MEMORIES

by Dorothy Barry

PART ONE

In the year 1900, when Queen Victoria was nearing the end of her long life and reign, my father and mother were living in Edinburgh, where on the sixth day of October I was born at 39 Dublin Street, later being christened Dorothy Henrietta Honeycombe, Dorothy after my paternal great-grandmother, and Henrietta after my father, Henry Honeycombe.  It was customary at that time for births to take place in the home, with a midwife in attendance, and only in cases of expected complications or difficulties would a confinement take place in a nursing home or hospital.

My parents had married in Kelso, Roxburghshire on 15 September 1897, Diamond Jubilee year.  Their first child, a son, was born in Edinburgh on 23 July 1898, just up the hill in Duke Street.  On that very day the First Battalion, the Gordon Highlanders marched along Princes Street with kilts swinging and their pipe-bands playing before entraining and then embarking for India. There was much excitement and cheering among the crowds of people lining the route.  A year before this, when the Gordons were defending the North West Frontier, one of their pipers, George Findlater, was badly wounded in the legs when his battalion stormed the heights of Dargai.  Despite his injuries, he propped himself up and continued piping the regimental march The Cock o' the North (named after their Clan Chief, the Duke of Gordon) and so encouraged his comrades to victory.  He was the first piper to be awarded the Victoria Cross.  My father, watching among the cheering crowds as the First Battalion of the Gordon Highlanders set out for India, there and then decided that his new-born son should be named Gordon, and that his second name should be Samuel, after the baby's paternal grandfather.

My parents had first met at a dance in Edinburgh early in 1897, when my father was thirty-six and my mother twenty-one.  She was his second wife.  He had married his first wife in 1887 and divorced her three years later.  He had a son by that marriage -Henry George, who was born in 1889.  After the divorce Henry lived with and was brought up by his mother in England.

My father, born at Gravesend in January 1861, was an Englishman, the younger son of Samuel George Davey Honeycombe, who was the Surveyor and Inspector of Nuisances for the Borough Council at Northfleet in Kent.  He had married Emma Barker in December 1856, and apart from my father, they had an older son, William, and three daughters, Margaret, Emma and Eleanor.  William died unmarried in February 1887, aged twenty-nine.

Samuel Honeycombe, my grandfather, was the youngest of ten children.  They were all born and brought up in Plymouth.  The name of Davey was included in all the childrens' names.  It was in fact the maiden name of their mother, my great-grandmother, Dorothy Davey, after whom I was named.

My mother's maiden name was Mary Spiers.  She was born in Blairgowrie, Perthshire, in 1876, where her father, William Spiers, owned a bakery business.  She told me there were ten or eleven children in the family but could not be exact as she was one of the younger members.  She remembered that two sisters, Eleanor and Emma, emigrated to Australia, where they both married and settled permanently.  Another sister, Annie, and a brother, Allan, emigrated to America.  News was received of their safe arrival, but letters were few and far between and finally ceased, after which all trace of them was lost.  Only two of my mother's sister, Isabella (Aunt Bella) and Violet (Auntie Vi) and one brother, William (Uncle Willie) impinged on my own life, and of these three I shall write later.

Dublin Street, where I was born, was about ten minutes' walk north of Princes Street.  It was a steep but wide, cobbled street, with a distant view of the Firth of Forth and the hills of Fife beyond.  The terraced houses were stone-built and four storeys high.  They were designed as apartments or flats, with a common entrance and stairway, and there were usually two flats on each floor.  This was a popular type of residence in Scotland at that time, and indeed still is today, particularly for people desirous of living as close to the city centre as possible.  We occupied a large and spacious flat on the second floor of Number 39 Dublin Street.

My mother employed a parlour-maid, a nurse-maid, and a between-maid, the latter only working in the mornings, doing odd jobs about the flat and any extra cleaning if required.  Most mornings the nurse-maid would wheel me in a pram along Princes Street with my mother walking alongside, holding Gordon's hand. My mother would not have pushed the pram herself, for it would not have been considered correct behaviour, and my father seldom even walked beside the pram, let alone push it.

There were railed-in gardens at the foot of Dublin Street for the exclusive use of the residents.  Each house-holder had a key, and our nurse-maid would take Gordon and me there most afternoons:  we played while the nurse-maid met other nurse-maids with their charges, and exchanged news and gossip.  Meanwhile, our mother would most likely be giving afternoon tea-parties for her friends - "At Homes" they were called.  The parlour-maid would be in attendance, wearing a long black dress, a frilly white apron and a small lace cap on her head.  In the mornings she wore a light-blue cotton dress, a large white apron and bib, and a white starched cap on her head.  These uniforms were provided by my mother.  You didn't have to be wealthy to enjoy such luxuries in those days:  labour was cheap and servants were plentiful.

While we lived in Dublin Street, my father's son by his first marriage - Henry George, nicknamed Lai - came to stay once or twice for a holiday.  He would then have been about ten or eleven years of age.  I do not think his visits could have been a success, for after we moved from Edinburgh he never came to visit us again.

On 22 January 1901 - three months after I was born - Queen Victoria died, and on 9 August the following year, her son was crowned King Edward VII.

In 1903 we left Edinburgh and moved to south-west London, to Wimbledon, where we lived for two years.  My father had accepted an appointment in London as the manager of a chain of restaurants and travelled daily by train from Wimbledon to the City.  When he left school he had decided he would like to enter the catering industry, working either in a restaurant or a hotel.  He was a pupil-trainee with Simpson's restaurant in Piccadilly, gaining a thorough knowledge of all aspects of the business.  Later, when he met my mother in Edinburgh in 1897, he was employed by Spiers and Ponds, a large catering organisation, who had appointed him as manager and supervisor of the new dining-cars which had recently been introduced on the express trains running from London, King's Cross, to Edinburgh, Waverley.  My mother told me there had been many applicants for this position, and my father considered himself fortunate to be the one selected.  After this, she travelled south to London with my father on several occasions, always first-class, and greatly enjoyed the novel experience of dining on a train, in comfort and comparative luxury.

My memories of Wimbledon are hazy.  We lived in a semidetached house with a small garden, back and front.  It must have been near the Common because it was there, I recall, that we were taken to play and run around.  Two incidents I remember quite clearly.  The first - and this is my earliest memory - occurred when my mother was bringing Gordon and me home from a walk on the Common.  She was walking a short distance ahead when a dog, a whippet, ran up to me.  I stopped to stroke it and suddenly it turned and bit me through the hand - I still have the tooth-mark in my right hand to this day.  I screamed and can remember the commotion as my mother rushed me into the house - luckily we were almost home - and of someone, it would no doubt be a doctor, arriving to attend to my wound.

The second incident I can recall is of my mother being very ill at home.  She was suffering from pneumonia.  Apart from the resident parlour-maid there was a trained nurse in attendance, and she wouldn't allow me into the bedroom to see my mother. This caused me acute distress, and although I was only three or four years of age, I determined to outwit the nurse.  I hid behind a long heavy curtain on the landing that was used to conceal coats, and shoes, and watched until the nurse came out of the room and went downstairs, whereupon I emerged from my hiding-place and crept into the bedroom and up onto my mother's bed.  When the nurse returned she was furious and ordered me off the bed and downstairs, but my mother, although ill, held on to me.  She prevailed on the nurse to allow me to stay a little longer, and I was content.

My mother never really settled in Wimbledon.  She had not lived outside Scotland before and found English customs and the English way of life very different from the Scots.  Their manner of speaking and unfamiliar accents sounded strange to her ears. She did not make friends easily, and with my father absent all day at work in London, she was often lonely.  Gordon was then attending a small private kindergarten school every morning.  My father took him there,on his way to the station, and my mother brought him home at mid-day.  Usually I accompanied her, but if it was raining I stayed at home and played with my dolls and coloured crayons and picture-books.  I don't remember ever having any other children to play with, and was always glad when Gordon returned from his school.

I was about five or six years old when we left Wimbledon and moved to Torquay in Devon.  My father had by then decided he would like to venture into the hotel business and had taken a post as manager of the St James Hotel.

Memories of Torquay are clearer.  I remember the excitement of catching my first glimpse of the sea and of sailing-boats in the harbour as our train neared the station.  It was summertime and Regatta Week, and I recall the thrill of watching the fireworks display which held me spellbound.  I was bubbling over with enthusiasm and asking endless questions.

The St James Hotel was a square building, three storeys high, situated on the quayside and overlooking the harbour.  It was fully licensed and had a bar and restaurant.  My mother assisted my father in running the hotel.  She supervised all the staff and domestic arrangements, and was always available to welcome visitors.  She also took a special pride in arranging bowls and vases of fresh flowers in as many rooms as possible.  My mother considered this to be important, as it created a favourable impression on newcomers.  Because she was so occupied, my father engaged a nanny to look after Gordon and myself.  We as a family had our own private apartments and Gordon and I had our meals in our sitting-room with the nanny in attendance.  On my mother's instructions we always began our breakfast with a large plate of porridge and a glass of milk, after which we never felt we wanted anything more.  My mother usually dined with my father in the restaurant.

My father, already a strong swimmer, joined a swimming club in Torquay and he and other members of the club sometimes met at the weekends, weather permitting, and gave an impromptu display of diving from some high rocks situated  between Torquay and Babbacombe.  My mother disliked these exhibitions, which she considered dangerous, and would never take Gordon and me to watch them.

Before long my parents became quite well-known in the town and popular with the local inhabitants, and my mother told me that the St James Hotel became known, especially among the yachting fraternity, as the 'Bee-hive' and my mother the 'Queen Bee'.

Soon after our arrival in Torquay, a small private day school for children, for boys and girls aged between five and ten, was found for Gordon to attend.  It was run by two elderly unmarried sisters with the help of two young assistants, and was within walking distance of the hotel.  I wanted to go to school with Gordon but was told I must wait until I was a little older.

We were largely dependent on each other for company and were very good friends, but Gordon was a quiet, shy and rather nervous little boy whereas I was a tom-boy and always the ringleader in all our escapades.  Gordon was particular about his appearance -even at such an early age - and hated to have dirty hands or grubby fingers.  He was also neat and tidy in his bedroom, never leaving books or toys lying around on the floor when he had finished playing with them.  I, on the other hand, was untidy in my room and careless of my appearance.  I was full of high spirits and always up to mischief in one form or another.

My parents had made friends with the manager of the Imperial Hotel.  This was a most luxurious, expensive and exclusive hotel set in spacious grounds on the cliff-top half-way between Torquay and Babbacombe.  In December he kindly invited 

Gordon and me to a children’s Fancy Dress Christmas Party.  My mother dressed Gordon as Sir Walter Raleigh.  Part of his costume was hired and part of it made by my mother at home, and when Gordon saw what he had to wear he was miserable.  I can still remember the look on his face and the tears in his eyes as he regarded himself in the mirror:  very thin legs encased in long white tights, buckled shoes, a tunic, a huge ruffle round his neck, and a feathered hat so large it almost obscured the pale little face beneath.  He begged to be allowed to wear something else:  he was sensitive and felt he would be a laughing-stock at the party.  But my mother was obdurate.  I, on the other hand, was dressed as Cigarette, Daughter of the Regiment, and I loved it:  a scarlet and gold uniform with a jaunty little cap perched on my head and a water-bottle slung over my shoulder.  I was thrilled, and I think it must have been from that day that my love of the stage and everything connected with show-business began to develop. I was awarded a prize that afternoon and returned home in great excitement to tell my mother all about the party.  When she asked about Gordon, I had to tell her that when we were called to

assemble for the Grand Parade and be judged, Gordon had disappeared.

Opposite the hotel, across the road, steps led down to the water in the harbour.  My mother, nervous of water, was apprehensive about the sea's proximity, and we were often told we mustn't play or go near the steps.  But the sea held a fascination for us, and we always hoped we would see some fish in it or find some other excitement, and so her instructions went unheeded.  One day, we heard that a small boy had fallen in the water and been drowned.  My mother was so upset she declared if we ever went near the steps again she would give us both a spanking that we wouldn't forget in a hurry.  Not long after this we were caught at the water's edge, and my mother kept her word.  It was the first and only time I can remember that Gordon and I were thoroughly spanked.

When Gordon went back to school after the Christmas holidays, I went with him.  It was my first day at school and I felt nervous and a little apprehensive.  But Gordon held my hand and was most protective and reassuring.  I was put in a classroom with other girls and boys of my own age.  My school-teacher kept calling me Dorothy - which I couldn't understand as I was always called Donny at home.  My mother later explained that this was because when I was a baby Gordon could not pronounce the 'r' in Dorothy and used to say 'Donny’, which he kept repeating over and over again until the name finally became a fixture.  It remains so to this day among my family and close friends.

I felt quite at ease with my young school-teacher but stood in awe of the headmistress, whom I regarded as some sort of a dragon.  She was so different from my mother, who was always full of fun and laughter.  You will notice I talk more of my mother than my father.  I think this is because my father was a strict disciplinarian, and rarely displayed any warmth or affection for his children.  Indeed, I cannot remember ever sitting on his knee or putting my arms around him, or even going for walks with him.  When he came into our sitting-room he would always be too busy to stay for any length of time, and would rarely stop to play a game with us.  We liked to play Ludo and Snakes and Ladders, and if our mother was not able to join us, our nanny always did.  My father was concerned about our welfare, but it was very much a case of 'Children should be seen and not heard'.

My mother, who was about twenty-seven, was I think a little afraid of him, and I remember her telling me how unhappy she had once been when we lived in Wimbledon.  She had gone up to London to have lunch with my father and had taken Gordon with her.  He was then only a little boy of five or six, and his father had scolded and upbraided him for not sitting upright at the table and using his knife and fork correctly in the smart restaurant where they were lunching.  My father was insistent on good manners and courteous behaviour at all times.

One day at school stands out in my memory.  I was wearing a new coat which my mother had made for me.  It was cherry-red in colour and a lot of time and effort had gone into the making of it.  I wanted to wear it to school and somewhat reluctantly my mother agreed.  While showing it off to my classmates, a little girl came running into the room carrying an ink-bottle and bumped into me - result, disaster!.  The black ink spilled down the back of my lovely new coat.  I was horrified.  What would my mother say?  How could I explain?  I was in tears.  Then Gordon came to the rescue.  He took me home and held my hand when we went in to face our mother.  He said: "Please don't be cross with her, Mamma.  It wasn't her fault - it was an accident and she couldn't help it.'  Apparently, we both looked so miserable and unhappy, our mother's heart melted and all was forgiven.

Our life as children in those far-off Edwardian days in Torquay, in 1906/7 was happy and comfortable.  We liked our nanny: she was strict, but kind and patient.  She regarded Gordon as a well-behaved and obedient little boy, but she had some difficulty in curbing my boisterous spirits.  She was a tall, fair-haired young woman in her mid-twenties, and wore a grey alpaca long dress with white collar and cuffs and a broad, black, corded silk belt with a silver buckle.  In the winter she wore a long grey woollen coat with a short cape attached, black stockings and shoes, and a grey felt hat with a narrow brim, which was securely held in place by a long hat-pin.  Gordon was usually dressed in a sailor-suit and a round sailor hat, pale-blue linen in summer, and a similar outfit in navy-blue serge in the winter.  I wore stiffly starched dresses in summer, mostly white, with frilly knickers and starched cotton petticoats, white socks, black shoes and a large picture bonnet tied under my chin.  In the winter I wore a navy-blue wool skirt that attached to a cotton top bodice, and over this a tunic of the same material as the skirt, with a large sailor-collar in navy and white.  Long black stockings and shoes completed my outfit.  We both wore oilskins in wet weather. Gordon had a black one with a sou1-wester hat, and I something similar in bright yellow.

We always enjoyed walking in the Pleasure Gardens and listening to the band.  There were often many people sitting in deckchairs or standing in front of the band-stand, and I used to delight in running away when the nanny wasn't looking, hiding myself behind the chairs or among the crowds and watching as nanny frantically searched for me.  Sometimes we were taken on the tram-car to play on the sands at Paignton, which at that time was just a sleepy little town.  I had a large wooden hoop which I bowled merrily along the promenade, and there was a Punch and Judy show on the sands, a great attraction.  But we were not allowed to bathe, and had to be content with paddling along the water's edge. Gordon was happy building sand-castles - he was very good at it -but I couldn't keep away from the water, and with my dress pinned up around my waist would wade out as far as I dared, getting my knickers thoroughly wet, much to the annoyance of nanny.

Gordon and I wanted very much to be taken out to sea in a yacht.  The opportunity had arisen more than once, but permission was always refused.  My mother had once been coaxed into going out herself for a sail:  the breeze suddenly stiffened and the water became quite choppy.  When the boat heeled over she was terrified, and would never venture out again.  Consequently nothing would induce her to allow her children to be taken out sailing by anybody, however competent they might be.  We were, however, permitted once or twice to be taken out in a hired rowing-boat, and accompanied by nanny, would enjoy being rowed around the harbour, with a good view of all the sailing-craft and fishing-boats lying at anchor.  But our mother would never come with us,  not even in a rowing-boat.

We never went away for a holiday.  Apart from the difficulty of leaving the business, my father considered it unnecessary, as we lived in such a beautiful seaside resort.  But as often as he could, he would take us for a picnic on Dartmoor. He would pack a huge hamper, make up a party of ten or twelve adults and children, and off we would go in a horse-driven shooting-brake, to enjoy a day on the moors.  Gordon and I loved these outings.  We tried to catch the wild ponies, played hide-and-seek, and had tug-of-war competitions, with adults and children all taking part.  My father adored good food and wine, and there were always lots of delicacies to suit all tastes.  In the late afternoon everything was neatly packed away, the children being delegated to see that no bits of paper or food were left lying around to mar the beauty of the moors.  When all was ready, we set off homeward bound, and often, long before we reached our destination, the younger children were already fast asleep.

Occasionally, my father travelled up to London by train to meet business associates and friends, after which he would continue his journey to Northfleet in Kent to visit his father and sisters.  He would be absent for a few days, and when he returned we could be sure he would be laden with expensive out-of-season lobster, together with a bottle of champagne or some wine that would be appropriate for the particular food we were to enjoy.  My father, in fact, was a gourmet, and whenever he gave someone a gift, it would be in the form of some exotic food or expensive wine.  My mother used to sigh, for she did not share his love of food.  She would sometimes have preferred him to spend his money on a new hat or a new dress for her - or a sunshade, which was fashionably popular in those days.  One thing we were always short of was money.  My father kept a very tight hold on the purse-strings and gave my mother a small allowance, out of which she had to provide clothes for herself and the children. She had a large clumsy foot-pedal sewing-machine and was constantly machining or sewing, as she wanted her children to be well-dressed and she liked pretty clothes for herself.  So it was a continuous struggle.  Gordon and I were given one penny a week as pocket money, and this was never exceeded, except at Christmas and on our birthdays - and on one other occasion.  We had a cat as a pet and she had some small kittens.  One day, when I bent down to pick them up and play with them, the cat sprang up at me and clawed my face.  My eye-lids and cheeks were scratched and I might have been blinded.  My parents were extremely upset by this, and my father ordered the cat and kittens to be destroyed.  I was then given a three-penny piece, long since out of existence, for being a brave little girl.  Thenceforth my mother would never allow a cat inside the house.

By now I was enjoying my time at school and used to love coming home and reciting some of the little poems I had learnt. My favourite was:

'Twinkle, twinkle, little star,

How I wonder what you are,

Up above the world so high,

Like a diamond in the sky.'

I was also very fond of mimicking my teachers which amused my parents very much.  My mother used to enjoy telling the following story about me.  She had not been feeling very well and was resting in a chair when I came into the room with my father. He said:  'Hullo; Aren't you feeling well?1  To which she replied:  'Oh, it's nothing much.  I think it must be my liver.' The next day my mother found me sitting in a chair in a similar position, and looking very subdued.  "Hullo;  What's the matter?' she asked.  To which I replied, mimicking her voice:  'Oh, it's nothing serious. I think it must be my liver and bacon.'  The only liver I had ever heard of was always associated with bacon!

I have no recollection of ever going to a church or a Sunday School in Torquay, but my mother came each night to our bedrooms - Gordon and I had separate rooms with a communicating door - and would read us a short Bible story, after which she listened while we said our prayers.  She had taught us to say:  This night as I lay down to sleep,

I pray the Lord my soul to keep;

If I should die before I wake,

Take me to Heaven for Jesus' sake.'

My father had been brought up in the Church of England and my mother in the Church of Scotland, but neither had been regular church-goers since their childhood, and it was left to my mother to give Gordon and me whatever religious instruction she thought necessary.  My parents were also aware that religion played an important part in a school's curriculum.

Gordon and I enjoyed good health, apart from coughs and colds.  But in our second year at Torquay, in 1907, Gordon got measles and, almost inevitably, as he began to recover, I also became infected.  Fortunately, neither attack was severe, and we quickly recovered.  But the following year, I became seriously ill with scarlet fever.  I was rushed to a sanatorium where I remained for six weeks.  It was a long, low building of red-brick, set in its own grounds on the outskirts of the town.  I can look back now and remember the days and weeks that I spent in the sanatorium as the time when I first knew the meaning of the word unhappiness.  In the first week or so I kept calling for my Mamma, but because scarlet fever was so infectious, no visitors were allowed.  I had never been parted from my parents before, and couldn't understand why they didn't come and take me home.  My parents were extremely worried, and according to my mother my father became surprisingly emotional and anxious.  He spoke several times to the doctor and matron, insisting that everything possible be done to speed his only daughter's recovery.

I was in a small ward on the ground-floor with two or three other children.  The remaining beds were occupied by adults. Later, when I was better, my parents, bringing Gordon with them, were allowed to come to the window outside the .ward and talk to me through the glass.  They brought gifts of fruit and flowers and toys, and tried to cheer me up.  But nothing would console me. Matters improved, however, when I was convalescing and allowed out into the gardens.  These were spacious and well-kept.  I explored the grounds and discovered a large swing on which I rocked myself pleasantly to and fro.  I made friends with the gardener, who showed me some white rabbits he kept in a hutch, and occasionally I coaxed him to push me on the swing higher and higher.  I enjoyed that.

At last the day dawned when my parents came to take me home. I was almost delirious with excitement, dressed and waiting for hours before they were due to arrive.  A week after my return home I was told we were going to leave Torquay and go back to Scotland.  It was the summer of 1908 and I was seven-and-a-half years of age.

My mother had never been particularly happy in England and wanted to return to her native land and so, my father having secured another appointment as the manager of a hotel, we travelled north to our new home, the Queen's Bay Hotel at Joppa, about four miles east of Edinburgh.  The building is still in existence but is now used as an old peoples' home.

We travelled by train from Torquay to Edinburgh's Waverley Station, leaving early in the morning.  I cannot recall the details of the journey, but it was long and tiring.  It was late in the evening when we at last arrived in Edinburgh, and I was already half-asleep.

The Queen's Bay Hotel was a long and rambling stone-built building of considerable charm, with good architectural features. It stood in spacious and secluded grounds on the brow of a hill and about half-a-mile from the centre of Joppa.  There was a large well-kept lawn with flower-beds in front of the building, and some splendid old trees, and beyond that there were woodlands which were known as 'the wilderness’.  These woods provided Gordon and myself with all the entertainment we needed.

We made friends with the Duncans, a family living in a terraced villa in Morton Street, a few minutes' walk from the hotel.  There were four children, two boys and two girls:  the younger pair, Norman and Florence, were the same age as Gordon and me, and the older pair, Millie and Morris, a year or two our seniors.  We built ourselves a tree-top home like Peter Pan, climbed trees, played cowboys and indians and enjoyed many childish adventures.

We had said a tearful goodbye to our nanny when we left Torquay, our parents having decided we were now old enough to look after ourselves.  Our mother, however, seemed always to be busy assisting father in the hotel, as she had done in Torquay, and we were left very much to our own devices, and in fact ran wild, lacking the nanny's companionship and discipline.  We would indeed have been rather lonely if it had not been for the Duncans.  Mr Duncan travelled daily to work in Edinburgh, where he was employed by a large insurance company, and both he and his wife always made Gordon and me most welcome in their home.  It was a friendship that was to last for many years.

It was about this time (the summer of 1908) that my grandfather, Samuel Honeycombe, came to visit us.  It was the first time I can remember meeting him.  He seemed to me, in my young eyes, to be a very old gentleman, of medium height and broadly built.  He was well-dressed, bald, had side-whiskers and stooped slightly.  He didn't have much patience with children, and we saw very little of him.  But I can remember being fascinated by the way he constantly fingered the gold chain across his waistcoat, and would then suddenly pull out the gold watch attached to it, and ask me to tell him the time.  He also had a small snuff-box, and I used to watch, wide-eyed, as with finger and thumb he would delicately extract a pinch of snuff and sniff it up his nose.  He also kept a gold sovereign case in his waistcoat pocket, and at the end of his visit, to the great delight of Gordon and myself, he presented us both with a bright and shining gold sovereign.

During those summer months my parents had been enquiring about suitable schools for Gordon and myself, and it was decided that when the schools re-opened after the summer holidays in October, Gordon would attend George Watson's College in Edinburgh, and I would go to George Watson's Ladies' College or, as it was more commonly called, George Square.  This entailed a short train journey from Joppa to Edinburgh, Waverley, but as Gordon was now ten, my parents thought he was old enough to make the daily journey as well as look after me and see me safely to my school before going on to his.  The two schools were separate establishments and were some distance apart, about a ten minute walk.

This arrangement worked out very well.  But after a few weeks I began to feel I could make my own way from Waverley Station to George Square, and pursuaded Gordon to let me do so and leave me at the station.  This would enable him to arrive at his own school more quickly.  So I made my own way quite easily to the school and on my own, walking up Cockburn Street and into the Bridges, turning right and on to George Square.  On the return journey, however, it was different, and I lost my way.  I tried not to panic.  But I was only eight years old and Edinburgh was a large and strange city.  I remembered my mother's advice about never speaking to strangers and seeking the help of a friendly policeman if I were ever in trouble.  So I walked on for about five minutes, in mounting alarm, before I spotted a uniformed constable and sought his help.  He said that I must have turned in the wrong direction when I left the school, as I was now walking away from the station.  Fortunately, I had not gone too far, and I was quickly turned around and put in the right direction for Waverley, having promised the friendly policeman that if I lost my way again I would ask another policeman to help me.

Christmas that year was a joyous occasion.  On Christmas Day Gordon and I joined our parents for lunch in the gaily decorated hotel dining room.  Normally during the week in term time we had our lunch at school, and as eight o'clock was thought to be too late an hour for us to eat in the dining-room, we had our evening meal in our sitting-room.  The family's private accommodation comprised a suite of rooms - two single communicating bedrooms with bathroom and sitting-room - and a large bedroom for my parents on the same floor.  As we had now dispensed with the services of a nanny, my mother supervised our breakfast and evening meal, the latter being brought to our sitting-room by a waiter at 6.30 pm, after which our mother left us to deal with our school homework and amuse ourselves until she returned at nine o'clock, expecting to find us in bed - which quite often we were not!

On that particular Christmas, I remember, I received a large and, to me, wonderful doll's house, which I had wanted for a long time.  Gordon received a train-set, which much delighted him.  Gordon had always loved playing with trains, and this was a splendid outfit with many lengths of rail that covered much of the sitting-room floor, with coaches and signal-boxes and everything to delight a young boy.  Our stockings had also been filled with small gifts of fruit and sweets, and we had helped our mother to decorate the room and the Christmas tree which the gardener had kindly given us.

After lunch, my father came with us to our sitting-room and remained much longer than usual.  He appeared to me to be much less stern and more affectionate, which pleased me, and we sat around the coal-fire while he roasted chestnuts for us to enjoy. As a great treat he also gave us a small glass of port-wine to taste.  I didn't think much of it, and would have preferred lemonade.  But I wanted to be grown-up and pretended to enjoy it.

After Christmas, my parents gave a New Year children's party, to which the Duncan family were invited.  We also invited three or four children who happened to be staying in the hotel at the time. My father had reserved one of the hotel lounges for our use that afternoon.  There were about a dozen children and adults altogether. We had all we could wish to eat and drink - jellies, trifle, ice cream, sugar cakes, sweets, fruit and lemonade.  We pulled crackers and wore paper-hats and played endless games including, as we had a piano, musical chairs, ring o’ roses and hunt the slipper. Millie Duncan, who had a sweet voice, sang two or three songs, and I danced a scarf dance which I had just learnt at my school dancing-class.  My father joined in the festivities and altogether the party was a very happy one.

A few months later, in the spring of 1909, Gordon and I were told we were to go up north to spend the long summer school holidays with an aunt and uncle at Reay in Caithness.  The uncle was our mother's brother, William, and he was a Colour Sergeant with the Seaforth Highlanders.  I don't think either Gordon or I were at all enthusiastic when we heard this piece of news, for apart from my stay in the sanatorium, we had never been separated from our parents or been away from home before, and Reay was in the far north of Scotland, a long, long way away.

It was at this time I became dimly aware that my mother did not seem to be very happy.  She often had a sad expression on her face, was unusually quiet, and sometimes, when questioned, her eyes would fill with tears.  It was not until many years later that she told me she had indeed been most unhappy at that time.  Her marriage to my father - she always called him Harry, and he always called her Minnie - was in danger of breaking up, and they were considering a separation.  My mother had met and fallen in love with someone else.  He was a Scotsman, an engineer by profession, and his firm were sending him out to Australia to work on a big building project that might take two or three years to complete. He wanted my mother to go with him, to get a divorce and possibly settle with him in Australia.  In order to test her feelings she decided to send Gordon and me away for a time, to find out if she could bear to be parted from her children.

By this time I was at an age when I could appreciate the fact that my mother was an extremely pretty and attractive woman.  Then about 32 or 33 years old, she was usually vivacious and full of high spirits.  She had thick, black glossy hair, which she dressed high on top of her head over a circular mesh band which held it in position.  Her eyes were a clear grey in colour, with long eyelashes, and her skin was smooth in texture and creamy in colour. She used a touch of face powder but no rouge.  I remember her wearing a long white linen dress with a full flowing skirt;  it had a tight waist-band and a silver buckle - she had a very small waist.

With this dress she wore a large white hat trimmed with a cluster of red cherries, and carried a cherry-red parasol:  all in white and cherry-red.  I thought she looked beautiful.  She was not tall, about only 5'2".  I also remember she had well-shaped eyebrows and a very straight nose.  She was sixteen years younger than my father, and much admired.  My father had a totally different personality.  He was considered to be a good-looking man, although not handsome.  He was of medium height, about 5"8", sturdily built, with light-brown hair and grey-green eyes.  He was particular about his appearance and always well-groomed.  To his friends and associates he was convivial, jocular, could tell a good story and was generally well-liked.  But to his wife he was undemonstrative, taciturn and, in her eyes, a hard and unsympathetic man.  He was kind and generous as far as his nature would allow, and mindful of our well-being and creature comforts, but my mother, with her warm and affectionate disposition, found him cold and quite unable to give out the warmth and understanding and little kindnesses that mean so much to a woman.

And so the time came, one day in June, when Gordon and I set out on our long journey north.  Our mother and father came with us in the train from Joppa to Waverley Station, where we had to change trains and platforms.  There we were joined by a business friend of my father's:  he was travelling to Thurso and had promised to take care of us on the journey.  At Thurso we were to be met by our Uncle Willie.  I was somewhat tearful when the whistle blew and the train slowly puffed itself out of Waverley Station, and my mother was crying too as she Waved farewell.

Gordon and I remained rather subdued for a time, but as we crossed the Forth Bridge our spirits lifted and we began to take an interest in the changing scenery.  From Perth onwards we travelled on the Highland line, a single track railway, and soon the scenery became ever more beautiful, with glorious views of mountains and lochs.  We were fortunate to have a compartment to ourselves, and kept rushing from one side to the other in order not to miss anything.  Our companion and escort, who was most friendly and quickly put us at ease, had made the journey before and was able to point out places of interest.  It was a warm day with a blue sky, and as we passed huge waterfalls we could see the sun glinting on the water as it tumbled to the rocks below. We saw herds of deer and, more than once, a handsome stag poised and silhouetted against the skyline.

We arrived at Thurso about 11 pm.  There we were met by our Uncle Willie, and then we had a twelve mile drive in a horse-drawn vehicle to the tiny village of Reay, where our Auntie Kits was waiting to greet us - her real name was Kate.  We were very tired and sleepy, and after a glass of hot milk and a few biscuits, we were soon in bed and fast asleep.

In the morning we hastened outside to take stock of our surroundings.  The house was called Seaforth Cottage.  It was square in shape, of medium size and had a small garden with beds of flowers in front, and a vegetable garden behind.  Alongside the house was a Drill Hall.  We knew that Uncle Willie, who was about 37 years of age, was serving with the Seaforth Highlanders, and we now discovered that he was also a crack rifle-shot and a gunnery instructor.  A small company of the Seaforths came regularly to him for practice at the gunnery range nearby, and for PT in the Drill Hall.  There was not another house or building in sight. Beyond the front garden ran the rough and dusty road along which we had journeyed the previous night, and beyond that were fields and meadows and grassland as far as the eye could see.  At the back of the house were rows and rows of sand-dunes and coarse grass that led down to the sandy beach and the sea.  There was a dog, a black-and-white collie called Prince, and he became our constant companion and went everywhere with us.  There were lots of rabbits to be seen, and we must have spent hours with the dog chasing after them, or lying in wait beside a burrow hoping to catch one as it came out.  Alas, we never did.

We soon became accustomed to our new life; it was full of interest.  Gordon acquired a bicycle and learned to ride it, also how to roller-skate.  My pleasure was to go to the Drill Hall, where I loved to swing on the parallel bars, climb the ropes and try vaulting the horse.  My uncle also taught me to swing dumb-bells and gave me my first lessons in Highland dancing.  The summer that year happened to be a good one and the days were warm and sunny; being so far north the daylight lingered until nearly eleven o'clock at night.  Auntie Kits was kind and took great care of. us, and we enjoyed several picnics by the sea and in the countryside.  We were often invited to neighbouring farms to help in the hayfields with other children until, tired and weary, we were called in to enjoy a huge farmhouse tea of new-laid eggs, home-made bread, scones and jam.  We wore our oldest clothes and were scantily clad with no stockings or socks and only sandals on our bare feet.  Being accustomed to a more formal way of living and dressing, all this was a great novelty and much enjoyed by both of us.  Our transport was usually a farm wagon drawn by a large and handsome horse, and we often travelled many miles to outlying faifms in this fashion.  Gordon was taught how to fish and one day came home in triumph with his first catch, a very small trout - but it was a beginning.

There was only one shop in the village that I can recall. It was about a mile from Seaforth Cottage and I seldom went there. It was not a large shop but it acted as a general store and sub-post-office, and sold almost everything from a needle to an anchor.  About a mile in the opposite direction lay a farm which we sometimes visited in the morning to collect eggs and milk.  Our path took us along little lanes where I usually stopped to gather wild flowers, across a field and a burn, which we had to leap over on strategically placed rough stones as there was no bridge.  It was quite a wide burn with crystal clear water, and I used to like taking off my sandals and paddling in the running water.  The farmer's wife was sometimes baking in her kitchen when we arrived and always gave us a hot scone "with fresh butter, which we both much enjoyed.

