often necessitated a visit to London and brought me into contact with many stage and television personalities.  I was also interviewed on several occasions by womens' magazines and TV reporters and attended many luncheon and sherry parties in connection with Gordon's work.
But the years were passing, and in 1977 (when I was 77) I was compelled to give up driving my car, owing to failing eyesight.  This was a sad blow, as I knew how much I would miss the car.  I had been driving for 4 5 years, and it afforded me some satisfaction to know I ended my driving days without a single endorsement on my licence card.
Gordon was interested in genealogy, and had for many years been particularly interested in tracing the Honeycombe family tree.  In 1977 some of his work was used in a five-week TV series on BBC2.  Presented by Gordon and entitled Family History, the series proved to be immensely popular and was repeated several times on BBC TV.
I had been able to furnish Gordon with a considerable amount of information dating back to his grandfather and great​grandfather, all of which he found most helpful.  I was also able to tell him something of life as I remembered it as a small child.
One day, when we were talking on this subject, Gordon said to me:  "You'll have to write about all this yourself, you know. It's already history and would be most interesting for future generations."  I laughed, saying I wouldn't know where or how to begin.  But he was serious and persistent, finally bringing me the necessary writing material and a supply of pens and placing them in front of me.  He said:  "Just sit down and think back to your earliest memories.  Write them down and other memories will follow."
And so, in 1979, I began to write my first book, Memories. I wrote it in longhand;  it was a prodigious effort, but with Gordon's encouragement I battled on.
The following year it was finished - going as far as 193 0, when I married Harold.  Gordon read it through with a critical eye, making corrections on almost every page - after which I set about typing it out.  This took a long time, because Gordon was writing again and I was typing his fifth book, The Edge of Heaven at the same time.  But eventually the completed typescript was given to Gordon, who took it up to London, where it lay, apparently forgotten, until 1982 - when it came to light again. But that is another story, which I shall relate in due course.
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Although 1979 was a busy and happy year, there had been sadness too.  I had been greatly distressed by the deaths of two of my dearest friends, Ella and Bill Harris, who had died within months of each other;  also of my cousin, James Mainds (Eleanor's brother), a playmate in childhood days;  and of Muriel Gent, another loyal and good friend.  Their deaths had reminded me that I, too, was ageing, and that I should be giving some thoughts as to my own future.
I was now in my 80th year and still in excellent health, apart from deteriorating eyesight and a general slowing down of energy.  But I was sufficiently realistic to know that this happy state of affairs could change quite suddenly.  After some thought I tentatively decided that when I reached my 80th birthday I would begin to look around the many rest homes in the town, in the hope that I might find one where I might settle permanently. The matter was not urgent, but I was anxious that Gordon and Marion should never have the responsibility and worry of having to find a refuge for me should such an eventuality occur.
One day Gordon asked me if I had any plans in mind for my forthcoming birthday.  He seemed to consider that as I would then have reached the age of 80, it ought to be celebrated with something more than a birthday cake!  On hearing that I had not even considered the matter, he said he would think up something to make it a special occasion and a day to remember.  He certainly did!
The next time I saw Gordon he said:  "You're going to enjoy your birthday.  You're invited to spend the weekend with some friends of mine."  I was surprised and asked him to explain more fully.  "Oh, no," he said.  "That would spoil it.  Everything has to be a big surprise."  "But," I protested, "I must know who these friends are.  Where do they live?  Have I ever met them?  I couldn't possibly go off on some kind of blind date without knowing something of where I was going and who I was going to meet."  "Oh, yes, you can," said Gordon.  "And I know you will enjoy meeting them."  "Yes, I said.  "But they might not enjoy meeting me!"  "Well, you'll just have to risk that," was Gordon's laughing reply.  "Oh dear," I said.  "But what shall I wear?"
Gordon could be very persuasive.  I could see he was confident the visit would be a success, so I agreed to go with him, albeit with a few misgivings.  I thought it quite likely that my unknown host and hostess were equally dubious.  But it was an exciting idea, and I soon found myself eagerly looking forward to this mysterious visit.
We travelled by rail to Southampton where we changed trains - I still had no idea where we were going - and finally arrived at a small wayside platform in Wiltshire where Gordon's friends were waiting to greet us.  It was my first meeting with Robin and Joan Heath, and the beginning of a wonderfully happy birthday weekend.
Robin, a retired Commander, RN, and his wife, Joan, lived in a large stone house with an extensive garden in the country, some eight or nine miles from Bath.  Although it was an old building, Kingsdown House had been modernised and brought completely up to date to provide the maximum degree of comfort.  I felt relaxed and completely at ease from the minute I was introduced to Robin and Joan, and a splendid rapport was quickly established.
The Saturday of that weekend was spent mainly in a most interesting drive around the countryside, seeing areas of
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Wiltshire I had not previously visited.  Gordon had gone off to visit some friends living some distance away, saying he would stay with them overnight and would see me at dinnertime the next day, my birthday.  Later that afternoon I enjoyed being shown around the Heaths1 large garden, with superb views of the country for miles around, and admiring some very old trees and flowering shrubs.  I could picture the scene in the spring, when the daffodils and other spring flowers would be in full bloom.
On the following morning - my birthday - I was very pleased to accompany Robin and Joan to the beautiful little church where they regularly worshipped.  Robin read the lesson.  After the service I met the vicar, who was invited to join us for lunch; later, two more friends arrived for tea, and to share the birthday cake which Joan had so kindly made and decorated for me.
Sometime after tea, Joan said quite casually:  "We've all been invited out to have drinks with some friends this evening." "Oh, how nice," I said.  "But there's absolutely no.need to include me.  I shall be perfectly happy to stay here, with this lovely log fire, and television for company."  "Oh, no," said Joan.  "We wouldn't go without you.  You must come."  And Robin added:  "Yes, of course you must come."  "Well, thank you," I said.  "In that case, of course I will come, with pleasure."
We set off about 6.30 pm, when I learned that we were going to Bath.  When we arrived in the city and parked the car, I can remember feeling slightly surprised when Joan said we were going to meet their friends in a restaurant.  We walked inside, and were obviously expected, for someone came forward immediately and spoke to Robin.  We were then escorted to a short flight of stairs leading down to a lower floor where the friends were awaiting us.
I was halfway down the stairs with my eyes fixed on the steps in front of me, lest I should fall, when I heard a sudden burst of singing - "Happy Birthday to you!"  I looked up, and to my amazement I saw, lined up in front of me, Gordon, Lynne (Marion's daughter), and the two friends Gordon had been visiting.  It was a tremendous surprise and I was almost overcome with emotion, as they crowded around with expressions of love and good wishes.
From then on it was surprise after surprise, all the evening.  Gordon had reserved the room and arranged a special dinner for us.  There were beautiful flowers and gifts, and everyone was in high spirits.  Lynne, my great-niece, whom I believed had been in London, had travelled down to Bath specially for the occasion.  Halfway through dinner a waiter came to our table carrying what seemed to me to be like a small radio.  He handed it to me saying there was a telephone call for me.  I didn't really believe there was a telephone call for me - for how could anyone possibly know I was dining in Bath that evening?  I had never seen a cordless telephone like this before.  I listened and - another lovely surprise - heard Marion's voice speaking to me from Edinburgh, wishing me "Happy Birthday".  There were other calls - from Doris, Mette and Sid.  It was all most exciting.
After dinner, which concluded with coffee and liqueurs, Gordon and Lynne returned to Kingsdown House with Robin, Joan and myself.  It had already been arranged (unknown to me), that Lynne should stay overnight with us;  and that, too, was another pleasant surprise.  In the morning Robin and Joan drove us into Bath where, after all the goodbyes had been said, Lynne boarded
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one train for London, and Gordon and I boarded another to return to Bournemouth.
Gordon had arranged everything down to the last detail, and it had all worked according to plan.  Robin and Joan had co​operated magnificently, and together their kindness, generosity and hospitality had resulted in making my 80th birthday one to be long remembered.  I could not find words to express my gratitude.
1981 was another very busy year.  In April, Gordon sold his flat at Crag Head:  it had not given him the pleasure he had anticipated;  it was expensive to maintain;  and he could never find the time to spend more than a few days there before, for one reason or another, it was necessary for him to return to London.
1981 was also the year when the marriage of Charles, Prince of Wales, and Lady Diana Spencer took place on 2 9 July in St Paul's Cathedral.  Gordon had been commissioned to write an account of the romance, engagement and wedding, which involved a great deal of writing and research.  The book, Royal Wedding, was published in August, two weeks after the wedding, and became the number one best seller in the UK that year.  I rejoiced hugely in Gordon's success, and was in London to attend several parties of celebration.
That summer too, the West Hants Tennis Club celebrated its Jubilee Year.  A full programme of tennis and social events had been arranged, all of which were enjoyed by many people, including myself.  I was also, at the same time, looking at numerous rest homes which had been recommended to me.  For I had now decided it was time to find a suitable home, where I could settle permanently, and where I might expect to spend the evening years of my life.
A number of my friends expressed surprise and even astonishment that I should be contemplating such a move, when I was still active and in good health.  But knowing the uncertainty of life, I was anxious that I should make this move before any sudden illness or catastrophe should overtake me.  I did not want anyone to have to make any rushed decisions as to my future.  I wanted to ensure that I made my own choice, before such an eventuality could occur.
I had already inspected several rest homes, without success, when one afternoon the Rev TE Milward, vicar of St Swithuns, called unexpectedly to see me.  I was telling him of my unsuccessful search for a new home when he asked if I had looked at Ernest Burdon House.
I explained that I had not considered Ernest Burdon House because it was a Red Cross home and restricted to members of the Order of St John and the Red Cross Society and to retired members of the nursing profession.  I would not be eligible - because I had only been a war-time St John's nurse working in Boscombe Hospital as an amateur.  Nonetheless, the vicar thought I might be accepted, and it was worth a try.
He said:  "I know the head warden, and will arrange a meeting for you, when you'll be able to discuss the matter more fully with her."  He added:  "I'm sure that if you could be accepted there, you would not want to look anywhere else."
A few days later I called at Ernest Burdon House for my appointment with the head warden, Mrs McCulloch.  We had a long conversation, during which she explained the qualifications required for acceptance as a resident.  She gave me a form to
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fill in and send to the Joint Committee of St John and the Red Cross in London who, she said, made the decisions as to the eligibility of all applicants.  Mrs McCulloch, a delightful personality, wished me good luck, and I left Ernest Burdon House feeling that if my application was accepted I would, indeed, not need to look any further for a future home.  Even on that brief visit, when first entering the house, I had been attracted by its aura of Victorian charm.
Several weeks passed before all the information required by the Joint Committee in London was completed, and I was eventually notified that my application had been accepted.  As there was a long waiting list, I was told I might have to wait for at least six months to a year for a vacancy.  But that did not worry me, as I was in no hurry to give up my lovely home.  It was sufficient to know that I had something definite in view.
I was tremendously grateful to the Rev TE Milward for his timely help in this matter, and indeed for many other acts of kindness. It was after the arrival of the Milwards that I found myself becoming better acquainted with members of St Swithuns.  I joined a small group of lady members, who volunteered to assist in keeping the church clean and in good order.  We met once a week, polishing the brass and silver, and thoroughly dusting the church throughout.
Mrs Milward, the vicar's wife, attended to the flower arrangements, and noticing my interest, offered to help me make a flower arrangement myself.  Under her experienced eye I quickly progressed and found this task most rewarding.  The vicar also invited me to read the lesson in church one morning, which I did, and when this was deemed to be satisfactory, I became a regular reader.  I found that taking part in all these activities brought me into closer contact with the church and all it stood for;  I had a sense of well-being and inner contentment.
Gordon's latest book, The Edge of Heaven, was published in October.  The paperback version was published the following year. I knew that this would probably be the last book I would be able to type for Gordon, on account of my failing eyesight. Unfortunately, my sight had already deteriorated before glaucoma was diagnosed in both eyes.  In addition to this misfortune, I thought it unlikely that it would be possible for me to continue with any typing after taking up residence at Ernest Burdon House.
In spite of this doleful news I remained philosophical. Although I was now 81 years of age I was sufficiently optimistic to believe that I could still be of some assistance to Gordon in one way or another for a few more years.  With these thoughts in mind I went up to London to attend the publishing party for the launch of The Edge of Heaven and to enjoy a few days socialising with Gordon and a few of his friends.
On 31 December, Gordon and I travelled up to York at the invitation of Sid and Mette Bradley to celebrate the New Year of 1982 with them and their three sons, Christian, Ben and Eskil. The Bradleys lived in a charming house in the country, some nine or ten miles outside the city of York.  The weather was extremely cold and there was snow on the ground.  But it was dry, and the crisp cold air was stimulating.  Mette was a charming and excellent hostess, who supplied us with the most delicious meals, while Sid and the three boys entertained us, each in their individual ways, with music, song and games.
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During that weekend Sid took me for a visit to the world famous cathedral, where he briefly explained some of its past history as we walked around.  We stayed to attend a short service of music, prayer and thanksgiving.  This visit to York Minster remains for me a special memory of that enjoyable weekend in York, which saw the closing hours of 1981 and heralded the New year of 1982.
It was early in the New Year when I received news of the sudden death of Dora Holland.  Dora, her brother, Stopford, and sister, Eva, had all been loyal and faithful friends of both Harold and myself ever since we first met shortly after my marriage in 1930.  They had been particularly kind and supportive during an extremely unhappy period of our married life.  Dora was the youngest and last surviving member of the family, her brother and sister having died some years earlier.  I was deeply saddened by the news of Dora's death, but my memories of the Holland family will always remain evergreen.
Soon after this unhappy event my spirits were brightened by an unexpected visit from Clayton Leigh and his wife, Jane, from Canada.  Their visit brought back memories of the war years when Buzz (Clayton) was a young RCAF pilot, temporarily stationed in Bournemouth pending instructions for duty overseas.
I was delighted to see Buzz and Jane again and enjoyed their visit immensely.  I felt that experiences, happy and sad, shared throughout those long years of war, cemented friendships that would never fade.
At the beginning of June I received a letter from the St John and Red Cross Committee in London to inform me that a room at Ernest Burdon House would become available in July.  I was asked to contact Mrs McCulloch if I still wished to accept the vacancy.
It was the letter I had been expecting for some time, and I read it with mixed feelings.  For I knew that I must now definitely decide whether I was really ready to give up my much loved home, or wait for another year or two - as had been suggested by a few friends.  Now that the moment of decision had arrived, I was torn with doubts and uncertainty.  For I was aware that if I relinquished my home and all its contents they would be gone forever.  It would be the close of another chapter in my long life and indeed the end of an era.
A sleepless night followed, when my mind constantly changed from "Yes, I will," to "No, I won't," and in the morning I still remained undecided.
I arranged another appointment with Mrs McCulloch, and called to see her the following day.  During the conversation that followed,- I learned that it was customary for a newcomer to arrive and stay at Ernest Burdon House on a temporary basis for a period of one month before making a firm decision.  In this way, there would be ample time to decide if the transition from life as a private individual, living in her own home, to a life shared with other individuals was likely to be a success or otherwise. This information was helpful and reassuring, and after Mrs McCulloch had shown me around the house and the room that I would be occupying, I made up my mind to accept the conditions of a month's trial period.  The date of my arrival was discussed, and it was mutually agreed that it should be fixed for 24 July.