The days and weeks passed quickly and happily.  Towards the end of September it was suddenly time to pack up for the return journey home.  This time, Auntie Kits was to accompany us.  She was an Englishwoman, and had married our uncle, our mother's older brother, in Brighton, a few years before our visit.  They had, at that time, no family, and Auntie Kits had arranged, after returning Gordon and me to our parents, to continue her journey to the south of England for a short visit to her relations and friends.

And so, very early one morning, after a tearful farewell to Uncle Willie and Prince, we set off for the drive to Thurso and the long train journey to Edinburgh.  We were sad to leave our uncle and the dog.  Uncle Willie had shown us great kindness, and had taught us much that would be of value to us in the future.  We were also sorry to leave behind the friends we had made.  But the excitement of the train journey and the fact that we were going home to be re-united with our parents soon made us cheerful again.

When we reached the railway station at Thurso we had ten or fifteen minutes to wait before the train was due to leave.  It was already standing at the platform, and Gordon insisted on going up to look at and admire the huge, brighly shining and hissing steam engine.  He spoke to the engineer-driver, telling him he intended to be an engine-driver himself when he was older.

For a few minutes after the train pulled out of Thurso station I felt a bit weepy again, thinking of the happy days we had spent in Reay, and wondering if Prince would miss me, as I would miss him.  But before long my spirits revived, and I began to look forward to our homecoming and to seeing my mother and father again.

For the return journey seats had been reserved for us, and we were fortunate once again to have the compartment all to ourselves.  It was a corridor train and there was no dining-car or buffet.  Auntie Kits had, however, packed a large basket full of sandwiches, cake, fruit, sweets and lemonade - so we had more than sufficient to eat and drink.  We also had picture books to read and played Ludo.  But much of the time was spent admiring the wonderful scenery:  it was already taking on autumnal tints and colourings, and with the higher mountains and hills enveloped in snow, the landscape seemed more beautiful than ever.

My father was waiting in Edinburgh when our train steamed into Waverley Station.  He greeted us warmly and affectionately, expressing his pleasure at having us home again.  When we reached Joppa and rushed into the hotel that was our home, my mother gave us a joyous welcome, hugging and kissing us both in turn.  She seemed almost overcome with emotion and near to tears.

During our absence, she and my father had had difficult problems to face and difficult decisions to make.  It had been a distressing time for both.  My mother had finally decided that her brief romance must end:  she could never leave her children, whatever the cost.  My father was more than pleased with this decision, and so the crisis passed.

In October, Gordon and I went back to school and settled into our former pattern of life.  The autumn months were quiet for business in the hotel, so my mother had more free time to devote to us.  Sometimes, on a Saturday when there was no school for us to attend, she took us up to Edinburgh and encouraged us to be interested in and to learn something about the historic city.  We walked along Princes Street, surely one of the most beautiful streets in the world, with its fashionable shops on one side overlooking the wide road and pleasant gardens below and facing the grandeur of Edinburgh Castle.  We climbed to the top of the Walter Scott Monument, tall and graceful and pinnacled, and probably, next to the Castle, the best known feature of Edinburgh.  Sir Walter Scott was born in Edinburgh in 1771.  We visited the Scottish National Picture Gallery, and off the West End of Princes Street we walked around Charlotte Square, admiring the elegant buildings and the square, designed by the Adam brothers, Robert and William. We walked up the Royal Mile to the Castle and gazed at the magnificent views from the ramparts.  We looked at the Half-Moon Battery from which a gun was fired once every weekday exactly at one o'clock.  People within earshot could always be noticed checking their watches; this practice is still in force today. In the centre of the fortress we saw the Crown Jewels of Scotland.

Leaving the Castle, we walked down the Royal Mile to St Giles Cathedral, where we learned something of its history, then on past John Knox's House to Holyrood Palace, the residence of Scottish Kings and Queens for centuries.  I listened to tales of the beautiful, vivacious and ill-fated Mary, Queen of Scots, of her turbulent reign and tragic death:  she was beheaded on the orders of her cousin, Queen Elizabeth of England.  But I think, most of all, I enjoyed being taken to Greyfriars Kirk and listening to the story of Greyfriars Bobby, a true story about a little Skye Terrier that always melted my heart.

As well as taking us around some of the show-places of Edinburgh and relating tales of the past, my mother would occasionally come up to the city and meet Gordon and myself when we left our schools.  She would then take us to have tea in one of the fashionable shops in Princes Street - Jenners was my favourite -and afterwards would let us choose some little gift for ourselves.

We would be wearing our school uniforms:  the Watsonian colours were the same for both the boys' and the girls' school, maroon and grey.  Gordon wore grey flannel shorts and shirt, a school tie, grey knee-length stockings and black shoes, a maroon-coloured blazer edged with gold-coloured braid and the embroidered school crest on the pocket, and a maroon cap.  I wore a short pleated grey skirt, a white blouse and maroon blazer, and on my head I wore a tammy - a large beret called a tarn o'shanter, which was pulled to one side to show the school badge on the narrow brim. In winter, I wore long grey stockings and black shoes, and in summer white socks and black shoes.  My tammy was replaced by a straw boater with a maroon corded silk ribbon band and the school badge.  I liked to wear my straw boater at an angle, and was reprimanded by my teacher and told to put my hat on straight.

As our school-friends lived in or around Edinburgh, and our home was four or fives miles away in Joppa, it was not always convenient for us to meet up with them outside school hours, and so my mother sometimes suggested that we each bring a school-friend to join us for tea in Princes Street.  These little parties were always a great success.  Otherwise, most of our leisure hours were spent with the Duncan family.  They all went to a school in Portobello, midway between Joppa and Edinburgh, and quite often would bring a few of their friends to play games with us in the wilderness in the hotel's garden.  Although we lived so close to the Firth of Forth, we were never encouraged to spend much time on the beach or to learn how to swim.

I was happy at school in Edinburgh and did not find the daily lessons too difficult. But I enjoyed most of all the dancing class and gymnastics. My holidays in Reay and the tuition given me by my uncle in the Drill Hall had put me ahead of the other girls in the gym, and I was usually at the top of the rope while the other girls were still struggling at the bottom.

Gordon was also quite happy at George Watson's, but being of a quiet disposition, he never said much about his lessons or whether he was experiencing any difficulties.  He had begun to play rugby, and did not like it overmuch.  He was also having piano lessons, which he did enjoy.  Sometimes, he would remain in school for an extra half-hour's practice, and on these occasions he would travel home on a later train.  But by this time I was thoroughly at ease travelling on my own, and never troubled to look for him on the platform.

And so it happened that on one cold and wintry afternoon in December, after leaving school, I arrived at Waverley Station a little earlier than usual, and seeing the train already in the platform, I jumped in.  I remember being a little surprised when the whistle blew and the train pulled out of the station almost at once.  But it wasn't until ten minutes or so later that I realised we must have passed Joppa - I didn't recognise any of the buildings or the countryside.  I was on the wrong train - which was gathering speed all the time.  It must be an express!

There was only one lady sitting opposite me in the compartment and I told her my fears.  She was shocked.  The train, she said, was bound for London:  She hastened out of the compartment - it was a corridor train - in search of the guard.  He arrived in a few minutes and explained to me that the local train I should have been on did not come into the same platform until the express had left:  it was because I had arrived earlier than usual that the mistake had occurred.  He said he would arrange for the train to be stopped at Carstairs, where he would explain the situation to the station-master, who would put me onto the first train back to Edinburgh.  The lady was very kind and told me not to worry. She gave me a penny to buy a bar of chocolate when we reached Carstairs and that cheered me up considerably.

It was dusk and bitterly cold when the train steamed into Carstairs and stopped.  The kind lady leaned out of the carriage window, urging the station-master to take care of me as I was such a little girl.  When the train moved off, for a moment I felt very desolate and alone as I watched the train and the lady's friendly handwave disappear from view.  It was a small station, cold and draughty, but the station-master was kind and took me into the waiting-room, where he built up a huge fire of coal and logs to give me warmth and comfort.  He told me I should have to wait for more than an hour for the next train to Edinburgh to arrive.  In the meantime he brought me a mug of hot tea and a buttered bun, and with the bar of chocolate I had already extracted from the slot machine, I settled down to wait.  As I had my school satchel with me, I took out some books and tried to do some of my homework.

At home, anxiety and fears for my safety were rapidly mounting.  Gordon had returned home as expected and could offer no explanation for my absence.  It got darker and darker and snow began to fall.  My parents became distraught, and in desperation finally informed the police.  My father went to Joppa station to meet every train arriving from Edinburgh, and was almost in despair several hours later when at last a train pulled into the station, stopped, and I jumped out.

After the station-master .at Carstairs put me safely on the train for Edinburgh, I had begun to feel apprehensive about the reception I would receive when I got home.  I thought my parents would be very angry, and in particular I feared my father's anger. I was surprised to see him at the station, and even more surprised when he hurried forward, put his arms around me, and seemed so pleased to see me.  When we reached home, my mother burst into tears, and instead of the scolding I expected, I found myself being petted and fussed over by both my parents.  I thought it all very odd.

The Christmas of 1909 was a somewhat subdued occasion, as both Gordon and myself had mumps.  We used to look in the mirror to see whose face was the most swollen.  We were kept strictly confined to our own rooms to avoid the risk of any infection spreading to hotel guests or the staff.  We did not feel really ill, and I found the confinement irksome.  But by Christmas Day we were recovering, and to my great delight I received the very large teddy-bear I had wanted for a long time.  Gordon was given so many additions and gadgets for his train-set that he had to set it up in his bedroom - there was insufficient floor space in our sitting-room.  We also received other Christmas gifts: books, toys and games - And so we were kept happily occupied and entertained.

Early in the new year the Duncans gave a party which had been postponed because of our indisposition.  I well remember that party for two reasons.  Firstly, it was held in a private home, where we had the freedom of the house and could run around and enjoy ourselves without the fear of disturbing anyone or making a nuisance of ourselves.  Secondly, Mrs Duncan herself prepared all the delectable food:  everything was home-cooked, home-baked and quite delicious.  My only experience was of a hotel home and of being restricted to our own apartments, and I wished I could have lived in a home like that of the Duncans with just my parents and Gordon.  At the Duncans' party we played games, sang, played charades and chased each other all over the house.  It was a party I remembered with pleasure for a long time.

A week or two later, Gordon and I went back to school.  It was now 1910, and on 6 May King Edward VII died.  I remember walking along Princes Street with my mother, who pointed out that all the flags were flying at half-mast.  We stopped frequently to look in the shop windows which were elaborately draped in purple, each with a Union Jack surrounding a large portrait of the dead king.  The shops were all closed and I noted that the passers-by all wore a solemn look.

A month later my mother told me we were going to leave Joppa and move yet again, this time to Bridge of Allan.  This news at first filled me with dismay, for I was loath to leave my school, and I didn't want to leave Millie, Morris, Norman and Florence Duncan.  But I was becoming accustomed to our nomadic way of life, and soon became full of curiosity and impatient to discover what our new home would be like.

It was on a hot and sunny day in June 1910 that we arrived in Bridge of Allan.  My mother, Gordon and myself travelled by train from Edinburgh to Stirling, where a horse-carriage was waiting to take us on for three miles to Bridge of Allan.  My father was already there, having gone on ahead to supervise the arrival of our heavy baggage and to deal with business matters requiring his attention.

Bridge of Allan was a picturesque village on the borders of Stirlingshire and Perthshire.  It was largely residential, with about two thousand inhabitants.  The main street was tree-lined, long and straight, and at the western end of the village the River Allan was crossed by an old stone bridge, well-known as the setting for that sad little love-song 'On the Banks of Allan Water'.  An old mill-wheel was nearby.  Sadly, the old bridge was pulled down some years ago and a modern one erected in its place. From Bridge of Allan we looked south across the Carse of Stirling and the windings of the River Forth to the grand silhouette of Stirling Castle, so like Edinburgh Castle.  Nearer and visible for miles around was the Wallace Monument, a tower erected on top of a high wooded crag in 1869.  As children we often used to climb up the spiral staircase to the top.  In one of the small rooms could be seen Wallace's sword.  The tower, 220 feet high, was built to commemorate the Battle of Stirling Bridge in 1297.  All around us were the hills:  the Ochils, the Touch Hills (part of the Campsie Fells range) and in the far distance the Grampian Mountains.  We used to look for the first sign of snow on Ben Lomond and Ben Ledi, often in early September, and knew then that winter was fast approaching.

My parents had not been happy in Joppa, and had decided to try managing and running a place of their own.  So they had rented the Queen's Hotel in Bridge of Allan on a ten-year lease. Although the hotel was situated in the main street, Henderson Street, which was also the main road to Callander, Perth, Inverness and indeed to all parts of the Scottish Highlands, Bridge of Allan was at that time a quiet village and road traffic comparatively slight.  Motor-cars were still the prerogative of the rich and adventurous, the majority of the populace travelling by train or horse-drawn vehicles.

The Queen's Hotel was a grey stone-built building three storeys high, with a large basement which accommodated the kitchen quarters and the wine cellars.  We occupied three bedrooms on the first floor, but didn't have a private sitting-room as my father required as many rooms as possible for visitors. Gordon and I therefore had to spend most of our leisure hours and the time we spent on homework in our bedrooms.  There was, however, a room on the ground floor leading off the dispense bar which my father used as an office.  It was a large room, marked Private, and this we used as a sort of office-cum-sitting-roora. It wasn't an entirely satisfactory arrangement, for whenever anyone arrived to discuss business, Gordon and I had to leave the room, which we didn't always want to do.  Nevertheless, now that my father was the proprietor as well as the manager, I revelled in the freedom of having the run of most of the house without being constantly reminded to be quiet and well-behaved.

As soon as we had settled into our new home the question of our schooling had to be decided.  After many enquiries and much discussion it was arranged that we should both attend the High School in Stirling.

We made the journey there and back by tram-car and had our lunch at school.

The three-mile journey took about twenty minutes.  The tram-cars were drawn by two horses, with an open top-deck;  in the summer we had what were known as 'toast-racks'.  These were single-deck trams, long and low to the ground, and in fact exactly like a toast-rack, with adjustable backs to the seats that could be altered to suit the direction in which you were travelling.  The track was a single one, with a-loop-line placed at certain points where we waited for the tram coming in the opposite direction to pass us.  There were two or three short but steep hills on the journey, and when we came to these a waiting trace-horse would be quickly hitched onto our tram and away we would go, with our three horses pulling us up the hill.  Sometimes we would jump off the tram and try to run alongside.  But this was a practice not encouraged by the driver.

Stirling was a Royal Burgh and County town.  It was known as the 'Gateway to the Highlands' and had, at that time, a population of about 25,000.  It was also a busy market town, and on market days it was not unusual, even on the main road, to be frequently held up by farmers driving their sheep and cattle to market.  The main shopping area in Stirling, Port Street, was also the main road to Edinburgh, Carlisle and the South.  At right angles to Port Street lay King Street, where a long one-mile walk, or drive

uphill led to the castle.  Built on solid rock and steeped in the history of Scotland for centuries it dominated the countryside around.  The panoramic view from Queen Victoria's look-out was famous:  on a clear day the arches of the Forth Bridge, forty miles to the south-east could be seen, and the Grampian Mountains were also clearly visible.

The High School, where we continued our education in August 1910, was situated midway between the town centre and the castle. It was a large building of grey stone with a clock over the central archway.  A smaller building, the Primary School, stood alongside.  There was a large playground for the Senior School, and a smaller area was reserved for the juniors.  Gordon and I were put in the new Primary School, built two years earlier.  The classes were mixed in both schools.  But the boys sat on one side of the room and the girls on the other.  The teachers were also male and female.  Lessons began in the Senior School at 9 am.  In the Primary we first assembled in the big hall for a few words from the Rector, Dr Lowson, nicknamed Cocky, who then read a short lesson and finished with a prayer.  Our lessons began at 9.15.

The interval for lunch was from 12 noon to 1.15, and it was optional whether the pupils went home or remained in the school. The cost of a two-course meal was sixpence.  The main course was usually mince or steak-pie with mashed potatoes and carrots:  this cost fourpence.  The second course, costing twopence, often consisted of a steamed pudding with jam sauce or a glass of milk. Gordon almost always spent his sixpence on the full meal.  But sometimes I just had the main course and saved my twopence to buy sweets on the way home.  I could make the two pennies last for two days, as one penny would buy a quarter of a pound of liquorice all-sorts, and on the next day I could buy a quarter of a pound of striped peppermint balls.  The Primary School closed at four o' clock and the Senior School at 4.15.  Our school uniforms were much the same as in Edinburgh, but our colours now were navy-blue and white.  The High School at Stirling was fee-paying, as were the schools in Edinburgh.  Some well-known former pupils are Sir Gilbert Rennie, the conductor, Muir Mathieson, and the documentary film-maker John Grierson, who was the same age as Gordon.

Gordon and I soon made friends at school, and at Christmas we were invited to a children's party.  The invitation came from a boy in my class, Jack Ferguson, and his sister Jessie, who was in Gordon's class. They lived .at Causewayhead, midway between Stirling and Bridge of Allan.  There were about twenty children at the party, and it was there I met for the first time a girl and a boy, Ella Blair and Bill Harris, who were to become my lifelong friends.

Ella Blair was a small, slender little girl with long black hair and dark brown eyes.  She had an oval-shaped face and fine features, a very straight nose and a smooth creamy complexion.  All her movements were graceful, and she had an air about her that immediately attracted my attention.  She was wearing a short pink party dress with pink ribbons in her hair and pink stockings to match.  I was wearing a turquoise-blue party dress and blue stockings to match.  I hadn't wanted to wear the pale blue stockings, because in those days little girls wore black stockings or sometimes white, but never any other colour, and I didn't want to be different from the other children.  But my mother had insisted, and I was so very pleased when I saw that this little girl also wore stockings that matched her dress.

Bill Harris was a sturdy little boy:  he wore a kilt.  He had dark-brown wavy hair and deep blue eyes.  He was rather short for

his age, like Gordon, and had a pointed chin which gave him a slightly aggressive look.  But his smile was warm and friendly, and his laugh infectious.

Gordon was about the same height and build as Bill:  he had thick, straight dark hair, good features and very white teeth.  He had blue eyes and long thick eyelashes.  He always held himself well, with a straight back.  But he was a shy boy and tended to hide himself in a corner until persuaded to come out and join in the fun.  At the party he was wearing his Eton suit - bum-freezers, they were commonly called.

I find it difficult to describe myself, but I was small for my age (9%) with long dark hair and grey-green eyes.  My face was round-shaped and pale, with little or no colour in my cheeks.  I was always animated and lively and good-natured:  but I was never regarded as a pretty child.

It was a lovely party.  We played games:  postman's knock, musical chairs and hunt the slipper.  Ella was asked to dance, which she did to everyone's delight.  She was a natural dancer and this, to me, added to her attraction.  Other children sang or recited, and one little boy played the violin.  As Gordon and myself were comparative newcomers, we were not asked to perform any solo act on this occasion.  We enjoyed a huge tea with jellies and ice-cream, cakes and home-made scones, fruits and sweets.  We all wore paper hats and pulled crackers.  Before leaving for home every child was invited to select a package, tied up with coloured ribbon, from a huge carton.  This party was typical of children's parties at that time.

Winter passed and in the spring of 1911 my grandfather, Samuel Honeycombe travelled north from Gravesend with his daughter Emma (known to us as Auntie Mem) to visit us.  It was the first time I remember meeting Auntie Mem, as she did not accompany her father when he visited us in Joppa.  She was very small, about 5 feet tall.  Her dress had a long, flowing black skirt, a very tight bodice, white collar and cuffs, and a broad belt tightly buckled round her waist.  She had dark, curly hair dressed high on top of her head.  Her eyes were grey-green, small and round-shaped, and twinkled when she laughed, which was often.  At that time she was 50.  I liked her because she showed an interest in both Gordon and myself, asked questions about school, wanted to know what we most enjoyed doing, and genuinely seemed to enjoy our company.  We took her up to the castle where she was held spellbound i>y the magnificent views, and listened intently while an official guide told her something of the historic events that had taken place within the castle walls.  But I think, most of all, she was fascinated by the sound of bagpipes and the kilted soldiers of the Argyll & Sutherland Highlanders.  The castle, at that time, was also a barracks, and was the headquarters of that famous regiment.  We also took her to the Wallace Monument, which she insisted on climbing with us to the top.

Unfortunately, within a week of his arrival in Bridge of Allan, my grandfather, who was in his eighties, was taken seriously ill. There were two senior doctors in the village, Dr Haldane and Dr Fraser, and my father chose Dr Fraser to come and attend my grandfather.  I had seen little of him after his arrival as he was very tired after the long journey north.  He looked very old and pale and even more bent that he had been in Joppa, but he was bright and cheerful and spoke kindly to Gordon and myself, telling us both to work hard at school, as that was the only way to succeed in life.  After Dr Fraser's visit he was confined to his room, with

Auntie Mem and my parents in constant attendance.  I only saw him briefly on one or two occasions.  Two or three weeks later he had sufficiently recovered to be able to return to his home in Graves-end.  But within two months, on 18 June, he died.

Samuel Honeycombe, my paternal grandfather, was the only grandparent I ever knew:  his wife, Emma, had died in 1890.  My maternal grandmother had died when my mother was a young child, and her father, my maternal grandfather, died when I was a few months old.

On 22 June 1911, four days after the death of my grandfather, the coronation of King George V took place in Westminster Abbey.  We had a school holiday that day, and all the pupils in our school were given a Coronation Mug and a school satchel.  For this we were given the choice of a brown attache case or a brown rucksack.  Gordon and I both chose the rucksack.  The school did not organise an official celebration, but a number of pupils and teachers from the Primary School got together and we enjoyed a picnic tea in the King's Park.  It was a warm and sunny afternoon and all the children agreed that Coronation Day had been a great success.

The summer school holidays came round again.  My parents were too busy in the hotel to take us away anywhere, as they were working very hard to build up the business, and employing the minimum of staff which, as far as I can remember, comprised a chef and kitchen assistant, two waitresses and two chambermaids, one porter and two bar assistants.  The public bar had a separate entrance from the street, and my father or my mother attended to the dispense bar which served drinks to the dining-room and lounge.  The hotel could accommodate up to eighteen or twenty visitors on the first and second floors.  The third floor, semi-attic, was occupied by the staff, who all slept in.  My parents, Gordon and myself, had rooms on the first floor.  No house-keeper or linen-keeper was employed, my mother taking on these duties herself, as well as acting as receptionist and always being available to welcome visitors on arrival.  She had very little time to spare for her children.  Our school homework was never supervised.  We were just left to do as much or as little as we pleased, and in my case it was often very little.  I used to complete whatever had to be answered in writing, but skipped anything that had to be memorised or read, and relied on the time spent on the tram journey to catch up.

Since the Christmas party, Gordon and Bill Harris had become firm friends and had both joined the Boy Scouts, so when the question of summer holidays arose, it was agreed that Gordon should go with Bill and the scouts on a camping holiday.  It was then arranged that I should go to Perth to stay with friends of my mother, two unmarried sisters.  They had all been friends when we lived in Dublin Street in Edinburgh and had renewed the friendship when we returned to live in Joppa.  My mother called them Agnes and Elsie, but I called them Aunt Agnes and Auntie Elsie. Aunt Agnes was tall and thin, dark-haired and rather prim.  I always felt I had to be on my best behaviour when in her company. She was probably about forty years old.  Auntie Elsie, on the other hand, was younger, fair-haired and full of fun.  She was a music teacher in one of the Perth schools, and I liked her very much.  When I was told of the invitation I at once said I would like to accept it, and eagerly looked forward to my visit.

When the day of departure arrived, my father took me to the station at Bridge of Allan, saw me safely onto the train, and

asked a lady sitting in a corner seat of the compartment if she would make certain I left the train at Perth, where I was to be met by the two sisters.  This she said she would willingly do. There was one other lady in the compartment and a young man.  It was a pleasant but uneventful journey lasting about one hour, during which both ladies chatted to me.  I discovered they were both travelling on to Aberdeen.  When the train arrived at Perth the young man, who was also leaving the train there, attempted to open the carriage door and discovered that either the door was locked or the door-handle had jammed, and we couldn't get out. He called and shouted to attract the attention of a porter or the guard, without success-  Even in those days it seems porters were hard to find.  I knew the train would be leaving at any minute to continue its journey north, and began to panic.  The two ladies couldn't help, and as they were going on to Aberdeen, they were not unduly worried.  Suddenly, the young man said: 'It's no use.  I'm going out the window.1  Whereupon I immediately said: 'Oh, please can I come with you?'  'Right-oh,' he replied, and although he was a tall young man, he managed to wriggle out of the window and onto the platform.  One of the ladies handed out my little suitcase, and the young man lifted me through the window and deposited me on the platform.  I thanked him warmly for his help.  He smiled, and hurried away.

I looked all around, but nobody came to claim me.  Because of the long delay, the other passengers off the train had already left the platform, and the two sisters, having concluded that I was not on the train, had gone off to enquire about the time of the next train's arrival.  I sat on my case and waited for several minutes, and then decided I would go in search of a cab.  Having asked how much the ride would be, and after carefully counting my money to be sure I had sufficient, I gave the sisters' address, which had been written by my father on a label, to the cabby and off we went.  I remember feeling most important and grown-up -driving all on my own in a cab in a strange city, and paying my own fare.  I sat bolt upright in the centre of the seat, gazing around me and wondering if the passers-by noticed me and realised the importance of the occasion.  When we arrived at my destination, I paid the cabby, who carried my case to the door and then drove off.  I rang the bell.  Nothing happened.  I rang again. Still no answer.  Unknown to me, the sisters were still at the station awaiting the arrival of the next train from Bridge of Allan.  I sat down on the door-step with my small case beside me, and there they eventually found me, nearly two hours later, fast asleep.

Perth, like Stirling, is an ancient Royal Burgh and known as the Fair City.  It was at one time the capital of Scotland.  It stands between two meadows, the North Inch and the South Inch, on the estuary of the River Tay, which is famous for its salmon.  I spent two weeks there with Aunt Agnes and Auntie Elsie, and it was an interesting and enjoyable holiday.

The two sisters lived in a semi-detached villa on the outskirts of the town.  There was a small garden with flower beds in the front of the house, and a larger garden behind, with a cherry tree and an apple tree, which afforded some shade.  There we often had tea, weather permitting.  Upstairs, there were two bedrooms, which the sisters ocpupied, and the bathroom.  I slept in a tiny room, little more than a box-room, with just sufficient space for a camp-bed, a chair and two or three shelves along the wall.  A corner of the room was curtained off to act as a wardrobe.  Down-

stairs, there was a room leading off the kitchen, where we had our meals.  This was a bright room overlooking the back garden and the cherry tree.  A large square table stood in the centre of the room, and when the meal was over and the table cleared, it was always covered with a dark red chenille velvet cloth with a fringe.  I thought this looked very smart.  The sitting-room, facing the road, was always called the front room, and was only used on a Sunday or when visitors called.  But there was a piano there, and Auntie Elsie often went in to play or practise, and when she did, I liked to go in with her to listen.  She was very good-natured, and knowing I liked to dance, would play Highland music and encourage me to dance and practise my Highland steps, switching from strathspey to reel time.  This I much enjoyed.

On a Sunday, however, only hymns or sacred music were played, and Aunt Agnes was adamant that no food could be cooked on the Sabbath.  For breakfast then, we had bread and butter and marmalade, and a glass of cold milk.  Our midday meal consisted of cold meat and salad, with a cold banana custard to follow, and for tea we had bread and butter and home-made jam, with scones from the previous day's baking, and a slice of home-made fruitcake plus another glass of cold milk.  This menu did not vary on the two Sundays I spent in Perth, and I must confess I found it very dull.

During the week, when Auntie Elsie was out teaching music, Aunt Agnes would take me on a sightseeing tour of the historic buildings of the city, including the house of Sir Walter Scott's Fair Maid of Perth, and tell me stories about Bonnie Prince Charlie and his associations with the town.  On Saturdays the sisters would take me for a picnic if the weather was sunny and warm, or we would go to the North Inch, where there were swings and other juvenile attractions.  I never tired of the swings, and would pull on the metal stanchions and propel myself higher and higher, as far as I could get, until the sisters became alarmed and made me slow down.

When I left the sisters to return home after my holidays, I felt quite sad to say farewell, and I still retain pleasant memories of my one and only holiday in Perth.

As soon as I arrived home, I said to my father: 'Dadda, why is Perth the smallest city in the world?1  When he replied: 'I don't know,1 I triumphantly told him:  'Because it stands between two Inches.'

It was back to school after the summer holidays, and soon we we're thinking and talking of Christmas again.  When I was asked what I would like to be given as my Christmas gift, I said I wanted a bicycle more than anything else.  My parents, however, did not approve of this idea.  Gordon had been given a bicycle the previous year on the 23 July, his twelfth birthday  -  a month after we arrived in Bridge of Allan -and I was told I must wait until I, too, was twelve, which would be the following year, on the 6 October 1912.

I was rather disappointed, because at that time I was often lonely.  Gordon was enjoying being in the Boy Scouts, and having a bicycle he was able to go off and join the other scouts in their various activities.  I did not know any children in Bridge of Allan.  Attending school in Stirling while living in Bridge of Allan created the same problem we had had when,living in Joppa and going to school in Edinburgh.  We lived too far away from our school-friends to be able to meet them easily outside school hours. Occasionally, I would go to Causewayhead to be with our friends

Jack and Jessie Ferguson, whose Christmas party we had so much enjoyed the previous year, but although my pocket money had now been increased to sixpence per week it cost twopence on the tram-car each way to Causewayhead, and fourpence each way into Stirling.  I usually walked one way and took the tram home.  That was as much as I could afford, and I didn't go very often.

As a second choice for a Christmas gift, I asked my father if I could have dancing lessons at school, which I knew were extra. There was a certain amount of dancing instruction included in our gym class, but I knew there were special classes for dancing only, and these I very much wanted to attend.  I also knew that Ella Blair, the girl I so much admired, attended these classes.  This time, my parents approved, and I was very happy.

When we returned to school in January 1912, the weather turned exceptionally cold, with snow and hard frosts and bitterly cold winds.  I remember playing a little trick on my parents during that icy spell.  We depended mainly on coal-fires for our warmth and comfort, although gas-fires were sometimes used.  But they were in short supply and reserved for the use of the visitors.  My bedroom faced north and was extremely cold, so I asked my mother if I could have a fire, but for some reason she said it wasn't necessary:  instead she put an extra blanket on my bed.  There was a balcony outside my window, and that night I filled my ewer with cold water and put it outside the window on the balcony floor.  In the morning, it was frozen solid.  I brought it back into the room, closed the window and called my mother to come and look.  She was shocked, and went to find my father, who quickly came to look for himself.  They immediately decided I must have a fire in my room every night while this very cold weather lasted.  They said they hadn't realised it was quite so severe.  I then owned up and told them what I had done.  After a moment's silence they looked at each other and laughed, my mother declaring I was as 'artful as a cart-load of monkeys'. But I won the day, and was allowed a fire that night and until the cold spell ended.

One day in April, I was returning home from school on the open top of the tramcar when someone came up the stairs and shouted: 'Have you heard the news?  The Titanic has sunk.'  I remembered that only a few days earlier, during a geography lesson, one of our teachers had proudly told us that his son was an engineer on the Titanic.  Next day at school, prayers were said for his safety, but alas, he never returned.  We all felt very sad for our teacher, and tried, by being good and obedient in class, to show our sympathy-and sorrow for his tragic loss.

The White Star liner, Titanic, the largest ship in the world at that time, and said to be unsinkable, had sailed from Southampton on her maiden voyage, bound for New York with 2,300 passengers on board.  Five days later she struck a massive iceberg and sank within a few hours.  Wireless, a great and new discovery, sent out messages and brought ships to her rescue, but they arrived too late to save more than 700 people, and 1,635 lives were lost.

Summer arrived again, and once again the problem of where to send Gordon and myself for a holiday arose.  Our parents couldn't come with us anywhere.  The hotel business was just beginning to show some reward for all the effort and hard work being put into it, and of course the summer months were the busiest, with visitors, mostly English, arriving on a sightseeing holiday.  Bridge of Allan was a good centre for the Trossachs,

Lochearnhead, Loch Lomond and Edinburgh.  My father, realising that the motor-car was here to stay and would increase in numbers, had had two garages built at the rear of the hotel, and this attracted those visitors who had cars:  they could now travel further afield and see more of the Highlands of Scotland, which were generally the chief attraction.  He had also had a telephone installed and this too was good for business.  The telephone was a great novelty for me, and I always tried to answer it when it rang, hoping to speak to whoever was on the other end of the line.

When the summer holidays were being discussed, Gordon said he would like to go with his friend, Bill Harris, on another camping holiday with the Boy Scouts.  This year the camp was to be at Barassie on the Ayrshire coast, and they would be away for two weeks.  Gordon had enjoyed his camping holiday the previous year, so it was agreed and decided that he should go with Bill to Barassie.

My mother wrote to her sister, Isabella - Bella for short -in Kelso, and it was arranged I should stay with her.  Aunt Bella wa's about ten years older than my mother and had married Tom Black.  They lived in Kelso and had three grown-up sons.  I could not remember ever having seen my aunt or her family, but I was quite happy to visit them for a holiday.  My father came with me on the train as far as Edinburgh, where I had to change platforms, and saw me safely onto the train to St Boswells.  There I had to change trains again, but it was only a tiny station and I just had to wait on the same platform until the local train arrived to take me on to Kelso.  My father didn't think that anything could go wrong this time - and it didn't.  My aunt met me at Kelso station, and all was well.

Kelso, in Roxburghshire, was an attractive Border town. The centre of the town was a wide square, with shops and buildings on four sides, and narrower roads leading off the square in different directions.  It was also a busy market town.  A beautiful stone bridge, with five arches (designed by Rennie) spanned the River Tweed, and from the centre of this bridge there was a splendid view of Floors Castle, the home of the Duke and Duchess of Roxburgh.  A short distance outside the town, the Tweed was joined by the River Teviot.  The remains of a twelfth century abbey still stood in the town, but it was in ruins, and only a small portion remained to be seen.

Aunt Bella was a tall, good-looking woman aged 46, inclined to be somewhat overweight, but with an upright figure and a strong personality.  She had thick brown hair tinged with grey, piled on top of her head, and clear blue eyes.  Her skin was of a fine texture, smooth and pale in colour.  She used no make-up. Her glance was direct and she spoke forcefully.  Her views and opinions were positive, and not to be dismissed lightly by anyone:  a strong character.  At the beginning of my visit I stood in awe of her.

Uncle Tom, her husband, was a handsome man, also aged about 46 or 47. He was about 5"10" in height, strongly built, with thick dark hair, plentifully peppered with grey, and dark brown eyes.  He was clean-shaven, had a rugged complexion and good features, with a straight nose and square chin.  He was a strong character too, but gentler in his manner, kindly, and more tolerant that my aunt.  They had three sons:  James, 22 years; Spiers, 19; and Norman, 17.  James was in a bank. Spiers worked in a solicitor's office, and Norman was a junior clerk in another

office in the town.  Uncle Tom was employed as manager with a firm of builders, joiners and undertakers, and they lived in a terraced house near the town centre.

Aunt Bella was different in every way from my mother and I soon discovered that her bark was worse than her bite.  She was really kind at heart, and wanted to make my holiday a happy one. She was musical and had a good and strong contralto voice.  She and Uncle Tom were regular attenders at church, where Aunt Bella sang in the choir.  Uncle Tom was an elder.  My holiday to Kelso was extended to three weeks, and every Sunday I sat with Uncle Tom in the family pew, while Aunt Bella sat with the choir.  It was a new experience for me, as I had never gone regularly to any church before, and I liked it.  My uncle introduced me to the minister and his wife and I was invited to a garden tea-party at the manse.  They had a grass tennis court, and for the first time I held a tennis racquet in my hand, and tried to put a ball over the net.  It was a most enjoyable afternoon.

In the mornings, my aunt took me with her when she went shopping around the square, and I listened while she chatted to local friends.  She seemed to know so many people.  At home, my mother never seemed to have time to meet or make friends with anybody.  She was always so busy working at one thing or another in the hotel.  The thought made me feel quite sad.

Aunt Bella was also a keen and energetic member of the Red Cross Society, and I was taken with her to their weekly meetings, where I watched and was shown how to put on a bandage correctly. I was also used as a model when the team were practising first-aid for broken limbs and head injuries.  I quite enjoyed myself and everyone was kind and friendly towards me.

There was a piano in Aunt Bella's home, and although she was not a skilled pianist, she could play well enough to accompany herself when she sang.  It was she who first told me I had a good singing voice and that I should try to develop it. She encouraged me to sing duets with her, and as I was a soprano and she a contralto, we got on splendidly together, and I became quite enthusiastic.

Uncle Tom often had to visit neighbouring towns and outlying farms to discuss business and make arrangements for joinery work to be done in connection with the sheep and ram sales that took place throughout the summer in many parts of the county. He used the firm's motor-car on these occasions and would often take me with him to see something of the countryside.  I always enjoyed these outings, partly because it was still a novelty for me to be riding in a motor-car,, and partly because I liked Uncle Tom.  He was a quiet, thoughtful and rather serious-minded man; but he had a keen sense of humour, and made me laugh a lot.  I think, perhaps, having no daughters of his own, he quite enjoyed taking me around, and I was always interested in all he had to tell me about the Border country that he loved so much.  Uncle Tom and his three sons were all in the Territorial Army, in the 4th KOSB's (King's Own Scottish Borderers).  Uncle Tom was also an expert rifleman, and competed regularly in the shooting competitions at Bisley in Surrey.

During my holiday, I was taken on several outings to such places as Selkirk, Hawick and Jedburgh, and my aunt was able to take me with her when she went with her choir on their annual summer outing.  That year they had chosen Bamburgh in Northumberland.  I remember it was a dry and sunny day.  A coach had been hired for the occasion, and we stopped at Berwick-on-Tweed,

the English town on the Scottish border.  In Bamburgh, I was shown the grave of Grace Darling, the lighthouse keeper's daughter, who so bravely rowed with her father to the aid of a ship in distress off the Fame Islands.  I also looked up at Bamburgh  Castle, towering above the village, and in a commanding position overlooking the sea.  It was an impressive sight.  As I gazed upwards I little though that, one day in the distant future, Gordon's son would write a novel, Dragon under the Hill, with Bamburgh Castle as the focal point for his story of the Viking raid on Lindisfarne.

The sun was setting as we left Bamburgh, and after we were all comfortably settled in our coach, the choir began to sing, mostly Scottish songs, to pass the time on the long journey home. They sang beautifully, and I thought it was a delightful ending to a very happy day.

During my holiday in Kelso I did not see a great deal of my three cousins, James, Spiers and Norman.  They were always friendly and teased me a lot, pulling my hair and untying the ribbons on my pigtails.  But they were so much older than I, and had their own interests and amusements outside the home.  Spiers was the most handsome of the three: tall and broad-shouldered, with dark brown wavy hair and brown eyes, he was a popular and first-rate rugby player, and was the idol of all the girls in the town.  The other two brothers were much quieter and more studious, and often spent their evenings reading a book or studying for some exam.

I much enjoyed my holiday in Kelso, and when it was over and as I travelled north in the train to Edinburgh, where my father would again be meeting me, I thought how beautiful the scenery was.  The Border country does not have the grandeur and majesty of the Highlands and Western Isles, but it has a charm all its own.

Back at school, on 6 October, my twelfth birthday, I was given the bicycle I had so longed for.  I could now cycle into Causewayhead to see the Fergusons, saving my tram fare, and I could also go cycling with Gordon and Bill, when they would allow me.

I was delighted with my bicycle, and almost took it to bed with me. It made a great difference to my way of life, and I no longer spent lonely hours when Gordon was out. He had now moved into'the Senior School.

At school, I was enjoying my dancing lessons.  In my first term I was put in the beginners' class, but after that, I was promoted to a more advanced class, where I found, to my great delight, that Ella Blair was the star pupil.  Although Ella was two-and-a-half years my senior, our mutual love of dancing brought us together, and we quickly became firm friends.  Sometimes I cycled into Stirling to see her, and sometimes she visited me.

Now that winter was approaching, the hotel business had slackened off considerably.  The summer visitors had all gone, and there was only the odd traveller, mostly businessmen, who stayed for one or two nights.  My mother had more time to spend with me, and I seemed to need her love and affection more than Gordon did.  I had told my mother about going to church in Kelso, and how I had enjoyed it, and the music and singing, and she said we must all join a church in Bridge of Allan.  My father.

however, said he would seldom have time to go to church, and if he did, it would be to the Church of England.  That being so my mother, who was already a member of the Church of Scotland, decided that Gordon and myself should also become members of that Church.  This was agreeable to my father, and so we - my mother, Gordon and myself - joined the parish church in Bridge of Allan.

On Christinas Day, the three of us attended morning service for the first time.  We all enjoyed the singing of carols and well-known hymns, and I made up my mind that I would go regularly to church and join in the singing, as Aunt Bella had said I ought to do.  After church we returned home, where my father was waiting to open a bottle of champagne to celebrate Christmas, along with roast turkey and plum pudding.  I was pleased that my parents, for once freed of business pressures, were able to be with Gordon and myself as a family. During the summer months my parents had their meals at all sorts of odd hours, and we seldom, if ever, sat down together to any meal.  We exchanged our Christmas gifts, and my father, in convivial mood, produced all sorts of delicacies: chocolates, nuts, dates, fruit and marzipan, my favourite sweetmeat.  It was a happy Christmas, I recall, for all of us.

January and February 1913 were cold and snowy months, and there was practically no hotel business to require my mother's attention.  I was told my father was worried about this decline. She said she would like to join a small musical group that had recently been formed in the village.  It was run by a widow, an LRAM, who had time on her hands.  She suggested that a few of her friends might form a small group and meet once a week for a musical afternoon or evening.  My mother did not play any instrument, but had always been fond of music.  She explained the situation, and one of the ladies who played the mandolin offered to teach my mother.  After readily accepting this kind offer, she joined the little group.  There were two men and four ladies in the group:  three played violins, two mandolins, and their hostess played the piano.  My mother made excellent progress with the mandolin, and much enjoyed these musical sessions, which also gave her the opportunity of meeting some of the local people.

In March or April, I again had measles, my second attack, and Dr Fraser was called in to minister to me.  Fortunately, on this occasion Gordon escaped.  It was quite a severe attack, and I was absent from school and confined to the house for two or three weeks.  In the course of a conversation with Dr Fraser, my mother told him that we had joined the parish church.  This interested him as his wife's father had once been minister there, and his family were regular attenders, although he himself seldom had time to accompany them.  He said he would mention the fact to his wife and ask her to introduce herself and the family next time we were in church.  Dr Fraser had a large family of six boys and three girls.  On the first Sunday after I had fully recovered from the measles I went to church and Mrs Fraser spoke to me. She was accompanied by four of her younger children:  two daughters, Madge and Louie, and two boys, Archie and Kenneth.  We were introduced and chatted for a short time - and that was my first meeting with the Fraser family.

Later Gordon and I were invited to tea, to meet the other members of the family.  They lived in a large, self-contained house called Fernfield in the main street, Henderson Street. There was an attractive, secluded and spacious garden at the back where we had tea.  We still did not meet all the members of the family that afternoon.  There were so many of them, we were told,

it was almost inevitable that there should be some absentees. But we met the eldest daughter, Ada, and another son, Alastair. Their ages ranged from 5 to 21.  The two younger daughters came in the middle:  Louie, who would soon be 15  and was the same age as Gordon; Madge, who was 16; Ada was nearly 22.  The eldest boy was Lovat, aged 20; but he was away from home and I never met him.  The youngest child, Harry, was 5 years old and away on holiday, staying with relatives.  We little thought that one day Gordon would marry Louie Fraser.

I was to become better acquainted with the Fraser family in later years, but in 1913 Louie, who was 2 years older than me, was the only one with whom I might have become friends.  But she went to a small private school in Bridge of Allan, and had her own circle of friends.  My friends were all in Stirling or Causewayhead.

The High School at Stirling did not have any drama or elocution classes, and accordingly did not put on any plays or operettas.  But the special dancing class, of which I was a pupil, gave an exhibition at the end of the summer term.  I was delighted to be one of the pupils chosen to dance a gavotte.  Ella and a few of the more advanced pupils were given a solo.  It was a splendid display, with pupils aged from about 7 to 15 years.  In the junior section, the little girls were dressed as fairies, and the little boys in white blouses and black velvet shorts;  they looked delightful.  For the gavotte, we were dressed in pink and silver:  in tight bodices with short puff sleeves, full tulle skirts trimmed with silver, pink socks and black slippers.  Our hair was tied at the back with pink and silver ribbon.  It was a colourful exhibition, with a variety of dancing which included Highland, Irish, ballroom and a floral dance.  Ella, I remember, danced the sailor's hornpipe.  She was dressed in the appropriate costume, made by her mother, and looked and danced to perfection. It was the first time I had been on a stage.  I wasn't in the least nervous, and I loved every minute of it.

Summer again, and the problem of holidays.  Gordon had been invited to Kelso, but he didn't want to go.  He loved the scouts and was now a patrol-leader and wanted to continue his scouting holidays.  This year his troop were going up to Lochearnhead, and would be rowing on the loch, which appealed to him.  I was to go to Melrose, another Border town in Roxburghshire, to stay with a friend of my parents.  Her name was Mrs Janet Whirter - or Weierter.  She and her husband (who was of German descent) had lived in the same block of flats as us in Edinburgh.  Over the years, they had corresponded with my parents, met occasionally, and remainded good friends.  Mr Whirter had run the King's Arms Hotel with his wife in Melrose until he died in 1907, and now Mrs Whirter was endeavouring to carry on the business alone.  I had met her on one or two occasions in Joppa and in Bridge of Allan, and had no qualms about going to stay with her.  My journey there followed much the same route as to Kelso, and again my father came with me as far as Edinburgh.  Mrs Whirter met me at Melrose and took me, by cab, to her hotel which was situated in the centre of the town.

She was tall and heavily built and, as I remember her, quite stout.  She had grey hair dressed, as was the fashion, on top of her head, and she always looked very smart.  He.r manner was brisk and business-like, but she made me feel welcome.  At first  I felt a bit strange, but I was used to hotel life and quickly adapted myself to my new surroundings.

Melrose was then probably the best known of the Border towns. The ruins of its picturesque twelfth century ruined abbey attracted many visitors.  The River Tweed, famous for its salmon, flowed nearby, and the triple peaks of the Eildon Hills were a landmark for many miles around.  It was very much Sir Walter Scott's country, and an excellent centre for visiting the scenes and places so beloved by him:  Abbotsford House, his last beautiful home, which he largely designed himself; Dryburgh Abbey, also twelfth century, where he was buried, and many other delightful places along the Tweed and in countryside all around.  Indeed, the whole area around Melrose was and is redolent with memories of Sir Walter Scott.

Mrs Whirter had two daughters, but I only remember meeting one of them.  Her name was Ernestine.  Aged 15 she was three years older than I, but she was friendly and companionable, and together we visited many places of interest in the neighbourhood. The eldest daughter, Harriet, was at that time a student-governess in Wales.  Ernestine was musical and played the piano.  She also sang and encouraged me to sing with her.  I did not know many songs, but she had a copy of The Students' Song Book; some of these songs I already knew, and quickly learnt many more.  We spent many pleasurable evenings together around, the piano, and I ..... became more and more fond of singing.  During the day, we often walked along the banks of the River Tweed, broad and deep, and I was always on the look-out to see the salmon leaping.

The hotel was not large, but it was always busy, and Mrs Whirter was constantly engaged in her many duties.  Being summertime, there were many visitors in the town, and the dining-room was kept busy with hungry and thirsty tourists.  One Saturday, Mrs Whirter said she was expecting a coach-load of Americans for tea.  She was short of staff and wondered if Ernestine and I would like to lend a hand.  We readily agreed:  I thought it would be great fun to be a waitress for an afternoon.  We helped to carry in the plates, cups and saucers, and a little posy of flowers for each table.  Ernestine and I wanted to wear a small apron and lace cap on our heads.  Ernestine's mother let us wear a small apron, but she would not allow us to wear the lace cap. At four o'clock the party arrived, and I was fascinated to hear American voices, so different from any I had heard before. Ernestine and I worked hard, bringing in fresh supplies of bread and butter, scones and cake.  Several of the Americans spoke to us and were so friendly and chatty, that I wished I could have stopped to talk more with them.  When they had all gone, Ernestine and I helped to clear the tables and make the dining-room tidy for the next meal.  That evening, Mrs Whirter thanked me for my help and gave me two shining half crowns - a lot of money for a young girl in those days - saying she hoped I would buy myself a little present.  I was at an age then when I enjoyed looking in shop windows, and knew I should have a lot of pleasure in looking around for something for myself, as well as a small gift to take home to my mother.

Christmas that year followed much the same pattern as the previous year.  It was a family occasion, but for me there was an added excitement.  I had been given a young dog as a Christmas present.  I had wanted a dog ever since returning from the holiday in Reay.  Mine was not much beyond the puppy stage, a black and white wire-haired terrier.  I decided to call him Prince, after Uncle Willie's dog who had been my good and faithful companion in Reay.

Gordon had by now learned to play the piano,  and was making

good progress with his lessons.  After our Christmas meal was over, my mother, who now played the mandolin moderately well, said that she and Gordon would play a duet for our entertainment. It was a somewhat shaky performance, with lots of mistakes on both piano and mandolin.  My father groaned, but it was good fun. I then asked Gordon to play some of the songs from The Students' Song Book, which I had been given as a gift when I left Melrose. He tried his best, and I tried to sing, with my mother attempting to join in with her mandolin.  There was a lot of laughter and good-natured fun, and I remember the Christmas of 1913 as being a very happy one.

When we returned to school in January, I was told it was time that I began learning to play the piano, as I was now 13. Gordon was being taught by a music teacher in the village, Miss Goldie, and she said she would accept me also as a pupil.  I was not at all enthusiastic, but I knew I had to do what I was told, especially when it was my father's wish.

Miss Goldie was a tall, thin angular woman in her forties. She was very plain looking and dowdily dressed, with her hair . pinned tightly back.  She was very strict, and she seldom smiled. I did not feel at all at ease with her, and she was not at all pleased with me when she discovered I was not going to be such an apt pupil as Gordon.  I disliked having to practise scales and exercises, and couldn't interest myself in what I was doing.  I tried to please her, but I'm afraid my attempts were half-hearted, and I never did get very far with my piano playing, although I did make some small progress.

I loved, however, to listen to music, any music, and one day at home I heard the sound of music coming from a hurdy-gurdy in the street outside.  I dashed out to see the organ-grinder, who was playing a popular tune.  He had a monkey with him on a long lead, and it was running and jumping around.  I ran forward, wanting to stroke and play with it, when it turned and leapt up at me and, either by accident or design, clawed my arm, causing it to bleed quite freely.  Gordon had followed me out, and when he saw what happened, he wrapped his handkerchief around my arm and we hurried back into the hotel.  It was quite commonplace in those days for small bands and itinerant musicians to be seen in towns and villages playing in the streets for a few coppers.  I was afraid to tell my mother about the incident as I had so often been told I must not speak to or go near any street musicians.  So we crept upstairs to the bathroom where I bathed my arm as best I could, and Gordon tied a clean handkerchief around it.  I was wearing a cotton dress with long sleeves, so it wasn't noticed, and I made Gordon promise not to tell.  Fortunately, the scratches were superficial and quickly healed.  I never did tell my mother about this escapade.

When the summer term ended at Stirling High School in June 1914, my years in the Primary School were over, and I looked forward to being in the Senior School in August, where there would be a wider range of subjects.  In addition I would be able to use the larger playground, where we had more room to play rounders and other games and have our skipping contests.  I would also be able to speak to Ella in the interval.  We had become very good friends by this time, bicycling to meet each other after school hours and on Saturdays.  Our dancing lessons had continued, and when the new term began we learned to waltz and to dance the polka.  I remember being very pleased when Ella, who had been asked to demonstrate the steps, chose me as her partner.

That summer, Gordon and I did not go away for our usual holiday.  In the spring, he had been taken ill with a rather severe attack of bronchitis, and my mother felt it was not wise for him to go camping so soon after his recovery.  I did not want to go away just then because I had my bicycle and Prince who followed me everywhere.  Instead, the two of us met our friends, Bill and Ella, and Jack and Jessie Ferguson; we went for picnics that July, walking and cycling, sometimes trekking over Sheriffmuir and among the hills.  We climbed Dumyat and the lower slopes of the Ochils.  We were happily enjoying ourselves in this way when one day, suddenly, everything changed.

It was the fourth of August, 1914 - we were at war.

PART TWO

The day was hot, and in the afternoon the peace of the village was disturbed by the arrival of the first of HM Forces, a contingent of the RASC (Royal Army Service Corps) forming part of the 52nd (Lowland) Division).  The officers were on horseback, followed by a line of armoured vehicles:  trucks, wagons and military equipment, all horse-drawn.  They halted outside the Royal, the only other hotel in the village.  The Royal was larger than the Queen's, and situated a little farther down the road, on the opposite side.  It was commandeered as the headquarters of the General Staff and senior officers.

Shortly afterwards, a halt was made outside the Queen's and my father was informed that our hotel was to be used by the troops.  We were to be permitted to retain the first floor for our private apartments, and for any staff my father wished to retain.  The second and third floors were to be cleared and turned into dormitories for the men.  The bar-lounge and dining-room were to remain open for meals and drinks.  We were told the army would arrange and supervise the change-over, and the CO (Commanding Officer) assured my father that the men would be under the control of NCOs who would maintain discipline and correct behaviour.

Camps were quickly set up in nearby fields, and as each day passed, more troops continued to arrive, and more camps were set up.  Within a few days there were more uniforms to be seen in the village than civilian attire.  It was the same story in Stirling. Each'day more troops arrived:  the Cameron Highlanders, the KOSBs, and the Black Watch were all quartered in and around the town.  Stirling Castle was the headquarters of the Argyll and Sutherland Highlanders, and already many of the local boys were expressing their intention to join the new battalions that were being formed there.  Many of the troops were under canvas in those early days, but very soon rows of long low huts and outbuildings, with stables for the horses, were erected to provide better shelter for the troops before winter came.

It was a great shock to my parents when they were told that the Queen's was to be commandeered.  It was a shock to me too when I was told that our country was now at war with Germany.  I had noticed my father reading his morning paper, The Scotsman, and looking very serious on several occasions; and' I had heard the word 'war' mentioned when he was talking to my mother.  But it was all beyond my understanding and made no impression on my mind.  I can remember my mother saying with her usual optimism:  'Don't worry, it won't come to that.  It's all newspaper talk, you'll see;

it'll all blow over. There's nothing to worry about.1 But it had happened. We were at war, and from that day our whole way of lTfe would be changed.

When the troops arrived in the village there was great excitement among the local inhabitants, particularly among the female population.  Parties were arranged, invitations were sent to the CO offering hospitality to officers and other ranks, and variety concerts and sporting fixtures were hastily organised.  I was still too young to realise what war meant, its gravity and horror, and found everything that was happening tremendously exciting.

But all too soon the first casualty lists began to appear in the daily papers.  I remember my parents expressing thankfulness that Gordon would not have to join up - he was just sixteen years of age, and the war was certain to be over long before he was eighteen.  As the casualty lists grew longer, some of the large houses in the district were taken over and turned into Red Cross hospitals.  Soon afterwards, the wounded began to arrive and were soon a familiar sight in our midst.  They were conspicuous in their light blue uniforms.  We called them 'the boys in blue'.

Gordon and Bill Harris were by now seasoned members of the Boy Scouts, and one day Gordon came home in great excitement to tell us that he and Bill had been selected, among others, to go up north to Nairn to join other scouts already there.  They were to assist the coastguards to keep watch and 'guard the coast1. They were thrilled and full of pride.

At home, my parents and I were trying to adjust to our new way of life.  The entrance hall, lounge, dining-room and our private apartments remained carpeted, but above that there were bare boards, and we could hear a constant tramping of feet overhead.  The solders came in and out all day long.  I wanted to have a look at the rooms after they had been converted into dormitories, with their camp-beds, but this was never allowed.  I often used to have a friendly word with the men in the hall or on the stairs, and one afternoon, coming home from school, I was chatting to a few of them when my father came along.  He didn't say anything, but a little later my mother came into my bedroom. I was wearing my very short gym tunic, and she told me my father had said I must change into a longer dress as soon as I came home from school.  I was growing up now, he had said, and he wouldn't have the men staring at me wearing such a short tunic. After my mother left the room, I pondered for a few minutes and gazed down thoughtfully at my long black-stockinged legs.  For the first time, I became vaguely aware of sex.  I was fourteen now, and growing up.

At school, a tea-party and concert were organised to entertain some of the wounded men from a nearby Red Cross hospital. We were asked to draw a slip of paper out of a hat, and the soldier whose name was written on that paper was to be our particular guest for the afternoon.  There was much excitement, girlish laughter and chattering among ourselves as we wondered what our special guest would be like.  We all hoped he would be tall, dark and handsome.  When our guests arrived, however,, we were shocked to see how many of them were heavily bandaged, some without limbs.  Our young hearts were full of compassion, and our over-riding thought was to make their afternoon as happy and enjoyable as we could.

The weeks and months of autumn slowly passed.  The news from

the Front was bad, and the casualty lists grew even longer. People were beginning to realise that the war was not going to be over so quickly.  It had a sobering effect.  Everyone began to settle down to a more realistic assessment of the situation, and what it really meant to be at war.  The older women formed knitting groups to knit comforts for the troops, and younger women joined the Red Cross or volunteered for some other form of war service. Young men were enlisting and leaving the village.

I shall always remember Christmas 1914, the first Christmas of the First World War.  My cousins, Spiers and Norman Black, who had joined the Territorial Army in pre-war days, had been posted with their battalion, the 4th KOSBs, to the Cambusbarron Mills some two miles from Stirling.  Their older brother, James, had sailed for America the year before to take up a banking appointment that had been offered him.  Uncle Tom, also a Territorial, was in the Reserve, and hoping that eventually he too might be called up to join his sons.  Aunt Bella and Uncle Tom came from Kelso to spend Christmas with us and take the opportunity of seeing Spiers and Norman.  The two boys managed to obtain a day's leave, and came to Bridge of Allan to be with us all for Christmas dinner.  It was the largest Christmas gathering we had ever had:  My father, mother, Gordon and myself, Aunt Bella and Uncle Tom, Spiers and Norman.

My father, as always, provided the finest food and wine he could procure, and it was enjoyed and appreciated by all of us. But underlying the gaiety and apparent cheerfulness was a common awareness of the tragic and horrific battles being fought in France, and our thoughts could not be entirely carefree, even at Christmas.  Nevertheless, we all did our best to make the day as happy as possible.  Together we sang many songs; and as Gordon was the pianist we had to sing the songs he could play.  They were mostly Scottish:  The Bonnie Banks of Loch Lomond, Over the Sea to Skye, and Bonnie Mary o'Argyll, my mother's favourite. I remember my father raising his glass to propose a toast that the war might soon be ended, with a return to sanity and happiness for us all.  He wished Spiers and Norman good luck and a safe return, and finished by saying he hoped we might all meet again next Christmas under happier circumstances.  Alas, we never did.

Towards the end of Aoril 1915, my father complained about feeling unduly tired, and he suggested that my mother and he should take a holiday.  There was very little work for them now in the Queen's, apart from the management of the bar and restaurant, and for the first time it was possible for my parents to go away on holiday.  As I had been confined to bed with a heavy chest cold the previous month, they decided to take me with them to expedite my full recovery.  I was delighted to hear this unexpected piece of good news, and it was arranged that we should go to Rothesay on the island of Bute at the beginning of May for two weeks.

We stayed in the Glenburn Hydro, then a large a luxurious hotel situated high on a hill overlooking the beautiful bay. About a week after our arrival, we were sitting one morning on the terrace, enjoying the warm sunshine, admiring the glorious view and watching the small boats and steamers sailing up the Kyles of Bute, when the morning papers arrived.  My father opened his Scotsman and gasped with horror as he read that the Lusitania had been torpedoed on the 7 May and sunk with the loss of over 1,000 lives.

The Lusitania was the largest passenger ship afloat at that time:  pre-war passenger ships of greater tonnage had been

commandeered for war service.  Before she sailed on 1 May there had been a great deal of talk and gossip in New York about submarines and the danger of being torpedoed.  The Germans themselves made no secret of their intention to sink the great Cunarder, but sadly, few if any of the passengers took the threats seriously. The sinking of the Lusitania came as a great shock to the world, and it was one of the factors that ultimately brought America into the war.

I enjoyed my holiday in Rothesay.  It was the first time I had ever been on holiday with my parents, also the last, and my father in particular seemed so much more relaxed I felt quite at ease with him.  He proved to be a good and interesting companion, was always bright and cheerful, and came with my mother and myself when we visited Ettrick Bay, a beauty spot several miles from the town.  He even persuaded my mother to come with us on one of the Clyde steamers for a day's sail up the picturesque Kyles of Bute.  My father talked to me more than he had ever done before.  He also enjoyed teasing me, and I didn't mind a bit. The weather remained warm and sunny, and we were a happy trio. We returned home at the end of two weeks, and I went back to school.

During my first year in the Senior School, despite my illness and absence, I had made good progress, and when prize-giving day came round at the end of June, I won three prizes: for English, History and a special prize for essay-writing.  They were all books, I remember:  From Log Cabin to White House, The Christmas Story and Lady of the Lake.

Earlier that month my father had begun to worry about Gordon's future, for he would be 17 the following month.  My father was ambitious for his son, and wanted to give him as good a start in life as possible, but money was scarce, and the closing of the hotel side of the business hadn't helped.  Any career involving study and a large outlay of cash, therefore, was out of the question.  Gordon had done moderately well at school, but he was not a brilliant scholar, and he said he had no special preference for any particular kind of work.  As his arithmetic and spelling were good, some sort of clerical career seemed to be the best choice.

My father discussed this problem with a few of his friends, and with one in particular, Major Sandy McGregor.  One day, Sandy came to see my father and told him he thought Gordon would stand a good chance of being taken onto the staff of a large merchant company in Glasgow, William Graham & Company, who had dealings with India.  A member of the Graham family and a director of the company, who lived in nearby Airthrey  Castle (now Stirling University) was a friend of Sandy, and he suggested that Gordon should apply straightaway, as so many of the company's young men were leaving to join the forces.  Gordon was questioned, liked the idea of working in Glasgow, and an interview was arranged. He was accepted, left school at the end of that summer term, and commenced work almost immediately, within a week or two of his seventeenth birthday.  He travelled daily by train to Glasgow on a season ticket.  My father was delighted by his son's success: he felt that Gordon would have many better opportunities of advancement with a large company in Glasgow than he would have had with a small local firm.

Gordon was happy working for Graham's and made excellent progress.  He was keen to get on and do well, and he was always painstaking in any work he had to do.  We were all happy that  his

future now seemed secure.  We had little idea of what fate had in store for all of us.

A few months later, in November, my father again complained of feeling over-tired and not at all well.  My mother suggested a few days in bed might help, and was told he did not feel as bad as that.  One evening, we were all in the sitting-room (or drawing-room as we called it then) and Gordon was playing the piano.  He loved playing all the popular song hits of the day - Alexander's Rag Time Band was a favourite - and I loved singing them.  My mother, who could now play the mandolin with some skill, joined in; we often spent enjoyable evenings in this way.  There was no cinema in those days in Bridge of Allan or Stirling, and everyone was encouraged to provide amusement either by singing, dancing, reciting or playing some musical instrument.  On this particular evening it was bitterly cold, I remember, and my father, wearing his thick woollen dressing-gown, was sitting in his armchair in front of a bright coal fire.  He had always enjoyed our little musical evenings although he never took part in them himself. When Gordon had finished playing one of his favourite numbers on the piano, my father said to me 'Sing me one more song, Donny, and then I'm going to bed.'  I asked what he would like me to sing and he replied: 'Sing that new song, There's a long, long trail a-winding.  I like it, and you sing it nicely.'  So with Gordon at the piano and my mother playing the mandolin I sang, and when I had finished, he said:  'Thank you, Donny, I enjoyed that.' Then, saying he felt a bit tired, he went to bed.

During the early hours of the morning he suffered a heart attack, and a few hours later he was dead.  It was 26 November, 1915; he was 53 years of age.  Even to this day, I can never hear that song sung or played without memories of that last evening enveloping me.

My father's death came as a great shock to all of us.  It was also a shock to all who knew him in the village.  When we first arrived in Bridge of Allan my father, being a Sassanach, had been viewed with suspicion by the local Scots; but gradually, as time went on, he won their trust and friendship, and towards the end he was a popular and highly respected man.  He was a good conversationalist and a good mixer, and his dry sense of humour amused the villagers hugely.  He played golf with them, and frequently invited a few special friends to the hotel, where he regaled them with good food, wine and choice cigars.  A popular relaxation for the menfolk at that time were smoking concerts; these were usually held in a hotel or restaurant where after a good dinner the men would join -in singing songs, no doubt bawdy, and in telling stories:  very much a man's evening.  My father always enjoyed these functions, and most likely told some very good stories himself.  Evenings such as these had all come to an end with the advent of war.

Bridge of Allan being in the parish of Logie, my father was to be buried at Logie cemetery, about three miles away.  It was the custom in Scotland at that time that women did not attend funerals.  My mother thought that Gordon should be present, and as it would be a distressing and emotional experience for him on his own, it was decided that I should accompany him.  There was a short service in the little English church in Bridge of Allan at which we sang Abide with Me, and then we set off in horse-drawn carriages to Logie.

The cemetery and small church, very old and very beautiful, lie in a most picturesque setting, nestling at the foot of Dumyat,

one of the Ochil hills, with the nearby Wallace Monument, high on its wooded crag, standing like a sentinel.  It was an extremely cold and frosty winter's day, but with a bright sun which shone and glistened on the snow-covered hills all around, and sparkled on the grass and ground.  Quite a large gathering of people had come to say a last farewell to my father, including some army personnel, and in fact there were more military uniforms in sight than civilian attire.  Many of the men billeted at the Queen's and their officers were present, and also two senior staff officers from the Royal.  I was the only female present, and Gordon held my arm tightly.  I was deeply moved, but tried hard to mask my emotions.  Gordon was also distressed, but gave no outward sign.  Soon it was all over, and we returned home where our mother was awaiting us.

The weeks and months that followed my father's death were difficult ones for my mother; the problems were mostly financial. When my father took over the Queen's the business was at a very low ebb.  There were no package tours then and coach-loads of tourists to fill the hotels, as there are today.  They were then used mainly for business reasons, or by the middle or upper classes of society for holidays.  The lower stratas simply couldn't afford such luxuries.  This made the hotel business very competitive, but by dint of hard work by both my parents, who provided a well-run house and excellent food, the Queen's was gaining a good reputation, and by 1914 it was beginning to show a profit.  Then came the war and everything ground to a stand-still.  There was only the small bar trade and the dining-room to keep things going, and the overhead expenses were many.  War compensation would be paid eventually, but that was in the future, and in the meantime, after my father's death, my mother had to support us as best she could and keep the business going.  Difficult decisions had to be made.

My father had died at the end of November.  Christmas was a sad and melancholy occasion. Soon it was the new year and we were into 1916.  In July that year Gordon would be eighteen years of age and be called up for military service.  My mother dreaded him having to serve in the ranks.  She had heard so many tales of the horrors of war and life in the trenches; she had seen so many men suffering from their wounds and frost-bite.  If only, she thought, he could be conunissioned as an officer:  then he might be spared at least a few of the privations and hardships that had to be endured.  The war was escalating, and the casualty lists were frightening.  She wrote to Mr Ross, a lawyer and a personal friend in Edinburgh  for his advice and he suggested that Gordon should apply to the EUOTC (Edinburgh University Officers Training Corps) to be enrolled as a cadet.  Gordon applied, was accepted, and passed his medical examination.  My mother was greatly relieved, and as he would not commence his training until after his eighteenth birthday in July, she hoped that a miracle might happen before then, and the war come to an end.  Meanwhile, Gordon continued working in Glasgow, where he was happy and doing well. His company had already stated that all employees leaving for active service could find their jobs waiting for them on their return.  This news was an added comfort to my mother.

Unfortunately, the EUOTC training in Edinburgh did not include board and lodging, which meant that digs had to be found and paid for, and a certain amount of pocket money provided. This in turn meant a further outlay of cash, which my mother could ill afford to pay.  Gordon's salary in Glasgow, as a junior, barely

covered the cost of his season ticket on the train, and I remember when he first began working in Glasgow, that my parents were criticised for their extravagance in sending him so far away to work when he could so easily have found employment locally. But my father had been looking further ahead, and almost the last words he spoke to my mother before he died were:  'Look after Gordon.  Help him all you can.'

When my father's business and financial affairs were examined, it was found there were a great many outstanding debts. My mother was in a serious position:  cuts and economies would have to be made.  With great reluctance, she decided I should leave school; I was just fifteen.  The saving of my school fees would help.  Besides, I could assist her in the hotel, and the staff, already reduced, could be cut to a minimum.  It was generally thought in those days that prolonged education for girls was not necessary and a waste of money:  they would most likely make an early marriage and secure their future in that way.  So my schooldays came to an abrupt end, and I didn't return to school after the Christmas holidays.  I was deeply sorry, for I had been happy at school and had always done well in my class and won a number of prizes.

One day, about two or three months after my father's death, a tall young man appeared on our door-step.  He announced that he was Henry George, my father's son (Lai) by his first marriage; he was now 25.  He said he lived in America, and that when he heard the hews of his father's death - through some relative of his mother in England - he decided he would come over to Scotland because, as the eldest son, he thought he might be entitled to some money or possessions belonging to his father.  My mother told him how much we were in debt, but as he had made such a long journey she invited him to stay for a few days.  This he did and was made welcome.  He was a thin, pleasant enough young man. He wore glasses, and in America had been an electrical engineer. Before he left, my mother gave him my father's gold watch and chain, and a diamond tie-pin, which had been presented to him as a parting gift from a few friends when we left Torquay.  She also gave him a sum of money (it could only have been a small amount) as he said he had barely sufficient for his return fare to America. Henry George departed, sailing from Liverpool on the Tuscania in March 1916.  He said he would write and return the borrowed money as soon as he arrived in America.  But we never saw or heard from him again.