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I must mention that, also in June of that year, another of Gordon's books was published - The Murders of the Black Museum. This book detailed some gruesome stories and the case histories of fifty murders.  The publishing party for the book's launch was held in Madame Tussaud's Chamber of Horrors.  This, I may add, was one party I did not attend!
Meanwhile, Gordon had made it possible for me to fulfil another cherished ambition, which was to witness the ceremony of Trooping the Colour.  He had been successful (through the Royal British Legion, whom he had helped) in obtaining seats in the front row on Horse Guards' Parade on 12 June.
We had a wonderful view of the entire spectacle.  The combined regiments of Guards, in their scarlet and black uniforms complete with magnificent black busbys, and accompanied by their massed bands, pipes and drums, paraded before us.  They marched, first in slow and then quick time, performing most difficult and intricate movements, always in perfect formation, to form and reform to a set pattern, and always in time with the lively and spirited music of their regimental bands
But my eyes were focused on the Queen, looking truly regal and resplendent in full-dress uniform and mounted astride a magnificent-looking brown horse.  She was attended by the Queen's Escort in their scarlet and gold uniforms and white plumed helmets.  And the Household Cavalry, mounted on shining, all-black horses, groomed to perfection, and riding with such consummate skill and precision.  It was for me a wonderful day, which I shall never forget.
Returning home, there would now be only a few remaining weeks before I was due to enter Ernest Burdon House.
There were days when I had serious doubts about the decision I had taken, and to some extent I was comforted by the knowledge that I could still change my mind if, after a month at Ernest Burdon, I found myself unable to adapt to such a completely new way of life.  My flat would not be put' on sale until I had made my final decision;  and in the meantime I could be thinking about and tentatively planning the best way to dispose of my furniture and household goods.
And so, on the morning of Saturday, 24 July 1982, with mixed emotions and some trepidation, I closed and locked the door of my flat and set out for Ernest Burdon House, to begin yet another chapter in my long life.
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CHAPTER 17
With surprising ease, I adapted and settled into a new life style more quickly than I had expected.  Well within the one month's trial period I had made up my mind that I would like to live at Ernest Burdon House, always provided that this arrangement was acceptable to the Joint Committee in London.  On completion of the trial period it was agreed - to our mutual satisfaction - that I should now become a permanent resident.
The house, a large, three-storey red brick building, had been erected in the early years of the twentieth century, in the days when Bournemouth was a favourite resort for the rich and famous or for people recuperating after an illness.  With a large garden, it was situated on the East Cliff, overlooking the sea, with unobstructed views from the Needles on the Isle of Wight to the Old Harry Rock at Swanage.  The entrance hall, the wide staircase, the rich oak panelling and the elaborate brass fittings still bore the hallmarks of a bygone age, all of which I found most attractive.  I was given a room on the second floor, quite small but comfortably furnished, with a partial view of the sea.  I had brought a few pictures and items of furniture, plus a small quantity of china and glass, and I quickly settled down to make this small room my little home, while I became better acquainted with the other residents.
The remaining months of that year passed very quickly.  In August Gordon flew off to Pakistan.  He had a desire to return to Karachi, where he had been born in 1936.  He wanted to find out how much he could remember of his early childhood days, and see the changes that had taken place.  He called at the Sind Club, where he knew his father had been a member, and was astonished to discover that his name was in a printed book of old members and that someone had carefully ruled a line through the name, noting, in ink, when and where his father had died.  Gordon also visited the house in Bath Island Road, where he and his parents, and Marion, had lived in a first floor flat throughout the Second World War.  The occupants of the flat, a Parsee couple, allowed him to look around.  Little, it seems, had changed.
On 1 September, The Year of the Princess was published, another bestseller.  This was a companion volume to Royal Wedding, published a year earlier, and was a factual account of the first royal year of the Princess of Wales.  Again I went up to London to celebrate the occasion and to wish Gordon every success.
The following month I returned to London, this time to celebrate my 82nd birthday on 6 October.
Unknown to me, Gordon had arranged another big surprise, and I could not begin to guess what it might be.  I was simply told that I was to have tea with Lynne and Roger (Lynne's fiance), and when I remarked that London was a long way to go for a cup of tea, I was told that perhaps it might be a rather special sort of party for my birthday.  I would just have to wait and see!
I arrived in London during the forenoon, and after a light lunch retired to my bedroom in Gordon's Primrose Hill flat for a short rest and change of dress, in readiness for our departure at 3.15 pm.  As our hired car wended its way through the heavy traffic, Gordon suddenly said:  "There's been a change of plan. We're not going to Lynne - we're going somewhere else."
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At that moment the car stopped alongside the pavement in Piccadilly.  I looked out of the window and saw to my surprise that we were outside the Ritz Hotel, and a uniformed attendant was already coming forward to open the door of the car.  From that moment it was surprise, surprise, surprise!
It was evident that our arrival was not unexpected, for we were immediately ushered through a spacious and most attractive vestibule into a large room, beautifully furnished and decorated, where a number of people were already seated around small or larger tables, enjoying afternoon tea.  We were escorted to a section of the room where a large round table had evidently been prepared for a rather large tea-party.  The table was covered with a pale pink cloth and the delicate floral china tea service was in a corresponding shade of pink.  Nine attractively shaped chairs in cream and rose-pink velvet completed the picture that met my astonished gaze.
I looked at Gordon, who was smiling, and I said, pointing at the chairs:  "What does this mean?  Who is coming?"  And he replied:  "Just sit down and relax.  All will soon be revealed."
At that moment I heard a voice behind me saying "Hallo, Auntie Donny!  Happy birthday!".
Turning quickly, I saw it was Marion.  This was a great surprise, for I had no idea she was in London.  She was laughing and holding out a gift in her hands.  I had scarcely recovered from this shock when in walked Lynne, and Roger Gilbertson.  And I was still talking excitedly and asking Marion for news of Felicity, who I believed to be in California, when quite suddenly she too appeared in front of me!  It was yet another complete surprise, and in answer to my obvious question I was told that she had just recently returned to Scotland and then travelled south to London with her mother to be with me on that day.
I was simply delighted, and very happy to have my small family - Gordon and Marion, Lynne and Felicity - around me on my birthday.  For all our paths now lay in different directions, and I sensed it might become more difficult to arrange such a family gathering in the future.
Yet more surprises were to follow.  Within minutes two more arrivals were embracing me with laughter and cries of "Happy birthday!" - Annette and Robbie Turnbull from Edinburgh and, moments later, Jack Harris from Stirling.
Jack and Annette were brother and sister and their parents, Bill and Ella Harris, had been my closest and lifelong friends from childhood days.  Sadly, after their deaths, within months of each other, I feared that I would soon be forgotten (or at least dimly remembered) by Jack and Annette, who both had their own homes and lives to live.  But I was mistaken.  They had never lost touch with me, and now here they were, unexpected and most welcome guests.
While the excited exchange of greetings was still in progress and I was being snowed under with birthday gifts, I was unexpectedly summoned to take a phone call.  I wondered who could possibly know that I was in the Ritz at that particular hour.  It was Eleanor.  She was speaking from Edinburgh;  she sent birthday good wishes and said she was sorry she was unable to be with me on this happy occasion.  I was thrilled to hear her voice, and was asking Gordon for an explanation when I was asked to take another phone call.  This time it was from Sid and Mette Bradley in York, adding their good wishes to many I had already received.
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So many surprises being thrust upon me in such rapid succession made me feel as if I was playing a part, the principal part, in a This is Your Life programme.  But I was enjoying it all immensely, and when I looked around the decorative and attractively laid teatable, where we were all now seated, I felt proud and happy to have around me my family and some of my closest friends.
And yet another tremendous surprise was still to come!
We were nearing the end of our delicious tea party;  the table was still laden with an assortment of delicacies, and in the centre stood a large beautifully iced and decorated birthday cake.  Conversation was general and animated when Gordon suddenly stood up and announced that I was to receive one more gift to add to those already piled high on a nearby table.  Picking up a large parcel he brought it my side, placed it on my lap and said: "This is my birthday present to you!"
I gazed at the large parcel in front of me, protesting that he had already given me a wonderful birthday gift by so cleverly arranging this delightful party. But Gordon's reply was simple. "Open it," he said.
I looked around the table;  all eyes were fixed on me.  So without further ado I removed the wrapping paper - to reveal a cardboard box filled with books.  I looked at the top book and read the words Memories by Dorothy Barry.
I was speechless.  It was my. book, my very first attempt, at Gordon's request, to write of some of my earliest memories.  I had written it in longhand, a laborious task, and then copied it on the typewriter and handed it over to Gordon, who took it back to London to peruse when time permitted.  But it seemed that time didn't permit, for Gordon was more than fully occupied with his own writing and television work, and my manuscript (as I thought) was just put aside.  And now, after nearly two years, it had come to light again.
I picked up the top copy and turned a few pages.  To my further amazement I could see the book was amply supplied with photographs taken throughout the 3 0 years that were covered in my story.  But how could that have happened?  For I could not recall ever having shown some of the pictures to Gordon before.  It later transpired he had secretly removed them from one of my old photograph albums.
There was great excitement as the book was passed around the table for all to see, and as there were so many books, two dozen, I was able to present a copy to everyone there - with my autograph, of course!
I was absolutely thrilled to be looking at a printed copy of my first book, with its attractive cover in a pale grey and white design, and with my name in print. It was quite a moment to savour. It was also a happy note on which to end my birthday tea party; a party so cleverly devised and arranged by Gordon that I never suspected for a moment the surprises that were in store.
But my birthday celebrations were not quite finished. Leaving the Ritz, we all returned to Gordon's home, where we enjoyed a lively drinks party, after which Robbie, Annette and Jack set off for their respective homes.  Gordon had arranged a family dinner party for that evening.  So after a short rest -which we all felt in need of - Marion and Felicity, Lynne and Roger, and Gordon and myself, set out for a fashionable restaurant, where we enjoyed an excellent dinner that finally
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brought to an end the celebrations for my 82nd birthday - a wonderfully happy and surprising day, which would be remembered for a very long time.
Gordon, who had already enjoyed a holiday in South Africa, now decided to visit other parts of the world, and make contact with distant, and sometimes unknown members of the Honeycombe family.  He had made considerable progress with the family tree and was anxious to get more information wherever possible.  At the end of the year he had visited Canada and America, Singapore, Australia and New Zealand.  He returned to this country having acquired a wider knowledge of the world in general, and had been successful in tracing and.meeting several Honeycombes whose names could now be added to the Honeycombe family tree.  All the Honeycombes in the world are, it seems, related - all being uniquely descended from a yeoman farmer called Matthew Honeycombe, who lived in the Cornish village of St Cleer 3 00 years ago.
One of the outstanding events of 1983 was the wedding of my great-niece, Lynne Campbell, and Roger Gilbertson.  It took place in Peebles (where Marion and Jim now lived) on.Saturday 14 May.
I travelled north, by hired car, with Gordon and two young New Zealanders to attend the church service and the reception at a nearby hotel.  The bride, all in white, with her fair hair, blue eyes and flowing veil presented a pretty picture.  Lynne's sister, Felicity, was one of the bridesmaids, and she, too, tall and slender, with long hair and wearing a full length dress of turquoise blue, looked most attractive.  At the reception, having toasted the bride and groom with good wishes and a plentiful supply of champagne, we all sat down to enjoy a most excellent bridal repast.  There were several speeches, more wine and beer and much laughter;  and altogether it was a most joyous occasion. Later, we adjourned to another large room, where there was a small dance band, all wearing kilts, and here we continued to make merry and dance for a few more hours.
I had believed my dancing days to be over long ago, but couldn't resist the temptation to have a go, and finished up by attempting to dance an eightsome reel with Gordon, which I thoroughly enjoyed.
The following day Marion drove Gordon and myself up to Edinburgh, where I had arranged to spend a short holiday with my cousin, Eleanor.  Gordon was to meet up with the New Zealanders, one of whom was a Honeycombe.  He was planning to drive with them, in the hired car, to the Western Highlands, to meet John Ridgway, who was running an Adventure School in Sutherland.  I travelled with them as far as Stirling, the gateway to the Highlands, where I had lunch with Morag and Jack Harris and spent the afternoon with them.
Jack brought me back to Edinburgh, and I quickly settled down to enjoy a happy holiday with Eleanor and Woods.
They took me for several outings in their car, covering much of the ground and many places I used to frequent in my young, carefree days, and now wanted to revisit - nostalgic journeys evoking memories both happy and sad but evergreen.
More nostalgic memories surfaced, this time dating back to my childhood days, when Eileen Duncan, an older cousin of Marion
- 113 -
and Gordon, drove Eleanor and myself over to Joppa, to have a look at the old Queen's Bay Hotel, which had been my home as a child for two years, from 1908 to 1910.
The hotel had changed hands many times since those years and was now a rest home for the aged and infirm.  We were welcomed on our arrival (by appointment) by the manager, and invited to wander around as we pleased and ask any questions that he might be able to answer.  He, himself, he said would be most interested to hear something of what the house was like 70 years ago.  I couldn't see much change structurally, and was easily able to identify the rooms which we as a family had occupied for our own use.
But it was the gardens and grounds which interested me most, as it was here where my brother, Gordon, and I had played as children, accompanied whenever possible by our good neighbours, the Duncan children, two boys and two girls.  I wandered around and recognised, or thought I could recognise, some of the trees which we used to climb, and the many bushes and shrubs behind which we would hide in our games of cowboys and indians, and hide-and-seek.  I stood for a moment in the warm sunshine and tried to recapture some of the spirit of those far-off days. With a sense of melancholy I realised that of all that happy little band of children, Millie and Florence, Morris and Norman, my brother, Gordon, and myself, I was the only one left to tell the tale.
Ironically, one of Louie's younger brothers, Archie Fraser, had been a resident in the rest home in the 1970's;  his main pastime was playing bridge.
On my return journey, by train, to Bournemouth, I stopped off at Penrith to spend a few days with Katherine Deakin, who lived in the small village of Bolton, some seven or eight miles away.  I had known Katherine and her family for many years, and had frequently made an overnight stop at her home on my long annual journeys to and from Scotland.  On this occasion I stayed with her for a few days and was taken for some delightful drives around the Lake District.  I was lucky with the weather that year - so often it rains or heavy mists obscure the mountains - but this time the sun shone brilliantly in a blue sky and I had never seen the hills and lakes looking so beautiful.
One day, I was taken high up into the hills to visit Katherine's daughter, Melanie, and her husband, Robin, who lived in a large and delightful farmhouse, which appeared to me to be miles from anywhere but in fact was not nearly so isolated as I. thought.  It was so quiet and peaceful up there and the air so fresh and clean that, in addition to my pleasure at seeing Melanie and Robin again, I very much enjoyed my visit to Linden Farm.
Another interesting experience for me was to be taken to Appleby to see the Horse Fair - an annual event that attracted huge crowds of people, horses and caravans from all over the country.  It was a fascinating spectacle and I would have been sorry to miss it.
But now it was time for me to set off on the last lap of my journey to Bournemouth.  Katherine drove me into Carlisle to catch an express train to London (Euston) where Gordon was waiting to greet me.  We spent an hour or two together exchanging news and chatting over a snack meal, after which he saw me safely
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on the train at Waterloo, which arrived in Bournemouth less than two hours later.
Apart from an occasional few days' absence, this was the first vacation I had taken since my arrival at Ernest Burdon House, and it surprised and pleased me hugely when I was welcomed so warmly by Mrs McCulloch and the residents.  Much as I still missed my home in Albemarle Court, I had to admit it was very pleasant, after a happy holiday, to return to a warm welcome, and friendly faces - to say nothing of a hot meal - rather than a cold and empty flat, with only a loaf of bread and a pint of milk to greet me.