■ July came round, and Gordon, having reached his eighteenth birthday, went off to Edinburgh to begin his army training. Suitable digs had been found at a moderate rent, and a small spending allowance had been agreed on, with strict instructions that this amount must not be exceeded.  As far as I can remember, his digs cost 35 shilling per week, and my mother gave him seven shillings and sixpence for pocket money.

At home, I was adjusting to my new way of life.  I missed being at school and I missed my friends, but Ella was very faithful and came to see me regularly.  Our staff had now dwindled to two: an elderly woman who kept the hotel entrance and public rooms clean and waited at table - when there were any customers - and a younger woman who looked after the bar and served drinks in the lounge.  The large kitchen in the basement was closed, and my mother converted a pantry on the ground floor into a kitchen, and did the cooking herself.  She was also struggling with the office and the administrative side of the business, something she had

never had to do before.  My job was to keep our own apartments upstairs clean and tidy, make the beds and attend to the laundry, do the shopping, and help in the dining-room and dispense bar when the staff were off-duty.  There was very little dining-room business, and it was really only the licensed trade that kept us going. But the Queen's had become very popular with the military, and the lounge bar was usually filled with officers who came in for a drink and occasional meal.

A large camp had been set up about a mile outside the village, and there was always a battalion stationed there.  The Seaforths, the Gordons, the Black Watch and other Highland regiments all came and went, and seldom a day passed without the sound of bagpipes and marching men in their swinging kilts setting out on a route march.  Stirling, too, had become a garrison town and was seething with troops.  Food was becoming scarce and rationing had begun; prices were soaring, and whisky had reached the outrageous price of seven shillings and sixpence a bottle. Abroad, the fighting and carnage continued unabated in France, and more houses in Bridge of Allan were turned into Red Cross hospitals to accommodate the wounded men who were sent home in their thousands.  In towns and villages throughout the country everyone was knitting or working or organising fetes and concerts and sporting events to raise money for the Red Cross and comforts and food parcels for the troops.  Ella and I were often invited to take part in these various activities, and it was at a variety concert for the wounded that I sang my first solo:  If you were the only girl in the world.

The concert was held in the Lesser Albert Hall in Stirling, and I was feeling nervous.  I can still recall the rows of faces, the boys in blue, many heavily bandaged, and others walking with the aid of crutches.  They were a wonderful audience, and cheered me on, and joined me in singing the last verse.  I wore a full length, pale blue silk dress, with short puffed sleeves and a square neckline.  My hair was parted at the side and hung in two long curls, one behind my shoulder and the other in front.  I thought I looked very smart.  Ella danced twice.  Her first number was a ballet dance and she wore the classical ballet costume; her second dance was a Spanish dance.  For this she wore a full skirted orange dress and a green bolero over a white blouse with long full sleeves.  She danced delightfully and was a huge success.

Shortly afterwards, Ella and I were invited to take part in an operetta being organised by the Junior Section of"the Stirling Choral Society.  It was a fairy-tale operetta called Princess Zara.  I was to be the Principal Boy and Ella the Fairy Queen.  I was thrilled and excited and thoroughly enjoyed the rehearsals. I was pleased, too, to discover that I could learn my lines quickly, and after a very short time  I was able to dispense with my script altogether.  When the week of the show arrived - it was presented in March 1917 - Ella and I were in a great state of excitement.  I wore a pale blue tunic, sparkling with silver, over pale blue tights, and I had great pleasure in swaggering around the stage, tossing my blue and silver cape over my shoulder, and making sweeping bows with my large feathered hat.  For the first time I wore a pair of high-heeled shoes, which much pleased me as they made me look much taller than I really was.  The show ran for several days:  there were crowded houses and it was voted a great success.  It also raised a considerable amount of money for the Red Cross Society.

After leaving school I had changed my hairstyle, and instead

of two pigtails, I now had two long curls, one falling forwards, and the other down my back.  Short hair and the bob had not yet come into fashion, and it was customary for young girls to wear their hair long until they attained the age of eighteen, when they could dress it up. I also wore high heels whenever possible.  I had not grown as much as I would have liked, being now only 5'1" in height.  I remember seeing a pair of high-heeled shoes in a shop window one day which I much admired, and would have bought, but when I looked at the price I was shocked to see they were marked fifty shillings.  This was far beyond my means, and I was greatly disappointed.

In Edinburgh, Gordon and the cadets were being put through their paces for their army life ahead, and were finding the going quite tough.  Their instructors were strict and worked them hard, for there was an urgency now for more and more officers to replace those who had fallen.  Gordon came home occasionally at weekends, and looked very smart in his uniform.  He had always been a good-looking little boy and now had grown into an extremely handsome young man, with thick dark hair, very white teeth and an attractive smile.  Although he was not tall, about 5'8", he was well built and carried himself well.  As children, my father had insisted that we always walk with a straight back and head held high.  Gordon had many admirers, especially among the girls, and his kilted uniform suited him very well.

Early in 1917 he was commissioned.  He was at home waiting to hear officially which regiment he was to join and where he was to be posted when the news arrived.  I shall never forget that day.  All the cadets had been asked to name three regiments in which they would most like to serve, and Gordon had named the Gordons, the Argylls and the Seaforths.  When he opened his letter he read that he had been commissioned in the KRRC (King's Royal Rifle Corps).  He was shocked and very angry.  It was an English regiment.  He had never heard of the KRRC and although he learned later that the KRRC was one of the finest English regiments, and one in which anyone might feel proud to serve, he still regretted that he had not been commissioned into a Highland regiment.  It didn't help matters when Bill Harris, who had trained as an officer cadet in another training corps, came home and told us he had been commissioned in the Argylls, the regiment of his choice.  Gordon was posted to Sheerness, the headquarters of the regiment, and reported for duty the following week.  My mother was upset, and I was unhappy too.  We knew that Gordon didn't want to fight or kill anybody.  He was a sensitive boy, hated violence of any kind, and the thought of using a bayonet filled him with horror.  But there was no escape.  He had to go.

Meanwhile, Ella Blair had formed a Pierrot troupe, of which I was a member.  There were six of us, all girls, and we wore bright yellow costumes with black pom-poms which Ella's mother had made for us.  Ella arranged the dance sequences, and we sang and danced and acted short sketches, and very soon were much in demand around the district, helping to raise money for the war effort. We performed in church halls, achools and hospitals, and enjoyed both entertaining and being entertained, for we were always escorted wherever we went, and treated to a splendid supper party after the show.

Following our success in Princess Zara, Ella and I were invited in the autumn of 1917 to take part in the next production of the Junior Section of the Stirling Choral Society - HMS Pinafore by Gilbert and Sullivan.  Ella was to play Buttercup.

As boys and men were in very short supply, particulary tenors, I was asked to play Ralph Rackstraw.  I had a strong, clear soprano voice, and spoke well, and seemed to be the best choice. I didn't mind a bit, and thought it would be fun to be dressed as a sailor.  Fortunately, the girl selected to play Josephine was no taller than I, so my lack of inches didn't create a problem. Rehearsals for this production had just begun when I fell in love.

He came into the hotel one day with another young officer. Both were subalterns in the Black Watch.  Their battalion had just arrived at the camp, and they had come to the village to have a look around.  I happened to be in the hall and stopped to have a friendly word with them.  I was immediately attracted to one of them: he was a tall young man with dark hair and brown eyes.  When he smiled I noticed he had particularly white and even teeth.  He held himself well, was upright and square-shouldered, and I thought he looked splendid in his kilted uniform; he was holding a glengarry cap in his hand.  We spoke for a few moments and then I went upstairs.  The next day he came in again, this time alone.  I was talking to my mother at the time, and she moved forward to greet him.  My mother was popular with both officers and the men, and always endeavoured to make them feel welcome.  Knowing he was a new arrival, she invited him to stay and have tea with us.  This he did, and from that day we became more and more attracted to each other.

We used to meet most days, when he was off-duty, and would go for long walks.  A favourite walk was 'up the Allan' to the salmon ladder, where we used to watch the fish leaping and twisting as they strove to reach the top of the falls, after which they could continue to make their way up river.  We used to laugh, and wonder why the fish were so persistent, being thrown back time after time, when the stone ladder had been built alongside the falls especially to assist them.  My mother used to tease me about going around all starry-eyed, and declared it was just calf love, as I was only 16^.  But we were very serious.  Although I had mildly flirted and teased many of the boys I had met in the last year, my heart had never been touched, and this was an entirely new experience for me.

When a battalion arrived at the camp, it was usual for them to remain for two or three months before being ordered overseas, when their place would be taken by another battalion, usually from a different regiment.  So, after two months had elapsed, I knew it would not be long before the Black Watch would be on the move.

By this time, James - I called him Jimmy - and I were very much in love.  We decided we would like to become engaged before he went overseas.  I would happily have married him then and there if it had been possible, but my mother would not allow it. I was not yet seventeen, and Jimmy was twenty-one.  She said we must wait until the war was over; we were far too young, she said, -.and the future too uncertain.  Although we were greatly disappointed, we realised the wisdom of her words.  We tried to content ourselves by talking of the future, and when the war was over.  We managed to see each other almost every day, realising our precious hours together could not last much longer.  Mostly, in those last few weeks,we walked up the Allan, sometimes as far as Dunblane, and we sat and talked on the banks of the river.  We held each other closely, kissed, and spoke endearing words of love and affection.  We promised to write regularly, and we dreamed dreams of a happy future together when the war was over.

All too soon the day came when Jimmy arrived to tell me the battalion was moving out the next day.  He couldn't stay long, so our parting had to be brief.  He held me closely for a moment, and kissed me tenderly.  I clung tightly to him, and returned his kisses.  I was very upset.  He kissed me again, saying:  'I'll be back, don't worry.1  He picked up his glengarry and gloves and was gone.

The following day I stood on the pavement at the far end of the village, as with pipe band playing and kilts swinging and to the cheers of the villagers, the Black Watch marched on their way. I saw Jimmy, tall, erect and handsome, at the head of his column, and I watched him go with a heavy heart and tears in ray eyes.  I felt at that moment that my whole world had crumbled about me.

But youth is resilient, and before long I was fully involved in the routine of my daily work and in the rehearsals for HMS Pinafore, which would be performed in March 1918.  In the village everyone seemed to be working harder than ever to support the war effort.  Elsewhere munition factories were opening, and posters were displayed calling on women to come forward and help win the war.  They answered the call in their thousands; women of all ages, young and old.  There could have been only a few people who did not realise we were now fighting with our backs to the wall.  The disastrous Dardanelles campaign and the tragic landings at Gallipoli, where so many of our local boys died and my cousins, Spiers and Norman Black, had been in action, were over. The great and horrific battles of the Somme and Verdun, to name but a few, were also at an end.  Now the battle of Ypres was raging. It was, I think, at the battle of Verdun that the mud became so thick and deep that guns and armoured equipment became completely bogged down and could not be moved into position.  Stories were told that Scottish soldiers, wading up to their thighs in the morass, took off their kilts and tied them round their necks when struggling to move up to the front line.  The Americans had not yet come into the war, and many people felt if they delayed much longer it would be too late.

Towards the end of the year 1917 Gordon came home on leave, travelling from Kent to London.  Soon after he arrived .in Bridge of Allan he told us he had heard his name called when his overnight train from London stopped at Carlisle.  He had guessed it would be a message recalling him, and took no notice, pretending to be asleep.  But he hadn't been home an hour when a telegram arrived recalling him immediately.  His battalion was going overseas.' There wasn't a London train leaving from Stirling until the late evening, so he had a few hours with us, and perhaps that was long enough, for my mother was distraught, and it was better that the parting and our farewells should be over quickly.  Gordon wouldn't let me go to the station to see him off, saying it would be better if I stayed with my mother.  It was a distressing day for all of us, and with Gordon's departure for active service abroad, the fear of war and its awful consequences were brought a step nearer home.

We were well into the new year, 1918, before we heard from him.  We had expected he would be going to France, but instead he was sent to Salonika.  We had no other information except that he was well, and we could only hope that the fighting in Salonika was not as horrendous as it was in France.  America had at last declared war, and we'read that their troops by the thousands, with guns and ammunition, war materials of all kinds plus food supplies, were pouring into France.  It was the turning of the tide.  But the

sound of bagpipes and the tramp of marching men on their way to battle continued.  The villagers waved and cheered as before, but by now there was a lump in many a throat, and a tear in many an eye.  We knew well that many, so very many, of these gallant boys would never return.

Meanwhile, I had received one or two scrappy little notes from Jimmy posted from Somewhere in France.  I had written to him regularly, but his letters were few and far between, and then for a long time, two or three months, I heard nothing at all. Eventually, I received a short note saying that he was in hospital somewhere in France.  Severely wounded, he had been unable to write.  I wrote to him several times, but only had an occasional letter in return; they were brief and gave me little or no information as to the extent of his wounds.

Even as I wrote to him, I began to realise my feelings towards him were changing.  It had been almost a year since I last saw him, and so much had happened in that time.  I hadn't fallen in love with anyone else, but I had met many other boys and was leading a happy and exciting life with our Pierrot Troupe and concert parties, all in aid of the war effort.  It may have been that I was becoming more critical, or merely growing up.  Or maybe I was now looking for other qualities than just a handsome face, and someone who made me laugh a lot, and was fun to be with.  I wondered how I would feel when Jimmy came home.

The Pierrot Troupe had by now expanded.  Ella and her sister May did most of the dancing, and some programmes were arranged by Maggie Elder - whose older brother, Billy, would one day become my mother's second husband.  He and his sister had taken part in productions of Gilbert and Sullivan operettas in Bridge of Allan before the war.

Most of my spare time, however, at the beginning of 1918, was taken up more and more by rehearsals for HMS Pinafore.  At last the great day of the first performance dawned and I hurried to Stirling from Bridge of Allan for the First Night.  The production was being staged in the larger of the two concert halls in the Albert Halls (in Albert Place) below the castle rock.  At that time there was no proper theatre in the town, although it had a music hall.  in the larger Albert Hall there was spacious accommodation for several hundred people downstairs, and a large balcony upstairs.  The stage was full-sized, with ample dressing-rooms nearby.

Ella and I were of course greatly excited by playing leading parts in this our first major production.  The costumes had been hired from London, and were most attractive and colourful; the orchestra had been trained and conducted by an organist who was considered to be the most eminent musician in town.  Our director was an ex-professional who had at one time been a member of the D'Oyly Carte Opera Company.  Ella's mother helped us with our make-up, and her father, who owned a first-class hairdressing and beauty salon in Stirling, also gave us his assistance.

The show ran for three days, with a matinee on Saturday, and was well attended at all performances, with House Full notices on Friday and for both performances on Saturday.  Ella and I acquitted ourselves well, and made no mistakes in either singing or acting.  I wasn't in the least nervous and enjoyed every minute of each night".  The proceeds, after expenses had been deducted, were handed over to a local charity.

All our shows raised money for various local and wartime

charities, and as I've said variety concerts were put on to entertain the officers and the wounded. There was a Red Cross convalescent home in Stirling, where I had sung several times and had met the officers. Being convalescent, they were allowed to do much as they pleased.  This was little enough and they told me they were often very bored with so much free time on their hands.  So one day I asked my mother if I could invite a few of them to come to us one evening for coffee and sandwiches and a musical sing-song around the piano.  My mother always encouraged me to bring home any friends I had made - I think she liked to judge them for herself.  She agreed to my request, and the officers I invited were pleased to accept the invitation.

On that first visit, I invited three guests.  But subsequently, as these evenings became popular, we sometimes had five or six, which was the maximum we could accommodate in our drawing-room.  Catering was also by now becoming difficult, as rationing was being more closely controlled.

One evening I remember in particular.  I had asked Ella to. join us, and suggested she should bring one of her dance costumes with her.  She duly arrived and brought her traditional Spanish costume, complete with mantilla and castanets.  Ella's mother, who was artistic and an excellent needle-woman, had made most of the costume herself.  The colours were eye-catching: bright orange, emerald green and the mantilla was made of black lace.  With her black hair and dark brown eyes, Ella looked quite beautiful.

I knew that one of my guests, who had visited us on a previous occasion, was a brilliant musician; he could play on sight any piece of music put in front of him.  The trouble was that our drawing-room was too small for full justice to be done to Ella's dancing.  So we all trooped downstairs to the entrance hall, which was wide and spacious.  There were no customers in the dining-room, and the lounge was also empty, so we had decided this was the place for Ella to give her exhibition of Spanish dancing.  Unfortunately, the piano was in the lounge, which meant that the pianist couldn't see Ella in the hall, and she couldn't see the pianist in the lounge.  However, after a great deal of chatter and many instructions as to timing and tempo, Ella danced, and all went well.  The young officers were delighted at her performance, and insisted on an encore.  The pianist was also congratulated on his accompaniment in rather difficult circumstances.

After a short rest and some refreshment, Ella and I danced one or two numbers from the Pierrot show, having changed into our bright yellow costumes, and I sang one or two popular songs of the day:  Songs of the Fair and Roses of Picardy.  After that, we all gathered round the piano to sing the wartime songs: Tipperary, Pack up your troubles, Take me back to dear old Blighty, and many others.  When the party was over, the young officers returned to their convalescent home by car, but Ella always remained behind to spend the night with me.

Several such happy evenings were spent in this way, when the tragedies of war could be forgotten for a few hours; and they continued until, one by one, the young men were discharged and sent on sick leave prior to re-joining their units.

By this time Ella had made up her mind she would like to train as a professional dancer, a ballet dancer for preference, and with this in mind she was having tuition at a dancing school in Edinburgh run by an ex-professional D J McLennan.  Ella always

referred to him as 'DJ'. She travelled by train twice a week to Edinburgh for lessons, and practised for two hours and sometimes more every day at home. Gramophone records supplied the musical accompaniment.

Throughout the war the RASC remained stationed in Bridge of Allan, with their headquarters at the Royal.  A number of their NCOs and men were billeted in the Queen's. There was frequently a change-over in both NCOs and men, but in those years my mother never once had reason to complain of their behaviour.  They were aware of the fact that my father was dead, and that my mother had been left alone to carry on the business; and if there was ever any little job they could do to help, they were always pleased and willing to assist.  They were also pleased and willing to come to my help if I fould myself in any difficulties: such as on the occasions when a puncture on my bicycle had to be repaired.

I cycled everywhere, and as the roads were in a neglected condition, punctures were frequent.  I knew perfectly well of course how to mend a puncture, but I didn't like doing it and used to pretend I couldn't if there was anyone around who would do the job for me.  My mother knew this, and used to chide me for allowing some young unsuspecting soldier to waste his time on my behalf.  She quoted an old Scottish saying:  'I suppose as long as you kid you're daft, you'll aye get a hurl1 - which being translated means:  As long as you pretend you're stupid, you'll always get someone to help you.

Although the war years caused my mother considerable anxiety, financial worries, hard work and deep distress when she heard harrowing stories and read the grim war news in The Scotsman, nevertheless, on looking back, I think she also enjoyed a certain measure of happiness that had been denied her in previous years. She was still a most attractive woman, about 41 or 42 years of age, and was popular with both officers and other ranks.  She enjoyed her independence and felt free to express her natural animation and kindly nature.  She also could not fail to appreciate and enjoy the admiration and esteem in which she was held.  Over the years, a number of admirers came and went, and I'm confident a marriage could have been arranged, but my mother remained unresponsive to all of them.  She said that in any event she would not consider marriage to .anyone until the war was over.

By the spring of 1918 the Americans were fully involved in the war and fighting alongside our troops.  But the awful carnage and appalling loss of life continued.  There was some hope and a belief that the end of the war was at last in sight, or drawing nearer - but during the spring.months the fighting had been ferocious.

Our thoughts were constantly with Gordon in Salonika, and we waited anxiously for his letters.  They were few and far between, just scrappy little notes - field letters they were called, rather like air mail letters of today.  But they told us very little, merely saying that he was well, and that we were not to worry.

In August 1918, we were delighted to hear that he was coming home on leave, and he arrived on the last day of the month. He told us his battalion had been sent from Salonika to France in June, and that it had taken them more than a month to get there. In France he had been taken ill and hospitalised.  He said he had contracted some form of chest infection, which caused him to run a very high temperature.  He was detained in hospital for several days, and then given 14 days sick leave, which was the reason for

his unexpected return home.

Gordon looked tired on his arrival, and had obviously lost weight.  But he still managed to look immaculate in his khaki uniform with its Sam Browne belt.  He was quite cheerful, said he had now fully recovered from his illness, and that he intended to enjoy his leave.  He then told us that he had applied for a transfer to the RFC (Royal Flying Corps).  He liked the idea of flying, and thought that aerial combat would be preferable to foot-slogging and trench warfare.  He hoped that a transfer from the infantry would be accepted.

My mother did her best to fatten him up by cooking some of

his favourite dishes:  roast stuffed chicken with bread sauce,

little rolls of bacon and roast potatoes, or roast beef with

Yorkshire pudding followed by home-made apple tart with ice-cream.

I tried to help on the social side.  It so happened that Ella and

I were going to take our little Pierrot Troupe to Alloa to per

form in a variety show in aid of our servicemen overseas, and I

suggested that Gordon should come with us.
:

He already knew the four other girls in our Troupe: Elsie, Jean, Lily and Margaret.  They all lived in Stirling and had also been at the High School.  Ella had worked out two new dance sequences, one in which we all took part, and another in which Ella and I danced together, she as the girl and I as the boy.  We did a bit of clowning and some miming, and the result was quite entertaining, judging by the applause.  Gordon had never seen Ella and me performing on stage before, and he was highly amused. Other artistes taking part included a soprano and a baritone, who each sang two solos, and a tall elderly man who gave a monologue entitled A Hen in the Kirk, which had the audience rocking in their seats with laughter.  After the show, tea, coffee, cakes and sandwiches were provided for us by the committee, who also brought several of their friends along.  Later, we were all shepherded into the local grocer's van, which took us back to our separate homes. It was an hilarious evening, and much enjoyed by all.

Gordon took the opportunity while he was on leave to seek out some of his old school-friends.  Some, including Bill Harris, were away on active service, but a few were still around, including some of his scouting friends.  He also called on Dr Fraser and his family.  Sadly, the eldest son, Lovat, had been killed in action early in 1917.  But all the younger boys and the three daughters, Ada, Madge and Louie, were still at home.  Ada was seven years older than Gordon and Madge three - but Louie was the same age.  They met on several occasions during those two weeks and enjoyed each other's company.

About this time, Alastair Fraser, who was six months younger than I, began to show a definite liking for me, and it became quite a little joke among us when we discovered that Louie's full name was Dorothy Louise, and that Alastair's full name was Alastair Gordon.  How strange, we thought, that both families should have a Dorothy and a Gordon.

Gordon returned to the war on 12 September 1918.  His departure was, perhaps, even more emotional than on the last occasion, for we knew that this time he was definitely going to France, and the knowledge of the dangers and horrors ahead of him appalled us.  My mother was crying and saying: "Ohl  Gordon, I don't want you to go-.  I can't bear to let you go!1  I was struggling to hold back my tears, and to appear sensible and practical.  Gordon wanted to make the parting as brief as possible.

A car was already waiting at the front door of the hotel to take him to the station, and so, with a hasty kiss for us both, he said:  'Don't worry, I'll be back all right,' and slipped quickly out of the room

My mother sat slumped in a chair and continued to sob, so I went off to make some tea - a never-failing comfort in times of distress.  I had already given her a tot of brandy.  I made the tea in her favourite silver teapot, which my father had given to her for her personal use when we first came to Bridge of Allan she always declared it produced the finest cup of tea. After a while she recovered sufficiently to attend to the business of the day and to matters requiring her immediate attention.  Three or four young officers had arrived in the hotel lounge to enjoy an evening drink, and as the waitress was off duty, I took their order and carried their drinks in to them on a tray.  They were all laughing, and looked so happy.  I viewed them with mixed feelings.

One day, at the end of October, a telegram arrived.  Because these small orange envelopes so often brought bad tidings, my mother turned pale, and asked me to open it.  With a quickly beating heart I did so, and was thankful to read that it contained good news and not bad.  Gordon was in London, and would be coming home on leave the following day.  We were greatly relieved and excited at the prospect of seeing him again so soon.

When Gordon arrived home, looking extremely tired, pale and very thin,  he reminded us that he had applied for a transfer to the RFC.  He went on to tell us that one day, after a short rest period in northern France, his battalion had been paraded. They had been ordered to move forward to the Front, as a new offensive was about to begin.  The battalion was all in readiness and awaiting their marching orders when Gordon heard his name called out.  He stepped forward and was told that his transfer to the RFC had come through - that he was to report to the War Office in London forthwith.  He said he felt quite bewildered as he watched his battalion march away to battle.  Later he learned that they had gone into action in a few days, and suffered heavy losses among both officers and men. It seemed a providential escape - he might have been killed.

In London, he reported to the War Office, was interviewed, then sent home to await further instructions.  After seven or eight days these instructions arrived, recalling him to London and for another interview at the War Office.

• And so it happened that Gordon was in London on 11 November 1918 - the day the Armistice was signed.

The war that was expected to end within six months had lasted over four years.

PART THREE

I was in Glasgow when the news of the signing of the Armistice was made known officially.  We had read that the Armistice was to be signed at eleven o'clock - the eleventh hour of the eleventh day of the eleventh month.  I had gone to Glasgow for the day to buy my first full length evening dress with the money I had been given for my eighteenth birthday the previous month.  Hitherto, I had only been allowed to attend small, private dances by invitation, but now I was no longer a 'flapper1, and entitled to dance where I pleased.  I had combed out my two long curls, and pinned my hair up into a large bun at the nape of my neck.  I also wore high-heeled shoes whenever possible, to give me more height.

As the city's clocks chimed the first stroke of eleven, faces appeared at windows and figures emerged from shops, and before the chimes ended, people were pouring out of offices and public building.  Church bells were pealing out their message of thankfulness, and flags appeared from nowhere and were being waved in all directions.  The city erupted; traffic came to a standstill; tram drivers were clanging on their floor bells, but nobody took any notice, and the trams were only able to move a few feet at a time.  Singing and shouting broke out all around; it was pandemonium.  People were hugging and kissing complete strangers, as it seemed to me.  Perhaps, because I was alone, I felt detached and bewildered.  I had no wish to join the throngs. I could only think of all the brave young men who would never retur'n - I had seen so many of them depart - and I thought of their sorrowing mothers, wives and sweethearts.  How were they feeling on this day?

I extricated myself from the crowds as best I could, and wandered down a side street where I spied a church.  I slipped quietly inside, and was surprised and pleased to see it was already more than half full.  I offered up a prayer of thankfulness that at last the war was over, and a prayer that the bereaved might be comforted.  After that, I made or rather fought my way to the station.  I hadn't bought the dress I wanted, and now it didn't seem so important.  I felt upset, and tears were trickling down my cheeks.  I just wanted to go home.

Later, Gordon told us how London too had gone mad that day. He reported to the War Office, and because of the general state of excitement and confusion, he was given a further seven days leave and told to await instructions.  He had then joined up with some other servicemen and gone to see George Robey in Chu Chin Chow.

He couldn't remember when he got to bed that night.  He remained in London the following day to continue the celebrations, and in the evening went, with a party of friends, to see Phyllis Monckton in Tails Up at the Comedy Theatre. He arrived home the next day, overjoyed that the war was over, and glad that he had been in London on Armistice Day.

In the first days after the signing of the Armistice, the people remained victorious and elated.  But soon they realised that although the war was over, the suffering was not.  The wounded were still all around us, and tales were filtering through of families who had lost loved ones in the last hours and even minutes of fighting before the cease-fire came into effect. But gradually, everyone quietened down, and thoughts began turning to the future.

In view of the Armistic being signed, Gordon's transfer to the RFC (now the Royal Air Force), was cancelled and he was ordered to rejoin his regiment, the KRRC, in Sheerness to await demobilisation.

In December, a Victory Ball was to be held in the larger Albert Hall in Stirling, and this was to be my first 'big' dance. I was excited at the prospect, and hurried up to Glasgow to buy the coveted dress I wanted for the occasion.  Ella and I were both going to the Ball, and were being escorted by two young officers in the Argylls, who were stationed at Stirling Castle. Ella wore a pale pink satin dress, overlaid with pink tulle.  The skirt was long and flared.  Short puff sleeves of tulle and a rounded low neckline with tiny pink rosebuds completed the picture.  I wore a turquoise-blue satin dress.  The skirt was long and straight, falling in soft folds, and the bodice was trimmed with pale blue sequins.  The neckline was round and low, and the short cap sleeves just covered my shoulders.  Our shoes were white satin, with high heels, but we had managed to dye them to match our dresses, and we wore long white gloves.

We both felt quite pleased with how we looked and also with the appearance of our escorts, who were in full Highland dress. They had called for us in a car at nine o'clock, and remained with us for the entire evening.  I had not met these two young men before - they were Ella's friends - but I liked them both, and they proved to be excellent dancers, which to me was of paramount importance.

The band had been hired and brought from London especially for this big occasion.  I was told the fee was enormous, but everyone agreed, whatever the cost, it was well worth the money. The Albert Hall had been beautifully and lavishly decorated with masses of flowers; draperies of red, white and blue decorated the ballroom in an artistic arrangement, and flags of the Allies hung from the walls. ■ Everyone was in evening dress, and most of the men were wearing full dress kilts.  I can remember gazing with astonishment at one girl who was wearing a sleeveless dress -just two narrow velvet straps over her shoulders to support her low cut bodice.  I thought it most daring, and was slightly shocked.

I already knew the intricate steps and movements of the eightsome reel, the foursome reel, the Lancers and the quadrilles, and danced them all.  But this was now the age of ragtime and the foxtrot, and soon I was dancing to the melodies of Look for the silver lining, Goodbye, Dolly, Daisy, Daisy, and many other wartime tunes.  I was so enjoying the dancing, I almost grudged the time when we had to stop for the interval, and refreshments.

But when we entered the supper room, we found that instead of the usual coffee and sandwiches and meagre rations, a special effort had been made to provide some extra special fare, and the long tables were laden with large bowls of trifle, jellies, fruit salad with real cream, cheese and biscuits, fresh fruit and ice-cream. In the centre there was a huge, iced Victory Cake, with a brimming claret cup on either side.  We were all surprised and delighted to see such luxuries, and thought they must have arrived on a magic carpet.

The Ball finished at 1.30 am, with the singing of Land of Hope and Glory, followed by the National Anthem, after which our escorts took Ella and I to our respective homes.

I regarded the Victory Ball as my Coming Out Dance.  I was just eighteen years of age, and now fully grown up.

My mother had hoped that Gordon would be with us for Christmas, but he couldn't obtain leave.  However, he was successful in getting a short leave pass for the New Year, and arrived on Hogmanay.  In Scotland, Hogmanay (New Year's Eve), has always been a time for celebrating and first-footing.  This is a custom whereby two or three people set out to call at a friend's house after midnight and the birth of the new year.  They carry a lump of coal, a chunk of bread, and a 'wee drap of the Auld Kirk' (whisky), which is presented to the head of the house - if possible by a tall, dark man.  These token gifts are supposed to ensure that the family will never be without warmth, food and drink in the year ahead.  Everyone then has a 'Happy New Year drink' and a piece of shortbread or Scotch bun - a traditional Scottish offering at Christmas and New Year.

The party, having added to its numbers, now moves on to the next home, where the same ritual is carried out, and so it snowballs and gathers momentum, and it is usually in the 'wee sma' 'oors' before the weary wanderers reach their own homes, usually more than a little merry.

This year, Hogmanay seemed to hold a new significance, for the war was over at last, and everyone was fervently hoping that this new year would bring a return of peace and prosperity to our weary land.

Our first callers, after midnight, were Sandy McGregor, now a Lieutenant Colonel, accompanied by another army officer friend we hadn't met before.  There was a shout of surprise when Sandy saw Gordon, for the last time they had met had been in Salonika, when they had had dinner together 'somewhere behind the lines'. This, Sandy said, called for a double celebration.  About fifteen minutes later, another two firs-t-footers arrived, this time two RASC officers from the Royal.  They were admirers of my mother, and scarcely known to me.  Another few minutes, and two more visitors came knocking on the door.  They were both local men, school-masters by profession, who had been friends of my father and had recently returned to the village.  They all carried the traditional lump of coal - someone carried a log of wood - and brought whisky,shortbread and boxes of chocolate in abundance. We all joined in drinking a New Year greeting to each other and ate our piece of Scotch bun or shortbread.

My mother sipped a small whisky.  She was not particulary fond of spirits of any kind, and always poured a large quantity of soda water into her glass so that the one drink would last for the whole evening.  I had a glass of port wine and, taking a cue from my mother, added lemonade to make it last longer.  All the men drank neat whisky - undiluted.  When they departed, they added

Gordon to their numbers.  My mother and I decided, as it
was about

1.30 am and we were tired, that we were going to bed.  I
don't

know when Gordon eventually returned home, but I do know
he didn't

want any breakfast in the morning.

1919 was a difficult year, I think, for most people.  The aftermath of war brought many problems of one kind or another to almost everybody.  Although the Armistice had been signed on 11 November 1918, the Peace Treaty was not signed until 28 June 1919, and so in the first months of the year there appeared to be little change in our way of life.  The troops remained in the district, and the Royal and the Queen's were still occupied.  Rationing was as strict as ever, and demobilisation was slow.

It was summertime before Gordon was demobilised and returned home for a short rest and holiday before returning to William Graham & Company in Glasgow.  Many other young men were also arriving home after their war service, and finding it extremely difficult to find employment.  In many cases, they had gone straight from school into the services, and however well they had acquitted themselves in the Army, Navy and Air Force, they now found themselves singularly ill-equipped for work in Civvy Street. Many firms had employed girls during the war years, often at a lower rate of pay, and were not always willing to dispense with their services.  Gordon was most fortunate in that Graham's had promised to take back all their men who had been on active service, and had employed female staff on that understanding.

When Gordon arrived home, we could seevhe was far from well. His nerves were on edge, and he jumped at every sound.  He had nightmares, and cried out in his sleep, and couldn't sit still for five minutes.  A few days later he was running a temperature, and our family doctor, Dr Fraser, was called in.  After an examination, he diagnosed rheumatic fever.  An anxious time followed, for Gordon became seriously ill.  Dr Fraser considered that the strain of the war was largely responsible for this illness.  Nervous tension, exposure in the trenches in all kinds of weather and long marches in the hot sun had overtaxed Gordon's strength.  My mother and I both felt that the war had undoubtedly left its mark on Gordon, and my mother declared that in her opinion his general health and, particulary his heart, never fully recovered from this illness.

Gradually, however, his health was restored, and after several weeks convalescence, he returned to Glasgow to resume his duties at Graham's.

During that summer, I received a letter from Jimmy, saying he had been discharged from hospital and was at his home in Glasgow on sick leave.  He would like to come and see me.  I received this news with mixed feelings.  It was now two years since we had last seen each other, and so much had happened - to both of us - in that time.  I knew Jimmy had been severely wounded and desperately ill, and I didn't want to cause him further distress.  But I also knew in my own heart that I no longer cared for him in the same way as I had done before.  What was I to do?  Perhaps, if I saw him, the old magic would return.

I wrote, inviting him to come and visit us.  In due course he arrived.  I was very nervous, and felt I was meeting a stranger. He was wearing civilian clothes, and looked so different out of his kilted uniform.  He also looked years older, was carrying a stick, and walked with a limp.  All that gay charm, merry laughter

and twinkling eyes had gone.  I felt sad and miserable, and was glad my mother was there to keep the conversation going with her lively chatter.  Not much was said that evening, but next day, it being warm and sunny, we went for our favourite walk 'up the Allan1, and sat by the river and talked and talked.

We both recognised the change in each other, and tried to be honest about it.  He knew, he said, instinctively that I was not still in love with him, and for his part, he said, he could not be in love with anybody, feeling as he did at that time.  We agreed we were both too young to make any decision about marriage. I was still only eighteen, and he was twenty-three.  He told me just a little of his life, or rather existence, in France, and of his horrific experiences.  He spoke of the heavy losses his battalion had suffered in officers and men, which had affected him deeply, and he spoke of the terrible suffering of many of the wounded he had seen in hospital in France.  He made light of his own wounds and pain, which I knew must have been severe.  I wasn't surprised when he said he wondered if he would ever be able to settle down to a normal life again.  I think, perhaps, he was just as relieved as I was that we were not going to commit ourselves to marriage, or even an engagement.

The war had been responsible for bringing us together, and the war, I think, was at least partly responsible for bringing our short romance to an end.

It. was autumn before the withdrawal of the troops began. Many of the villagers were sorry to see them go.  They had become so much a part of our lives, and we knew we should miss them.  The Royal and the Queen's were vacated, and our home seemed barren and bleak when they had gone.

There was a spate of farewell parties given by the local people, and also by the military.  My mother was presented with a quaich cup (a Highland drinking-cup) and a cheque.  I can't remember the value, but I know it was considerable.  I received many large boxes of chocolates, tied with coloured ribbons, and bouquets of flowers.  It was a time of rejoicing, and yet of sadness too. Many bonds of friendship had been forged, and marriages and engagements taken place.  Some of the brides,  alas, were already widows.  My mother and I considered we were among the lucky ones.  Gordon had been restored to us, and my cousins, Spiers and Norman Black from Kelso had also survived.  Some of our friends had been wounded, but were recovering.  We had much to be thankful for.

One day, about the middle of October, Gordon came home from Glasgow and told us he had been offered a position as assistant manager with Graham's in Bombay.  He was now twenty-one years of age and excited at the prospect of working abroad.  This was the opportunity my father had always hoped would happen for Gordon, and we were delighted.  My mother had been mindful of her promise to my father before he died that she would do everything possible to help Gordon towards a successful career. It had been an anxiety and a struggle for her, augmenting his meagre salary in Glasgow, which barely covered the cost of his train season ticket, lunches and other incidental expenses.  Supporting him during his training with the EUOTC in Edinburgh, and trying to add a little extra money to his Army pay as a second lieutenant, had also been a strain.  But now it all seemed well worth while, and an occasion for rejoicing.

Gordon was due to sail from Liverpool to Bombay at the end of November, and my mother said we must both go down to Liverpool

to see him off.  He had already travelled south at the beginning of the month, as he was to be given some preliminary training at the company's offices in Liverpool - to familiarise himself with the duties he would have to undertake in Bombay.  As assistant manager his work would be clerical and administrative.

My mother and I travelled to Liverpool two days before Gordon was due to sail. First we took the train to Glasgow, where we had to change from Buchanan Street Station to Central Station, and there we boarded the train to Liverpool.  We travelled at night - there were no sleepers - and it was between six and seven o'clock in the morning when we reached our destination and took a taxi to the hotel where Gordon had reserved accommodation for us. In spite of the lack of sleep, I don't think either of us felt tired after our long journey.  After breakfast, and after unpacking our small cases, we set out to have a look at the city and the shops.

It was my first visit to England since my early childhood days in Torquay, and I was impressed with the size of the city, which was much larger than I had anticipated.  The shops seemed more attractive than in Glasgow, and the English voices sounded strange to my ears.  We enjoyed a tram car ride which took us around a considerable section of the city, and admired many of the impressive buildings we saw on our journey.  We enjoyed a light meal in a pleasant cafe before returning to the hotel, where we retired early to bed in order to catch up on the sleep we had missed the previous night.

In the morning, Gordon arrived at the hotel soon after breakfast, and after a warm greeting and little chat, took us off to see his digs, which Graham's had recommended and where he had been most comfortable and well cared for.  He wanted to show us the large cabin trunk he had bought and the tropical outfits -including a topee - for his new life in India.  We insisted he tried on the jackets, and the topee, for our inspection, and we admired and approved of all his purchases.

Gordon had to go back to his office in the afternoon, but he returned to the hotel to take us out to dinner.  I can't recall the name of the restaurant, but it was spacious and lavishly furnished with thick carpets, heavy lined velvet curtains, crystal chandeliers and soft shaded lights.  Fresh flowers were on every table, and it was obviously a smart and exclusive place to dine. But when I murmered something about 'expense' to Gordon, he just laughed, saying it was a very special occasion, and must be treated as such.

There was a three-piece (or four-piece) orchestra playing light music, which I found most agreeable, and when the waiter came to our table and asked if we had a favourite song or melody we would like to hear, he asked for Peaches down in Georgia.  It wasn't a particular favourite of mine, but I could see from the expression on Gordon's face, it evidently evoked pleasant memories for him.  But I listened enthralled, while the orchestra played that song specially for us.

It was a perfect evening, only tinged with sadness at the knowledge that it was also a farewell party, and that we would not be together again for a very long time.

After dinner, and coffee and liqueurs, Gordon came back to the hotel with us, and we went upstairs to our room.  He only stayed a few minutes'. His ship was due to sail early next morning, but he didn't want us to go down to the docks to see him off.  He knew that my mother, in particular, would be upset, and it was

better to say our farewells in private at the hotel.

After breakfast next morning, we phoned the ship's agents to confirm the ship had sailed as scheduled.  It had - so after paying our hotel account, we left for the station to catch the first train home.  There was no longer any reason for us to remain in Liverpool.

It seemed very quiet at home after Gordon's departure. There had been a certain excitement in helping him prepare for his journey:  deciding on the most suitable wearing apparel for the hot climate of India, and making sure his passport and other documents were all in order.  There had also been a number of farewell parties arranged for him by his scouting and other local friends, and there was always somebody calling in to bid him bon voyage.  We did not have time to think too much about the parting, and knew we should meet again in Liverpool.  But now we went home again and Gordon had gone.  We missed him very much.

We also missed the military, and the Queen's seemed so bare and empty after the men had left.  There was only my mother, myself and two maids sleeping in the building, and at times it gave us an eerie feeling.  I had become so accustomed to the sound of tramping feet overhead, and now all was silence.

My mother, however, had plenty of problems to occupy her mind, for after a quiet Christmas and New Year we were into 1920, and in June of that year the lease of the Queen's would expire. She now had to decide what was best to be done for the future.

The hotel was in an extremely delapidated condition and would have to be completely redecorated and partly refurnished. The future of the hotel business was uncertain, and after a great deal of thought and lengthy discussions, my mother decided she could not take the risk and responsibility of running the hotel on her own.  She would not renew the lease.  Instead, she would remarry, settling for a more private way of living and security in the years ahead.

The man of her choice was William Elder.  I always called him Billy and had known him from the age of nine, when we first came to Bridge of Allan.  His father had a large bakery and confectionary business, with shops in Bridge of Allan, Dunblane and Doune, and their vans (horse-drawn in pre-war days) penetrated deep into the countryside in all weathers, winter and summer, supplying farms and isolated cottages and small village stores with'bread, rolls, cakes, pies, sausage rolls, and confectionary of all kinds.  I used to enjoyr when I was about ten years of age, going along to the bakery after school, when the vans, with the name Wm Elder in large print on both sides, returned from their rounds.  I liked to watch the horses being rubbed down, fed and watered, and safely stabled for the night.

I remember one very cold winter's evening, with snow falling, when one of the vans came in.  The horse was lame and the driver looked frozen - there was no protection from the elements in those days.  The men wore oilskin coats and hats, and wrapped a tarpaulin or oilskin sheet around their legs.  The vans were box-shaped, tall rather than long, and the driver sat high up in his seat, exposed to all weather conditions.  That particular evening Billy was there, and I was greatly impressed with the compassionate way in which he treated the poor horse, which was very lame, rubbing it down and speaking gently to it while he examined its injured leg.  Having made the horse as comfortable as possible, he

then sent a message to the vet asking him to call as soon as he could.  I was very fond of Billy, who always made a great fuss of me, and regarded him as a kind of uncle.

Billy was the younger of two sons.  There were also four daughters in the family, Bessie, Margaret (Maggie), Jean and Nell. The eldest son was called Robert.  I knew that Billy had been in love with my mother for a very long time - I suspect even before my father's death - but she would not consider marriage while the war was still raging, and she was tied to the Queen's.  Robert Elder, the eldest son, was exempted from war service, and remained to take charge of the business.  But Billy volunteered and served in France for the last two years of the war.  After demobilisation he renewed his proposal of marriage to my mother.

My own feelings on the subject were very mixed.  My mother had been sixteen years younger than my father when she married him, and she was now contemplating marriage to a man fifteen years younger than she was.  But they had known each other for many years, and Billy was kind, affectionate, considerate and gentle, qualities which my mother had found lacking in my father.  She al'so felt the need for a home of her own and security in her advancing years.  I supposed and hoped that it would work out all right.  Gordon had been consulted and raised no objection.  But he was far away in India and couldn't do or say much anyway.  It was, as he said, a matter for my mother to decide.  And so the decision was taken.

A large house at the other end of the village, called Birnock, had been converted into flats and it was decided to rent the spacious ground floor flat, which had ample accommodation for my mother, Billy and myself.  It would not have occurred to any of us at that time that 1_ might leave the family home and live somewhere on my own or in digs.  Such behaviour would have been unthinkable - daughters remained at home until they married.

Financially, the outlook seemed reasonably good.  My mother would have the cash from the sale of the furniture, at that time in storage, and the new owners (Trust House) would purchase the remainder of our goods, which had been retained during the war years for our own use and that of the limited hotel requirements. She would also receive War Damage compensation.  In all, she could expect something between £2,000 and £3,000, with which to start her new life.  My mother told me she hoped to keep this capital as far as possible intact, to be passed on one day to Gordon and my--self.  Her great friend, Mr Ross, an Edinburgh lawyer, would advise her about investments, and the interest she would receive would be sufficient, she hoped,, to augment Billy's salary.  But Billy's father, William Elder, senior, was a hard man and kept his two sons short of cash, always promising that one day soon he would take them both into full partnership.  He did, however, on Billy's marriage, increase his salary to approximately £500 per annum, and that was considered to be generous indeed.  Both sons were confident that one day their financial position must considerably improve.

And so, on 21 April 1920, my mother married Billy Elder, two days after her birthday, which always fell on what used to be Primrose Day.  I used to tell her that she should have been christened Primrose.  Even today, the sight of springtime primroses remind me of my Mamma.

The marriage took place in the Oak Room in the Golden Lion Hotel, Stirling. It was not unusual for marriages to take place in a hotel, especially a second marriage, and the marriage service

was conducted by our parish minister, Mr Wilson.  It was a quiet family affair.  One of Billy's sisters, Jean, was matron of honour, and Billy's best man was an Army friend who came from Glasgow.  He was a stranger to me, and I never saw him again. Aunt Bella and Uncle Tom from Kelso were there, and Aunt Violet, my mother's younger sister, from Paisley was also present.  A few local friends completed the wedding party.

My mother wore a navy blue and white silk dress, with white accessories, and a large picture hat to match.  After the wedding reception, which also took place in the hotel, she changed into a navy blue fine wool suit.  The short jacket was lined with cherry-red silk, and her blouse was made of the same material.  Billy wore a dark suit, well cut, and as always looked impeccable.  He was a tall man, about 5"10", of medium build with fair hair and grey eyes.  His eyes were large, well-spaced, and always had a kindly expression.  His eyebrows were thick and well-marked.  His complexion was pale, but his skin was clear and he was cleanshaven.  He was generally regarded as a good-looking man.

As they stood before the minister I looked at them both. They were an attractive couple - but ...?  I can remember feeling confused and somewhat anxious.  After all, my mother was 4 4 years of age, and Billy was 29.  I couldn't help wondering ...

After the wedding, the newly-weds went off to Aberdeen for a week's honeymoon, and I returned to the Queen's to complete the final stages of packing up.  On their return from Aberdeen they took up residerice in their new home, my mother going along each day to the Queen's to finalise the arrangements for the hand-over to the new owners.  She furnished the empty flat at Birnock at her own expense, buying mostly new furniture and carpets, and augmenting this with whatever she considered necessary from the Queen's.  Billy had no capital of his own, and was entirely dependent on his monthly salary.

For myself, I only had my own clothes and personal possessions to pack, and this I did with a mixture of feelings: sentiment, regrets, and then with a certain excitement, wondering what the future held for me.

When the final day came for the take-over towards the end of June, I remember feeling sad and slightly apprehensive.  I knew it was the end of an era.  As I walked out of the front door with a lump in my throat, I whispered 'Goodbye' to the Queen's. It had been my home for ten turbulent and emotional years, and again I wondered what lay ahead.

In retrospect, it was at this point in my life when I should have broken away from home.  I was nineteen years old, and should have seized this opportunity to strike out on my own in an endeavour to achieve my ambition of a stage career.  But three factors stopped me:  lack of money, my own temperament; and the knowledge that I had just met someone who attracted me enormously, and I was loth to go away and lose the opportunity of strengthening this new-found friendship.

Lack of money was a problem - I had none of my own.  My mother had given me a small allowance for helping her in the hotel, but as money was in such short supply, I was required to use this to keep myself in clothes and spending money.  There was never any left over for saving.  My mother knew my desire'for a theatrical career, but the very idea of my 'going on the stage' as my mother put it, was resisted vigorously by her.  I was told she would not

for one moment consider wasting any money on my training for such a futile ambition.  She kept reminding me that it was one thing to shine as an amateur, but quite another to sing or act on the professional stage, and that I should soon find myself a very small apple as a professional - and probably out of a job as well. Instead, she tried hard to persuade me to become a nurse.  As a young girl it had been her ambition to take up nursing, but she was not very robust, and could not be accepted for training on medical grounds.  Unknown to me, she arranged, with the connivance of Dr Fraser, an appointment for me to see the matron at the Edinburgh Royal Infirmary, and when I was told of this, I refused point-blank to go.  I was adamant that I would never become a nurse.  Much as I admired the medical and nursing profession, I knew I could not measure up to the very high standard of such a dedicated calling.  And there the matter rested. It was stalemate.

My own temperament - I had a lively and sunny disposition, full of high spirits, and as long as I was happy, I was content, taking little thought for the morrow.  I did not have a great conceit of myself or my ability, and if anything went wrong I was easily discouraged, ready to believe the fault was mine and that I would never be much of a success at anything I tried.  I had always listened to my mother and valued her opinion and advice, and so I came to believe she was right in her assessment of me as an actress.  I thought I had better forget all about it.  I realise now that I was far too easy-going, and lacked the necessary drive and determination or, if you like, strength of character to insist on pursuing my own wishes in spite of opposition.  Consequently, I allowed myself to become more and more involved in local theatricals, concert singing and party going.  I had become a member of our church choir, and often sang solos in church.  I had also become a member of Livilands Lawn Tennis Club in Stirling, and was becoming a keen tennis player. And all the time I was making new friends and being drawn into the social life and activities of the town.  I was happy and content.

Sometimes, instead of singing at a concert or taking part in a sketch, often with Ella, I would do one or two monologues, usually comic ones, and these were always popular.  Mrs Fraser, the wife of our family doctor, frequently asked me to take part in charity shows she organised.  She was an accomplished pianist, and I was always happy to sing for her as she was also an excellent accompanist.  Christina Fraser was a tall, handsome woman, with white hair dressed-high on top of her head.  Her manner was gentle and she had a kindly smile.  I admired her greatly.

When I went along to Mrs Fraser's home, Fernfield, for a rehearsal, I would sometimes see Louie, her youngest daughter, who was two years older than me.  Louie and I had never become close friends, mainly because we did not share the same interests. Louie was not at all interested in acting, singing, dancing or playing tennis.  She preferred the quieter pursuits of needlework, painting, sketching and drawing.  But when we did happen to meet, we always stopped to exchange news and have a friendly chat.

This was the pattern of my life when my mother re-married -and you may think if was a very shallow one. In my own- defence I think it might be said that from the age of thirteen, which I was when war was declared, I had been brought up in an unnatural

environment, in war conditions when everyone lived only for the day.  Surrounded by the military, and with troops occupying the building which was my home, it was difficult for me to lead a normal life.  With an indulgent mother and without my father's discipline, I had been taken away from school at too tender an age and my education was sadly incomplete.  The years of war, with their changing fortunes - deep depression when the news was bad, rising to hysterical elation when the news was good - had instilled in my mind an inward sense of instability and insecurity. It was hardly surprising that I grew up to think as the troops did: Unborn tomorrow - Dead yesterday.  Why think about them if today be sweet.  Apparently a stage career for me was out of the question, and failing that, I felt no urge to provide for the future, or to look beyond tomorrow.  Throughout those years, I had so often heard the expression 'Let's eat, drink and be merry ..." and 'Life's too short ..."  I came to believe it was normal to think only of today.  I was happy and enjoying my life.  Why think about tomorrow?

My mother's marriage, however, brought me one small step towards independence.  While we were at the Queen's, I had felt justified in accepting a small allowance from my mother.  For not only had I assited her domestically, but I had also been of some use to her in the office, helping with the accounts and petty cash.  I had always been quite bright at school with my sums. Now it was different, and my services were no longer required. But what could I do? Apart from my limited education, I was not trained for any sort of a career, and in fairness to my mother, I must admit I told her more than once that if I could not have a stage career there was nothing else that would interest me.

I discussed my problem with a family friend, George Agnew, a solicitor in Stirling.  He said I could join his firm as a junior member of the staff, and see how I liked it.  The salary would be thirty-five shillings per week, and forty-five shillings after a year - if I was still there.  I decided it was worth trying, and accepted his offer.

Soon after this, I met someone special.  I shall call him David.

He was of medium height - 5'9" or 5'10" - and had a strong physique (he was a keen rugby player).  He had thick, light brown wavy hair, a straight nose, and blue eyes.  His teeth were even and particularly white, and he had a most attractive smile. His chin was firm and square, and his mouth was well-shaped.  He was twenty-six years of age.  David's home was on the outskirts of Stirling and his family had a business in Glasgow.  At the beginning of the war he joined the Argyll and Sutherland Highlanders and was commissioned in June 1916.  Later on he joined the RFC.  Now, after demobilisation, he had returned home to take up civilian life once again.

I did not see David very often in the early days of our friendship.  He had joined his father's firm in Glasgow, and travelled daily to the city.  When he returned home in the evening, he quickly changed into his plus fours and went off for a round of golf.  David was always well-dressed, for city or country, but was happiest in his casual wear, which was made of the finest Scotch tweed, with muted, soft colourings.  He usually wore a tweed cap, at a slightly rakish angle, rather like the then Prince of Wales.  We"usually met, either by accident or design, at the weekends, and also at the various dances arranged in the town. Although there was now a Palais de Dance in Glasgow and Edinburgh

and other cities, there was nothing like that as yet in Stirling, and we depended on the sports clubs, mainly, for our entertainment: the Hockey Dance, the Rugby Dance, the Bankers' Dance, the Tennis Dance.  Invitations to these dances were always eagerly sought after.

I had discovered that David's friend, Kenneth, was attracted to a friend of mine, Jean Mclntyre, who I had known from schooldays .  So it seemed natural that we should make up a foursome and meet at the weekend.  Both the boys had sports cars, which was another attraction as they were still regarded as luxuries, and these enabled us to travel further afield for our outings.  By 1921, motor cars for private hire or taxi service were becoming commonplace, and the old horse trams had been replaced by charabancs, which plied between Bridge of Allan and Stirling in half the time.  These vehicles were large, and high off the ground, so it was difficult to clamber up onto them.  They were open in summer, and had a canvas hood that could be pulled over, with great difficulty, in wet weather and in the winter.  They were not comfortable, having bench seats high off the ground, which meant that short people, like me, had to perch on the edge of the seat, or sit with their legs dangling.  If you sat in the back row, you were bounced up and down like a yo-yo.  But we were quite happy with our charabancs, and considered our transport system was modern and up-to-date.

During this period, I was not seeing so much of Ella.  She was still having dancing instruction in Edinburgh and working very hard.  But after one or two auditions for a professional ballet company, she had been told that a career as a ballet dancer was not advisable.  It was considered that although she was perfectly healthy, she did not have the necessary strength and stamina for such an exhausting and demanding profession.  Ella was deeply disappointed.  It was suggested she should continue her training and become a teacher, which would be less arduous, and this is what Ella was now doing.  Her instructor, DJ, was opening up classes outside Edinburgh and had begun classes for ballroom dancing, which was becoming increasingly popular.  Ella, as well as continuing as his pupil, now became his assistant instructress, and was so busily engaged that we did not have the opportunity to meet so often.

It was in 1921 that I became involved in a most unpleasant experience - a murder.

On the first Saturday in August, every year, Highland Games were held at Bridge of Allan.  They took place in a large public park which lay about a quarter .of a mile from the back of our house, Birnock.  The Games were always a tremendous attraction, and people flocked from far and near to attend them.  Added attractions were the side-shows and roundabouts, hobby-horses, helter-skelter, swing-boats, and all the fun of the fair.  The show people and gypsies always began to arrive on the Wednesday -in their colourful caravans (horse-drawn) and brightly painted steam engines, with highly polished and gleaming brass shining in the sunlight.  There were so many caravans and people walking on foot leading horses and donkeys that it was quite a procession, and they were cheered as they made their way through the village. They pitched their tents, set up their stalls and the roundabouts and were open for business on the Thursday and Friday evenings preceding the Games, -which commenced at 10 am on the Saturday and continued until 5.3 0 or six o'clock in the evening.

Saturday was a great day for the reunion of the clans, and

much merriment, hand-shaking, drinking and friendly rivalry took place during the day, while the various teams and individual competitors fought for the cups and medals and prizes to be won. Racing, jumping, tossing the caber, piping and Highland dancing and many other sporting events took place.  It was a colourful occasion, with flags flying and bands playing.  When the brass bands stopped, the pipe bands took over.  Kilts were in evidence everywhere, both among the competitors and the spectators.  The picturesque setting, with Stirling Castle and the Wallace Monument in the foreground, and the Ochil Hills and mountains in the background, all added a touch of glamour and romance to the spectacle.

That particular Saturday I had arranged to go to the Games in the afternoon with Jessie Riddick - we had been in the same class at school, played tennis together, and were close friends. Jessie was keen on all forms of outdoor sports.  We were to be joined by two young men friends, Scott and Douglas, who also wanted to see the Games.  The afternoon passed pleasantly, and we were all in good spirits.  Many of the events were keenly contested, and there were many exciting moments.  When the Games ended, about 5.30 pm, we all went up to the Royal to have a high tea - most popular in Scotland at that time.  As it was the last night..of the shows, and a lovely evening, we all thought it would be a good idea to return to the fairground and try our luck at the side-shows and on the swings and roundabouts.  This we did, and spent a lot of time on the hobby-horses, switch-back motor cars, and giant swing-boats, after which we wandered around the stalls, trying our luck at the hoop-la, shooting gallery and other attractions.  It was a beautiful warm evening, with a clear sky and moonlight, and we stayed until the fair closed at midnight. We then drove the short distance to Birnock, and after a few minutes chatter Jessie, Scott and Douglas continued their journey back to Stirling, and I went into the house.

My mother was waiting up for me.  She often did this when I was going to be out late.  She liked to hear all my news and any tit-bits of gossip I might have to tell her.  This particular evening she went to make a pot of tea while I was removing my coat and changing into my slippers - my shoes were very muddy after tramping for so many hours in the fairground.  We were enjoying our cup of tea, while I described the events of the evening, when suddenly there was a terrific banging on the door, and a voice shouted - 'Let me in!  Help!  Let me in!  Help me!'

I should explain more clearly the geography of Birnock.  It was a large building which had been converted into flats.  We occupied the whole of the ground floor, and above us there were two smaller flats.  There was a common entrance to these three flats through the main front door.  At the rear of the building, there was another flat upstairs, and this flat had a separate entrance.  It was occupied by an elderly invalid woman and her nurse companion, who was also elderly.  As far as I can remember, the invalid lady was seldom if ever seen.  I certainly never saw her, and I don't think I ever saw the nurse-companion either. There was an indoor stairway leading down from this flat to the ground floor and our flat, and it opened into the hallway.  This door was never used, and kept bolted on both sides.

When we first heard this banging and shotting, my mother and I couldn't for a moment locate the source of the disturbance, and listened in silence.  The cries were repeated.  It was then my mother realised that the calls were coming from behind

the bolted door.  She sprang from her chair and rushed to open it. I followed her, and as the door opened, we both stepped back in alarm as the old nurse staggered into our hall with blood on her face and hands, her hair dishevelled, shouting in a wild incoherent manner that she and her invalid employer had been attacked by a man - she thought the old lady was either dead or dying.  We must get help, she said - a doctor, quickly!

At sight of blood and the hysterical condition of the nurse, my mother ran into her bedroom to waken Billy.  But he was fast asleep and could not be roused.  No doubt he had also been celebrating the Games, gone to bed, and fallen into a heavy slumber.  My mother and I both shook him and tried to waken him, but he just mumbled something, turned over and fell asleep again. There was no time for further delay.  My mother hastened to rebolt the door, fearing the intruder might follow the nurse downstairs and attack us too - but we were told the man had got away through a window.  The nurse then said she must go upstairs again to see what had happened to her mistress.  She was still bleeding and extremely agitated, and she wouldn't stand still when I tried to wipe away the blood with clean towels.  She kept shouting for a doctor - so, hoping to calm her, I said I would go at once and call him.

There was no telephone in the house.  The residents in the other two flats were elderly, and didn't appear to have heard a sound as there was no sign of movement in either flat above us. But as it was now about 1 am, they were probably asleep.  I realised that someone would have to go for the doctor and, I thought, for the police.  I looked around swiftly, and knew that that someone would have to be me.

I think the worst moment for me was unlocking the front door and stepping outside, not knowing if the attacker was lurking somewhere in the shadows.  I had hastily thrown on a coat but hadn't taken time to change my house slippers for walking shoes. Summoning up my courage, and telling my mother to lock the door behind me, I opened it quickly and without pausing fled the twelve yards or so to the front gate, without daring to look to left or right.  Once outside, I ran as fast as my legs would carry me.

There was no-one in sight, the street was completely silent. A slight breeze ruffled the trees on both sides of the road, and as I ran, keeping to the centre of the wide street, I glanced furtively over my shoulders as the swaying trees cast moving shadows, causing my heart to miss a beat.

■ I ran without stopping until I reached Dr Fraser's house, a distance of about 300 yards.  Panting for breath, I rang the bell loudly, and waited.  In a few moments a window upstairs opened and a head appeared.  It was the doctor.  I made myself known, and he recognised me.  I called up to him that something terrible had happened, and his help was needed.  He told me to wait - he would come down.  He soon appeared and took me into the house, where he sat me down and asked me what had happened.  I blurted out my story.

If he was surprised he did not show it, and his professional manner, calm and unhurried, soon quietened me down.  I wanted to run on to the police station, about another 400 yards - our police force consisted of one sergeant and one constable.  But Dr Fraser reminded me that he had a telephone and would inform the sergeant. He wouldn't allow me-to return home alone, and asked me to wait a few minutes while he dressed.  Soon we were back at Birnock where he at once went to the upstairs flat to investigate.  The old lady was, I think, already dead, or died soon after his arrival;

the elderly nurse had been badly cut about the hands and arms.

It was a strange story:  the nurse said they had been attacked by a man who hit the old lady over the head with a bottle. She, the nurse, had tried to defend her mistress and been injured herself.

In the morning, we were besieged by police, reporters and officials, all taking statements and asking questions.  In the weeks that followed, there were identification parades, but the nurse was never able to identify the assailant.  The room was searched for clues and fingerprints, and the garden searched for footprints.  But nothing was ever found.  Rumours began to spread that it was the nurse who was responsible for the attack.  She had been drinking, so it was said, and after an argument or fight had probably hit the old lady on the head and killed her.  But this was never substantiated.  Whatever the truth, the nurse eventually left the village, having given the police her new address, and went to live elsewhere.

After months of police investigation, and to the best of my knowledge, no one was ever brought to trial, or even charged vith the murder.  The fact that this crime was committed on Games Saturday, when hundreds of strangers, including gypsies and vagrants were in the village, made the police task all the more difficult, and the case remained an unsolved mystery.

Apart from this particulary unpleasant excitement, my life in Bridge of Allan continued easily enough, drifting along from simple pleasure to pleasure, although some were lively enough. When not at work, like many young people, then and now, I wished to enjoy myself.  Work was a necessity, which gave me a little money to spend on myself and general amusement.

I had settled in quite well at the solicitor's office in Stirling.  Gibson & Agnew was the name of the firm.  Mr Gibson had died and Mr Agnew was the sole partner.  It was a small business, mostly family trust work, and when I arrived there were two employees:  Miss Brown, who was in her mid-thirties, and Miss Bertram, who was nineteen.  We always addressed each other as Miss.  It would have been considered familiar to use Christian names.  I became quite friendly with Jean Bertram, exchanging confidences and chattering away:  she used to tell me about her boyfriends.  Although she was a little younger than me, she was full of enthusiasm for her work and had attended night classes in shorthand and typewriting.  In the office I used to look at her and think to myself:  I really do wish I could be more interested in this work, but I just can't.  It's so dull.   But I was zealous and tried to learn all I could and make myself useful.  I didn't want to disappoint Mr Agnew who, I felt, had offered me the post more out of kindness and regard for my mother than for my own ability.  I quickly learnt to deal with indexing, filing and handling the petty cash, and I used to enjoy being sent along to the bank with cheques and to withdraw cash.  I knew two of the young men in the bank, and had often danced with them at their annual Bankers' Dance, so I was always quite pleased to have a quick chat with them during our business transactions.

Every weekend I looked forward to seeing David.  In the summer we went picnicking with Kenneth and Jean Mclntyre at Lochearnhead or in the Trossachs or around Loch Lomond.  We spent many long and happy afternoons and evenings together, and all the time I was becoming more and more attracted to David.  Usually we went out as a foursome, but sometimes he would take me to the

pictures.  We now had our first cinema in Stirling, the Olympia, and we always spoke of 'going to the pictures'..  We used to laugh at the antics of Charlie Chaplin and Harold Lloyd, and we always enjoyed following the adventures of Pearl White in The Perils of Pauline, real cliff-hangers.  I loved these evenings with David, and being driven home in his smart little black two-seater sports car.

In the meantime I was rehearsing for another show, Paul Jones.  This was presented for one week at the Alhambra Theatre in Stirling by the Stirling Operatic Society itself.  The Society, founded out of the old Choral Society in 1906, had confined their productions to French works before the war, and when they resumed production in 1921, it was with such a work, Pepita - May Blair took a leading part in it.  In February 1922, the Society put on Paul Jones, in which I played Yvonne.  David came to see me more than once and I felt I was acting and singing just for him.

The rest of 1922 passed pleasantly and uneventfully. During the day I worked in the office from 9.30 am to 5 pm, and in the summer months I played tennis in the evenings.  In October, we started rehearsing for the Stirling Operatic Society's production of The Gondoliers.  I was to play Casilda.

At the weekends, I occasionally saw David on a Saturday, but he was often involved in golf or rugby on that day, and so it was usually Sunday we spent together.  I used to go to church in the morning as I was singing in the choir, so he would call for me after lunch.  We would go off somewhere either with Jean and Kenneth or, if they were otherwise engaged, on our own to spend the afternoon and evening happily together.

In February 1923 The Gondoliers was performed in the Albert Hall in Stirling.  It was a colourful and well-presented production, and I thoroughly enjoyed playing Casilda.  Ella did not take part because she was busily engaged with her dancing classes, but she came along to rehearsals whenever she could. She taught me and the Ducal Party the steps of the Minuet, and arranged the dance routine for the Cachuka.  She was also most helpful in coaching the chorus, especially the girls, with their hand and arm movements.  Our producer, an ex-professional, was competent, but admitted that he was not an expert in arranging dance routines.  He was only too pleased to have Ella's assistance.

David came twice to see the show, and sent up flowers and chocolates on the last night, Saturday.  My mother and Billy were there, and many of my tennis and operatic friends, as well as members of my church choir.  Mr Agnew also came along, and Bill Harris was also present.  Bill 'was always in close attendance on Ella these days, and she was obviously in love.  All the principals received flowers and gifts from their admirers and friends, and the front of the stage presented a colourful picture.  I myself received so many bouquets that I took some of them up to Stirling Infirmary the next day for the enjoyment of patients and nurses.  But I did not part with David's bouquet. That was special, and made me very happy.

In 1924 I took part in lolanthe, produced this time by the Bridge of Allan Operatic Society, who had restarted their productions the year before.  For once I was in the Chorus.  This happened because in the Stirling Operatic Society's production of Patience that spring I failed to get the name-part, which went to the conductor's daughter.  Piqued, I offered my services to the Bridge of Allan production.  But Phyllis had already been cast and I ended up as one of the fairies.

Meanwhile, I was having singing lessons in Glasgow, as after a year my salary at Agnew's had been increased to £2 los a week, out of which I managed to save sufficient money to pay for the lessons.  I had been recommended to train with J Percy Robb, an ex-professional operatic singer and well known as an excellent teacher in Glasgow.  His fee was three guineas for six lessons.  I travelled up to Glasgow every Saturday afternoon, on a cheap day ticket by train.  Sometimes, if it could be arranged, David would drive me up in his car, and after my lesson, we would have dinner together and, sometimes, go to a theatre or the pictures before driving home.  The Alhambra was a favourite theatre, also the King's, where we saw Evelyn Laye in The Merry Widow, and Jose Collins in The Maid of the Mountains.  I was thrilled with these shows, and wished so much that I could have been up there on the stage, acting with them, even in the chorus. At the Alhambra I recall seeing the Co-optimists, and Harry Lauder and other stars of that period.

At the office, Miss Brown had departed to take up a better job with a larger firm in Stirling that offered her more money arid she was not replaced.  By this time, I had taught myself to type, after a fashion.  Miss Brown had also been very good at showing me how the books were kept, and explaining the general routine work.  Mr Agnew asked me if I would like to take on her work; Jean Bertram, who was still an enthusiastic worker and improving all the time with her typing and shorthand, could handle all the correspondence, as well as taking over some of the simpler jobs I used to do.  I was quite pleased about this arrangement, especially as my salary would now be raised to £3 per week.  Jean also received an increase of ten shillings a week on her salary.  My increase meant I should be able to continue with my singing lessons in Glasgow, and that pleased me very much.