I had by this time completed my first year as a resident at Ernest Burdon House.  It had been a happy year, for I had established a friendly relationship with all the residents, and with so many exciting happenings in my private life to occupy my attention, the year had passed very quickly.
The majority of the residents were retired members of the nursing profession;  several had served with HM Forces at home and overseas during World War Two, and had interesting stories to relate of those years.  Others had worked to the limit in busy London hospitals, enduring the day and night air-raids on the city, including the Blitz, which caused so many casualties, havoc and destruction.  They, too, had many tales to tell of tragedy and heroism.
The house was named after Sir Ernest Burdon, a generous benefactor to the British Red Cross and the Order of St John, and it accommodated 32 residents.  It was well-run, and efficiently managed by a chief warden, a deputy warden and secretary, assisted by a small domestic staff.  A happy atmosphere prevailed throughout the house.  There were no restrictions on our movements, and the house was run more on the lines of a private residential club than a retirement home.  We were fortunate to enjoy several privileges such as being taken out for car outings during the summer months, and for a cream tea in the New Forest or elsewhere.  An occasional visit to the Pavilion Theatre to enjoy an entertainment was also much appreciated.
But one of the highlights of the year was, for many of us, an invitation to attend one of the garden parties at Buckingham Palace.
An invitation to attend a Buckingham Palace garden party for disabled and ex-Servicemen and women was an annual event, and Ernest Burdon House was extremely fortunate to have been allocated four tickets - three residents plus one escort. Several of the residents had already availed themselves of this invitation in previous years, and those who were still eligible were invited to put their names in a hat and a draw was made; the first three names drawn would be the winners.  This year my name was the third number to be drawn and I was overjoyed.
On 2 August 1983 I was thrilled to be an invited guest at Buckingham Palace.
It was an exciting day from start to finish.  Our little party of four came downstairs to find quite a large number of residents and staff assembled in the hall, waiting to give us a good send-off.  We were, we hoped, suitably dressed in our smartest outfits, complete with hats and gloves, and there was some noisy chatter as our dresses, and particularly our hats,
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were admired and compliments paid.  A large car arrived at 10 o'clock to take us to London, and we set off in good spirits to the sound of cheering and hand-waving from those we had left behind.
We were not due to arrive at the Palace until 2 o'clock, so we halted mid-way to enjoy a leisurely lunch.  We had a good driver, who had undertaken this outing on previous occasions, and was familiar with the routine we would follow on our arrival at Buckingham Palace.  This proved to be most helpful.  As we approached the Palace gates I could see the customary groups of sightseers gathered outside waving to the occupants of the cars as they swept through.  I felt a surge of excitement as we drew nearer, and when our car momentarily slowed down I couldn't resist the impulse to respond to the smiling faces and waving hands.  I leaned forward, smiled broadly and waved my hand in acknowledgement!  Childish and stupid, you might say - but I was enjoying myself hugely!
In the inner courtyard our car was halted, the doors opened by an official, and we alighted.  Security restrictions were clearly in evidence:  we were not ourselves searched, but our car was immediately inspected by the police using sniffer dogs, which were quickly all over the car, inside and out, under the car and in the boot.  The bonnet was also opened and the interior examined.  The whole operation took only a minute or two, after which we were escorted up a short flight of red carpeted stairs where our papers were checked.  We then entered the Grand Hall, where we were welcomed by a top-ranking member of the Queen's Household (whose name, I regret, eludes me).  He chatted with us for a few minutes and read a letter of greeting and good wishes from HM the Queen.
The Grand Hall was most impressive and eye-catching with its enormous expanse of red carpet, cream walls, magnificent chandeliers, and large cream columns decorated with gold encrusted plaster.  Glass cabinets were filled with priceless china and everywhere there were pictures - masterpieces of great artists such as Rembrandt and Van Dyck.  A particularly wide red carpeted staircase led up to the State Rooms (which we did not see) and at the far end of the Grand Hall a short flight of stone steps led down to the garden.
It was a lovely afternoon:  the sun was shining, the windows wide open, and the sound of music could be heard coming from a bandstand not far away.  I walked towards it and saw that chairs had been placed around it;  many were already occupied, while attendants were hovering with trays of cold drinks for anyone feeling thirsty.  The Band of the Royal Scots was playing and I would have been content to listen to them all afternoon, had time permitted.  But there was still so much to see.  The flowers, the herbaceous borders of perennials of every colour were a joy to behold.  A short walk took me to a small lake surrounded by shady trees with an island in the middle, on which sat several flamingoes, fluffing out their pink feathers and looking quite unconcerned by the many pairs of eyes watching them.  I was attracted too by a large summer-house where, I was told, the royal children and their friends could play undisturbed.  We could look through the windows and see children's furniture, toys and games.
At 3.3 0 pm we assembled in a large marquee, where we were to have tea.  The tables were all clearly marked with the name of
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the society, hospital or club involved, with numerous officials in attendance, so there was no difficulty about finding our particular table, which we shared with some disabled war wounded. Everything was very well organised:  the tables looked impeccable; the service was good; and we sat down to an excellent meal of cold ham and tongue with a variety of salads - non​alcoholic drinks were available.  This was followed by sherry trifle or fresh fruit salad and cream - plates of cakes and chocolates were already on the tables - and a choice of tea or coffee concluded the meal.  A letter of welcome from the Queen was then read aloud to us all, and a brief talk giving a resume of the year's events followed.  This was acknowledged, on behalf of all present, by a senior representative of one of the societies involved.
An entertainment, featuring the popular wartime singer, Anne Shelton, and several other artistes followed, and this proved to be a tremendous success.
Towards the end of the programme, one of the comedians invited the audience to join him in singing a few of the old war​time songs:  Keep the home fires burning. Pack up your troubles, and Take me home to Blighty.  The sound of strong and still lusty voices filled the air and no doubt re-awakened memories in many hearts of those traumatic wartime years.
This entertainment was the last item on our programme, so when it ended we made our way back to the Grand Hall, where we said our goodbyes.  Our driver was already waiting for us so, with another last hasty look at the elegant surroundings, we entered our car and set off on the journey home at 6.15 pm. Traffic was heavy at that hour.  But after it had cleared we had a good run home and arrived at 9.30 pm.  We were tired, but it had been a memorable day.
At this point I would like to relate another amusing incident that happened on the day of my visit to Buckingham Palace.
About a week before the event, I received a letter from a good friend of mine of many years' standing, who wrote to say she was now resident in Surrey, having recently returned from a long stay overseas.  She stated she was planning a visit to Bournemouth and would like to come and see me.  Although we had never lost touch, we had not met for two or three years.  I replied expressing delight that we might soon be meeting again, and at the same time explaining that I was no longer living in my own home and, because of my age, poor eyesight, and advancing years had moved into a retirement home.  I gave her my phone number and suggested she should phone me on her arrival in Bournemouth.  I also explained that the phone might be answered by one of the residents, who would either call me from my room or take a message.
It so happened that my friend phoned on the very day I was at Buckingham Palace, and I learned later that the conversation went something like this.
Friend:   "May I speak to Mrs Barry?"
Reply:    (in a rather shaky voice) "I'm sorry, but she isn't here."
Friend:   "Oh, well, I don't suppose she will be away long. I'll ring again later this afternoon."
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Reply:    "Oh, but I don't know when she will be back.  It may be very late.  You see, she's gone to Buckingham Palace."
Friend: sure?"
Reply:
Friend back?"
Reply:
 (quite startled) "Buckingham Palace?  Are you
 "Oh, yes.  Quite sure.  I saw her go away."  (bewildered) "When do you think she will get
 I got
 "I don't know.  But it was ten o'clock when I back from Buckingham Palace."
Friend:   (by now thoroughly bemused) "Oh, thank you very much.  I'll just write to her instead."
Later, when my friend and I eventually met and were discussing this conversation, I was told that she had sat down on a chair for a moment and thought:  Good heavens!  I knew she was going into a home.  But I never dreamed it would be that kind of a home ...  Poor Dorothy!
- 118 -
CHAPTER 18
On 23 January 1984 Gordon joined TV-am as its main newscaster, and this date, in conjunction with his writing, presaged the commencement of another extremely busy year for him, beginning in March with the publication of Selfridges - an illustrated history of the well-known store, celebrating its 75th anniversary.
But the outstanding event of 1984 as far as I was concerned was the Honeycombe Heritage Weekend in Cornwall.  It had been planned and organised by Gordon, and had taken a year before all the arrangements had been completed, down to the last detail. Quite an achievement, I thought.
The Heritage Weekend was to commence on 27 September.   But I arrived in London two days earlier in order to attend a rather special cocktail party at Claridges with Gordon.  The party was given by the chairman of Sears, who owned Selfridges.  I stayed in Gordon's new flat, on the top two floors (with many stairs!) of 1 Montagu Square, London Wl.  He had asked me to be his guest at the party, as stage and TV personalities would be present, along with high-ranking business executives;  and Gordon knew I always enjoyed having a closer look at these celebrities, especially the women.
The very large room was already crowded when we arrived, and I was lost in admiration at the elegance of the surroundings -massive chandeliers, carpets and soft furnishings of the highest quality.  Uniformed attendants moved around carrying glasses of champagne, wines and spirits - while other attendants were carrying trays of assorted canapes which looked delicious.  In addition, a sumptuous and beautifully arranged buffet was displayed at one end of the room.  The atmosphere was informal and friendly, everybody chatting, often without introductions.  I recognised a few faces I had seen on television, but couldn't remember their names, and was more interested when Gordon introduced me to a few of his TV colleagues, including David Frost and his wife, Lady Carina.  I was pleased to have the opportunity of talking to David Frost - a most interesting and talented personality.  I was also interested to see something of the interior of Claridges - one of the most prestigious hotels in London.
On 27 September - Gordon's birthday - 160 members of the clan assembled in London's Paddington Station, where a special train, clearly marked Honeycombe Express was stationary at the platform.  Badges bearing our names were issued to everybody, greetings exchanged and introductions made.  TV cameras and the press were also in action, taking pictures and interviewing. Eventually, when all was settled, we boarded the train and were quickly on our way, non-stop, to Plymouth.  A TV camera team came with us part of the way.
Lunch was served on the train.  The tables with their snowy white covers and vases of fresh flowers looked impeccable, while the stewards in their red jackets and black trousers were immaculate.  During lunch, Gordon gave a talk over the inter-corn, welcoming all on board the Honeycombe Express, and outlining the arrangements made for our arrival in Plymouth, after which we all settled down to enjoy our very own special train journey, and also to take this opportunity to meet everybody, and try to
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discover who was who and from whence they came.  There were, after all, 160 of us on board, many coming from far away places -America, Canada, Australia, New Zealand, and nearer home, the Channel Islands, Scotland, and England itself.
Three large coaches awaited our arrival at Plymouth.  It took quite a considerable amount of time to transfer the large amount of baggage from the train on to the coaches.  But at last everything was in order and we set off to drive across the Tamar Bridge into Cornwall, our destination being Honeycombe House. The house and grounds, at the top of a wooded valley near the village of Calstock, had been taken over and converted into the Honicombe Holiday Centre.  In the grounds were about 70 chalets and bungalows, and the old house, which was mainly Victorian but was originally built in stone, as a hall, about 600 years ago, had been converted into flats, with a lounge and a bar, office and shop.  The old hall was now used as a disco and games room. Quite a change.
Gordon had arranged to take over most of the accommodation for our two nights' stay.  The chalets had been allocated to suit the requirements of each family - an excellent arrangement, and it was really quite remarkable, (considering we were all Honeycombes) how quickly we settled into our little homes. Later, after unpacking and a short rest, (I was with Lynne and her husband, Roger), we assembled to enjoy a buffet supper in the lounge and bar.  When all appetites had been satiated we repaired to the hall, where the remaining hours of that night were spent in dancing, singing, drinking and in becoming better acquainted.
It was Gordon's birthday, and during the evening a large birthday cake was brought into the room and presented to him with loud cheers and the united singing of "Happy Birthday to you". Glasses were refilled, a few short speeches made, to which Gordon replied, simply and sincerely.  Then it was on with the dance. Nobody seemed to be tired, in spite of the long distances many had travelled.  One Australian couple arrived at Paddington straight from Heathrow Airport, after a long flight from Singapore!  I enjoyed a couple of dances, one with Gordon, and we must have looked an odd pair as Gordon is 6'4" and I am only 5'1".  But I could still feel the thrill of having my feet on a dance floor again, and enjoyed every minute.  I was the oldest Honeycombe there - the youngest was about six.
Around midnight I asked Lynne to take me across to our chalet.  I was by this time tired and ready for bed.  I was glad to have Lynne with me and she looked after me well throughout the weekend, while Roger was also helpful and able to be of assistance to Gordon in several ways.
The following morning we set off, in two large coaches, to visit Callington, Calstock and St Cleer, villages where families of Honeycombes had lived for hundreds of years.  We visited two small churches, signed registers, planted trees in remembrance and examined very old grave-stones - some with the name Honeycombe still visible.  There was a special service in the parish church of St Cleer, in which several Honeycombes took part.  Gordon read some appropriate verses from Gray's Elegy, and Beth Honeycombe, from Queensland, sang an anthem wonderfully well.  A vicar's board, donated by the British Honeycombes, was blessed - as had been a coffin stone in the lychgate of Calstock Church (donated by Gordon).  It was marked with a simple H.
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The day ended with a cruise down the Tamar River. Unfortunately it rained all the time, which spoiled the lovely views.  But it didn't dampen the high spirits of all on board, and as we were booked to attend the London Palladium the following evening to see Tommy Steele, in Singing in the Rain, what better song to sing than the title song of that show?
After the cruise (it had stopped raining then) coaches took us up to Cotehele House, an Elizabethan mansion, with its rooms only lit by candles, which we could explore.  It was magical. Outside, there were Morris dancers, and a string quartet in a barn where we had a buffet supper.  In a courtyard, Gordon presented copies of all the family trees to various Honeycombe heads of families and read out a telegram from the Prince of Wales.  As Duke of Cornwall, Prince Charles owned the land, as his ancestors had done, on which the ancestors of the Honeycombes had lived for centuries.  He greeted the return of the Honeycombes to the land of their forebears and wished them an enjoyable visit.  This telegram was warmly received and much appreciated by all.
On Saturday morning, a Honeycombe wedding took place in Calstock - the first wedding there of a Honeycombe for 100 years. The little church was completely filled with Honeycombes, and along the road outside a number of the villagers had gathered to await the arrival of the bridal party and the bride herself in her wedding dress.  The service was simple and short, and emotional too, for it was indeed a unique occasion.  Peter Honeycombe was marrying Cheryl Walker.  Everybody joined heartily in the singing of the hymns.
At the conclusion of the service we all returned to Honeycombe Hall for the wedding luncheon, after which we set off on the return drive to Plymouth, and to embark on our special train already waiting to take us back to London.
Everybody was in high spirits.  The bride and bridegroom were travelling with us as far as London.  But their plans after our arrival at Paddington Station - in spite of some teasing -were to remain a secret!  It was a pleasant and relaxed journey, with lots of talking, interspersed with singing, eating and drinking.  Our train was on time at Paddington, but there was some delay in the transportation of our baggage from the train to our waiting coaches, and again as we mingled with the heavy rush-hour traffic in London's busy streets.  Consequently, we were late in arriving at the Tower Hotel, where we were to spend the night, and had to forego the hour or two of leisure we had anticipated.  We were fortunate - again in spite of the traffic -to arrive at the Palladium and be comfortably seated in our reserved seats only a few minutes before the curtain went up -including the bride in her wedding dress!
Singing in the Rain was already known to be a smash hit and the theatre was full, with an excited audience waiting for the show to begin.  From the moment the curtain went up, the entire performance was excellent - slick, fast-moving with lovely costumes and with singing and dancing throughout of a particularly high standard.  Tommy Steele and Roy Castle even managed to bring the word 'Honeycombe' into their dialogue!
At the end of the performance we were invited by the theatre management to go to the Dress Circle bar to meet the stars for a drink and a little chat.  This unexpected invitation was
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appreciated and enjoyed by all of us, and ended another long but happy day in Cornwall and now in London.
On Sunday morning, soon after breakfast, coaches arrived to take us on a sightseeing tour of the city.  The weather was good, and being a Sunday, there was comparatively little traffic on the roads, while the pavements were devoid of the customary crowds of shoppers.  We had excellent couriers, well-informed to answer the many questions asked, and to single out and give a brief history of the numerous well known buildings and monuments in sight.
At one o'clock, we arrived at Westminster Bridge, where a pleasure boat was waiting to take us on a river cruise down the Thames as far as Greenwich.  We would have a farewell buffet lunch on board, as we had now reached the last item on our itinerary.
The sun had come out, the sky was a clear blue and visibility good.  Again, our guide was excellent, not only pointing out buildings of historic interest on both banks of the river, but also regaling us with tales of events and happenings, good and bad, that had taken place on this great river over the years.
It was quite an emotional occasion.  We enjoyed an excellent meal, accompanied by a liberal supply of beer and other drinks. But soon everyone quietened down.
Officially, the Heritage Weekend would end as we stepped ashore at Westminster Bridge.  So the moment had now arrived when a few short impromptu speeches would be given, and a presentation made.  The speakers were unanimous in their agreement that the Heritage Weekend had been a tremendous success, and congratulations and praise were heaped on Gordon for all the time-consuming hard work, energy and meticulous planning that had been necessary to achieve such a successful undertaking.  The presentation of a writing-desk clock with pen-holders and a small tray, suitably inscribed, then followed, to the accompaniment of loud cheering from all sides of the large room.  Gordon replied with a few well-chosen words of appreciation and thanks, expressing his pleasure and satisfaction that the gathering of the Honeycombes had proved to be such an unqualified success. For he's a jolly good fellow was then sung with enthusiasm.
Everybody seemed to want to sing, and soon the combined voices of bass, tenor, soprano and contralto were echoing around the steamer.  National songs of Australia, Canada, America and Scotland were included and later almost inevitably, someone called for Now is the hour for us to say goodbye.  When it ended, I noticed quite a few pairs of eyes nearby were glistening with tears.
A united request then followed for our last song to be that much loved and internationally well-known We'll meet again.  This was sung with great feeling, and when the last notes had faded away, there were now, without doubt, more than a few tearfilled eyes to be seen.
Everybody had already pre-arranged their future plans, so there were several cars and taxis awaiting our arrival at Westminster Bridge.  All the goodbyes, hugs and kisses had already taken place, and it seemed only a matter of minutes before, with a final hasty goodbye and a farewell wave, the Honeycombes had all dispersed and gone their separate ways.  It had been a wonderful weekend.
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A camera crew from BBC West had accompanied us in Cornwall. But it was not until the following year, on 23 May 1985, that the programme was shown on BBC2.  It was a great success, pictorially and with an excellent narration.  It subsequently appeared on television at later dates.  Surely proof that it must have been enjoyed by members of the public other than ourselves!
On 9 January 1985 I was saddened to hear of the sudden and completely unexpected death of Kenneth Lewis - Doris's only brother.  He had taken his car out to collect some shopping from a nearby shop and hadn't returned.  A friend went off to discover the cause of the delay, and found the car parked outside the shop and Kenneth still sitting in the driving seat - but sadly, no longer alive.  The shock was profound.  For his wife, Mary and all the family, his loss was irreparable.  And his many friends, including myself, had lost a kind, loyal and faithful friend.
In May and June of 1985 I had visits from two of my ex-RCAF war-time pilots - Fred Town and Clayton Leigh.  A bond of friendship had been cemented during those horrific years of war and they were numbered among my closest friends.  Clayton and his wife, Jane, were in England on holiday and came twice to spend a few hours with me before returning to Canada.  Fred Town phoned from London to tell me that he and his wife, Mary, were en route to spend a holiday in Ireland.  They would be returning to England to attend an official opening by the Royal Air Force at Manston, near Ramsgate, of a newly completed war museum, at which the star attraction would be a Spitfire.. I was told that - at Fred's request - I would also receive an invitation and he hoped I would be able to attend.
But when I received the invitation and read the programme of events which would cover two full days, I realised it would be impossible for me to accept.  I wrote to Fred, expressing my regrets, and explaining that to reach Ramsgate, a town I didn't know, I would have to make two different train journeys and find a suitable hotel where I could spend two nights.  It would be, regretfully, too arduous an undertaking for me in my declining years.  Had he forgotten I was.now a very old lady of 85 years? I asked if it might be possible for him and Mary to come to Bournemouth after the RAF display, to see me before they flew back to Canada.
To my amazement, about two weeks later, I received a letter from RAF Manston.  It was evident from this letter that Fred had been in communication with them, and they now wrote to me expressing pleasure that I would be able to attend the celebrations on 18 and 19 June, and that the necessary travel arrangements had been made.  Then followed the details:  Warrant Officer Kennedy, driving a Mercedes, would call for me at 10 o'clock to bring me to RAF Manston.  He would carry with him a copy of this letter to prove his identity.  The letter continued by saying that Squadron Leader Peter Stonham and his wife would be delighted if Fred Town, his wife and myself would stay with them during the celebrations.  Finally, Fred had stated that he would see me safely back in Bournemouth after the conclusion of the programme.
To say that I was surprised when I read the contents of this letter would be an understatement.  I was thrilled and excited at the prospect of being with Fred and Mary again, and at such a special event.  I was amazed too, and filled with gratitude, when
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I realised that all this had been made possible by Fred's kindness and generosity.
I eagerly awaited the dawn of 18 June, and on that day I was ready and waiting for the arrival of the car to take me to Manston.  I was in my room when I was told that two gentlemen in RAF uniform were in the hall downstairs.  I came down immediately and walked towards them saying:  "Thank you for coming.  I'm quite ready to leave."  The older man interrupted me:  "Oh, I'm sorry.  I think we must -."  He paused, looking at his companion, then continued:  "We understood we were to call for a Mrs Dorothy Barry, an elderly lady with poor eyesight who can't travel alone."  I replied:  "Yes, that's quite correct, and I am the said Mrs Barry."  They both raised their eyebrows and smiled broadly.
Their car was indeed a Mercedes and very comfortable.  I was ushered into the back seat and the young aircraftsman sat in front beside the driver.  I was amused when I was given a warm rug for additional comfort, and a magazine to help while away the hours!  But I didn't require either, for my companions turned out to be excellent company - interesting and amusing.  We laughed a lot, stopped for tea, and as we neared our destination I was informed that when they set out for Bournemouth that morning, without enthusiasm, they had not expected the return journey would be so enjoyable!
We arrived on time at RAF Manston and were warmly welcomed by Fred and Mary Town, and our host and hostess, Squadron Leader Stonham and his wife.
I was told that approximately 22,000 Spitfires had been built, but that today only about 100 survived.  One of these was the Manston Spitfire TB752, which was about to be presented to the new War Museum at Manston.  A few years after the end of the war she had been used in the making of the internationally famous film Reach for the Sky with Kenneth More.  She had since been completely restored and looked brand new.  During the war she had formed part of Squadron 403; and sometime after Fred's arrival in this country, along with many thousands of other Canadians who had come to make their contribution to the war effort, he was posted to Squadron 4 03, and TB752 was the plane he flew.  In June 1944 Squadron 4 03 was moved to France, to continue the fight over there.  Fred flew TB752 on several missions and on one of them destroyed a Heinkel.  This event was portrayed in a large oil painting by Michael Turner, and displayed in the museum at Manston.
It must have been an emotional moment for Fred, evoking wartime memories after 40 years, when he gazed at this painting of Spitfire TB752 and himself in action against an enemy aircraft.
On the evening of my arrival at Manston I attended the Gala Dinner, at which many ex-RCAF personnel - several of whom had not met since the war - were present.  I enjoyed hearing the Canadian accents again, and the well-remembered greeting of "Hi, Bambi!" I was privileged to join Fred and Mary at the top table, along with other specially invited guests.  It was quite an occasion for me too, recalling my own memories of those years.
After dinner, and when the speech-making was concluded, there was dancing and socialising generally.  Squadron Leader Stonham and his wife were both charming personalities, welcoming
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Fred, Mary and myself into their home with warmth and kindness. It was almost midnight when I finally retired to bed.
In the morning, after the formal opening of the new museum, we were free to look around.  The Spitfire was of course the centre of attraction, along with the large framed oil painting of her in action.  The room was crowded, and when it became known that it was Fred Town, standing beside us, who had actually flown this particular Spitfire in combat, he was surrounded by people asking for his autograph - or to take a photo of him standing beside the painting on the wall.
After an enjoyable buffet lunch, we all went outside to watch the air display and fly past.  To see, and hear, the roar of the heavy Tornadoes and other aircraft flying in perfect formation and at a very low altitude, was an impressive sight.  I was also interested to observe, at close quarters, a helicopter demonstration of an air-sea rescue operation; and later at the end of the programme, after the tumult and noise of so many aircraft had died away, we could hear the comparatively soft purring of a lone Spitfire as it appeared and circled slowly overhead before disappearing in the distance.  It was quite a moment to remember.
That evening our host and hostess entertained a few friends to a farewell sherry party at their home.  This was followed by another farewell dinner, more speeches and votes of thanks.  The remainder of the evening was spent in some dancing, but mostly in exchanging farewells.  Talking continued until almost midnight, when Mary and I retired to bed.  But Fred, I heard later, had sat up until the early hours of the morning - signing autographs!
It had been arranged that Fred and Mary would drive me back to Bournemouth.  So, after breakfast, and another short visit to the museum, to cast a last lingering look at Spitfire TB752, it was time to say goodbye to Manston.  We were reluctant to say farewell to Squadron Leader Peter Stonham and his wife;  they had welcomed us warmly to their home, and extended hospitality which contributed in no small measure to the enjoyment of our visit to Manston.
The morning was bright and sunny when we left.  Fred had mapped out our route to Bournemouth, and he did not appear to be in the least perturbed by the heavy flow of traffic, or by the narrow roads and a right-hand drive.  We were relaxed and happy to be together, for it was the first opportunity we had been given for any personal conversation, and we had much to talk about.  We stopped briefly at the attractive small town of Arundel, where we had lunch, and arrived at Bournemouth around five o'clock.
Flight reservations for the return to Canada from London had been made for the following day.  But Mary said they would rather spend their last evening with me in Bournemouth.  So we walked across the road to Chesterwood, a comfortable family hotel, where we were able to reserve accommodation for the night.  That being settled, we parted company temporarily.  Fred, a keen swimmer, went to the swimming-pool, and Mary went for a walk along the cliff top to gaze at the sea.  I returned to EBH, to unpack, catch up with any fresh news and change before returning to the hotel for dinner.
Both Fred and Mary were enamoured with Bournemouth, and charmed with the hotel, which was situated on the clifftop, overlooking a wide expanse of the bay.  After dinner we were able
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to relax in comfortable chairs in the lounge and go over yet again the events of the past three days - until it was time to say goodnight.
In the morning, after breakfast, Mary came to see me while Fred went off to fill up the car with petrol from a nearby garage.
I had been enquiring for news of her family:  she and Fred had three daughters and two sons, plus several grandchildren.  In return, Mary asked me to tell her something of my childhood days and early life.  I told her that I had written a book in which I had related all I could remember of that period in my life.  It was my first attempt at writing, I explained, an amateur effort to please Gordon, who was anxious to learn more of our family history, and to discover all I could tell him of what life was like in this country at the beginning of the century.  Mary expressed such an interest and a genuine wish to read the book that I was pleased to give her a copy, which might help a few hours to pass on the long flight home to Canada.
Subsequently, I received a letter of high praise from Mary, saying she had read and enjoyed my book immensely.   She urged me to continue writing a second book.  She said she wanted to know what happened next!  It was a beautifully worded letter, which I appreciated and valued hugely, the more so perhaps because I felt it was completely unbiased.
The remaining months of 1985 seemed to pass very quickly.  I travelled up to Edinburgh by train in September to spend a holiday with Eleanor, and also visited my good friends in Stirling and Ayr.  In addition, I broke my journey south to spend a few happy days with Katherine Deakin in the Lake District.
In October, I set off again by train to Worthing in Sussex to visit another friend, Hilda (Lady Janes).  She and her husband, Sir Herbert, had been friends of many years standing. But now she was a widow and alone.  We had not met for a few years, so we had much to talk about and the few days I spent with her passed very quickly and happily.
On my return home I found a letter awaiting me from Norah, saying that she and her great friend, Lilian, who was by this time also my friend, would be coming to Bournemouth in November, especially to see me.  They would be staying in Hinton Firs, a comfortable and friendly hotel nearby.  Norah1s visits were always full of verve, and there was never a dull moment when she was around.  Lilian was altogether different, quieter, with a gentle nature and most pleasing personality.  I suppose I was something in between the two.  In any event it made for a very successful trio, and we were all the best of friends.
That visit, too, came and went very quickly, with lots of fun and laughter.
After the return to their respective homes in Deal and Walmer in Kent, it was time to be thinking of preparations for Christmas and the New Year of 1986, which lay not far ahead.
The Christmas season at EBH was always enjoyable:  parties, large and small were arranged, the house attractively decorated, and guests invited.  We were entertained one evening by the Corfe Mullen Orchestra, an amateur orchestra augmented by a few professional players, and on this occasion we were encouraged to look our best - to wear a long dress or full-length skirt (if we
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still had one left hanging in our wardrobes), as a Red Cross officer and other specially invited guests would be present. During the interval in the programme a liberal amount of wine and canapes was available and appreciated!
The early months of 1986 were uneventful.  But in June Gordon compered a Charity Concert in Tetbury Parish Church before the Princess of Wales.  I was staying with Joan and Robin Heath at the time, so Gordon arranged tickets and we motored over to Tetbury to hear the concert and to see Gordon being presented to the Princess.  Joan and I, particularly, were very keen to see Diana, Princess of Wales, at close quarters, and as our seats were near the front of the stage, we had an excellent view both of the Princess herself and also of Gordon being presented to her.  Diana was dressed in a sleeveless ankle-length shell-pink dress in a silk material which fell in soft folds around her.  It was trimmed with masses of tiny sequins which shimmered in the light as she moved.  I thought she looked quite beautiful. Gordon, too, looked immaculate, and carried out his duties as compere with efficiency and ease.
The concert, by the Suzuki Players, was most enjoyable, and no doubt raised a considerable amount of money for a charitable cause.
After the programme had concluded and the Princess, accompanied by her attendants, had been driven off to Highgrove, Gordon joined us on the vicarage lawn, where drinks and canapes were being served.  The evening was warm and sultry, and it was very pleasant to be sitting and enjoying a cool drink in such attractive surroundings and in good company.