The years were passing, but I never looked forward or considered the future.  I was content to live only for the day, as I had done during the war years.  I suppose, in my heart, I was secretly hoping that one day David would ask me to marry him. I was by this time deeply in love.  We had quite often spoken of marriage in a general sort of way, but David enjoyed his freedom and always said there was plenty of time.  He was restless, and did not feel like settling down yet.  We were happy as we were. ■Let's leave it like that,1 he said. 'For the time being.1

But although David and I were such close friends, we both had other friends and interests as well.  I sometimes made up a party with Ella and Bill to go to a dance in a neighbouring town, at Dunblane or perhaps Callander.  We would pack into a car -sometimes two cars would be required - and off we would go to enjoy a pleasant evening.  Dinner-dances were becoming popular, and these we much enjoyed.  But as the cost was around 10/6 and even 12/6, it was considered to be too expensive a luxury to be indulged in very often.

Fashions were also changing.  We now had our hair cut into a bob or shingle, and permanent waving was the latest attraction. Girls were smoking cigarettes, and if you wanted to be avant-garde , you used a long cigarette-holder.  Our dresses were tubular, with no waistline; they had become shorter each year and were now knee-length.  Long earrings and numerous bracelets completed our evening attire.

On other occasions, I went with Jessie Riddick and a few of our tennis friends to watch some special tennis tournament, staying on afterwards to enjoy the evening with other tennis

friends.  Jessie also had many friends in farming circles,  and always invited me to join her party at the Farmers' Dance.

David had many interests of his own.  He would often go off somewhere with his rugby or golfing friends to watch matches being played, and then stay on to spend the evening in a party comprising both boys and girls.  He also enjoyed the reunion dinners with his former RFC comrades, and going out in his car to visit wartime friends living in other parts of the country. Unfortunately, like so many thousands of young men who survived the war, David was drinking more than was good for him.  Although he had escaped being wounded or shot down, his nervous system had suffered badly.  He had moods, and fits of depression, when the only remedy seemed to be the whisky bottle.  He didn't talk often of his wartime experiences with the RFC in France, but I was aware that the memory of those days still haunted him at times.

It was in this summer of 1924 that I first listened - or tried to listen - to the radio.  Having heard and read so much about radio, I was excited at the prospect of hearing if for myself.  But I was most disappointed when Billy brought home a set one day, and we all tried to listen.  First, Billy put on the earphones and adjusted the 'cat's whiskers' attachment.  My mother and I waited expectantly - but all he could hear were crackling noises and whistling sounds.  My mother tried next, with no more success.  When I tried, I could just hear faint sounds of a human voice, but was quite unable to understand what was being said.  We all struggled for a time to achieve better results, until I became impatient and went off in pursuit of a more rewarding occupation.  I was content to wait until the sets and technique had improved before I attempted to listen in again.

My annual two weeks holiday from the office was as usual spent at home, but this didn't bother me at all.  I couldn't afford to go away on holiday anywhere and pay for singing lessons as well, and I preferred to continue with my lessons.

While I was on holiday, Alastair Fraser returned from overseas.  He had joined the Merchant Navy as an engin'eer and had been away for nearly a year.  He was also on leave, and came along to see me.  Although I kept my weekends free to be spent with David, and possibly Jean and Kenneth, I was happy to see Alastair sometimes during the week.  I went along to Fernfield twice and had tea with Alastair, Louie and Ada.  By this time Madge had married.  Mrs Fraser joined us later, and Dr Fraser looked in briefly for a quick cup of tea and a few minutes conversation.

Another day, I took Alastair with me to the Tennis Club. Livilands was a small, private and friendly club where we regularly held tea parties, when the girls provided the food and made the tea, after which the boys were expected to do all the washing up.  Alastair didn't play tennis, but there were plenty of girls around to entertain him while I played, and he thoroughly enjoyed himself.  I liked Alastair, but my heart was already given elsewhere.

When I told David I had been out with Alastair a few times during my holidays, he was not at all pleased.  David had never met Alastair and wanted to know all about him.  I explained who he was, that he happened to be on leave at the same time, and as we both had time on our hands, it seemed natural to spend some of it together.  There was no more to it than than.  David was slightly mollified, but still remained a bit 'huffy'.  He

reminded me that he never went out with other girls, unless in a party.  I was somewhat surprised that David should be so resentful, but also quietly pleased that he showed these signs of jealousy.

In the winter of 1924 rehearsals began for The Mikado, which was to be performed by the Stirling Operatic Society the following February.  I was to play Yum-Yum, and was delighted to have been selected for this important and attractive role.  My singing voice had improved a lot, and I was still having lessons in Glasgow every week.  One Fine Day from Madam Butterfly, was the aria I best remember, for I worked for several months on it. But there were other songs as well:  II Bachio, Songs of the Fair, The Indian Love Lyrics, and many more.  I used to practise every afternoon as soon as I arrived home from the office, for one hour, two hours and sometimes three - if I was not going out to a rehearsal or other engagement.

The winter was also the season for the annual sports dances, and David and I had already been to one or two, where we met up with our friends to form a happy group.  In those days, you didn't just dance with one partner for the entire evening as they do today, but mingled with your friends and shared your dances among them.  At many dances you were given engagement cards, on which were printed the number and name of each dance. Each gentleman would then ask you for a particular dance, and write his name against the number reserved for him.  In this way, your favourite partner could reserve the majority of the dances, but leave a few spaces for those others who also wished to dance with you.  Evening dress was always worn, the men usually in white tie and tails, and they always wore white gloves.

At the first dance of that season, I noticed that Peter, a close friend of David, had brought his sister - Elizabeth - with him.  David and Peter were both rugby players and keen golfers and had known each other for a number of years.  They sometimes went off together for a golfing weekend somewhere in Ayrshire, where the courses were particularly good.  I knew Peter quite well, but had never met his sister, Elizabeth.  They lived in Larbert, a small town about twelve miles from Stirling.  Peter had a car, as had many of his friends, so it was comparatively easy for them to drive into Stirling to attend a dance or some other function.

Elizabeth was good-looking, rather than pretty.  She was taller than me, aged 26, with a slender figure and small, well-defined features - rather Italian in appearance.  Her hair was raven black in colour, thick, glossy and straight.  Her eyes were dark brown, and her skin of a smooth texture.  She wore practically no make-up:  a slight dusting of face powder and a touch of red lipstick which showed up well against her creamy complexion.

On the first occasion I met Elizabeth, I noticed she paid a great deal of attention to David and appeared eager to have his name on her engagement card.  But as she was a comparative stranger to Stirling, and did not know many people at the dance, this did not bother me at all.  But when she arrived at subsequent dances and always made a bee-line for David, I realised I had a rival.  She was aware that David and I were close friends but always tried, when speaking to me, to give the impression that he was also a close friend of hers.  'After all,1 she said, 'David and Peter have been friends for years, and he comes regularly to our house.  We regard him as one of the family.'

Although I admired Elizabeth's good looks she had, in my opinion, an aggressive manner:  always wanting to take command of everyone and everything; and she had a habit of staring at you while she spoke, without the trace of a smile, which I found disconcerting.  We could never have become close friends.  She never invited me, with or without David, to come to Larbert and I sensed, from the first day I met her, a feeling of hostility towards me.

I questioned David about Elizabeth, but he just laughed and said I was imagining things.  'I like Elizabeth well enough,1 he said, 'But not in that way.  You don't have to worry about her.'  Then he added:  'What about Alastair?'  I laughed.  'You don't have to worry about him either,' I said. At that we both laughed, kissed and hugged each other.

Christmas time came round, with the usual spate of parties and slightly excessive drinking, which was customary at that season of the year'.  Christmas day being essentially a family day, I stayed at home to spend it with my mother and Billy.

My mother seemed subdued and rather quiet.  But she had prepared an excellent dinner and I had helped to decorate the flat and give it a festive look.  Billy was cheerful, but as soon as the meal was over, promptly fell asleep in a comfortable armchair,  still in the dining-room.  I helped my mother with the washing up, after which we retired to the drawing-room and settled ourselves in front of a large coal fire.  My mother who, following my example, had had her hair bobbed, was now smoking cigarettes, Gold Flake, and these she seemed to much enjoy.  I did not indulge myself in this new fashion, and neither did Ella or Jessie - but Jean Mclntyre did, and became quite a heavy smoker.  I enjoyed chatting to my mother and was quite content to spend the day at home, especially as I had arranged to be with David the next day.  Jean was at home, as some relatives were spending Christmas with the family, and Kenneth was playing golf - so David and I went off on our own.

It was a beautiful day, extremely cold, but with bright sunshine.  I was well wrapped up with a warm rug over my knees. There was no wind, and we kept the hood of the car down so that we might enjoy the lovely scenery to the full.  There had been a good deal of snow and hard frosts at night, and the hills were covered in white.  We drove along the winding road beside the shore of Loch Lubnaig and on to the little village of Strathyre. A small burn, or stream, flows through the village, alongside the road:  We parked the car and went for a walk.

The trees, their leaves weighed down with fallen snow, glistened in the sunlight, and as we stood on the old stone bridge crossing the burn, we could see the swiftly flowing stream sparkling as it tumbled and splashed its way over the stones.  We walked for quite a long time, often hand in hand, but when the sun began to sink, we returned to the small hotel in the village to enjoy an appetising tea.

We were the only customers in the cosy lounge, in which a bright log and coal fire was burning.  Afternoon tea in the Scottish Highlands is not quite the same thing as tea in other countries.  In Scotland, it is a sumptuous repast, a meal in itself.  A huge tray was brought to us, laden with hot buttered toast, freshly made scones, pancakes, jam and home-made fruit cake.  We were both hungry after our walk, and "did full justice to our meal.  After tea, we sat close together on an old-fashioned, velvet-covered settee in front of the blazing fire and were

content.  We had already exchanged our Christmas gifts. I had given David a fountain pen and a box of golf balls, and he had given me a gold-coloured beaded evening handbag, which I had wanted for a long time.  I was delighted.

It was very dark when we left Strathyre.  The air was still and clear and very cold.  So we raised the hood on the car.  I wrapped the rug well around me and we set off for home.  When we reached Callander, David said we must stop and have a celebration drink.  I wasn't particularly anxious to stop, for I knew that he had already been celebrating for several days, but he said it was Christmas.  'Of course we must celebrate.'  He would not be denied.  We went into the Ancaster Arms Hotel, which we both knew quite well, and David ordered a large whisky for himself and a glass of port for me.  David always drank whisky, and only added the smallest quantity of water.  I usually chose port.  Cocktails were coming into fashion, but I did not enjoy them, and sherry was not so popular then as it is today.

It was while David was drinking his second whisky that he told me he and Kenneth were going to a New Year's Dance in Larbert.  Elizabeth and Peter's parents were giving a dinner-dance in a local hotel for some of their friends, mostly Larbert and Falkirk people, and they had been invited.  'Peter wants us to go,' David said, 'because they are short of men.  Kenneth is keen, so I couldn't very well say no.1  I wasn't pleased, not one little bit - but I had no good reason to object and in any event had no right to.  However, for the remainder of the drive home, some of the afternoon's happiness seemed to have left me, and when David kissed me good-night he left me with a slight feeling of depression.  But I cheered up when I remembered I would be seeing him again next weekend, and that he would be taking me to the Rugby Dance at the end of the month.

1925 was only two or three days old when Kenneth called to see me.  He said he had something important to tell me - would I come out in the car with him where we could talk more freely? I was surprised at this unexpected visit.  He looked serious, and I wondered what he could have to tell me that was so important. He wouldn't come into the house, so I slipped on a coat and we went out together.  I asked him where we were going, and he said: 'Oh, nowhere in particular.  Just up the hill a bit, where it's quiet.'

He drove in silence for a short distance and stopped the car in a deserted residential road.  He didn't speak for a moment, so I turned to him and said:  'What's wrong, Kenneth? Are you in trouble of some sort?'  He replied:  'No, no.  It's not me ... It's David.'  My heart missed a beat.  'He isn't ill, is he?  He hasn't had an accident?1  I cried.  'No,' he said.  'Nothing like that, but ... Oh, dear, Donny, I must get this over quickly.  David has got himself engaged to marry Elizabeth.  It happened at the dance, and unfortunately, her father announced the engagement to everyone there.'

I listened to his words in stunned silence.  Kenneth went on:  "The first I knew about it was when her father stopped the band and said he had a very special announcement to make.  He said something about being sure we would all be delighted to hear that David and Elizabeth had just become engaged to be married, and he was certain we would want to be the first to offer them our congratulations.'

Kenneth went on talking, but his words made but little sense to me.  I heard something about 'Far too much wine at dinner'

and 'David mixing his drinks' and 'Not being responsible for what he was saying or doing'.  I felt stupefied, and all I could hear was my own brain hammering out the message - 'He's engaged to Elizabeth.  David's going to marry Elizabeth.  He's going to marry Elizabeth.'

Kenneth talked a lot more, and put his arm around my shoulders, trying to comfort me, but I didn't want to listen.  I asked him to take me home.  I only wanted to be alone.  He was very kind, and obviously upset himself, but he did as I asked and drove me home.  There he left me, saying he would see me again in a day or two.

I went inside and straight to my room.  I don't know how long I sat there, just staring into space.  I knew that what had happened was a fait accompli, and that David would never go back on his word.  I also knew, or believed, that Elizabeth would never release him from the tangle into which he had got himself.

I was now twenty-four years old and had known David and loved him for four years.  I was heartbroken.

Meanwhile, at home, another unhappy situation was developing that was causing my mother great anxiety.  Billy was drinking heavily.  My mother had noticed when he returned from the war that he was drinking rather a lot, but thought he would revert to normal habits when he had settled down.  But he did not, and during the four years since their marriage, his addiction had grown steadily worse.

Although I had been living in the same house I had not seen a great deal of them, being at the office all day and rushing home for a quick change before going off to the drawing-room for a singing practise, or out to play tennis or attend a rehearsal somewhere.  I was not a good pianist, but I could usually play well enough to accompany myself in practise.  It came as something of a shock, therefore, when my mother put the facts before me.  I had never once seen Billy unsteady on his feet or with slurred speech, and he was always well-groomed and particular about his appearance.  I knew he enjoyed his glass of whisky, but almost all Scotsmen did, and Billy usually became extremely witty, telling amusing stories which made me laugh.  But he was drinking in secret and running up accounts for whisky at all the local licensed shops.  These accounts were not being paid.  To make matters worse, Billy was neglecting the business, and now his father was threatening drastic action if he did not mend his ways.  My mother was a proud woman, and she had been paying these accounts herself to avoid court action.  But she couldn't go on like this indefinitely:  the situation had now become serious. She had pleaded and cajoled, she told me, shown tears and anger, but all to np avail.

As I listened to ray mother talking, I was filled with remorse.  Totally absorbed in my own pleasure-loving life, I had failed to notice that all was not well at home.  I knew my mother's small music group had disbanded, and was aware that she hardly ever played her mandolin.  She stayed at home much more and seldom seemed to seek the company of her former friends.  All this I knew, but had never stopped to wonder why.  Now that I was in full possession of the facts, this disturbing news, coupled with my own unhappy state of mind, brought me to a decision - I would leave home!

I reasoned that my departure would save my mother a certain

amount of money.  She had always refused to allow me to pay anything towards my keep, saying that it was her home, and therefore mine, and that she paid for the running expenses, not Billy,  it was enough, she said, if I could keep myself in clothes and spending money out of my salary, which I did.  But I realised now that everything was going to be different, and I had no wish to be an added liability.

This was not of course the real reason why I wanted to leave home, merely the excuse.  The real reason?  - I just couldn't face up to the prospect of seeing David and Elizabeth constantly together.  Kenneth had told me they were to be married in April or May, and that Elizabeth wanted to make their home in Stirling. That being so, it would be inevitable that we should meet, and I feared that my eyes would betray the unhappiness in my heart. Nor did I want to see the expression in David's eyes, which I believed I would see.  We had studiously avoided each other, and there had been no written word since the engagement.  Kenneth also told me that David had several times tried to write to me but always tore the letters up.  He had asked Kenneth if he thought I would meet him, but I had already said I did not want to see David at that time.  Kenneth was unhappy too.  His usually bright and cheerful manner seemed to have deserted him, and his brown eyes looked troubled and anxious.  He and David had been friends since childhood, and he didn't want him to take any steps he might later regret.  'It's all a miserable and unhappy business,' he said. 'But David is stubborn, adopting the view that a man's word is his bond - and knowing Elizabeth, I'm pretty sure she is not the type of girl to allow him to break that bond!'

In 1925, an engagement to marry was regarded more seriously than it is today, and a broken engagement often ended in a breach of promise court action, carrying with it a certain stigma on a man's good name.

This was the situation in January, and in March Gordon was due home on his first leave from India.  He had been there for five years.  He should have come home on leave after three, but he in the meantime had changed his job.  He had been offered a good appointment with the Vacuum oil Company of America (now the Standard Vacuum Oil Co) and this he had been pleased to accept.  He had then moved from Bombay to Karachi.  This meant that he had to forfeit his leave and wait another two years before returning home.

Gordon had done very well in India, and was happy with his life out there.  When he was offered an appointment with the Vacuum Oil Co in Karachi, he had accepted for two main reasons: the salary offered was much higher than that Graham's were paying, and he thought the climate would suit him better in Karachi than in Bombay, which he had found excessively hot and humid.  He wrote home regularly, and sent beautiful and valuable gifts to my mother and to myself.  Gordon and I exchanged letters frequently, and after he had been in Karachi for a year or so and prospered, he used to write and say how much the life out there would appeal to me.  'When I get home,1 he wrote, 'we'll have to put our heads together and see if it's possible for you to come out here for a visit.1

All this I remembered in that January of 19 25, and fervently hoped that somehow such a visit might be arranged.

Meanwhile, I threw myself feverishly into work and play, trying at the same time to save as much money as I possibly could. I was already rehearsing for The Mikado which was to be performed

in Stirling in February.  I now received an invitation from the Bridge of Allan Operatic Society to play Elsie Maynard in their production of The Yeomen of the Guard, to take place in Bridge of Allan in March.  Although rehearsing Yun-Yum and Elsie Maynard at the same time would be arduous after my day's work at the office, I was glad to accept the invitation, and to have my leisure hours so fully occupied.  Added to which, the part of Elsie Maynard attracted me greatly and would, I thought, be the most exacting role I had yet played.  I was determined to try my utmost to make it a success.

At the weekends I usually joined Ella or Jean or Jessie and made up a party to attend one of the sports club dances, having first discreetly enquired if David and Elizabeth were likely to be present.  But I was told that Elizabeth didn't much care for dancing, and as David didn't seem keen either, our paths didn't cross.  My close friendship with David having ended, I found I had a number of admirers I had scarcely noticed before, and I never lacked a partner to escort me to a dance or party. This, at least, was good for my morale.

The Mikado was duly performed in the Albert Hall, Stirling, at the beginning of February, and played to crowded houses all week.  It was considered by many to be the best production staged there for a very long time.  The scenery was good, the costumes colourful, and the chorus work and singing were excellent. All the principals did well, and I myself was complimented on my portrayal of Yum-Yum.  My mother and Billy were there and many of my friends, as they had been when I was playing Casilda in The Gondoliers.  Only David was missing.  I found myself looking for him in his usual seat about three or four rows from the front.

After the performance was over, Jean Mclntyre told me she had seen David standing at the back of the gallery.  He was alone.  She thought he must have come in during the interval, for she had not noticed him before; she herself had been sitting in the gallery.  Jean said she had intended to speak to him when the lights went up at the end of the show, but when she looked again, he had disappeared.

I heard this piece of news with mixed feelings of pleasure and sadness.  Jean had been shocked and deeply concerned when she had heard of David's engagement.  She was a warm-hearted girl, with an affectionate and sympathetic nature, and during the past four years we had grown quite attached to each other.

The following month, March, Gordon arrived home.   We were excited and pleased to see him again.  So much had happened since he sailed away five years ago. . He looked well, and had a splendid sun tan after his long voyage and rest on the ship.  The journey in those days took three weeks.  I thought again what an extremely good-looking young man he was, with his thick, black and glossy hair, and his blue eyes, which seemed more blue than ever against the sun tan of his skin.

A week after Gordon's arrival The Yeomen of the Guard opened at the Museum Hall in Bridge of Allan.  After the first performance, my mother told me that Gordon had been terribly nervous waiting for the curtain to go up.  He kept asking her if she was sure I wouldn't forget my lines.  He had never seen me acting or dancing in a major production before.  However, after my first entrance as Elsie with Jack Point, he had relaxed and settled down to enjoy the whole show.  I was pleased to have Gordon there, and I think his presence spurred me on to give a good performance.  I enjoyed playing Elsie Maynard, and my singing

teacher had coached me well for the recitative and solo in the Second Act.

Gordon came again with my mother and Billy to the last performance on the Saturday night, and on this occasion, he was not in the least nervous.  For myself, I felt instinctively that this would be my last stage appearance in Bridge of Allan or Stirling, and I was determined to give of my best.  Later, the critics and press reported that I had excelled myself as Elsie Maynard, and had given my finest performance to date.

At the close of the performance the customary flowers and gifts were presented on stage to the principals.  I received several bouquets of flowers and boxes of chocolates, all tied up with ribbons, with the name of the sender written on a small card attached to the gift.  One particularly large and beautiful bouquet had no name attached, just the word 'Anonymous1.  I wondered     ... Could it be?  But I never discovered.

Gordon had told us that he was being sent to New York in July for a month on a special course of training, and that he would be working in the London office for two weeks before he sailed.

On hearing this news, I decided on my course of action.  I would go to London with Gordon, ostensibly for a holiday, but I wouldn't come back.

I had already spoken to the producer of The Yeomen, who was an ex-D'Oyly Carte Opera man, and he had promised to give me an introduction to a member of the D'Oyle Carte in London, who would try to arrange an audition.  He warned me that competition was fierce, but he thought I stood a good chance.  Knowing I would have very little money with which to support myself, and to safeguard against failure, I spoke to Mr Agnew, my boss, and took him into my confidence.  I wanted him to give me a written reference stating my qualifications as a book-keeper/typist, which would perhaps help me to find an office job if I was not successful with the D'Oyly Carte.  Mr Agnew was sympathetic and understanding.  He gave me some fatherly advice and showed some real concern at my determination not to return, whatever happened. When he saw I was adamant, he wrote the letter I wanted, and it was in such glowing terms of praise, far beyond my merits, that I felt it would have secured me a place in Buckingham Palace itself.

Meanwhile, Gordon was enjoying his leave and renewing old friendships, especially among the girls.  He was popular and much in demand for parties and dances.  He had bought a second-hand Morris Ten motor car.  It was an open car, with a canvas hood that could be pulled up when it rained, but it was so stiff and difficult to handle that we were often drenched when caught in a sudden storm.  The car cost Gordon £50, but it gave us a great deal of pleasure, and many happy days were spent motoring around the countryside, sometimes up north to Perth and Crieff, or around the Trossachs, and sometimes south to Lanark and Crawford and the Border country.

Gordon also found the car very useful for taking his girlfriends out for a spin, which is what a car drive was called in those days.  At one time I had secretly hoped that Gordon and Ella might have fallen in love and married.  But during the war years they had drifted apart, and after he went to India it was always Bill Harris w"ho was constantly at Ella's right hand.  Now that Gordon was home again, his attention seemed to be mainly focussed on Louie Fraser, Dr Fraser's youngest daughter.  Louie

was a strikingly good-looking girl, tall, with black hair which she pleated and coiled round her ears like earphones.  She had brown eyes, good features, and a flamboyant style of dressing that was eye-catching.  She was the same age as Gordon.

Meanwhile, I was pre-occupied with my own plans for leaving home.  Gordon and my mother were happy that I had the opportunity of a holiday and a first visit to London while Gordon was there, and I did not disclose the fact that I did not intend to return. I was afraid that Gordon would raise objections and spoil my plans, and I knew my mother would be very upset and would make every effort to keep me at home.  Her financial problems, due to Billy's inability to curb his drinking habits, were daily becoming more acute, and she felt that I was the only person she could confide in.  But this time I felt I just had to get away, and although I did not like the deception, I feared I might not be able to stand firm against the tears and entreaties that would most surely follow if the truth were known.  I did not feel that I was in any way deserting my mother in her hour of need, but rather that my departure would negate any question of my presence in the house being an additional strain on the family resources.  Although Billy had never, by word or deed, made me feel unwelcome, I knew he was aware that my mother leaned on me a great deal, and confided in me.  I thought, in fairness to him, that it might help if I was out of the way and they were left alone to. try to work out a solution to their problems.

Gordon had been told something of the situation, and had offered to speak to Billy, and try to 'knock some sense into him', but my mother wouldn't agree to this.  She thought it might do more harm than good, and in any event, she didn't want anything to spoil Gordon's holiday.  He was enjoying himself, taking Louie out in his car.  Sometimes my mother and I went with them: sometimes Ella and Bill made up the foursome; but quite often they went off somewhere on their own.

It was the middle of July when Gordon prepared to leave for his two week's training in London, prior to a month's further training in New York.

It had been arranged that he should travel south ahead of me, report to his London office, and find a suitable place for us to stay.  The company had given Gordon several addresses of small hotels they could recommend.  Gordon left home on a Wednesday, and I was to follow three days later, on the Saturday. As he would be returning to Bridge of Allan after his New York visit for a few more weeks before returning to India, there were no tearful partings, and my mother was in good spirits when he went away.

Three days later it was my turn to go.  On the Friday evening, my large suitcase was packed and labelled.  My mother had expressed some mild surprise that I should need such a large case for my holiday. But I wanted to take as many of my smaller treasured possessions with me as I could without arousing suspicion.  It was a beautiful summer evening.  I walked out to the gate and gazed around me.  I looked at the Wallace Monument and Stirling Castle and all the familiar landmarks; the sun was setting over the hills.  I shed a few tears.

When I felt more composed, I returned to the house and chatted to my mother.  Billy had already gone to bed and was no doubt in a deep sleep.  I suggested we should have a cup of tea while we talked.  I knew my mother always enjoyed a cup of tea, which was now invariably accompanied by a cigarette.

She was happy that evening, and so pleased I was going to have such a lovely holiday, with Gordon to take care of me in London.  It saddened me to know I was hiding the true reason for my visit from her, but there seemed to be no other way.  I could only hope she would understand, and forgive me.  Later, as I undressed and prepared for bed, my gaze wandered around the familiar room, and I wondered when - and even if - I would ever sleep in that bed again.

In the morning, I persuaded my mother not to come with me to the station, saying that Jean Mclntyre would be there to see me off.  I had to leave from Stirling Station, as the express trains did not stop at Bridge of Allan.

When the car arrived - we did not call them taxis - my mother came out to the gate with me.  I was feeling very tense. The driver lifted my case and overcoat into the car.  I kissed my mother hurriedly, said I would write, scrambled into the car, waved a farewell, and was away.

I looked back, and saw my mother standing by the gate, still waving.  But my eyes were now so full of tears I could scarcely see her.

Jean came to the station as arranged.  She was the only person other than my boss, Mr Agnew, who knew my plans.  I hadn't even told Ella.  Ella had never been enthusiastic over my friendship with David.  She had once said to me:  'Donny, I wish you didn't like David so much.'  I said: 'Why?1 and she replied: 'Well, for one thing he's too fond of frequenting the Golden Lion and the Station Hotel for my liking.1  I didn't say any more.  When David's engagement was made known, I knew that Ella, although sympathetic, would not be altogether displeased that my friendship with David must come to an end.  Knowing Ella's views, I did not feel able to open my heart to her on this subject, and it was to Jean I turned for comfort.

My mother also did not altogether approve of David.  Whilst acknowledging his good looks and charm of manner, she had said: 'I think he's selfish, and will always want his own way in everything.  The war years are no doubt responsible for his moods and nervous tension, which cause him to drink more than he sometimes should.  But you should remember that these symptoms may grow worse as the years pass.  Don't get too fond of him, Donny.  He could make you very unhappy.'

When I told my mother of David's engagement, she was surprised but not unhappy about it, and I tried to hide from her, as I-had done from Ella, how deeply distressed I really was.

So it was that Jean came to the station to bid me farewell. She alone knew the extent of my feelings for David.  We had become close friends over the past four years, and enjoyed many happy days together.  She was quite emotional at the thought of our parting, and the reason for it.  We scarcely spoke:  there was nothing to say.  I was glad when the whistle blew, the green flag waved, and the train began to move.  It was a difficult moment for both of us.

I settled down and tried to read, but I couldn't concentrate. I had taken some sandwiches, prepared by my mother, but didn't feel hungry.  The train, with its huge steam engine, stopped at several stations, and sometimes I jumped out and bought a cup of tea from the station trolley on the platform - and it seemed as tasteless then as it- does today.  But at last we were approaching London and Euston Station.

Gordon was waiting on the platform to greet me.  It was just

after ten o'clock and quite dark, but it was a clear, starry night, and warm.  We drove in a car to the small hotel where he was already staying.  On our arrival we had some coffee and biscuits and chatted for a while, after which I was shown to my room on the third floor, and we said goodnight.

I walked to the window, drew the curtains wide open, and gazed out into the darkness.  I could see the pavement lights below me, and myriads of lights twinkling and shining from windows and high buildings some distance away.  These were the lights of London, and this was my first visit to the great metropolis.  I wondered what the future held in store.

I undressed quickly and fell into bed.  It had been a long day and I felt very tired, very sad at heart, and just a little frightened.

PART FOUR

It was my first day in London.  On that Sunday morning, after breakfast, Gordon took me into Kensington Gardens, where we walked in the warm sunshine and admired the Peter Pan statue, the flower-beds ablaze with colour, and the spaciousness of the gardens and grounds.  I enjoyed watching the children sailing their boats and feeding the ducks on the Round Pond.  The hotel where we were staying was within walking distance of the gardens - a small private hotel in Westbourne Terrace.  We walked for some distance along the Bayswater Road, which was wide and clean looking, and the buildings, many of them hotels, were white and shone in the sunlight.

We returned to the hotel for lunch - Sunday was the only day on which lunch was served; during the week it was breakfast and an evening meal.  After lunch we set off to visit the Zoo. A resident in the hotel, who was a member of the Zoological Society, had given Gordon a pass which would admit us to the Zoo and to the Members' Enclosure.  We travelled by bus and sat on the top deck in order that I might see a bit more of London.

Being a Sunday, the city was reasonably quiet, and I was able to have a good look round, especially at the shop windows, as we passed along.  When we arrived at the Zoo, we wandered in all directions, looking at the wild animals and birds and even the snakes, which I_ didn't want to see at all.  But Gordon found them interesting.  It was a glorious afternoon and very hot.  I was not accustomed to such heat in Scotland and was glad to sit down and enjoy our afternoon tea in the pleasant surroundings of the Members' Enclosure.  After tea .and a welcome rest, we resumed our tour of inspection, until tired and a little weary, we decided to make our way back to the hotel.  It had been a happy day, and I was glad to have Gordon with me:  his presence somehow comforted me.

I could not have possibly known on that day that nearly fifty years would pass before my next visit to London Zoo, and on that occasion I would be accompanied by Gordon's son, Ronald Gordon, himself a member of the Zoological Society - who would walk with me, and retrace the steps I had taken with his father so many years before.

The following day, Monday, Gordon departed for his office after breakfast, and I telephoned the number I had been given to seek an audition'with the D'Oyly Carte Opera Company but was told that auditions were to be held in a theatre in Hammersmtih on the Wednesday of that week, and that I should attend at 12.45.  I was

tremendously excited.  At the same time, I was sensible enough to take advantage of Gordon's absence to study carefully the Situations Vacant column in the Daily Telegraph, which I was told by the newsagent was the best paper for advertisements.

Later, I went by bus to Marble Arch and walked along Oxford Street as far as Selfridges.  I stopped to gaze at the Marble Arch for several minutes.  I had so often seen pictures of it and could scarcely believe it was now in front of my eyes and that I was really in London.  I walked slowly, observing the traffic, the people and the shop windows.  When I reached Selfridges, I went inside and was completely absorbed by the vastness of this huge emporium.  I found it utterly fascinating, and wandered from one department to another, only stopping to have a sandwich and coffee, until it was time to return to the hotel.

Gordon arrived about 5.30 and I told him my exciting news about the audition.  He was only mildly interested, understandably, as he didn't know how important this audition was going to be and how it would affect my future.

Dinner was at seven o'clock, and afterwards he said he would take me out to see a little of the West End, and give me my first outing on the Underground railway and the escalators. It was a new experience for me, and while I didn't mind the escalators, I disliked the feeling of being entombed in the tunnels of the underground.  It was a feeling I never overcame.

We surfaced at Piccadilly Circus and I was relieved to find myself in the fresh air once again.  I looked in the windows of Swan and Edgar and admired the broad sweep of Regent Street and the statue of Eros.  We walked to Trafalgar Square and on to the Strand, where we stopped to enjoy a coffee in a Lyons Corner House.  By the time we returned to the hotel, I felt I could make my own way around the West End, and the next day, to test myself, I retraced our steps as far as Piccadilly Circus, and leisurely walked up Regent Street as far as Oxford Circus, making my way back to the hotel without any difficulty.

At last it was Wednesday, and I set off for the theatre, Gordon having explained clearly the route I should follow.  I arrived on time and made my way to the stage door, where I was shown into a room and asked to wait until I was called.  I was very nervous, and my heart was jumping, but I didn't have long to wait before I was called and taken into another room where I was introduced to 'our assistant producer'.

His name was stated, but I was no nervous it didn't register, and I never remembered it afterwards.  He was a man in his mid-thirties, tall and with a pleasant manner.  He invited me to sit down, and his friendly manner soon put me at my ease.  He asked me about the various operas I had been in and the parts I had played.  After quite a lengthy discussion he said he would take me through some of the dialogue between Elsie Maynard and Colonel Fairfax.

I was of course word-perfect, as I had played the part so recently, which meant that I didn't have the bother of a script in my hand.  I didn't feel at all nervous, and he was such a splendid actor he inspired me to rise to the occasion, and I was sorry when the scene we were rehearsing came to an end.  I felt I had done well, and from his manner and expression he seemed pleased too.  He questioned me further for several minutes and then said that as fair as he was concerned he was satisfied and would accept me as a member of the company.  But first, he said, I would have to satisfy the musical director as to my singing

ability.

I was then taken into another room which houses a baby grand piano, and here I sensed the atmosphere was not so friendly. Again, the name of the musical director failed to register.  He was an older man, in his forties, short in stature, and wearing hornrimmed glasses.  He seemed to be on the point of leaving when I arrived, and seemed irritable at my appearance.  He may have thought he had already finished with his auditions or was late for a luncheon appointment.  Whatever the reason, he was obviously impatient and in a hurry to get away.  These symptoms quickly communicated themselves to me.  After a few brief questions as to where I had trained and for how long, and the parts I had played in the various operas, he asked me to sing Elsie Maynard's recitative and solo from The Yeomen of the Guard.  This is generally considered to be quite an exacting solo.  He then crossed the room quickly, seated himself at the piano, nodded his head, and played the opening chord.  I thought I sang reasonably well, but knew I was tense and not relaxed as I should have been. This affected my voice and caused me to sing below my usual standard.

When I had finished, he sat for a few minutes at the piano without speaking, and there was silence in the room.  I could hear my heart beating.  Then he turned to me and said, quite kindly, that he considered I had the voice but not sufficient training for his requirements.  He went on to say that if I continued my singing lessons for another year and made the progress that I should in that time, then he would be pleased to see me again - and almost certainly would be able to accept me as a member of the company.  He patted me on the shoulder and said: 'Work hard. You've got a good voice.'  He opened the door and bowed me out.