Also, around this time, Family History was again repeated on BBC1, and the series ended with a new half-hour (by BBC West) covering the family gathering in Cornwall.  It was entitled The Invasion of the Honeycombes!
On 23 July 1986, HRH the Prince Andrew and Miss Sarah Ferguson were married in Westminster Abbey.  I watched it all on TV.
The early morning was bright and sunny, and already hundreds of thousands of people were lining the entire route from Buckingham Palace to the Abbey, and thousands more were still arriving, all in search of the best position to witness the royal processions.  The first procession included the royal families of the Gloucesters, the Kents and the Ogilvys;  then followed the Queen's Carriage Procession, accompanied by a Sovereign Escort of the Household Cavalry.  This was followed by a third procession bearing the Queen Mother, Princess Margaret, the Prince and Princess of Wales, Princess Anne and Capt Mark Phillips, Viscount Linley and Lady Sarah Armstrong-Jones.  The last procession to leave the Palace was that of the bridegroom, Prince Andrew.  He and Prince Edward were conveyed in the 1902 State Landau.  Prince Andrew wore the ceremonial day dress of a Royal Naval Lieutenant. His brother, Prince Edward was in the No 1 Dress Uniform of the Royal Marines.
A huge crowd had gathered outside Clarence House, the London home of the Queen Mother, to catch a glimpse of the bride and her bridesmaids and pages.  They were quickly driven away in cars to the sound of loud cheers, and a few minutes later the Glass Coach appeared carrying the bride and her father, Major Ferguson, accompanied by an Escort of Life Guards.  It was impossible to
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have more than a fleeting glance at the bride beyond her circlet of flowers and the long veil, but she looked lovely and was obviously happy, smiling and waving to the crowds, who were cheering and shouting out good wishes for her future happiness.
The marriage ceremony in a packed Westminster Abbey was an impressive occasion, and later when the bridal couple appeared on the balcony of Buckingham Palace along with other members of the Royal Family, masses of people were still there to cheer and shout.  And they were still there, patiently waiting, to see and wave farewell to the Duke and Duchess of York as they set off on the first stage of their honeymoon.
Gordon's book, The TV-am Official Celebration of the Royal Wedding, was published two days later.
Throughout the summer of 19 8 6 the weather was favourable, and much of my time was spent in entertaining or being entertained.  I had visits from Annette and Robbie, on holiday from East Linton, and from Jack and Morag from Stirling.  I spent several happy days in Worthing with Hilda (Lady Janes), who took me for some beautiful car drives around the Sussex Downs.  I also enjoyed some delightful outings with Eric and Gay Hoskins -picnics in the New Forest, and some very pleasant afternoons in their lovely garden enjoying a cup of tea, with delicious homemade scones, cream and jam - always a weakness of mine!
In early November, Norah and Lilian came to Bournemouth for a few days' visit before the winter finally set in.  They liked the shops and large stores in the town and usually purchased some of their Christmas gifts while they were here.  It was, as always, a very happy visit.
A week later, Eleanor, who had been in London with a friend, came to spend a few days with me before returning to Edinburgh. I was delighted to have her with me, and the days passed all too quickly.  Eleanor's mother and my mother were sisters, and very close friends.  So I suppose it wasn't surprising that I should feel Eleanor was like a young sister to me, and just as close as a friend.
Christmas was rather overshadowed for me because Doris was far from well.  Her health had been deteriorating slowly throughout the year, but she consistently made light of this, and was more concerned about the health of her sister Gladys, who was a few years younger, and living in a retirement home nearby.  But now Doris herself was in need of nursing care and a nurse was engaged to attend daily to her requirements.
New Year's Day passed uneventfully, but the beginning of 1987 did not begin on a happy note.  In the early days of January we suffered a heavy snowfall which lasted for several days - most unusual for Bournemouth - restricting our movements considerably. Doris was unable to visit her sister, who had been moved into a nursing-home following a serious worsening of her illness.  There she died on 18 January.
After this date, Doris's condition continued to weaken until mid-February, when she finally left her room at the Anglo-Swiss and was taken into a nursing-home, where she would have day and night attention.  I visited her several times, sometimes with Mary, her brother's widow, and sometimes with Pamela, another close friend.
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I said my sad farewell to Doris on 14 March, and she died later that night.  She was 89.
Our friendship had been unbroken for 62 years.  I still miss her.  No one could have had a more loyal and faithful friend, and memories of happy times and unhappy times shared together will never be forgotten.
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CHAPTER 19
It was customary at Ernest Burdon House to have a visit every two or three months from a few members of the Joint Red Cross and St John Committee in London.  The purpose was to inspect the building, inside and out, and to discuss with the head warden the question of repairs or renewals and any matters relating to the upkeep and smooth running of the house.  When that was completed, we all met in the dining-room for lunch, after which the wardens left us, and we adjourned to the lounge. It was a relaxed and friendly occasion, when questions were invited to be asked and answered.  If anyone had a personal problem they would like to discuss in private, that too could be arranged.
We already knew that EBH was an old building - built at the beginning of the 2 0th century - and always seemed to be in serious need of repairs of one kind or another.  But we were surprised when we heard in March that the whole house was now in a serious state of disrepair, and would require a massive overhaul to restore it and bring it up to date, conforming to new safety regulations that were coming into force.  The big problem was - how could this be achieved while we were all in residence? It might become necessary to move us into temporary accommodation.  For it would be distinctly unpleasant, if not impossible, for us to continue living there under such conditions.
We were told that these matters were being discussed in London, and that the committee there wanted us to be put in the picture as far as possible.  We would be kept up to date with the latest news.
One day in April 1987, Gordon phoned me to ask if I would like to spend a week's holiday with him in Spain.  He knew I had recently undergone a minor operation (carpal tunnel) and was still bandaged and restricted in the use of the fingers of my left hand.  When I hesitated, he told me that Isobel, his agent, whom I knew and liked, had expressed her willingness to come with us, and be on hand to render any assistance that might be required.  It didn't take me long to decide that I would very much like to accept this kind and generous invitation.  So on 1 May I set out for London, and on the following day we flew to the Costa Blanca.
I was 86 years old at that time, and wondered how I would cope with the formalities to be complied with at Gatwick - as well as the crowds, the noise and the long walks before we finally reached the aircraft.  But I need not have worried. Gordon had arranged everything down to the smallest detail!  A wheelchair was awaiting our arrival at the airport, and from then on I was transported from place to place, and through security. Isobel was splendid and pushed my chair for some of the time while Gordon dealt with the official requirements.  A buggy car took us and our luggage past the long queues and straight on to the aircraft.  No bother at all!  I was immensely impressed.
The plane was full but comfortable, and we enjoyed a good flight to Alicante, where Gordon had arranged for a car to take us on to Torrevieja.  We were to stay in a house belonging to a TV colleague of Gordon who had rented it for that week.  The
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house was a few miles from the town, and close to the beach and the sea.
It was a lovely day, with the sun shining and the sky a very clear blue.  While Isobel and I were unpacking and settling in, Gordon went out to scout around to find what was available nearby in the way of shops and restaurants, as we intended to do our own catering.  He returned to say that the local facilities were OK; and that evening we enjoyed our first Spanish meal.
The following morning a taxi took us into Torrevieja, where we spent the day looking around the thriving and busy town and harbour, had some lunch, looked at the shops and made a few purchases.  It was very hot, and I was quite ready to return home in the late afternoon for a rest before going out again for dinner in the evening.  This time we chose a hotel overlooking the sea, and enjoyed an excellent meal in pleasant surroundings. The next two days were spent mostly enjoying the sun on the beach;  only Isobel ventured into the sea for a swim.  Although the sun was hot, there was strong wind blowing, and I was content to find a sheltered spot, away from the wind, where I could sunbathe in some comfort.
Gordon hired a car the following day to take us to Elche, to see extensive cactus gardens, Huerto Del Cura.  It was a delightful drive, through orange and lemon groves, with a variety of landscape views.  The cactus gardens were truly superb, with magnificent cactus trees of all shapes and sizes, a profusion of beautiful flowers in all colours, and the whole area landscaped with small waterfalls, little bridges over ponds or streams and other attractions - all of which added up to make a visit to these gardens well worthwhile.
While we were in the gardens, and afterwards, Gordon spent quite a lot of time taking pictures.  Having used up the film, he hurried out on our return to have them developed and printed as soon as possible.  He returned with the doleful news that when the camera was opened, it was empty!  No film - no pictures to come.  What a disappointment!  But Gordon was not to be thwarted, and we returned to Elche the following day, taking a different route which was equally interesting, and Gordon retook his pictures - making sure this time there was a film inside!
Friday was the penultimate day of our holiday, and was spent partly on the beach.  In the evening we returned to Torrevieja, where we had a farewell dinner in a very smart restaurant, which we much enjoyed.
On Saturday morning, a car arrived to take us back to Alicante en route for London.  Again for me the procedure was as on arrival, and in a very short space of time we were on the plane and bound for Gatwick.  It all seemed to be so easy and simple.  I was amazed at the expertise and ease with which elderly or handicapped people could be assisted when travelling by air.
We enjoyed an excellent flight:  the weather conditions were good, and I was invited to join Gordon on the flight deck.  This was a new experience for me and most interesting, although I found the array of instruments spread in front of the pilot and first officer quite bewildering!
On our arrival at Gatwick, we parted company with Isobel who was returning to her home in Burgess Hill.
Gordon and I then returned to Montagu Square, and later that evening added a postscript to our holiday by going out to dine at
- 131 -
an excellent Swedish restaurant before I returned to Bournemouth the next day.
In July, at EBH, we had another visit from two members of the London Red Cross committee.  Since their previous visit in March, we had occasionally talked together about the possibility that we might have to move out of EBH while necessary repair work to the building was carried out.  Nobody liked the idea and we believed a way would be found to have the work done in sections, or on one floor at a time.  It would be disruptive, we knew, but preferable to moving out of the house with a suitcase for an uncertain number of days, or even weeks.  We awaited the arrival of the visitors with some unease.
After lunch we adjourned to the lounge for the customary talk, and were told that after a thorough investigation, the damage done to the house, both outside and inside, was much more serious than expected, and would necessitate the closing of the building for approximately two to three months.  After many lengthy meetings in London the committee had agreed the best solution would be to find a large building where we could all be accommodated under one roof - and that building would most likely be a hotel.  It was known that many hotels in Bournemouth closed for the winter months, and already, we were told, enquiries were being made with this object in view.
This was all most unpleasant news for us, and many questions were asked and answered.  Finally, we were assured that something suitable would be found;  the holiday season did not end until September, so it would be October at the earliest before we could move, and in the meantime we were not to worry about anything! We would be kept up to date with any developments.
This unwelcome and disturbing news from London became the main topic of conversation for days, and the more we thought about it, the less we liked it.  We had hoped it would prove to be unnecessary to vacate the house entirely, and even if so, that we would only be away for a week or two.  But three months!  That was quite another matter, and to a few of the more elderly and handicapped residents, it was an alarming thought.
We discussed the matter with Mrs Wood, our head warden, but she could give us no further information, only adding that the staff were worried too, wondering how they would be situated in the event of a prolonged absence.
A few weeks later, we heard that a hotel in Manor Road had been visited and might be suitable for our requirements: negotiations were taking place to find out if a suitable agreement could be reached.  We were somewhat cheered by this news, for we would at least be within walking distance, and no doubt able to stroll around occasionally to see how the work was progressing at EBH.  Meanwhile, we would just continue to live our normal lives.
The weather was excellent that summer, and we enjoyed some outings and picnics in the New Forest and near the sea.  In September, however, disturbing news arrived - negotiations in London had broken down and we were now no nearer finding a temporary home for the winter months.  Again we were reassured and told not to worry:  work on EBH would not commence until we were all settled.  And so we continued to wait and wonder.
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In October, Gordon and I each had a celebration we wanted to recognise - my 87th birthday on the 6th, and Gordon's friendship with three Bournemouth firemen, with whom he had played bridge consistently for the past ten years.  On this occasion the wives and I were also invited to join the double celebration.  It was agreed that nothing less than a weekend in the country would suffice for this occasion, and Lyme Regis was chosen by Gordon and his friends.
When we arrived at the hotel where reservations had been made, we found four large bouquets of beautiful flowers awaiting us - one for each of the ladies in the party - a surprise gift from Gordon which set the pattern for a happy weekend.  My birthday was celebrated with a candle-lit dinner in the restaurant, when a special birthday sweet was brought to the table with a flourish and all the candles lit.  All the diners in the restaurant joined in singing "Happy birthday".
The following evening it was Gordon's turn to receive a gift, a commemorative photograph album to mark the anniversary of the four men playing bridge together for the past ten years. Just think of it - ten years of bridge, and still good friends!
The dinner that night was again excellent, and the wine flowed freely.  We returned home the following day but not before we had enjoyed looking around the small but attractive Dorset seaside town.
It was only a few days after my return home that I was told we were to have another visit from the London committee.  This time we were told that it would be an important meeting, and all should be present.  Again we hoped we would at last be told where and when we would be moved to a temporary home.  Christmas was not too far off, and we wanted to be settled soon, in order to make our plans for the festive season.
On 12 October, around mid-day, our visitors arrived - three or four on this occasion, including one lady member.  After the customary welcome they were soon closeted in the smaller lounge with Mrs Wood, until they emerged to join us for lunch in the dining-room.  Here they separated, each one to share a table already occupied by two or three residents.  This had always been a popular arrangement, creating a more relaxed atmosphere and allowing conversation to flow more easily.  Mrs Wood allocated the tables that were to have a guest, and always tried to share them fairly among the residents.  On this occasion I was fortunate to have a guest at the table I shared with Miss Rhodes, Miss Connor and Miss Dibden.
We had talked together wondering if any hint might be given during the meal as to where we would be going and when.  But absolutely nothing at all on this subject was mentioned, and we heard later that this reticence had been observed at the other three guest tables as well.  So after lunch, we all assembled in the lounge to attend the meeting - still guessing!
After the formal opening, the chairman addressed us, and began with a reiteration of all that we already knew:  the extent of the damage ... far beyond anything they could have anticipated ... the cost of restoration.  He spoke of new government regulations now, or soon coming into force, that would have to be complied with;  the building was very old.  The Joint Committee, he said, had held many long meetings in London, and sought official advice from various quarters.  But to no avail.  The cost of restoring the building, inside and outside, in order to
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fulfil government requirements had now become totally prohibitive.  After long and careful deliberations the Joint Committee had made the decision - Ernest Burdon House would have to be closed down.
For a moment there was a silence in the room.  Then I heard a voice behind me say:  "How long will it be closed down?"  The answer came swiftly:  "Permanently."
The shock was profound - so much so that nobody seemed capable of speaking, or of asking a single question.  We just couldn't believe what we were hearing, and only aware that we were in danger of losing our home, and that our future lives and contentment were now in jeopardy.  The other three committee members then spoke of their regret at finding themselves in this unhappy situation;  they assured us of their resolve to find a solution and a way out of the present difficulties.
The chairman then closed the meeting by saying that another meeting would be held at EBH within the next week or so.  During that time he would like us to make a note of any questions we would like answered, and to make any suggestions we would like to put forward.  He realised, he said, that today's news had shocked us.  But we were not to be dismayed:  there was plenty of time, and we would not leave the house until satisfactory arrangements had been completed to settle us elsewhere.
Surprisingly, that evening after our visitors had gone, very little conversation took place.  I think we were all too stunned to take in the full implications of how this decision would affect our lives.  After an early supper, we retired to our rooms to digest the unwelcome news and to ponder on the future.  In the morning, however, the talk was of little else, and it continued unabated until the return of the committee members a week later.
The closing of Ernest Burdon House was going to be a major upset for many people.  Apart from the residents, the staff had worked there for many years and had expected to remain there until their retirement.  They would now have to seek other employment, which they did not want to do.  Mr and Mrs Wood had given up their home in Scotland to take up this appointment, which they too had expected to continue until their retirement. Most of the residents were in their 80's, and a few in the 90's, and several of these residents had lived at EBH for more than 20 years.  From time to time, as the furnishings in their rooms showed signs of wear and tear, such as carpets or armchairs, they had been replaced, at the residents' expense.  For these residents it seemed that a great catastrophe had happened, with which they were quite unable to cope.
When the next committee meeting was held the following week, we were more prepared than we were on the previous occasion and much more vociferous.  We asked many questions.  We learned that enquiries had already been made in the area to find a suitable retirement home with accommodation for 25 to 3 0 residents.  This had proved to be, so far, impossible.  But the search would continue.  Accommodation could be found, but only if we were willing to split up into groups of two and three or even four. The answer to this question was a swift and unanimous "No!"  We did not want to be separated and put among strangers:  we wanted to remain a family unit with our own staff and home.
We were then asked if any of us would -like to move to the Red Cross Home at Bexhill-on-Sea, in Sussex.  But only two or
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three voices said they would consider it - they much preferred to remain in Bournemouth.
Someone asked if the Red Cross would consider buying another house in Bournemouth to replace Ernest Burdon, but that question met with a cool response, and appeared to be a solution not on the committee's agenda.  Finally, we were asked to carry on with our normal way of life here, as it might be three, or even six months, before a change would be made.  It was now mid-October and almost certainly we would still be there over the Christmas period.  We were not to worry and would be kept up to date with the latest news.
And so life went on.  But it wasn't the same.  We were all aware of the uncertainty of our future, and the stress was beginning to tell - especially among the older residents.
About ten days later I received an invitation from the West Hants Tennis Club to present the Barry Cup.to the winner of the Junior Girl's Singles Final.  It was 4 0 years since Harold first presented the cup in 1947.  I was happy to accept this invitation and much appreciated the kind thought which prompted it.  In addition, it created a welcome diversion from thoughts about the somewhat doleful outlook, to happy memories of the past.
November was a hectic and disruptive month.  At the beginning of the month, a rumour, or rumours, spread around the town that all was not well at Ernest Burdon House.  The local press (The Echo) was soon on the trail and called at the house to investigate.  Mrs Wood refused to see the reporter and sent a message that she had nothing whatever to say.  But still the rumours persisted, as did the wildest speculations.  The Joint Red Cross and St John Committee in London were naturally very angry, and we, ourselves, were shocked at the allegations being made.  Ernest Burdon House had been established in the town for many years, and quite a number of Bournemouth residents had acquired a certain affection for the home and its residents, and began asking questions such as:  "Is it true that the nurses' home is to be closed down, and the old nurses turned out?"
A letter from the Red Cross was printed in The Echo. in reply to these rumours, in an endeavour to explain and clarify the situation.  But nonetheless it was a very unhappy period for all concerned.
In the middle of the month I had a welcome release from the tension of the past weeks with the arrival of my faithful and loyal friends, Norah and Lilian, from Deal and Walmer in Kent. They knew I would be leaving EBH in the near future - for an address unknown - and decided they would come and see me before that happened.
They stayed at Hinton Firs for several days;  the weather was good, and we all enjoyed a very happy reunion.  While they were still here, I had another lovely surprise visit - this time from Annette and Robbie.  They had come south from Scotland, partly on business, and were determined, to make the additional run to Bournemouth to see me before returning home.  I was, as always, so very pleased to welcome them, and although the visit was short, they found time to take me out for an excellent dinner, with plenty of time for conversation and an exchange of family news.
Meanwhile, the search for a suitable home for us continued. Mrs Wood was summoned to attend a meeting in London, and returned
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with the news that the search had been widened to include Southbourne and the West Cliff.  All the homes were already partially occupied with permanent residents, and none could accommodate more than an additional six or seven at the most. The committee was aware that rumours and gossip were still rife in the town, and again reassured Mrs Wood that nothing would be changed at Ernest Burdon, or anybody required to leave, until a satisfactory solution to our problems could be found - even if it took several months.
Two weeks later, news arrived from London that two houses had materialised that might be worth an inspection:  one was in Southbourne and the other in Bournemouth;  a lady committee member, Miss Goldthorpe, would come from London and take us all to look at both - transport would be arranged.  Two days later, we were on our way to Southbourne to visit the first named house on our list.
It turned out to be a large hotel on the Southbourne Overcliff with an all white frontage, and an entrance door leading into a spacious reception lounge, expensively carpeted, and furnished with a large settee and armchairs.  There were flowers in abundance,  and the house generally exuded an air of prosperity.  We were all rather taken aback:  it was not at all what we had expected.  Miss Goldthorpe asked some leading questions, and we learned that the owners of the hotel were considering switching their hotel business into that of a retirement home - as other hoteliers in the town were already doing.  There would be more than sufficient accommodation to house all our party, and we were invited to look all over the house, at bedrooms and bathrooms, and to ask any questions we liked.
We did ask many questions and did not always like the replies we received.  It had been an interesting visit, but we were disappointed, and felt we had drawn another blank.  However, we still had another house to visit - Knyveton Hall in Knyveton Road.
This sounded a more hopeful proposition, for it had also been a hotel and was about to be transformed into a rest home. The owners, Mr and Mrs Coggins, had read in The Echo of our predicament, and written to London to ask if they could be of assistance, explaining their situation and plans for the future. London (Red Cross) was interested, and someone came down to Bournemouth to inspect the building and to discuss the matter in greater depth with Mr and Mrs Coggins.  And now we were about to visit the house and say what we thought of it.
Knyveton Road was a long tree-lined residential road situated on the East Cliff, about 15 minutes walk from Ernest Burdon.  Knyveton Hall was a large Victorian building, about the same age as EBH.  It had been maintained throughout the years and was in a good state of repair.
We were greeted by Mr and Mrs Coggins, who gave us permission to wander at will all over the house, which was unoccupied.  The floors were carpeted, and a start had just been made to refurnish all the rooms completely, after almost a year's work of preparation necessary to comply in every detail with the manifold requirements of the government.  This work had now been completed to the satisfaction of the inspectors, and Knyveton Hall was preparing to re-open as a registered rest home.
- 136 -
We quickly recognised that this house, newly restored, and equipped with so many modern gadgets to assist the elderly, could fulfil all our own requirements.  In addition, we were pleased to note that almost every bedroom included a bathroom en suite - a luxury we had not known at EBH.
After our return home, Miss Goldthorpe gathered us together in the lounge to find out what we thought.  It was a lively and spirited discussion, for a few voices were raised in favour of the Southbourne house - mainly because they liked Southbourne, and because the house was within easy level walking distance of the shops and the Overcliff Drive.
Miss Goldthorpe listened patiently to all our opinions, and then asked us to record our vote on a slip of paper, sign it, and add any remarks if we wished.  She would then take the papers with her back to London.  The result of the vote was three for Southbourne, the remainder for Knyveton Hall.
We were pleased to have had Miss Goldthorpe with us that day, for she would now be able to present to the committee a clearer picture of the two visits we had made, and of our feelings and reactions.
Before we left Knyveton Hall we had been invited to call again any morning to have another look round the house and garden, and several of us took advantage of this offer while awaiting further news from London.  We heard that negotiations were taking place, and about ten days later we were advised that another committee meeting would take place at Ernest Burdon on 5 December.  This, we felt sure, would be a crucial meeting, marking a complete change in our lives - a change not expected, and not wanted.  We acknowledged that Knyveton Hall could offer a higher standard of living in many respects, but the root fact of the matter remained - we did not want to move anywhere.  We wanted to continue living out our lives in Ernest Burdon House.
On 5 December we awaited the arrival of the committee with mixed feelings.  When they arrived, the formula was the same as on previous occasions:  a lengthy talk with Mrs Wood, in private, and then lunch, during which we talked about any subject other than the one in which we were most interested.  But at last the meal was finished, and we quickly assembled in the lounge to hear the result of the negotiations with Knyveton Hall.
After a few opening remarks, the chairman gave us a resume of the events leading up to the present time.  Much of this was repetitious, but we learned that a wider search than we had realised had been made to find a suitable house;  several houses had been visited, but all had been deemed to fall short of our requirements.  Except for Knyveton Hall.  Extensive negotiations had continued, and finally contracts had been signed.
The Joint Committee were confident that we would receive the same care and attention at Knyveton Hall as we had enjoyed at Ernest Burdon.  We would still remain under the umbrella of the Red Cross and were free to write if any serious problems arose to cause us any anxiety.
Questions were then asked for - and there were many - with the other two members of the committee joining in to supply some of the answers.  As Christmas was fast approaching, it had been considered advisable, they said, to hold back the big move until after the New Year.  The date for this had now been fixed as Monday, 11 January 1988 - when the transfer from Ernest Burdon House to Knyveton Hall would begin.  It might take a few days
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before completion, for the move would be taken in easy stages and no one would be harassed.  Now that a date had been fixed and our destination known, we would have plenty of time to make any personal arrangements.  The meeting then closed with all the committee wishing us good luck and happiness in our new home, and with assurances that they would continue to come and visit us from time to time when it could be arranged.
That evening I phoned Gordon in London because he was due to fly out to Australia the following week, and wanted to know where he would find me on his return!
He arrived in Bournemouth the next day, and took me out to lunch, when I was able to tell him all I knew.  Gordon knew where Knyveton Hall was situated, and declared he would go there that evening before returning to London.  He wanted to see for himself where I would be living, and, if possible, meet the owners.
He returned to tell me he had seen both Mr and Mrs Coggins, who had kindly shown him over the house, pointing out and explaining the uses of the new gadgets and fire safety precautions that had been installed.  Gordon was much impressed, and of the opinion that we would all enjoy a higher degree of comfort and safety at Knyveton Hall than was possible at Ernest Burdon - and that I could have a bigger bedroom, perhaps with a bath.
For myself, I was well satisfied with the new address, for it meant that I should still be living on the East Cliff and still able to attend my own church, St Swithun's.  No change of doctor would be necessary, and I would be on the same bus route to shops in Bournemouth and Boscombe.  I was very sorry indeed to leave Ernest Burdon, but since it was inevitable, it was a relief to know that I would still be living in the same well known and familiar part of the East Cliff, where I had lived for the past 50 years.  Gordon's good report also made me feel optimistic.
The following week I was fortunate to attend the Christmas Party given by the Not Forgotten Association for the Disabled, Wounded, and Ex-serviceman and women.  This party was held in the Royal Mews at Buckingham Palace.  Four invitations had been sent to Ernest Burdon, but perhaps because it was winter and the weather very cold, no one wanted to accept - except me!  In spite of Mrs Woods' encouragement, speaking to everyone in turn, the response was the same:  too cold ... don't like the long car journey to London ... probably be snowing ... and then the long journey home in the dark.  But I wanted to go and so did Mrs Wood, so we took Carol, one of the senior staff, with us, and off we went.
We had the same car and the same driver - Mr Taylor - as on our visit to the garden party.  It was, in fact, Mr Taylor who drove the Ernest Burdon party every year to Buckingham Palace. So he was an excellent escort to have as he knew his way around. On this occasion, as we had four tickets, we invited him to make use of the fourth unwanted invitation, and sit with us at the concert.
After our arrival at Buckingham Palace, we were escorted to the Royal Mews and privileged to be shown the royal carriages: the State Landau and the magnificent Glass Coach, which I was permitted to walk around and examine closely.  We also saw a few of the royal horses - beautiful creatures and groomed to perfection.  A sumptuous tea party followed, and this was held in
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the riding-school, as was the entertainment. Her Royal Highness, the Duchess of Kent, patron of the Not Forgotten Association, was present at the cutting of the enormous Xmas cake, and appeared to be thoroughly relaxed and enjoying herself.
There was an interval between the end of the tea party and the beginning of the entertainment, and when we returned to enquire where our seats were situated, we were directed to a table further down the room, where an official was seated.  Our tickets were headed "Ernest Burdon House" and the seat numbers clearly printed below.  We were then instructed to continue walking down towards the stage at the bottom of the hall and to present our tickets to another official who would take us to our seats.  This we did, and somewhat to our surprise found ourselves seated in the centre of the first row, immediately below the stage.  I looked to my left and saw several disabled men in their wheelchairs with an attendant alongside, and looking to my right at the end of the row it was the same picture.  I felt uneasy. Only a few seats along our row, apart from our own, were occupied, and behind me was a sea of faces!
I was murmuring my misgivings to Mrs Wood when two officials appeared in the passageway at the end of the row and I heard one say to the other:  "She will come through this door, stop to say a few words to these men, and then walk along to the men at the other end of the row before being escorted to her seat."
We were quite shocked:  a mistake had obviously been made; but there was nothing we could do about it now.  The Duchess of Kent would be appearing at any moment, and we were sitting in the wrong seats.  Mrs Wood said:  "Will we have to bow or curtsy as she passes?"
At that moment the door was opened and the Duchess of Kent entered and walked directly to where the disabled men were sitting in their wheelchairs.  She shook hands and had something to say to each man in turn.  This took quite a few minutes.  Then she turned and walked, quite slowly, along the front row towards the second group of disabled men.
She approached our little group of four and stopped opposite Mrs Wood and smiled.  She said:  "Thank you for coming."  Turning to me, again with a lovely smile and while shaking hands, she said:  "It was good of you to come."  I simply don't remember what she said to Carol and Mr Taylor.  But they were equally delighted.  She was in an elegant, pale silver-grey outfit, with a multi-coloured blouse.  Her thick fair hair was dressed high on her head and she looked every inch a royal.
Later, although enquiries were made, we were never able to discover how we found ourselves in the wrong seats at the right moment!  It quite made our day.
The entertainment was devised by Anne Shelton.  She had a strong supporting cast, including the Beverley Sisters.  It was a lively and sparkling entertainment with all (or most of) the large audience joining in the singing of old wartime and other favourite melodies.  At times, with such a large male audience it seemed as if the roof would be blown off!  The Duchess of Kent went on stage to shake hands with all the artistes and the programme ended with the singing of the National Anthem and the departure of the Duchess of Kent.
It was 6 pm when we left Buckingham Palace and we were immediately caught up in the heavy traffic, homeward bound.  It was quite dark, but we were able to enjoy seeing the Christmas
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decorations, and in no hurry to reach home.  We stopped about mid-way for a coffee and a light snack, finally arriving home at 10 pm.
Aware that this Christmas would be our last at EBH, we all decided to make it a very special one.  We began by inviting our personal friends to small sherry parties, which took place in our own rooms.  Later, we had a large tea party, complete with iced Christmas cake, and attended by many guests.  The Red Cross cadets entertained us with carol singing, and the Lions Club invited us to their party at the Burlington Hotel.  The highlight of that week was the evening when the Corfe Mullen Orchestra arrived to give a farewell concert.  Several guests had been invited, including representatives from the Red Cross, St Johns, the Lions Club and the Rotarians.  Everybody was aware that this evening's concert was in the nature of a farewell.  The orchestra, under Mr Shafe their conductor, were in splendid form, and their carefully chosen programme was varied enough to suit all tastes.