I left the building in a daze and walked aimlessly around. I scarcely noticed where or in what direction I was walking.  I had failed and was in despair.

I don't know how long I walked, but eventually, feeling tired and weary, I wandered into a Lyons tea-shop, sat down at an empty table, and ordered a pot of tea.  I sat there for a long time in utter dejection.  I had come so near to success - and if only the musical director had been as friendly and encouraging as the assistant producer had been, I might have succeeded.  At least I knew I would have sung better.  The disappointment was almost unbearable.

I returned to the hotel, arriving just before Gordon got home-from his office.  I told him my news and he, seeing me in such low spirits, tried to cheer me up by saying that when I returned home I would be able to tell everybody of my audition, and that probably in a year's time I would be a member of the D'Oyly Carte Opera Company.  That, he said, would give me a star rating in their eyes, and I would find myself more in demand than ever.  I tried to laugh, but it had a hollow ring.

Then I realised I must tell Gordon of my intention not to return home, and to seek work in London instead.  But I decided to leave that until the next day.  I felt I couldn't face the scene and arguments which I knew would follow this unexpected and unwelcome news, and I wanted a little time to think about my next move .•

That evening Gordon had some studying to do and I retired to my room, where I studied the advertisements' in the Telegraph and wrote applying for several office jobs I thought might be suitable.  Time was all important now.  I had less than two weeks

before Gordon would be on his way to New York, and the small amount of money I had been able to save, £12, wouldn't last long in London.  I simply had to find something before he left. I would not return to Bridge of Allan.

But I did not break the news to him the next day.  I decided to wait and see if I had any replies to the letters I had written. Gordon need not be told until nearer the time of his departure, by which time I hoped I would be able to tell him I had found a job in London.  I continued each day to answer advertisements.  But either the replies were negative or there were no replies at all. It was most disheartening and I was becoming desperate.  If only I could obtain an interview - then I might be able to talk myself into a job.

During the day, when Gordon was at the office, I went off on my own to have a look at some of the famous places I had always wanted to see:  Buckingham Palace, the Cenotaph, Scotland Yard, Westminster Abbey and the Houses of Parliament.  I always travelled by bus whenever possible, because of my dislike and fear of the Underground and tube trains.

One evening Gordon came home and said he had bought tickets for Rose Marie at Drury Lane.  I was delighted and completely fascinated with the theatre itself, with the wonderful production. Harry Welchman was, I remember, one of the stars.  The setting, music, costumes and singing held me spellbound.  I had never seen anything to equal it in Scotland.

On another occasion, Gordon took me to visit Madame Tussaud's waxworks, and deliberately sent me to ask a question of an official who turned out to be a dummy.  I was furious.  But it was an interesting experience, although I did not go to see the Chamber of Horrors which attracted Gordon.  I preferred to wait outside and watch other visitors being duped as I had been with the dummy official.

One night Gordon suddenly mentioned something about my going home, and that we must remember to check the times of trains, and to reserve a seat as it was such a long journey.  This seemed to be the moment to tell him I wasn't going home, and to acquaint him with my intentions.  So, taking a deep breath and talking as quietly and calmly as I could, I told him just what was in my mind.

When I had finished, he stared at me for a moment in amazement then shouted: 'What?'   And then the balloon went up.

We talked and argued all evening.  He was clearly upset and worried - What would my mother say? How was I going to live? How could he go off to New York- and leave me alone in London? Why was I being so stubborn? How could I expect to live and support myself in London with little or no money?  It was unthinkable that I should remain alone without even knowing a single person I could turn to for help if needed.  I had never been away from home before, and didn't know what I was talking about.  It was quite absurd.  I must go home.  And so it went on and on.

I tried to reason with Gordon, but he would not listen.  I was extremely unhappy, but managed to hold my ground and would not yield.  Eventually, reduced to tears, I said goodnight and retired to my room.

It was during the second week of my stay, on the Wednesday preceding the Saturday on which I was due to return home, that I read an advertisement for a book-keeper  - with knowledge of typing an advantage.  Applicants should call or phone for an interview.

This was the chance I had been hoping for, and I hastened

to the address given.  It was in Hanover Street, and the brass plate outside the door described the firm as Wholesale Furriers. I walked in and stated I had come in answer to their advertisement.  I presented my credentials from the law office in Stirling, and was interviewed by a man in his mid-thirties.  He was plump, with black shiny hair, well brilliantined, and a large nose.  He was wearing horn-rimmed glasses.  His suit was dark grey, and I thought looked distinctly grubby.  But his manner was friendly and pleasant.  He read my letter of recommendation from Mr Agnew, asked me a few questions, and then offered me the job.  My heart jumped with relief.  He said the salary would be fifty shillings a week and I was to commence work the following Monday, the day Gordon was to sail for New York.  It was a junior position and I was quite glad about that as I knew my qualifications were below those stated in my letter of reference so generously composed by Mr Agnew.

That evening, when Gordon returned from his office, I told him of my success.  Relations had been rather strained for the past few days:  Gordon had written to my mother telling her of my intentions, and she had written to me telling me not to be so silly, but to come home as arranged.  I replied confirming my resolve to stay and try my luck in London, and this was followed by a telegram insisting on my return which, when I did not reply, was followed by another telegram begging me to return.

There were three postal deliveries a day in London at that time, and telegrams took only a matter of two or three hours to be delivered by a telegraph messenger:  a young boy wearing a navy blue suit with brass buttons, a small pill-box hat, and riding a red bicycle.  He always waited to ask if there was any reply, and if so, he would take it back to the post office with him.  Postage stamps cost one penny, and telegrams cost a halfpenny per word.

I wrote again to my mother telling her I had been successful in finding a job and that she was not to worry.  I would be quite all right and would write again when I could give her a new address.  Gordon had been slightly mollified when he heard I had secured a definite job, and had offered to pay my hotel bill for another week after he had gone, to give me a little more time to find somewhere less expensive to live.  He was still worried about leaving me alone in London, and on the Saturday night, the day I should have been returning home, he took me as a farewell treat to see No, No, Nanette, with Fred Astaire and his sister Adele.  It was a tremendous performance and both Gordon and myself were completely captivated by the dancing of the two Astaires.

Monday dawned, and Gordon and I had breakfast early, for I had to be at the office at nine o'clock and Gordon was leaving a few hours later on the first stage of his journey to New York. It was a subdued meal, and neither of us spoke or ate very much. Then came the time for farewells.  Gordon came to the front door of the hotel with me and down the few steps onto the pavement.  I was wearing a navy blue dress with white collar and cuffs and a white straw hat, and Gordon was wearing grey flannel trousers and a sports jacket.

It was a traumatic moment for both of us, for Gordon, too, was facing an unknown future in taking up an appointment first in the USA," a country he had never visited before, and then in another part of India with a new firm.  Suddenly I realised I had been so pre-occupied with my own affairs, that I had given little thought

to any anxieties Gordon himself might have had concerning his own future.  I had not been quite fair in burdening him with my problems.  I was deeply sorry, but I couldn't find words to put my thoughts into speech. So I just clung to him tightly for a moment while we wished each other good luck.  Then I turned and walked quickly away without looking back.

My first day in the office was uneventful.  I was shown around and made familiar with the lay-out of the office and the equipment, and where everything was kept.  My work consisted mainly of typing out accounts, addressing and stamping them, and checking the etty cash, for which I would be held responsible.  Other minor  tasks were given to me, all very elementary.  There were two other members of the staff:  a middle-aged woman and a teenage boy.  The man who had interviewed me was, I was told, the assistant manager, but he was seldom in the office, his work being mainly concerned with the buying and selling of furs in and around London. The middle-aged woman was pleasant, and told me she had been with the firm for ten years.  She was plain-looking, with no make-up; her hair was shingled but quite straight, which gave her a mannish appearance, and she wore flat-heeled, lace-up shoes which I thought were most unbecoming.  The young boy seemed to do nothing in particular, but acted as a messenger, delivering parcels and letters and doing whatever was required of him in the office.  He was a cheeky young lad, but good-natured and always willing to help in any way he could.

That first day passed easily and pleasantly enough, and my mind was kept fully occupied with my new tasks.  But when I returned to the hotel in the evening I missed Gordon and felt very much alone.

Tuesday and Wednesday passed in much the same way, but on Thursday I was told I was to do some work for 'the boss' in his private office.  I had not as yet seen 'the boss1, as he was called, as he had been out of London the previous week on business. When I entered his room he was seated at his desk.  He was, I suppose, a man of about fifty years of age - but to me at that time he seemed old.  His hair, thinning on top, was black and well-greased; he was smartly dressed and wore horn-rimmed glasses.  But what caught and held my eye was his bright pink shirt and large diamond tie-pin.  I also noticed he was wearing a broad gold ring, with another large diamond inset.  This was something I had never seen on any man, young or old, before.

He told me what I had to -do - filing his letters, checking his list of appointments, searching for an important mislaid document and other similar duties.  He handed me a large bundle of letters, invoices and accounts, all of which were to be separated and put into their correct files.  He himself was making numerous telephone calls and engaged in long conversations.  During a lull in these calls, he asked me a few leading questions as to where I had come from, how long had I been in London and if I had many friends here.  I replied as briefly as I could.  I didn't feel at ease with him, and didn't like the way he stared at me, from head to toe.

The next day, Friday.  I was called to his office again. This time I was greeted with a smile and he was very affable. While I was engaged 'in sorting out his mail he remarked I must be very lonely in London and that he would be pleased to show me around.  It happened that he would be free that weekend, he said,

and if I was agreeable, he would like to take me down to Brighton in his car.  Brighton was a beautiful place, he said, he was sure I would like it; there were some good shows too, and dancing. 'Yes, I'm sure you would enjoy a weekend in Brighton,' he said. 'How about it?'

I murmured something about having another engagement that weekend, and the moment I saw my opportunity, I escaped from his distasteful presence.  Fortunately, he had several engagements that afternoon, so I was not required to return to his office. By the time I left the building at five o'clock I knew I should have to search for another job.  I just couldn't continue to work for that obnoxious, conceited old man.

On my way back to the hotel I stopped to buy a copy of the Daily Telegraph, and once again scanned the Situations Vacant column.  But this time I wasn't looking for an office job.

I was quickly learning about the value of money, and realised that the fifty shillings I was earning would barely cover the cost of even the most modest accommodation; I would have little or nothing left over for food and clothing.  I had to look for a residential job of some kind, and my thoughts turned to hotels where I would be provided with food and a roof over my head.

There, among the adverts, I read about a vacancy for a receptionist at an hotel which happened by good luck to be in Westbourne Terrace, where I was staying, and only a short distance along the,road.  Better still the advert asked applicants to call for an interview.  I was still wearing my navy blue dress with the white collar, which I considered suitable for business, and so, without waiting for an evening meal at the hotel, I put on my white hat and walked along to try my luck.

I found the Manor Hotel at the Bayswater end of the Terrace, walked in and asked to see the manageress - I noticed there was no-one in the little office or at the reception desk.  I waited for a few minutes and then she appeared.  I saw a tall, well-built, handsome-looking woman of about fifty years of age.  She had iron-grey, thick wavy hair, Eton-cropped, and held a monocle which she raised to stare at me.  She was well-groomed, and her appearance was immaculate; her manner was imperious, and her eyes unsmiling. I was taken into the office and questioned about my qualifications. I produced my precious letter of reference, but had to admit I had no previous experience or knowledge of hotel reception work, but that my father had been a hotel proprietor in Scotland and I had lived in hotels for most of my life.

After quite a lengthy discussion she said she would engage me for a month on trial, and if my work was satisfactory, I would be taken into the permanent staff.  I was to commence on Monday morning - it was then Friday evening - and the salary would be twenty-five shillings per week for the trial period, and thirty shillings if I remained after that time.  I would live in and would have no domestic or household expenses.

I asked if I might have a bedroom to myself.  I dreaded having to share a room with anybody, guessing it would be the only corner in which I might enjoy a little privacy, and at that time I was feeling a great need for privacy.  After a short hesitation and a few more questions, this was agreed, and I took my departure with the promise I would arrive, with my suitcase, on Monday morning.

The next day, Saturday, I returned to the furriers' office to work until one o'clock, which was customary at that time.  I collected my fifty shillings' salary, but didn't say I would not

be returning.  I was afraid if I did so, I would forfeit the fifty shillings in lieu of notice, and this I could not afford to do.  I felt a slight sense of guilt but knew that the work I had done was extremely elementary, there would be no difficulty in replacing me. I left the building at 1.15 pm and never went back.

My first job in London had lasted just one week.

The Manor Hotel, at 32-36 Westbourne Terrace on the corner of Craven Road, was a private hotel - that is, unlicensed.  It accommodated between sixty and seventy visitors, and was always fully or nearly fully booked.  It enjoyed a reputation for good food and good management, and was moderately priced.  The weekly terms ranged from four guineas per week to seven guineas, according to the size and position of the room, and these terms included breakfast, lunch, tea and dinner.  The manageress. Miss Kaye - she liked to be called Madam - worked her staff to the utmost, and extracted the maximum effort from everyone.  I was the only book-keeper/receptionist, and when I was off-duty I was relieved by the housekeeper, who just sat in the office and wrote down messages, but did no office work of any kind.

My working hours were long.  In the morning I had to be on duty at 7.15 to unlock the store-room and give out the provisions and household goods required for that day.  Everything had to be weighed, counted and checked, and signed for by the various members of the staff.  At 8.0 am I had breakfast in the dining-room, and at 8.30 I was in the office.  I then worked until 1.30 - no coffee break.  Lunch was from 1.30 to two o'clock, and from two o'clock to four o'clock I was off-duty.  From four o'clock to 11.0 pm I was on duty again, with three-quarters of an hour off for dinner.  I had all my meals in the dining-room with the other members of the official staff - the housekeeper, linen-keeper and assistant housekeeper.  It always amused me that we should be known as the 'official' staff - a subtle difference, I felt, from the other members, lower members they were called, of the staff. The housekeeper, Mrs Smith, the linen-keeper, Mrs Hockey, and the assistant housekeeper. Miss Wright, were all pleasant and friendly. But each was kept so busy in her own department that there wasn't time for more than the briefest of conversations.

I was allowed a half-day off once a week, and a half-day every third Sunday, the intervening Sundays being given to the housekeeper and her assistant.  My bedroom was in the basement, dark and dreary - but at least I had it to myself, for which I was grateful.  When I heard for the first time the Underground trains from Paddington rumbling beneath me, I jumped in alarm, thinking it must be an earthquake.  Worse than that, there were cockroaches.  They came out at night and absolutely petrified me. I simply could not bring myself to kill them, and used to cover them with anything I could lay my hands on - a plate, or saucer or flower pot.  I kept them imprisoned until I could find a porter or a member of the kitchen staff to come and remove them.  The staff, who were used to seeing cockroaches, were highly amused by my terror.  But they were kindly and eventually a suitable disinfectant was found and spread around, and conditions improved.

I worked hard and conscientiously.  Each morning Madam would appear with the morning's mail, and having discussed it with me, would then draft the replies I was to type.  I had to keep the advance bookings chart up to date, deal with the visitors' accounts, balance the cash and cheques and make out the pay-in slips for the

bank.  When visitors arrived, I escorted them, after they registered, to their rooms, having first made sure a porter was around to keep an eye on the office during my absence.  I was allowed to dress as I pleased, and fortunately the little navy blue dress I had bought for my first office job, met. with Madam's approval, so there was no need to spend any more of my precious savings on another dress.

The work was quite interesting, and well within my capabilities, and I enjoyed meeting the visitors and having a little chat with them when they came to the office to pay their accounts or to seek some information.  But these little chats were not encouraged.

I remember one evening about 1O.45, when the hotel was quiet, I was preparing the close the office.  A young doctor, or he may have been a medical student, working at St Mary's Hospital nearby but temporarily living at the Manor Hotel, came to the office and stopped to chat to me.  He was young and friendly, with a hearty laugh  in which he was indulging when Madam walked into the hall.  She eyed him through her monocle with a frosty stare and was icily polite in answer to his greeting.  The young man quickly got the message, said a hasty goodnight and disappeared.  When he had gone, I was told sharply I was not to encourage visitors to stay and talk after their business was completed; there was plenty of work for me to do in the office, she said, and she wouldn't have me wasting my time in idle chatter.

I was depressed by this incident, for my short conversations with the visitors were the only social contact I seemed to have with the outside world.  Subsequently, Madam had a habit of appearing unexpectedly, especially in the evenings.  One night I had finished everything that had to be done by 10.45, so I closed the office and went off to bed.  It was a long day from 7 am to 11 pm with only two hours off-duty, and I was tired.  Somehow, Madam heard about this, and from then on I was told I must take the office keys to her sitting-room when I came off-duty.  In that way she would know I had not closed the office a minute before eleven o'clock.

I had been at the Manor Hotel about three weeks.  During that time I had been so occupied with my work, and so tired when I finished at night, that I hadn't given much thought to the future.  Now I was beginning to wonder.  This was not the life I had envisaged - but what to do next?  I didn't have long to wait for an answer to that question for a telegram arrived from my mother which read Am very ill.. Please come home.

Shocked and distressed, I showed it at once to Madam who was more understanding than I had expected.  I said I should have to return home immediately, and asked to be released from my job as I didn't know if, or when, I might be able to return.

Much to my surprise, Madam, having expressed regret at my bad news, went on to say she hoped I would return, and that she would not replace me until she heard definitely that I would not be coming back.  I thanked her, and said I would write as soon as possible.  I counted my money and, in addition to my salary, I still had the £12 I had saved and brought with me from Scotland. I took out £5> which I knew I should require for my travelling expenses home, and caught the 10 pm express train from Euston.

All that night I sat up wide awake, wondering what dread news would greet me on arrival.  When I finally reached home, I found my mother in bed, sitting up and looking quite cheerful.

She greeted me warmly, and said how pleased she was to have me home again.  I was quite bewildered.  I asked what was the trouble, and she replied saying that it was a nervous breakdown, that she had felt so ill she just had to send for me.  Dr Fraser had been to see her several times, she said, but she didn't think he had been able to do much to help her.

Later, I saw Billy, who also gave me a very warm welcome. He said he had been extremely worried about my mother who had been very depressed; he was glad I was home again.  They both seemed to take it for granted that I was home permanently.  It was an anti-climax, and I didn't quite know how to deal with the situation.

That evening I decided I would walk along the road and call on Dr Fraser and ask for his advice.  He welcomed me warmly, saying he was glad I had come to see him.  He went on to say that my mother was suffering from nervous tension, was overwrought and not sleeping well.  He was aware she had a number of problems to contend with and a great deal of worry - he was referring to Billy's drinking habits.  He said she wasn't seriously ill, and he saw no necessity for me to remain at home if I wished to return to London.  He added that he had not approved when he was told I had been sent for.  He also told me my mother had been very distressed when I did not return after my holiday, but he was confident that seeing me again, however brief my stay might be, would go a long way towards her recovery.  I thanked him gratefully for his help, enquired after the various members of his family, and took my departure.

The next day my mother got up, dressed, and was in good spirits.  I told her how pleased I was to see this improvement, for I wanted to see her really fit and well again before I returned to London.  To my great relief she took this news quite calmly, saying it was what she had expected, but that she had been so worried about me, she could not rest until she had seen me again for herself.  And now that she had, her mind would be more at ease and she would not worry so much.

After this conversation, we were able to talk easily together and exchange news.  She told me her problems and I told her some of mine.  I wrote immediately to Madam and she replied.  My job was still there waiting for me, and she hoped I would return as soon as possible.

During the few days I was at home, I hardly left the house. My mother seemed to want me with her all the time, and told me of her secret anxieties about Billy's worsening drinking habits and about the financial outlook, which was daily becoming more serious.  There was little I could do or say to help, but I tried to encourage and advise her as best I could.  She insisted on giving me the E5 to pay for my train and travelling expenses back to London.  She wanted to give me more, but this I refused.

I was comforted to see her looking much better by the time I left, and our leave-taking was not too emotional. Within a week of my departure from the Manor Hotel, I was back in London.

I travelled south by the morning train, and it was late evening when I arrived back at the hotel.  After a short conversation with Madam, who kindly rang her bell and gave the order for a glass of milk and some sandwiches to be taken to my room, I said goodnight and retired.  I looked round my room.  It was as dark and dreary as before.  The basement window was kept tightly shut because of the dust-bins outside, and the iron bars across the window, for safety reasons, didn't encourage me to feel more

at home.  I looked at the black iron bedstead, with coiled springs ■and a thin hair matress.  I thought of the comfortable room and bed I had just left and sighed.  But I was tired and weary; I undressed and went quickly to bed, first having pulled the sheets and pillows back to make sure there were no cockroaches about.

The next morning, I was told we had another new member of our staff, a Miss Manning, who had come as assistant housekeeper. We met at lunchtime, and I liked her immediately.  She was tall, above average height, and slender; she held herself well, and moved gracefully.  Her hair was fair, thick, and naturally curly, and her eyes were grey-green, set wide apart and had a warmth in them when she smiled.  I thought she was both elegant and attractive, and wondered how she had managed to find her way to the Manor Hotel.  Neither of us could possibly have foreseen that our meeting that day marked the beginning of lifelong friendship, lasting more than fifty years.

In the following days and weeks our friendship strengthened. Her name was Doris, and she too was feeling unhappy and uncertain about her future.  Her home was in Gloucester, but she had just returned from a year's stay in South America where she had been visiting an aunt and uncle.  During that year she had become engaged to be married, but having had second thoughts about it, she had decided to come home and think it over.  Back at home, she realised she didn't want to make her home permanently in South America and wrote breaking off the engagement.  She wasn't sure now whether she had done the right thing.  Feeling unsettled at home and while visiting another aunt in London, she had decided to look for a job here and, like me, her search had led her to the Manor Hotel.

Towards the end of October, I received a letter from Gordon, who since his return from the USA had been spending the remaining few weeks of his leave at home.  He proposed coming down to London to see me before sailing for India at the end of the month.

I was delighted, and immediately began building castles in the air, wondering if by next year, when he had settled into his new appointment in Karachi, I might be able to go out and visit him.  That would be marvellous.  I told Doris about my good news and, having heard me speak so much of Gordon, she was interested to meet him.  I reserved a room in the hotel for two nights, which was all the time he could spare.

He duly arrived, looking fit and well, and I was happy to see him again.  It was evening when he arrived, and we were able to enjoy a few hours together as I had worked through my afternoon's two hours off-duty so that I might be free at 9 pm instead of 11. Before saying goodnight, we made arrangements for the next day. I had told Gordon about meeting Doris and how comforting her friendship had been to me.  He was pleased to hear this, and suggested that we should invite her to have dinner with us that evening.  This we did, and Doris was pleased to accept.

We dined at the Criterion, which in those days was a popular and quite fashionable restaurant in the West End.  We enjoyed our excellent meal and were having coffee and liqueurs, when Gordon suddenly said he had some special news to tell me.  He then told me he was going to marry Louie Fraser, and that their engagement had just been officially announced.

I was startled at this unexpected news and I felt my heart sink.  But I hastened to congratulate him.  The decision, he said, had been taken after his return from the USA.  During his absence, they both had had time to reflect, and now they were sure they had made the right decision.  Gordon was obviously very happy.

He said Louie would be going out to India, he hoped, the following year, or soon afterwards.  They would be married in Karachi.  In the meantime he would have to work hard and save as much money as possible to provide for their.future home.

The following morning Gordon bade me farewell and returned to Bridge of Allan.  A week later he sailed for India.

I was sad to see him go, and although I rejoiced in his happiness, I could not help feeling downcast.  I knew now, without doubt, that I was entirely on my own.  I roust stand on my own feet - for there were no rich relatives or benefactors I could turn to or rely on for help.  I could also forget any thoughts of going out to India, as Gordon would be too busy preparing and saving money for his approaching marriage.  Seeing me in such low spirits, Doris was sympathetic and understanding, and her presence seemed to be the one bright spot in my life.

November was a dreary month.  We had a great deal of fog, I remember, and it was bitterly cold.  My bedroom in the basement seemed particulary cold and cheerless, and Doris's room, next to mine, was equally so.  We were each allowed one small scuttle of coal per day to heat our rooms, and in order to make our ration last longer we would take it in turn to share each other's room in our off-duty hours.  Unfortunately, we were not always off-duty at the same time.  There was no central heating as we know it today.  The hotel public rooms and corridors were kept warm with large coal -fires; there were gas fires in the visitors' bedrooms.

December came and thoughts of Christmas, my first Christmas away from home.  By this time Doris had made up her mind she didn't like working at the Manor Hotel and would like to leave before Christmas, for she knew she would spend a much happier Christinas at home with her family, comprising father, mother, sister and brother.  But she didn't like the idea of leaving me behind.  Although the other members of the official staff were friendly, we had very little in common with them.  Doris knew I would be very lonely when she left, and particularly at Christmas. So she resolved to remain until after the new year, and see how she felt then.

In the meantime, whenever it was possible, we went out together, mostly to walk along Oxford Street, looking at the shops and stopping to have a cup of tea or coffee if time permitted.  Doris was only two years older than me, so there was no age barrier, and we enjoyed being together and discussing our many problems.

Christmas day was not exactly a happy one for either Doris or myself, for we each remembered the previous Christmas when we had both been so happy - Doris in South America, and myself in Scotland with David and all my many friends.  But we were determined to make the best of it.

Everyone in the hotel, visitors and staff, was in good spirits, and the Christmas decorations and flowers, so carefully and attractively arranged, presented a warm and friendly atmosphere.  Huge log and coal fires burned brightly in the public rooms and hall.  I had been greatly surprised and cheered by the numerous little gifts and expressions of goodwill that had been brought to me at the office by the residents and visitors.  I had not expected such kindness.  Doris and I were both off-duty for two hours in the afternoon, so after lunch we went down to our rooms.  It was Doris's day to have the fire burning in her room -my room was like an ice-house - so we built up a lovely big fire closed the curtains to shut out the sight of the dust-bins outside,

and settled down to open our parcels from home, to exchange news and enjoy our two hours together.  All in all, Christmas day passed more pleasantly than I had anticipated.

The following day, Boxing Day, the staff party was held. The visitors had had their dinner at 6.30, so that the tables could be cleared and the room got ready for the staff dinner at 8.30.  Doris and I were wearing full-length evening dresses, as were the housekeeper, the linen-keeper and Madam.  Doris looked really elegant in a lime-green chiffon dress which fell in graceful folds and billowed around her as she walked.  It was sleeveless, but soft folds of chiffon formed a halter collar which just covered her shoulders.  Being so tall, the dress suited her to perfection.  I was wearing an emerald-green velvet dress - the dress that David had always admired.  Being so short, I preferred the straight and more classic lines for myself, and this dress was well cut, sleeveless, with a round low-cut neckline.  It was shaped in at the waist and flared slightly from the hips to the ground.  I had a plain gold slave bangle, fashionable at that time, which I wore above my elbow, and a plain gold necklace to match.  I wore gold shoes, and carried David's beaded evening bag - his last gift to me the previous Christmas.  Was it already a year ago?  Where was he?  I wondered.  And what was he thinking about today?

Madam appeared, smiling graciously, and her appearance was immaculate.  She was dressed in a long gown of black chiffon. The neckline was square and edged with black jet sequins; the sleeves were long and loosely caught up in a narrow band around her wrists.  She wore earrings, and as always her monocle was suspended on a narrow gold chain round her neck.  Her face was carefully made-up, and her shingled head expensively coiffured. She looked regal, and her appearance commanded attention.  Her boyfriend was with her.  Yes, she had a boyfriend.  He was a tall, heavily built man in his early fifties with reddish-fair hair, clean-shaven and smartly attired in a dark lounge suit.  We knew him as Mr Thornton.  He was a frequent caller at the hotel, but was usually closeted in Madam's private sitting-room and seldom on view.  The rumours were that marriage was being contemplated.

The visitors were dressed as chefs, waiters, porters and other members of the staff, and afforded us much amusement when we recognised them.  Everyone was in high spirits.  At dinner, Mr Thornton acted as a waiter, and I noticed he cast admiring glances in Doris's direction.  Later that evening, when the games and dancing were in full swing - Madam had hired a three-piece band - and when everyone was in. a festive mood, he walked across to where Doris was standing, and led her to a corner of the room. There he kissed her - under the mistletoe.

The kiss lasted longer than was strictly necessary, and it was unfortunate that at that moment Madam entered the room and witnessed the incident.  I was standing nearby, and saw the expression on her face.  It was one of undisguised fury.  Possibly she resented Doris's good looks and attractive appearance.  But above all, I think she resented her youth.  I knew then instinctively that trouble was brewing for Doris.

As for myself, I had a pleasant evening, and again found the celebrations more enjoyable than I had anticipated.  The young doctor or medical student from St Mary's Hospital was still living in the hotel," and after dancing in turn with the chef, the waiters and the porters, I danced most of the evening with him. He danced well, and knew the steps of the tango and Charleston,

and we were amused when we caught Madam's slightly jaundiced eye fixed on our performance.

Two days later Doris was called to Madam's sitting-room, and on some trivial pretext she was told that changes were being made and that her services would be no longer required.  She was given a week's notice.  It was the news I had half-expected and dreaded and my spirits sank to zero.

The thought of Doris's impending departure affected me profoundly.  I was losing the one and only friend I had in London.

We spent as much time together as we could in those remaining days, and talked about the future.  On New Year's Eve, Hogmanay, we were both off-duty, and I remember we took a bus to Oxford Circus and walked down Regent Street.  We didn't talk much, both being occupied with our private thoughts.  As we walked, we noticed the cars and taxis passing in a steady stream, many of them carrying young men and women in full evening dress on their way, no doubt, to a New Year dance or party.  Regent Street had been extravagantly decorated, and the shop windows were ablaze with light and colour.  We felt depressed.  We wandered into Lyons Corner House in Leicester Square and ordered something to eat, as we hadn't stopped to have dinner in the hotel.  We talked about 1926, which would be with us in a few hours, and speculated as to where we might be on the following New Year's Eve.

Doris was actually in a happier position than I was.  She would be welcome to stay with her family until she chose to do something different.  There were no serious financial problems on her horizon to contend with.  I, on the other hand, knew that it was vital for me to remain at the Manor Hotel for at least six months - a year if possible - in order to gain the necessary experience and qualifications without which I could not hope to secure a more senior position.

The day came for Doris's departure from London and the Manor Hotel.  It was 4 or 5 January, 1926.  Her train was leaving from Paddington in the afternoon; so I was off-duty and free to go to the station with her.

It was a very long train.  There were many people travelling, and the platform was crowded.  We were both silent and close to tears.  Everything had been said that had to be said.  Doris had promised to write, but in my melancholy state of mind I believed that she would soon become involved in other activities, and that I should be forgotten.  I thought it unlikely that we would ever meet again.

Doris was standing inside the door of her compartment. Neither of us spoke a word, and it was with a certain feeling of relief that I heard the guard blow his whistle.  He waved his green flag, and the engine began to move, slowly hissing and puffing its way out of the station.

Through my tear-filled eyes, I could dimly see Doris's face pressed against the window as she waved goodbye, and then she was gone.  I remained standing on the platform for several minutes, staring down at the now empty rail track.  Then I turned and walked slowly away.

The following month, in February 192 6, I had a visit from Ella's father, Mr Blair, from Stirling.  He was in London on business and wanted to see me before returning home.  I told him when I would be free in the afternoon, and he called for me.

We went by taxi to Fuller's in Regent Street, a fashionable

and comfortable tea-room, where we could sit and chat for as long as we liked.  He told me that he and his family, and particularly Ella, were concerned and worried about me.  He tried to persuade me to.return home, saying it was surely preferable to be a large pebble in a small pond, than to be a small pebble in a big pond. He said that without money or influence behind me, I didn't stand a chance of success on the stage in London.  Everyone missed me at home, he said, and wanted me back.  'Please come home,1 he pleaded.  'It's where you belong.1

But Mr Blair didn't know of all the circumstances that had led to my coming to London, and I couldn't explain to him that in any event my mother's deteriorating financial position and marital problems ruled out any possibility of my returning home.  Here in London I at least had a job and supported myself, always hopeful that in time my circumstances would improve.

It was a happy-sad meeting.  A reminder of the happy carefree days I had left behind.  But it was good to have news of all my friends, especially Ella, who had just become engaged to Bill Harris.  I was delighted to hear this news, as Bill had ever been Ella's most faithful admirer since that day, so many years ago, when we had all met at a children's Christmas party in Causeway-head.  Ella had intended writing to tell me of her engagement, but when she knew her father would be seeing me in London, she had said she would wait for his return, hoping to hear that he had been successful in persuading me to return to the fold, when she and Bill would arrange a party to celebrate their engagement and my return.

I couldn't resist asking Mr Blair if he had any news of David and Elizabeth.  I knew they had been married in May, two months before I left Bridge of Allan.  But I had made it clear to Jean and Kenneth that I didn't want to be told the actual date, and as the marriage took place from Elizabeth's home in Larbert, I never did know.  They had been unable to find a house to please them in Stirling and had rented a furnished flat in Glasgow, until such time as they could find the house of their choice in Stirling. Mr Blair said, that according to Ella, David was only seen in Stirling at the weekends, usually on the golf course or watching a rugby match.  No mention was made of Elizabeth, and I asked no further questions.

After Mr Blair's visit, I tried to settle down and concentrate on my work.  I was kept busy, as Madam now expected me to deal with the correspondence on ray own initiative, to keep the insurance cards and stamps up to date, and other extra duties. She had called me into her sitting-room soon after Doris had gone and informed me that because she was pleased with my work, she was going to raise my salary from thirty shillings a week to forty shillings.  Also, she would extend my evening break for dinner from three-quarters' of an hour to one hour.  This had been welcome news to me, for I was eager to save money as soon as possible, in order to put myself in a stronger position when I made my next move - whenever that might be, or wherever it might lead me.

I was depressed about my future, and had practically abandoned all hope of a stage career.  With hindsight, I think this was perhaps another big mistake that I made, another illustration of the flaws in my character that allowed me to accept defeat too easily.  I should have shown more determination and resourcefulness.  But at the time, situated as I was, a stranger in a vast city with little or no money, it seemed useless to seek interviews

or auditions which I would not be able to attend because of the difficult and long hours I had to work.  And I knew very well that Madam would never allow me any extra time off for such a purpose.

Although my salary was now £2 per week, it was difficult to save much, as I had to have some money in my pockets for incidental expenses:  toilet accessories, stockings, bus fares, for tea or a meal out on my free half-day.  I used to consider I had done well if I was able to save El a week.  I was aware that it would take a long time before I had enough money to enable me to stay in London, unfettered and available to attend any possible audition or appointment.  There was no possibility of singing lessons, even if the money had been available, for there was no place I could practise.

I took the line of least resistance:  I was doing quite well in my present job, and in due course might reasonably expect to improve on it.  So I adopted the attitude - If I can't have the job I want, I must try and want the job I can have.  And so, having come to that decision, I continued working, saving, learning all I could and, like Mr Micawber, waiting for something to turn up.

I was very lonely after Doris had gone, but she kept her promise to write, and we exchanged a few letters.  The other members of the staff were all much older than I was, and absorbed in their own affairs.  Madam still frowned on any sign of fraternisation with the visitors.  When I was off-duty in the afternoons, I usually walked into nearby Kensington Gardens. For by the time I had washed and changed after lunch (and again before returning on duty) there was only about one hour I could allow myself for leisure, out of the two hours I was permitted.