At the conclusion of the concert, one or two short speeches were made and regrets that after so many years Ernest Burdon House was about to be closed down.
I replied, speaking on behalf of all the residents, with a speech of appreciation and thanks to the many kind people who, throughout the years had become our very good friends.  I spoke briefly of the months of anxiety and uncertainty while a future home for us was being sought, and now at last, we had reached the end of the tunnel, and early in the New Year of 1988 we would be moving into our new home at Knyveton Hall.  I said:  "We are all pleased that we are not going to be split up into small groups, but will remain together as we are here - more like a family party."
It was an emotive speech, but it was an emotional evening, and it seemed to hit the right note.  The evening finished with the singing of Auld Land Syne, and good wishes to all for a very happy Christmas.
Christmas Day that year was very much a family affair.  I attended the morning service in my church, which was beautifully decorated, and returned home in time to open a few more Christmas cards and gifts before going down to the dining-room.  The tables had been re-arranged to form two long rows, with our names on place cards in front of each chair.  In this way we found ourselves with different table companions, and with a row of well-known faces opposite.  It created a warm feeling of family unity.  The room, the decorations, the flowers and the tables laden with all the good things associated with Christmas looked wonderful, and the dinner, cooked to perfection and accompanied by ample supplies of wine, surpassed all expectations.  We had said we would make this Christmas Day a very special one - and it was.
Christmas over, thoughts turned to our impending departure to our new home.  But we still had a few more social events to enjoy before then.
Mr and Mrs Woods' daughter and three grandchildren had arrived from Scotland to bring in the New Year in Bournemouth and I was pleased to join them on Hogmanay for a Scottish family party.  Workmen had already arrived to begin dismantling the house, for it was to be emptied completely.  But we managed to
- 140 -
arrange one last open-house coffee morning before we left.  A stream of callers came to wish us good luck at Knyveton Hall. And then, with only a few days left before the big move began, we were all occupied attending to our personal affairs.
We had been told that if we so wished we could take anything from our rooms in the way of furniture with us.  This enabled me to take the writing desk and a chest of drawers - which was transported with the drawers still full of clothes.  Large coat-rails, with hangers, were provided, and we transferred our garments from our wardrobe to the coat-rails, all of which made the business of packing comparatively easy.  Nonetheless, the last few days at EBH were pretty chaotic and with an edge of trauma and stress.
Mr and Mrs Coggins had called and talked to us several times and had been most helpful, and I for one was already beginning to feel quite optimistic.
The big move began on Monday, 11 January 1988.  It was splendidly organised.  In the morning the possessions of the first two residents were moved down to Knyveton Hall, and in the afternoon two more followed.  Cars were available for the use of the residents with any hand luggage.  Mr and Mrs Coggins welcomed us on arrival, and one of our wardens had gone on ahead to assist with the unpacking.  It was my turn the next day, and this pattern was followed until we were all settled in.
When we arrived we were each handed a ribbon-decorated basket with a beautiful flowering plant, and a greetings card of welcome and good wishes from the Joint Committee in London.  But there was no doubt that in spite of all the committee had done to ensure our resettlement was a happy one, some resentment still remained.
I have to admit we were in very low spirits, having bid a tearful farewell to all our faithful staff, and taken a last long look around Ernest Burdon House, which we were all so reluctant to leave.
During the months of waiting before we moved, our numbers had gradually been reduced, with two or three going into nursing-homes, and others making their own arrangements to join relatives or live elsewhere.  In the end our numbers had decreased to 20 when we arrived at Knyveton Hall.
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CHAPTER 2 0
Our early days at Knyveton Hall in January 1988 were somewhat difficult.  Although the changeover from EBH to Knyveton Hall had been completed with the minimum of fuss or trouble, and we had been warmly received by the owners, Mr and Mrs Coggins, some dissatisfaction lingered.  But, as the days passed, we discovered that we were very comfortable and well-cared for by all the staff.  There was absolutely nothing at all serious to complain about.
It was sometimes said:  "Of course, this won't last.  It's only to make a good impression."  But it did last, and it wasn't very long before we had to admit that we were enjoying a greater degree of warmth and comfort than had been possible at Ernest Burdon House.  To have a bathroom of one's own, en suite (as I did), was of course a great boon.  But in addition, the house itself was warm, the central heating good, and we didn't have the discomfort of faulty windows that let in the rain, and draughts that made themselves felt in every room.
There was a large and spacious back garden with some splendid trees at Knyveton Hall, but it had not been used for a long time and was in very poor condition.  A gardener was striving to put it into better shape, and at the end of the month we received a gift of six young trees from the Joint Committee, which we had pleasure in planting - with the aid of Mr Coggins and the gardener.
In February, two committee members came to have lunch and to see for themselves how we were settling in.  They were pleased to know that all was going well.  They looked at the garden and saw the new young trees in position - I had planted a rowan tree -and we learned that Countess Mountbatten of Burma intended to send us some Mountbatten roses.  When they arrived, they were planted in a large circular bed in the centre of the garden and later, when they flowered, they presented a magnificent display of brilliant yellow roses, which were a delight to look at.
Towards the end of May, we were extremely fortunate to have a visit from the Countess Mountbatten herself:  she had expressed a wish to see us in our new home.  Knowing how tremendously interested and supportive she was in helping many organisations throughout the country, we regarded it as a very great compliment that she should choose to come to Bournemouth and see for herself that we were now comfortably settled and well-cared for at Knyveton Hall.
She was shown over the house, looked into two or three of our rooms and stayed to have tea with us in the lounge.  She talked to every one of us individually, asking many questions, and was obviously very pleased and, I think, quite satisfied to find us all looking well and appreciating the additional comforts that were not possible at Ernest Burdon House.
The summer months passed very quickly.  We enjoyed two outings:  the first to Sandbanks and Corfe Castle, where we were treated to a delicious cream tea;  and the second took us into the New Forest, where we were the guests of the Lions Club.  They entertained us to a special tea party at the Parkhill Hotel near Lyndhurst, a large Victorian mansion, now a hotel, situated in beautiful gardens and woodlands in the heart of the New Forest.
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In October I accepted an invitation to spend my 88th birthday with Robin and Joan Heath at their home in Kingsdown. Gordon had also been invited, but would be unable to accept.  A dinner party had been arranged in a restaurant near Bath, where we were to meet some friends of the Heaths and enjoy a pre-dinner drink.
I was comfortably seated in a low chair and didn't look up when a waiter appeared to take our orders (my eyesight was quite restricted).  When he returned with some glasses on a tray, he placed one on a small table beside me and said:  "Your Dubonnet, madam."  The thought went quickly through my mind - What a nice voice ... Sounds a bit like Gordon's.  I raised my head, but his back was turned as he continued handing out the various drinks from his tray.  I could see he was very tall, and again thought -He really does look quite like Gordon ... How extraordinary.
And then I became aware that everyone had stopped talking, and was looking at me.  At the same moment the waiter turned round and, amid a burst of laughter, I saw that - Yes - it really was Gordon.
It had been planned as a surprise, and a surprise it undoubtedly was to me!  The dinner that followed was excellent and left nothing to be desired and indeed my 88th birthday visit to Kingsdown was a very pleasant one.
Exactly a week later, on 13 October 1988, I joined in the celebration of the 100th birthday of Miss Kathleen Rhodes.
Miss Rhodes had been a resident at Ernest Burdon, and was now with us at Knyveton Hall.  She was a Red Cross nurse, and had served in two World Wars overseas.  She had been awarded the MBE. She used to speak of horrendous experiences endured in the early months of the 1914-18 war, when our soldiers, so ill-equipped in every way, were unable to repel the advancing German forces. Miss Rhodes was a great character, who had devoted her whole life to nursing, and now, on her 100th birthday, tributes were pouring into Knyveton Hall.  The Queen's telegram had arrived early in the morning.  Her mind was still keen, and she was sufficiently well to sit, fully dressed, in a chair to receive her official visitors, friends, and well-wishers.  A large table was covered with a variety of gifts, and flowers were in abundance.  The centre-piece was an arrangement of 100 gorgeous red roses, which were truly a joy to behold.  It was a memorable and happy day for Miss Rhodes and for all those who were there.
Miss Rhodes lived on to reach the great age of 103 and eight months, dying at Knyveton Hall.
Christmas 1988 - our first Christmas at Knyveton Hall - was immensely successful.  A programme of social events had been arranged to cover the whole week.  Again the highlight was the arrival of the Corfe Mullen Orchestra, who entertained us as in previous years.  We had not expected this to happen, so we were particularly pleased to welcome them in our new home after the sad farewells at Ernest Burdon.  A limited number of guests (shortage of floor space) had been invited and a buffet supper, with lots of wine, was thoroughly enjoyed.  It was quite an exciting week, with something of interest happening every day.
The New Year of 1989 was ushered in with hot punch and mince pies, and the festivities finally terminated with a visit to the pantomime.  Mr and Mrs Coggins, with the aid of their wonderfully kind and efficient staff, had worked hard to ensure that our
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first Christmas at Knyveton Hall would be the success it undoubtedly was.
In February 1989, I went into Westbourne Eye Hospital to have a cataract operation.  My sight had been somewhat restricted, for some time, with glaucoma in both eyes.  There had been some doubt about an operation, but the position had now been clarified, and an operation performed.
It so happened that on that day, 17 February, Gordon made his last broadcast at TV-am, after five years with the company, and the following day he flew off to Perth, in Western Australia, to enjoy a holiday in the sunshine.
My operation was a complete success, and I returned home, thrilled to be able to distinguish the various colours around me. I could see the daffodils brought to me were a bright yellow and the tulips red and pink;  and the sky was blue.
On 11 April, Gordon was presented with an award as Newscaster of the Year at the Grosvenor Hotel in London in a ceremony staged by the Television and Radio Industries Club. This happened, in fact, some few weeks after he had left TV-am! He had been reading the TV News off and on since 1965.  "What took you so long?" he said as he accepted the award.
In June I enjoyed a pleasant few days in London when Marion came south to see Gordon and myself.  Among other activities, we visited an exhibition at an art gallery, which particularly pleased Marion, while the highlight for me was a visit to the theatre with Gordon to see The Phantom of the Opera.  It was just wonderful, and quite different from anything I had ever seen before.
At home the following week, the weather being warm and sunny, we enjoyed an afternoon tea party in the garden.  Guests were invited and the Corfe Mullen Orchestra came along to entertain us.  The occasion proved to be a great success and was the forerunner of more such tea parties to come.
In August I was deeply saddened to receive the dire news that Norah, my very dear friend of more than 6 0 years, was desperately ill and not expected to recover.
It had all happened very suddenly - a massive stroke, from which she never regained consciousness and died two days later. Norah had constantly urged and encouraged me to continue writing these memoirs, and now I feel I must complete and finish this third and last book in her memory.  I felt a great sense of loss with her passing.  But memories of her would be cherished by many people.  For she had a vivid personality and was indeed a good friend to more than me.
My 89th birthday, on 6 October, was again celebrated with Joan and Robin Heath in their home in Wiltshire.  But on this occasion there was just a quiet family dinner at home, rather than the larger and more formal party in a restaurant.  Gordon came from London and stayed overnight, and two close friends of Joan and Robin Heath completed the party.  It was a joyous evening and I much enjoyed the cosy intimacy and warmth of being among good and loyal friends in their own lovely home.
Although I was perforce content and satisfied, generally speaking, with the communal way of life in Knyveton Hall, nonetheless there were times when I welcomed a more varied pattern of events - fresh scenes and faces.  My visits to Kingsdown were always stimulating and I returned home feeling uplifted in mind and spirit.
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Soon it was December, and another year almost ending.  Again a splendid programme had been put together for our entertainment in Knyveton Hall - a whist drive, carol singers, and a visit to the pantomime (Snow White).  There was also a tea party, to which we invited our own guests, and a musical evening with the Corfe Mullen Orchestra, whose attendance at our annual Christmas festivities had now become a fixed event.
The New Year of 1990 was ushered in very quietly.  Everybody seemed tired, and preferred to retreat to their own rooms to watch TV for as long as they could stay awake!  I was quite happy to be alone in my room with my television and my thoughts.  As midnight approached I assembled beside my chair a glass of whisky, a piece of shortbread, a piece of wood (no coal available), and put some money in my pocket - all this in accordance with an old Scottish custom to ensure that you would be provided with food and drink, a fireside to keep you warm, and some money in your pocket, in the year that lay ahead.  On the first stroke of Big Ben at midnight I opened my window wide to welcome in 1990, and raised my glass to toast the good health and happiness of my family and absent friends.
After Gordon left TV-am, he worked from his home, concentrating mainly on his writing.  But when he was given the opportunity to appear in a pantomime, Aladdin, starring Cilia Black, at Wimbledon, he said "Yes".  He played the Emperor of China.
I was particularly keen to see how he would perform (after so long) as an actor on the professional stage, so soon after the New Year, when the show had been running for a few weeks, Mrs Coggins very kindly drove me and a Red Cross friend up to Wimbledon to see for ourselves.  It was a big theatre, with a large stage and a full house.  I admit I had butterflies in my tummy as I waited for the entrance of the Emperor.  But I need not have been anxious:  his entrance was most impressive, and his costume of scarlet and gold magnificent;  a very large and colourful head-dress completed the picture.  Already six foot four inches tall, Gordon now looked at least seven feet.  A burst of applause greeted the arrival of the Emperor with his attendants, and I breathed a sigh of relief, and settled down to enjoy myself.  It was altogether an excellent and lavish production, beautifully staged and presented with ever changing scenes and eye-catching costumes which were a delight to behold. I enjoyed every minute of it.
In April, I returned to the Eye Hospital for the removal of a cataract on my other eye.  On this occasion I was not at all apprehensive and all went well.  I was overjoyed when the bandages were removed and I found my eyesight was now very much improved.  I was full of praise for the surgeons and nurses at the Westbourne Eye Hospital, who took such good care of their patients, and created a happy atmosphere around the hospital.
That summer I had an unexpected visit from my Canadian friends, Clayton and Jane Leigh, who were visiting friends in the New Forest.  They found time to come and see me on two occasions, before returning to Canada.  Clayton was one of the RCAF pilots who came to England to fight in the war against Nazi Germany.  We talked about those days 50 years ago when all our lives were affected by the war.  While on my visit to Canada to see them, I had also stayed at the home of another RCAF pilot, Fred Town, and
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his wife, Mary.  They lived in Orillia, and had also entertained me royally.  We are still in close contact, and I always felt there was something a little bit special about friendships that were formed and cemented during those difficult and dangerous years of war.
Because of changed circumstances, I was now unable to help Gordon in a practical way by typing his manuscripts - something which I had not only found interesting and enjoyable, but had also helped me financially.  Nonetheless, he was very faithful and continued to come and see me regularly - visits which I always looked forward to with pleasure.
On such a visit he asked me if I had made any plans for my forthcoming birthday in October.  He reminded me that it would be my 90th and thought this called for something special in the way of celebration.
I had already been invited by Joan and Robin Heath to spend my birthday with them at Kingsdown, as I had done in previous years.  But Gordon considered that this birthday should be a family affair.  He had already been in touch with Marion, who had said she could arrange to come south for the occasion.  So he would now go ahead and plan something in the nature of a surprise for my 90th birthday.  Gordon had always taken a delight in springing surprises - especially on me - so I wondered what it would be this time!
Meanwhile, my cousin, Eleanor, wrote saying that as I had not been in Scotland for some time, she would like me to come up before the winter set in and enjoy another holiday with her in Edinburgh.  When I mentioned this to Gordon, he said:  "Good. That will fit nicely into my plans, and you'll be able to travel up north with Marion, direct from where we'll be staying."  "But where will that be?" I enquired plaintively.  "I really must know something, as I have my own arrangements to make."  But he only smiled, and said he would tell me more, after he had spoken again to Marion.
I then said that wherever we were going, I couldn't leave Knyveton Hall until the afternoon, because I intended to give a wine and sherry party for all the residents and staff before lunch.  This was agreed, and Gordon went ahead to complete his plans while I made mine.
I discussed mine with Mr Coggins, explaining that I would like all the residents to enjoy a birthday drink with me, with sufficient wine to include all the staff.  I was told that everything would be done exactly as I wished, and I knew I need have no further worries on that score.
Eventually 6 October arrived, and by then I had been given a few more details, but not all.  Marion arrived in London on Friday to stay overnight with Gordon (my birthday was the following day, Saturday).  They then came on by train to Bournemouth.  Gordon had arranged accommodation for Marion and himself at the Lillie Langtry Hotel - the house built for King Edward VII as a love nest for himself and his mistress, reputed at that time to be the most beautiful woman in the world.  Gordon usually stayed at this hotel when he came to see me and he thought that Marion would be interested and amused to sleep in a four-poster bed, and stay in a hotel furnished as it had been in the Edwardian era.
My morning postbag brought a large bundle of birthday cards and letters, and later, gifts of beautiful flowers arrived.  The
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lounge was all in readiness for the party with a long table covered with an array of bottles, alcoholic and non-alcoholic, and an ample supply of snacks.  Gordon and Marion were the first to arrive and very soon the room was full with the residents and a few unexpected and very welcome visitors, including our vicar and his wife, Anthony and Marjorie Lane.  Numerous pictures were taken by Mr Coggins and Gordon;  the residents were cheerful, and without doubt the party was declared to be a great success.  At the invitation of Mr and Mrs Coggins, Gordon and Marion joined me for lunch, after which I was advised - or rather told - I must take a short rest before setting out at three o'clock for a destination unknown.
Promptly at three o'clock a friend of Gordon (one of the bridge-playing firemen) arrived in his car and told me he was going to take us all to the hotel where I would celebrate my special birthday.  This also marked the start of my journey to Scotland, for as had been arranged with Eleanor, I would then travel with Marion by train to Edinburgh, where we would be met by Jim, Marion's husband, who would then drive me to Eleanor's home before continuing on to their home in Peebles.  To make the journey less arduous for me, Gordon suggested that Marion and myself should stay overnight in London with him - and this we did.
As the car moved into the main road I noted we were going west, toward Poole, but couldn't think of any hotel in that area which might be of special interest to me.  The next town would be Wareham, a pleasant market town of some historical interest.  But again I did not think this could be our objective.  However, as we drove through Wareham we suddenly turned left into a narrow lane and then round another corner into an attractive greystone courtyard.  We had arrived at the Priory Hotel in Wareham, Dorset.
I was totally surprised and delighted, for I had not known that such a fascinating and historic building had been converted into a charming and luxurious hotel, with every modern comfort. The Priory dated from the early sixteenth century and stood in four acres of beautifully landscaped gardens leading down to the banks of the River Frome.
We were obviously expected and warmly welcomed.  I was escorted to a beautiful room furnished with silken curtains and cushions, and a large four-poster bed;  on a table were a large vase of freshly cut flowers, a bowl of fresh fruit, and a box of sweets.  The bathroom adjoining was equally lavish and well-equipped.  Marion's room was smaller, but in every other respect just as attractive.  Shortly afterwards, we were seated in the drawing-room when a waiter arrived carrying a large tray of afternoon tea, followed by a waitress holding a beautifully iced cake with candles already lighted.
After tea we all walked around the garden, but I didn't walk far, as I felt the need of a short rest before dinner.  Gordon and Marion, however, explored the grounds, and Marion, who was particularly interested in gardens, was fascinated by the variety of plants and flowers on show, and by the immaculate condition in which the grounds were kept with, as Marion put it, "not a weed in sight".
We re-assembled in the spacious lounge- for a pre-dinner drink:  a resident pianist was playing in the background and, at Gordon's request, he played two of my favourite Ivor Novello
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songs.  The dining-room, when we entered it, was already well-filled, as it was open to non-residents, and we were ushered to a comfortably large table on which an attractive flower arrangement had already been placed.  We selected our own choice of food from the long and varied menu and were also given a choice of red or white wine.
I had always been drawn to sweet dishes on a menu as much or even more than the main course, and I was considering what my choice would be when suddenly two waiters appeared - one carrying some plates and the other a large glass dish, surrounded by lighted candles, and containing, so we were told, a very special sweet made by the chef only for a particular occasion such as this.  The two waiters then began singing "Happy birthday," and to my surprise a number of other diners joined in the singing and applause.
A fine-looking old church in a good state of preservation stood alongside the Priory Hotel, and the following morning, Sunday, after taking some photos in the garden, Gordon asked me what I would like to do next.
I replied:  "I would like to go to church, and I would like you and Marion to come with me."  He said: "I'm sure Marion will go, she's a regular attender.  But I don't go to church, except for some special reason."  "Well, today is a special reason," I replied.  "Please come with me."  And he did.
It so happened that the church had a service of Harvest Thanksgiving that morning, and was prettily decorated with flowers, fruit and harvest offerings.  The church was already quite full when we entered, and we were escorted to the front row, where I would have a good view of the short baptismal ceremony which would take place during the service.  It transpired that five babies had been born in the parish within the last three months:  they had all been baptised, and were now being brought into God's house to receive the blessing of the church.  It was an emotional moment for me, seeing the five young mothers, all immaculately dressed, proudly holding their babies in their arms and standing before the altar, awaiting the pronouncement of each baby's name and the church's blessing.  But for me the whole service was wonderful from beginning to end. The harvest hymns, so well-known to all of us, the music and singing of the choir, and the simple short sermon were both satisfying and uplifting.  As I glanced at Gordon and Marion, sitting beside me, I felt happy and proud.
When we left the church, the weather remaining dry and not
too cold, we drove out to the nearby village of Corfe Castle,
recognised as one of the prettiest villages in England.  Marion
had not visited this area in Dorset before, and we knew she would
be interested to look at the ruins of this Saxon castle where the
boy King Edward was murdered in AD 978;  the castle was finally
laid waste after a long siege by Cromwell's army in 1645.  Many
of the attractive small houses in the village were built with the
stones from these ruins.
.
We stayed to have lunch in a local pub, where the ceilings and doors were so low that Gordon had to bend his head before entering!  We returned to the Priory Hotel to collect our suitcases and have another quick look around the lovely garden before setting out for the railway station at Wareham, there to await our train to London.
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My birthday surprise visit to Priory Hotel had been a huge success, and given me more happy memories to cherish.
In London we travelled by taxi to Gordon's home in Montagu Square, where Marion prepared an excellent supper, and this repast concluded the celebrations for my 90th birthday.  In the morning I would be off again by train, accompanied by Marion, on another visit to Scotland.
As with other birthdays, and other occasions, I much appreciated Gordon's kind thoughts and generosity, and the meticulous care that he had taken so that I could commemorate this, my very special birthday.  It had all been quite delightful.
The train journey to Edinburgh was comfortable and uneventful and we arrived on time at Waverley Station, where Jim was waiting to greet us.  A five-mile car drive west of the city centre brought me to Eleanor's home, where I looked forward to spending the next two weeks.
I always enjoyed my visits to Scotland and renewing friendships that dated back to my childhood years.  I also enjoyed staying with Eleanor in Edinburgh, my native city, and an excellent base for calling on friends living farther afield.  On this particular visit I had a strong urge to see as many of my friends as possible, for I was aware that because of my age and inevitably failing strength I might not be sufficiently fit to make the long journey north another year.
The result was a fully booked diary of engagements for the next two weeks, beginning with a lovely day spent with Annette and Robbie Turnbull in their new home at East Linton, about 3 0 miles from Edinburgh.  It was my first visit to this house -originally a large farm house, and now converted into a completely modernised version of a luxury home, equipped and furnished with impeccable taste.  Jack Harris, Annette's brother, along with his wife, Morag, were also there, so it was quite a family reunion, and while we were all together, a date was fixed when Jack and Morag would come and take me to Stirling and to Bridge-of-Allan, and drive me around my old haunts.
This happened the following week.  It was a nostalgic trip, evoking memories of a long-ago love affair that had ended with a broken heart and with me escaping to seek solace and a new life in London.  It was all so long ago, but the memories were still there.  But there were happy memories when we arrived at Jack's house in Stirling, formerly the home of his parents, Ella and Bill, my lifelong friends.  Memories of Ella and Bill would always remain evergreen.
Marion's second daughter, Felicity, had recently returned home from Brazil, and had married a younger Portuguese man (nine years younger).  They were staying in Edinburgh and I was anxious to see Felicity again after her long absence abroad, and to meet her new husband, Victor.  We arranged to meet at a rendezvous in George Street.
I had Eleanor with me as her eyes were sharper than mine, and I didn't want to miss them.  All was well, and we were soon settled in a nearby restaurant to enjoy lunch and exchange our news.  Felicity, whom I had not seen for two years, looked very well, and introduced me to Victor, a fall, slim, good-looking young man with dark curly hair and blue-grey eyes.  This was his first visit to the UK, and as he could only speak a few words of English, conversation was limited.  But I noticed he understood
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quite quickly what we were saying, and felt confident that with Felicity's help - she was a language teacher - his English would soon improve.  We enjoyed our lunch together, and Eleanor invited the couple to come and have supper with us one evening before I returned home - which they did.
Sandwiched in between these engagements Eleanor and I managed to spend a day or two in Princes Street.  We enjoyed looking at the shops and having lunch in Jenners, and I never tired of looking up at the castle, always an impressive sight, towering above the gardens below.
Eleanor was very good in devoting a certain amount of her time each week to engage in voluntary work for Oxfam and also for one of the large hospitals in the city, and one afternoon, while she was engaged in this work, I spent a very happy few hours with Eileen Duncan, Marion's older cousin.  She came with her car and took me for a delightful drive along the coast and then back to her home in Barnton, a western suburb of Edinburgh, for a delicious tea of homemade scones and cake.
Sadly, I never saw Eileen again.  She died of cancer in 1992.  But happy memories of her still linger in my mind.
A few days before I returned home, Annette came up to Edinburgh and joined Eleanor and myself for lunch at the Roxburghe Hotel, where Marion had had her wedding reception. Robbie arrived later to take Annette home and say a few farewell words to Eleanor and myself.  It had been another happy meeting and concluded my holiday in Scotland.  I had enjoyed every minute of it.
But still another pleasant surprise was in store for me. Eleanor had a phone conversation with her nephew Stewart Mainds in York who, on hearing that I was staying with her, said he would like to see me again.  When he was told I was soon to be leaving for home, and travelling alone, he declared he would come to Edinburgh and escort me down to London, where Gordon would be waiting at Kings Cross Station.  This he did, and I was delighted to have his company on the long journey south.
Gordon had invited me to stay overnight at his flat in London, but I declined.  My lovely holiday was over and I only wanted now to be back in Bournemouth as soon as possible, and return to a more normal routine.  But we did have time for a snack meal and a drink at Waterloo before he saw me comfortably settled in the train for Bournemouth - this was just the cream in the coffee I needed to send me happily off on the last lap of my j ourney home.
At Bournemouth Central, Mrs Coggins was waiting on the platform, and greeted me with a lovely smile and a kiss.  Mr Coggins, whose welcome was equally warm-hearted, was waiting outside the station with a car to take me home.  I think I realised then that Knyveton Hall had really become my home - a lovely word - and I hoped I would live there for the rest of my days, whatever befell.  I counted my blessings, and was very content to be in such good hands.
The months rolled by, and it did not seem long before we were into the New Year of 1991.  But in March some distressing news reached me - Jummie, Harold's son, had died on 2 0 March 1991.
The news was conveyed to me by telephone on the following day by a friend of Jummie - someone I had never met, or even seen.  She seemed surprised I had not already been told.  I
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wondered too, but expected a phone call later that day or a letter in the morning.  But neither arrived.  I waited another day, and then wrote to Joan, asking for details and an explanation.  I wrote that I had been shocked and distressed to hear of Jummie's death, and particularly shocked to receive the news from a complete stranger.  Joan never replied to that letter, and I was never given any details or information concerning Jummie's last days or where he was finally laid to rest.
In the years following Harold's death in 1952, in spite of all the unhappiness at that time, I could never bring myself to close the door completely on Harold's son and daughter.  Joan visited me on only two or three occasions in the early years, after which contact gradually dwindled to a Christmas card each year.  But Jummie wrote occasionally and came every year to visit me, bringing his great friend and companion, Charles, with him -an association of which Harold had never approved.  They always enjoyed coming to see me, and I was always pleased to welcome them.
When Charles died, after a long illness, Jummie was utterly devastated and depressed.  He came to see me several months later and I was shocked to see how ill he looked:  he was then under medical supervision for deep depression.  Many more months passed before I saw him again.  His condition had worsened by then and he was not allowed to drive his car.  So Jummie asked a friend to drive him to Bournemouth to see me, and the friend agreed, saying that on arrival he would leave us for an hour or two to talk, while he went off to have a look around the town, and this he did.
It was a difficult and emotional hour.  Jummie was obviously under heavy sedation, for quite frequently his eyes would close and his head droop forward.  But his voice was quite strong and clear.  We had been talking for some time when suddenly he pulled himself upright in his chair and said:  "Honey, I had to come here today to see you.  I want you to know that I am very, very sorry for all that happened when father died.  I know it was wrong, but I wasn't the only one involved."
He was deeply distressed and in tears, and I think I was almost in tears as I hastened to stop him saying another word, assuring and reassuring him that it had all happened long ago, and had been forgotten and forgiven these many years.
Soon after this conversation the friend returned to take Jummie home.  He was quite composed as we bid each other farewell and I held his hand tightly as I kissed him goodbye.  I never saw Jummie again.  Jummie was in hospital for a lengthy period and then moved to a rest home, where he remained for some time, a sad and lonely man, until he died.  It was a very sad story from beginning to end.
When no reply to my letter to Joan was received, I thought it wiser to take no further action, and so closed the final chapter on this unhappy part of my life.
I was now in my 91st year, and the time had come when I should close this book of memories.
I look back on my long life that has lasted through the reigns of six monarchs, and included two world wars, among many other changes, and I recall how varied it has been, at times
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turbulent and nomadic, covering every emotion, from the heights of joy and happiness to the depths of sadness and despair.
From time to time friends have remarked on my appearance and asked to be given my recipe for looking and keeping so fit and contented.  What lessons have I learned from my very long life? Well, I believe there is some lesson to be learned every day of our lives, and I would put Kindness, Patience, Tolerance and a good sense of humour as being high on my list of priorities.
But perhaps the most important factor for me has been the blessing of Good Health all my life, and throughout all these years I have always been sustained by my complete faith in the power of Prayer.
I somtimes sadly think that the world of today is more like a battlefield than a playground.  But now, in the long evening of my life, I have arrived at a safe anchorage, and I am content and hope to end my days in harmony and peace.  My journey here is nearly over.  But I do not believe it is journey's end.  At every end there is a new beginning and every tomorrow is another day.
"For now we see through a glass darkly; but then face to face:  now I know in part; but then shall I know even as also I am known."
Bournemouth, 6 October 1995
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