On my weekly half-day off I ventured farther afield, visiting St Paul's Cathedral, Westminster Abbey, the Tower of London and many other places of historic interest.  Or I would wander down the Mall and gaze at Buckingham Palace and the royal residences.  If the day was fine, I would sometimes enjoy a walk through St James1 Park, admiring the flowers and shrubs, watching the children playing happily with their parents or guardians. Occasionally Madam would give me a free pass to a cinema, and if it was raining, I was glad to pass the afternoon there, regardless of what the film was like, sometimes even seeing the programme round a second time - just to keep warm and out of the rain.  And always I was alone.

In the evening I liked to go to Maison Lyons in Oxford Street, quite close to Selfridge's.  There were several restaurant rooms on different floors, but I preferred to go down to the Tea and Supper Room in the basement, where there was a three-piece orchestra:  piano, violin and cello.  There I could order a meal and sit as long as I liked, enjoying the light music provided by this excellent little trio.  They played the popular tunes and melodies of the day:  selections from Rose Marie, No, No, Nanette and Lady Be Good, and at the piano, the young pianist gave a spirited and delightful rendering of Kitten on the Keys.  I usually sat there until late in the evening, as I had only my cold and dingy basement bedroom to return to.  The lower staff were more fortunate in this respect, as they had a large room where they ate and could use as a common-room:  it was also close to the kitchen and therefore comfortably warm.

In April, I received a letter from my mother that worried me.  In spite of all his promises to reform and attempts to do so, Billy had been unable to conquer his drinking habits, and although my mother had attempted to stop the local shops from supplying him

with alcohol, the bills continued to come in from adjacent villages and towns where he was well known and credit given.  These bills my mother felt forced to pay, in order to avoid court action.  But her resources were now alarmingly low.  She wrote that, after much thought, she had decided to give up the flat at Birnock and move to another flat called Kelvingrove, only a few hundred yards along the road.  This flat was larger than the one at Birnock, and my mother said she proposed to take in two or three paying guests. This extra money, she hoped, would provide a little security -for Billy was now in dire trouble with his own family, especially his father, who was threatening him with expulsion from the business.

My mother ended her letter by saying they would not be moving to Kelvingrove until August, when the lease of Birnock expired.  By August I would have completed a year at the Manor Hotel and would be entitled to two weeks' holiday.  So I replied to my mother's letter, expressing my concern and saying that I would come up north in August, and help her with the removal.

On 3 May 1926 the General Strike began.  It lasted for nine days before petering out in something of a fiasco.  Stanley Baldwin was Prime Minister at the time.  The government called for volunteers to maintain essential services, and they came forward in their thousands, all eager to act as lorry, bus, tram and even train-drivers.  Private car owners carried as many passengers as possible, and elderly ladies opened canteens to provide tea and sandwiches for the volunteers who were working long hours at a stretch.  Young men from the universities and public schools, as well as young aristocrats, worked alongside men and women from humbler walks of life, and everyone worked with great humour. Within a few days, a skeleton service was operating in most sectors, and slowly the strikers were dribbling back to work.  In the opinion of many people at the time, the strike was defeated by the attitude of the general public.  They were not so much against the strikers, but supported the government in the necessity to maintain law and order.

At last August came, and I spoke to Madam about my holiday. She was affable and a date was agreed when I would be free for two weeks.  I could hardly wait for the day to dawn.  Eventually it did, and I returned to Bridge of Allan.

All through the long and dreary months of winter I had from time to time suffered from home-sickness.  I had longed to be with my friends again and to enjoy their companionship.  I had missed my mother too, and Billy, who had always been kind to me.  I believed his addiction had become too great for him to control, and that he was more to be pitied than blamed.  If blame there had to be, then it should be put on the war, which had blighted so many thousands of young lives.

I had also tormented myself with thoughts of David.  Had I been foolish in running away? Ought I to have stayed at home and put up something of a fight to keep the man I loved? But did David really care for me as much as I did for him?  If so, would he not have made more efforts to free himself from his engagement to Elizabeth? All these and many more questions I endlessly asked myself.  But it was all too late.  I must stop thinking about him, and put him out of my mind.  Jean Mclntyre had faithfully written to me, but I. had asked her not to give me any news of David.  So she had confined herself to news of general interest.

I travelled north by the morning train from Euston and settled down to read as the train slowly, it seemed to me, wended

its way up through the Midlands to the Border.  I was longing to see the hills, the mountains and the lochs again.

The train was nearing Stirling when the familiar scenery began to unfold, particularly when the Castle and the Wallace Monument came into view.  They were silhouetted against the skyline and the setting sun, and suddenly I could not restrain the tears that were filling my eyes.  I knew then that whatever the future held for me, or wherever I might roam, my roots and heart would always be in this little corner of the world.  This was home.

My mother and Billy greeted me with great affection and were obviously pleased to have me back.  I was delighted to see them, and the evening passed pleasantly with an exchange of news and talk of the removal arrangements.  The actual move was not to take place until a few days later, but my mother already had possession of the new flat and was striving to have everything in order, as far as possible, before the arrival of the furniture and household effects.

The next few days were hectic:  packing personal belongings, sorting out and deciding what to keep, what to give away, what to throw out, and what to sell.  But at last it was completed, and we moved into Kelvingrove.

It was a large and attractive-looking house, similar to Birnock, with a pleasant garden extending round the building, containing trees and flowering shrubs.  The house had been divided into flats", and my mother had rented the lower one.  It comprised four large bedrooms, two or three of which she hoped would soon be occupied by boarders.  There were two smaller flats upstairs, and each flat had a separate entrance.  The house was situated in the main street, on the same side of the road as Birnock and only about two hundred yards away.

I soon heard more details of the difficult situation in which my mother found herself.  She was very fond of Billy,as he was of her, and had tried her utmost to help him.  Medical assistance or hospital treatment for alcoholism was almost unheard of in those days, and in any event it would have been considered too costly and humiliating.  As long as Billy remained in business, there was a certain amount of income coming in, but my mother feared that this was already in jeopardy.  I was extremely worried, but there was little I could do except listen and sympathise. Billy also spoke to me - pathetically, I thought - acknowledging his weakness, saying how sorry he was, and promising me as he had promised my mother so many times to pull himself together and make a fresh start.

When the flat was all in order, and my mother rested, I made contact with my special friends:  Ella and Bill, now happily engaged and hoping to be married the following summer; and Jean, who told me that her friendship with Kenneth had slowly petered out after the break-up of our foursome.  Jean, two years elder than I, had now met someone else she cared for, and secretly hoped she would be married by this time next year.

She looked as attractive as ever, with her slim figure, dark hair and dark brown eyes.  She expressed concern for me and my future, and tried to urge me to come back and find another job locally and resume my old life among friends.  But I told her I could never do that now.  She asked if I would like to see David, a meeting she could easily arrange.  But I said": 'No,'  She also told me that whenever she met David he constantly asked for news of me.  He seemed to have changed a lot, she said - he was quieter

and had lost something of his exuberant charm.  They had found a

house to suit them and were living about a mile outside Stirling.

Jean continued:  'I seldom see Elizabeth, and don't want to.

And they didn't come to any of the sports' dances during the winter.

I don't see David often, and when I do, he is usually alone or

v/ith Kenneth and some of his other golfing friends.'  Kenneth,

she told me, was on holiday in Ireland, so I was unable to see him.

7. was not too sorry about this, as seeing and talking to him would

have evoked many unhappy memories.  As it was, every time I went

out I found myself looking, hoping, yet fearing I might catch a

glimpse of David.  The ache in my heart was still there.

I also saw Jessie Riddick - she had been with me at the Highland Games on the day of the murder.  We had been close friends at school and had shared many an escapade and adventure together. Tall and athletic, with dark brown hair and light brown eyes, she was essentially an out-door girl and keen on all sports.  She excelled at tennis, gaining county colours and representing Scotland on more than one occasion.  She was also a good hockey player, and in winter, her favourite pastime was curling.  She frequently competed in curling matches on the frozen Lake of Menteith.  Did you know that we only have one 'lake' in Scotland? All the others are lochs.

I was very pleased to see Jessie again, and she brought me news of my tennis-playing friends and the various activities at the Tennis Club where we were both members.  She told me she had just become engaged to marry Lawrie McLaren, a young man we had both known for many years.  He was a farmer and well-known as a breeder of pedigree black-faced sheep.  They too hoped to marry the following year.  I was delighted to hear of this engagement, for I felt they were ideally suited and had many interests in common.

I walked along to Fernfield to see Louie and congratulated her on her engagement to Gordon.  She told me it was not possible for her to go out to India this year, as she had hoped, mainly for financial reasons, but that she fully expected to be on her way by next autumn; she would be married almost immediately after her arrival in Karachi.  She showed me a number of wedding gifts she had already received, and part of her trousseau which she was gradually collecting.  Louie was looking strikingly attractive, as she always did, and was obviously happy.  She told me how much she was looking forward to her marriage and new life in India.

All too quickly the time came for me to return to London. The new flat was now all in order, and I hoped my mother would soon be successful in finding two or three paying guests to augment the family income.  I wondered how this new venture would work out.  I didn't feel too confident about it, but there was nothing more I could do to help and so, at the end of two weeks, I returned to London.

I felt refreshed and in a happier and more optimistic frame of mind after my holiday.  Madam was graciously pleased to see me, and all the staff gave me a warm welcome on my return.

It was now September, and I had completed a year at the Manor Hotel.  I was considering how best I could set about looking for a more senior position when Madam informed me she intended to raise my salary from £2 per week to £2.10s.  In view of this increase in salary and the fact that it would soon be Christmas, I thought I would wait until the New Year before making a move. By then, the larger hotels would be planning their summer programme and taking on extra staff, and I considered I would then

have a better chance and more choice of a suitable job.  So I settled down to work and wait.

Christmas Day came and passed pleasantly, with visitors and staff in good spirits.  The hotel was lavishly decorated with holly, tinsel, fairy-lights, flowers and a huge Christmas tree in the hall.  Again, I was suprised by and much appreciated the many gifts and expressions of goodwill I received from the residents and visitors.

The staff party took place the following day, as it had done the previous year, and it was voted a great success.  Madam's boyfriend was again in attendance, but I did not see him attempting to kiss anyone under the mistletoe this year.  I did not myself particularly enjoy the evening.  The young medical student from St Mary's Hospital was no longer living in the hotel, and my dancing was confined to the male members of the staff and a few elderly and somewhat plump gentlemen visitors.  None was a particularly good dancer.  I was also thinking of Doris and wondering where and what she was doing at that time.  But Madam had once again engaged an excellent little band and I enjoyed listening to their playing of Spread a little happiness, Sally and Look for the silver lining/all popular melodies in the Twenties.

On New Year's Eve I was downcast and despondent, remembering what it would be like in Scotland and, in thought, following the movements of my friends as they set out first-footing.  I also thought of Doris and recalled how we had been able to comfort each other the year before, how we had wondered where we both would be in a year's time.  Well, nothing much had changed for me, but from her letters Doris seemed to have had a reasonably happy year.  She had remained at home for some time after leaving London; but in the summer she had taken a job in a hotel in the Forest of Dean as assistant manageress.  She liked the countryside thereabouts, the hotel, the work and the management.  She wondered if I might consider seeking a job in that part of the world.

On New Year's day I resolved to stop looking back, and instead to look forward to a brighter future in 1927.  I felt reasonably confident that with more than a year's experience in a West End hotel, although a comparatively small one, I stood a good chance of securing a similar, or better, position elsewhere. And this time I intended to try and find one outside London.  I might even try and act on Doris's suggestion, and look for something in a small town or in the country, where I would have shorter working hours and be free in the evenings - or at least some evenings, when I would be able to enjoy some form of social life, perhaps join a Tennis Club, or an Operatic Society, or Drama Club.  My spirits lifted as I thought of the possibilities, and with the summer season ahead, I began studying the advertisements in the Daily Telegraph once again.

One day in February, a letter arrived from Doris.  She wrote that she was going to Bournemouth in March to visit another aunt and uncle.  She suggested I should ask for a few days  off and join her there.  She remarked that, in her opinion, I was entitled to a week's holiday every six months, and that it would be a splendid opportunity for us to meet again'- we hadn't seen each other since the unhappy day we parted on Paddington Station platform more than a year ago.  She urged me to speak to Madam

and was hopeful that she would agree to my request.

It was a tempting invitation, and I made up my mind I would act on Doris's suggestion.  I waited until I sensed Madam was in a good humour, then summoned up my courage and asked her.  To my surprise, she agreed without a murmur, and said I could have a weekend - Friday mid-day to Monday mid-day.

Delighted, I wrote off to Doris with the good news, and we arranged that I would visit Bournemouth on the first weekend in March.

But then there was a change in Doris's plans.  She went to Bournemouth in February to see her aunt, and then decided to take a job in the town, at least for the summer.  She had been successful in securing a position as manageress in a small private hotel on the West Cliff and had begun working there almost immediately.  This change of plan meant that, instead of staying with Doris's aunt when I arrived, I would stay in the hotel where Doris was working.  She had spoken to the owners of the hotel about my proposed visit.  An old couple, they had found the running of the business too much for them and were delighted to have Doris's assistance.  They immediately agreed that I should come for the weekend and insisted that I should be their guest, refusing to accept any payment, either from Doris or myself.

And so it was that on the Friday afternoon of the first weekend in March 1927 I made my first visit to Bournemouth.

I travelled by train from Waterloo Station and arrived at Bournemouth West Station at 3.30 in the afternoon - Bournemouth West Station has long since been demolished.  I had enjoyed the train journey:  seeing the large ocean-going liners berthed in Southampton and the scenery and wild ponies of the New Forest. Doris was waiting for me at the station, where I was introduced to the owners, Mr and Mrs Hine, and their daughter Margaret. Having hastily deposited my weekend case, Doris took me out onto the Overcliff, then down the zig-zag to the Undercliff for a walk along the promenade while the daylight still lingered.

I was charmed with what I saw:  the sea, the sky, the setting sun over the Purbeck hills, the miles of golden sands, and in the distance the Needles at the western point of the Isle of Wight.  We then walked through the Pleasure Gardens, where I had to stop a moment to admire the flowers, the trees, already showing signs of early spring blossom, and the shallow Bourne, flowing gently into the sea.  Children could play and sail their little boats safely in this stream, from which Bournemouth took its name, and seats were provided for a careful watch to be kept on the children.  Crocuses and .snowdrops were still blooming, and daffodils, pushing their way through the earth, would soon be in flower. After a quick look at the town centre and a few shop windows, we boarded a tram in the Square which took us up to the West Cliff and so back to the Crag Hall Hotel.

I thought Bournemouth was the most beautiful town I had ever seen.  That evening we talked - Doris and myself - and when I remarked, wistfully, how much I should like to live and work in such surroundings, Doris replied: 'Why not?1

She continued by saying I could go into the town next morning, Saturday, and register my name with an agency there.  It was unlikely, she said, that there would be any worthwhile jobs going at the moment, as the season had not yet begun, but she thought it would be a good idea to present myself in person rather than write from London.  Then if and when a suitable vacancy occurred, I would be more likely to be remembered.

This seemed to me to be an excellent suggestion.  So next morning we set out for the town and the agency, which was situated in an office block in the Square.  I had never been to an agency before, and I walked in somewhat nervously, while Doris waited outside.

A rather austere, elderly woman wearing a dark dress, hornrimmed glasses, and with her hair tightly drawn back from her face, sat behind a desk and immediately started firing questions at me:  How long?  Where?  Experience?  Qualifications?  I answered as quickly and briefly as I could, and then to my astonishment she handed me a slip of paper and told me to go that morning and see the manager of the Burlington Hotel.  I hastily explained that I was already employed in London and not available for another job at that moment, but was looking ahead to the summer months.  She scarcely listened to what I was saying, brushing it aside with the remark that I probably wouldn't get the job anyway - however, it was an opportunity I shouldn't miss as the Burlington was one of the premier hotels in Bournemouth.

I came out of the agency with my head in a whirl.  What should I do?  Doris, being practical, said I should certainly go and see the manager as suggested.  Why not?  I had been told there were other applicants for the job, so my chances of getting it were probably, as the woman had said, remote.  In any event, it would be interesting, Doris thought, for me to have a look at the hotel, and the receptionists.  This might help me to assess the competition I might have to face.  Doris knew where the Burlington was situated, and agreed that it was one of the largest and most expensive hotels in the town.  So we got on a tram-car in the Square and alighted in Boscombe, a distance of about two and a half miles.

We walked down Sea Road, along Owls Road, and quite soon we were outside the Burlington Hotel.  Doris said she would walk back to Christchurch Road, where we had stepped off the tram, and wait for me in a tea-shop named Whytack's, which we had noticed as we left the tram.

The hotel was a long, red-brick building, three storeys high. I could see that the imposing main entrance was really the back of the building, facing north, and that the front of the hotel would be facing the south and the sea.  I walked into a large entrance hall, noting on my right that there was a spacious reception office, where two young women were working.

A porter in uniform came forward, and I asked to see the manager.  A few minutes later X was shown into his office.  A girl, a few years my senior, was seated at a desk.  She greeted me pleasantly and invited me to take a seat.  When the manager came into the room, she picked up a few papers and went out.

The manager, a tall, broad-shouldered man in his mid-forties, with sandy-coloured hair, thinning on top, and very blue eyes, had a friendly manner.  He asked me a number of questions and seemed to appreciate the fact that I had worked for one and a half years in London.  This seemed to confirm my belief that it had been imperative for me to remain at the Manor Hotel for as long as possible, in order that I might acquire the necessary references and recommendations.

It was then explained to me that the vacancy was for an assistant to his secretary - the girl who had just left the room. The work was purely administrative:  book-keeping, accounts, checking invoices and generally working under the guidance of his secretary who handled his correspondence and the more complicated

side of business management.  It was a junior position, the manager said, and the salary was 25 shillings a week, but the hours and living conditions were good, and there was always the possibility of a transfer to reception if and when a vacancy occurred.  He explained there were two receptionists. His secretary acted as relief when one was off-duty, but he was aware that she disliked reception work.  He would be pleased if I would take over this particular task.  He then said he would be glad if I would accept the position there and then.

I was quite unprepared for this and proceeded to inform him I was still employed in London, and couldn't possibly accept so soon.  He replied by reminding me that it was only necessary for me to give a week's notice to terminate my engagement.  I still hesitated, explaining to him that as I had been given this weekend off, I hardly liked to return and give a week's notice to quit.  He smiled, and said if it would make me happier, he would hold the vacancy open for two weeks, and that should be long enough to satisfy anyone.  Still I hesitated, murmuring that .I. should like to think it over, particularly as the salary was half the amount I was receiving in London.  He understood this, and said I could have until five o'clock that afternoon to consider my decision, by which time he would expect a phone-call to say if it was to be Yes or No.

I left the hotel with my mind in a more confused state than ever, and hastened to rejoin Doris in the tea-room in Christchurch Road.

We had earlier decided we would go by tram-car that afternoon to Christchurch, where I could visit the Priory, walk round the old, small town and down to the picturesque quayside, where yachts and small boats were anchored.  But we never did visit the Priory that afternoon or walk to the quayside.  Instead we went into a cafe near the Priory, where it was warm and comfortable. It was March and the weather, although dry, had turned very cold. We ordered a pot of tea and honey meringues, then got down to the serious business of deciding if I should, or should not, accept the Burlington offer.

Doris produced paper and pencil and proceeded to jot down all the pros and cons.  On the debit side there seemed to be only the question of the reduced salary: 25 shillings a week seemed so little compared with the 50 shillings I was now earning in London.  I would probably have to buy one or possibly two new dresses suitable for office wear.  On the credit side, however, there was much to attract me:  I would work normal office hours, 9 am to 5 pm as against 7.15 am to 11 pm;  I would have a half-day once a week and every Sunday, as against a weekly half-day and only every third Sunday a half-day in London.  I would have my own bedroom in the main part of the hotel, equipped in every respect as for the visitors, including hot and cold running water -a great  luxury at that time, and only provided in first-class hotels.  I would be living in a beautiful town with both the sea and country at hand, and although I would have so little money, I should find pleasure and enjoyment in such surroundings.  The Burlington was a large and first-class hotel, where there was a reasonable chance of advancement and, failing that, experience gained there'would surely improve my chances of a more senior position elsewhere.

All these and other considerations we pondered.  Doris was helpful, encouraging and genuinely concerned that I should make the right decision.  At last a decision was reached.  I would

accept the offer.  Fearing I might change my mind, I hurried to the nearest phone-box and called the manager.  He sounded pleased at my decision, and said he would expect me in two weeks' time, adding that if the manageress in London would release me in one week, so much the better.

That evening, Saturday, Doris':s aunt and uncle, who owned and lived in a house in Bath Road, arranged to take us to the Royal Bath Hotel for a supper-dance, which was held in a large and elegant room called the King's Hall.  Tables were spaced around the dance floor.  There were professional dancers of both sexes available for a small fee (1/6 a dance) to anyone wishing to hire them for one or more dances.  Tea-dances (the-dansant) and supper dances were popular at that time, and it was normal practice and considered more correct to engage a professional dance partner, rather than permit any stranger to approach you. There was usually a desk just inside the ball-room, and there you paid your fee and stated the particular dance, or dances, for which you wanted a partner.  If you preferred a particular pro, you said so, and when your dance number on the programme was about to begin, your partner would introduce himself, and at the end of the dance would escort you back to your table.  I liked this arrangement, for it meant you could be sure of being partnered by someone who could really dance, and not merely be shuffled around the room - which seemed to be all that many men could do.

I had not been to a dance, apart from the staff party, since leaving home more than a year and a half ago, and so I booked several numbers, having first taken a careful look at the pros in action before deciding which one I liked best.  Doris, who was not so keen on dancing, only booked one or two dances.  But we both thoroughly enjoyed our evening.  For myself, I was in my element and felt it was just like the old happy days at home.  Coupled with the other unexpected events of that day, and the knowledge that I would soon be taking another step forward in my life, I began to wonder if a change for the better in my fortunes was coming to me at last.

The following day, Sunday, was cold but dry and sunny, and Doris and I walked along the Undercliff, this time in the opposite direction, towards Durley Chine and Alum Chine.  Then we retraced our steps to Bournemouth pier.  We went onto the pier, which was almost deserted, and having found a seat in a sheltered spot out of the wind, we sat and enjoyed the warm sunshine, and talked.  I was even more enchanted with Bournemouth than ever, but extremely nervous indeed as to how I was"going to break the news to Madam that I was going to leave her and the Manor Hotel in one or two weeks' time.

The next morning, Monday, I was again in the train, on my way back to London - and Madam.  Throughout the journey, I kept trying to memorise the little speech I would make as soon as I reached the hotel.

It was shortly before mid-day when I entered the office, and within a few minutes Madam appeared.  She was smiling pleasantly, said she was pleased to see me back, and hoped I had enjoyed my weekend.  I was sitting at my desk when she walked in, and when I looked up at that tall, arrogant figure, with the iron-grey Eton-cropped hair, which gave her such a masculine look - the long earrings and dangling monocle, the eyes that lacked any warmth, the imperious manner - my courage faltered; and instead of

my carefully prepared speech, I just managed to blurt out:  'Yes, I did enjoy my weekend, in fact so much, I want to go back.1

Misunderstanding what I was trying to say, she agreed that Bournemouth was indeed an attractive town, and no doubt I would be able to return there another time.  I hastily and clumsily then explained that I wanted to work there now - that I had accepted the offer of a job, and hoped she would release me from my position as soon as possible.

She didn't speak for a moment, and I held my breath.  Then, icily, she said:  'Are you giving me a week's notice?'  To which I replied 'Yes', quickly adding that I would stay on for two weeks, if that would suit her better.

She regarded me coldly for a moment.  I saw the flush mounting to her forehead, and then the storm broke.  I had expected her to be angry, but her anger knew no bounds:  she was furious. I was accused of base ingratitude - After generously allowing me a weekend holiday, this was how I repaid her - Never been so disappointed in anyone - Expected better things of mef  She stormed put of the office, but within minutes was back again, asking which hotel I was going to, and saying she would not hesitate to tell the manager when he wrote for a reference, how disgracefully I had treated her.  She would also inform the residents, she said, who had been so kind and generous to me at Christmas, just exactly how shockingly I had behaved; and so it went on and on.

I tried to explain that it had all happened by accident, and that I had had no thoughts of looking for another job when I left London on the Friday.  But to everything I tried to say, she turned a deaf ear and would not listen.

The next few days were miserable,as I was genuinely sorry I had angered her to such an extent.  I recognised and appreciated the fact that I had learned a great deal about office and reception work from her.  She had taken me on at a critical point in my life, without experience.  She had always treated me fairly, and it was probably no bad thing that I had been subjected to such strict, and even at times, harsh discipline.  I was loth to leave her in such an atmosphere of ill-will.

It had been agreed that I should remain for the full two weeks, and during that time I worked as conscientiously as ever, to leave everything up to date and in order for my successor. Gradually, as the days passed, she slowly thawed, sometimes coining into the office and just sitting and talking to me.  By the second week, her manner had softened.  She said she quite understood it was natural that I should want to progress and see a bit of the world, but she had grown to trust and rely on me, and was reluctant to let me go.

And so, in the end, we parted good friends.  She held my hand warmly and wished me good luck, saying she would be pleased to see me any time I happened to be in London, and that if I cared to write, she would like to know how I was getting along.

I was not sorry to leave London, for all my ambitions and high hopes for the future had come to nothing there.  Nevertheless, I had gained not only business experience, but also a wider knowledge of mankind.  During my time at the Manor Hotel I had come into contact and worked alongside a cross-section of society, and heard many stories of hardship and courage in adversity.  I had been made aware that life for a great many peop.le was a constant struggle to maintain what to me seemed to be but a mere existence. I felt that my experience in London had given me a better understanding and compassion for the less fortunate members of our society.

PART FIVE

The Burlington Hotel was actually situated in Boscombe, a suburb of Bournemouth about two miles east of the centre of the town.  Today, Boscombe is generally regarded as the Cinderella of Bournemouth and has lost much of its former attractiveness.  But in those days, in 192 7, it was extremely popular and fashionable. Many visitors, especially families with young children, preferred to stay in Boscombe, where the sands were less crowded with holiday-makers.

The hotel stood on a hill overlooking the sea, with commanding views of Bournemouth Bay, the Isle of Wight, and the coastline from Hengistbury Head to Swanage.  The gardens and ground were spacious and well-maintained.  There were two tennis courts, and a gate at the bottom of the grounds led out into Sea Road:  it was only a few minutes1 walk from the sea and Boscombe pier.  The hotel's interior was luxurious and well-appointed, the rooms large and richly furnished.  It could accommodate about 200 visitors, and a number of titled and wealthy families were frequent visitors.  There was a large staff and a high standard of service was given.  The Burlington was, in fact, the equivalent of a five-star hotel today.  The terms, inclusive of bed, breakfast, lunch, tea and dinner were 6*j guineas per week for a south room facing the sea.  An extra charge was made for the luxury of a private bathroom.  A suite of rooms, comprising a large sitting-room, double bedroom and bathroom, all facing south and the sea, and with a large balcony, was proportionately more expensive, approximately E10 or £11 each person per week.  A table d'hote lunch at 5 decent  festaurant in those days was either 2/- or 2/6.

I settled quite quickly into my new surroundings.  I was given a room to myself on the third floor.  It faced north and was therefore a cold room; but we were allowed a large scuttle of coal every day and this provided adequate warmth.  The room was comfortably furnished, with thick carpeting, lined curtains and a marble-topped wash-basin with hot and cold running water; there was a wardrobe, chest of drawers, dressing-table and a comfortable arm-chair.  The window overlooked Owls Road, which was tree-lined, and at nights I could hear the owls calling, which at first I found a bit eerie.  But I soon became accustomed to them.

Opposite my room was a bathroom which faced south, and I often used to go in there when I first arrived, just to gaze out of the window and admire the splendid sea view which stretched from the Needles to the Old Harry Rocks at Swanage.  The long,

wide corridors were all thickly carpeted in deep red, and the windows curtained in heavy damask material.  There was an air of elegance everywhere.  After a shabby, dingy basement room, with its scanty, tawdry furniture and threadbare carpet, I felt I had now reached the other extreme and was living in the height of luxury.

The other members of the official staff were friendly and I soon felt quite at ease with them all.  We had our own pleasant dining-room, where we could sit after our meals and chat when we were not on duty.  The head and second receptionists, Miss Ritchie and Miss Ranyell, were both about my age or slightly older -Christian names were never used on duty.  They were extremely efficient, and were smartly dressed in black, with light collar and cuffs or coloured beads of some kind.  They also wore black silk stockings and high-heeled shoes.  Their hair was bobbed and permanently waved and they presented a well-groomed appearance.

The head housekeeper, Miss Day, was a particularly attractive-looking woman in her mid-thirties, with a pleasant manner and a ready smile.  The assistant housekeeper, Miss Colley, was a much younger woman, who had very little to say at any time.  She had friends in Bournemouth and usually disappeared whenever she was off-duty.  I saw very little of her and never came to know her well.

The head linen-keeper was elderly, somewhere in the fifties, a Mrs Bamber.  She was always pleasant and seemed to enjoy keeping a motherly eye on all of us.  She had had a sad and unhappy life in recent years, and was a lonely woman. But she seemed to find some comfort and pleasure in listening to our idle chatter and titbits of gossip.  Her assistant, Miss Christie, was a young girl of nineteen or twenty.  She was full of mischief, high spirits and a vivid imagination.  She kept us amused with her tales of romance, hoping that one day a rich and handsome young man would come along and sweep her off to a life of luxury, wealth and travel around the world.

Miss Cribb was secretary to the manager, Mr Godel.  She was 30 - quiet, shy, with no pretence to good looks but with a kindly and friendly disposition.  She had a slight impediment in her speech which was the main reason why she so much disliked having to work in reception.  But she was an excellent secretary and book-keeper.  All in all, a happy atmosphere prevailed, and I fully appreciated the companionship I was now enjoying after my lonely one and a half years in London.

I did not altogether enjoy working in the manager's office and would much have preferred the outer office and reception, but there were compensations.  I always looked forward to acting as relief when one or other of the receptionists were off-duty, and I appreciated the shorter working hours.  Neither Miss Cribb nor myself were required to wear black as were the receptionists. This pleased me as I was spared the expense of buying a new dress, which would have cost about £2 for a good one.

I found the work difficult at first, and dull.  It was all book-keeping, checking accounts and invoices, working out percentages, and work of that nature.  Arithmetic at school had never been my strongest subject, and when I timidly suggested to Miss Cribb that a calculator would be helpful, she appeared to be quite shocked.  She said I could have one if I wanted it, but she herself had never found it necessary.  She said she enjoyed working out financial problems, percentages, and profit and loss accounts.  I could only shake my head in astonishment, and marvel

at the ease with which she could add, subtract and multiply, in her head, and come up with the correct answers before I had time to gather paper and pencil together.

Miss Cribb was patient with me, and always ready to explain and help when I was in any difficulty.  Under her guidance I persevered and slowly began to improve and understand the more complicated work of business management.

It was the third week in March when I arrived in Bournemouth, and by July I had become accustomed to my new life, work and surroundings.  Being so close to the sea, I enjoyed going down to the beach to bathe - I couldn't swim - and often I was accompanied by one or two of the other girls, off-duty at the same time.  It wasn't long before I was being encouraged to take my first lessons in swimming, amid a great deal of good-natured fun and teasing, which we all enjoyed.

Sometimes, if alone, I would select a deck-chair - one penny to hire - and spend a pleasant hour or two with a book for company.  Quite often, two or three of us would join up and visit a .cinema or maybe just have tea or coffee in some cafe.  On other occasions we would go to the Hippodrome at Boscombe Arcade, which provided variety shows.  The standard of entertainment was good, and I can remember hearing Layton and Johnstone, Hutch, Clarkson Rose and other well-known entertainers.

One evening, four of us; Miss Bamber, Miss Ritchie, Miss Day and myself booked seats to see the Desert Song.  It was being performed in the Theatre Royal in Albert Road - the theatre has long since vanished.  We had heard and read so much about this smash hit musical, we just had to see it for ourselves.  There were no star names in the touring company, but it was a good production.  The singing, dancing, costumes and scenery were of a high standard, and the music and songs thrilled us all.  On our way home I found myself humming the songs and going through the whole performance again in my mind.

The next morning, a letter arrived from my mother.  She told me her worst fears had been realised - there had been a tremendous row - Billy had been expelled from the business and disowned by his family.

It was a long letter arid obviously written under stress. Deprived of his income, Billy had managed to secure, through the influence of a friend, an appointment in Newcastle.  He was to work in an advisory capacity with a firm supplying bakery equipment..  My mother wrote that Billy was already in Newcastle, and that it had been arranged he would return home at the weekends. To make matters worse, the two paying guests, a mother and daughter, who had been with my mother for some months while looking for a house to buy, had now found one to suit them, and would be moving into it very soon.  The letter continued with the news that Billy had not come home for the last two weekends, nor had he sent any money.  My mother was clearly overwrought, and concluded her letter by asking me to come home.

I was upset and extremely worried by this letter.  I had been at the Burlington for four months and was just beginning to feel established.  I was gaining confidence in myself and my ability to work.  I had companionship and no longer suffered the pangs of londiness I had known in London.  Doris was still in Bournemouth and we met frequently, usually in the Square.  She came down by tram from the West Cliff and I came by tram from the East Cliff. Doris was still working at the Crag Hall Hotel:  she had made friends with Margaret, the daughter of the house, and was now

regarded as one of the family.  Mr and Mrs Hine, the proprietors of the hotel, were kind to me also, and had on more than one occasion invited me to return with Doris to have dinner with them on my free half-day.

During those four months at the Burlington I had come closer to a feeling of happiness and security than I had known for two years, and I was reluctant to give it all up.  I couldn't see that my presence at home would help in any way, and my whole spirit rebelled at the thought of having to start all over again somewhere else.

I wrote to my mother, trying to explain all this and pointing out that I could not possibly ask for any time off after only four months.  I said that when I had completed six months I would ask for leave and come up and see her then.  I tried to sound encouraging and optimistic, saying I was sure Billy would write soon, and that she would undoubtedly be able to replace the two boarders when they left.  But I could not help worrying, and for the next few days I was restless and uneasy.

Within a week, another letter arrived.  In it, my mother wrote that there was still no news of Billy.  Her only income was that which she received from her boarders, and that would soon cease.  After that ...?  She was obviously distraught.  She said there was no one to whom she could turn to help, that if I was also going to be indifferent, not caring what happened to her, then that was the .final blow and she would no longer care what happened to her.  She had reached the end of her tether.

The letter continued in this strain, and when I had finished reading it I felt quite shattered and frantic with anxiety.  I remember I was in the office when it arrived and I had to make some excuse, feigning a temporary indisposition, and escape to the privacy of my room in order to regain my composure.

I then went straight to the manager and told him I had received bad news, which made it imperative that I return home immediately.  I expressed regret that I had to leave at such short notice, but I had no alternative.  Mr Godel was sympathetic and understanding.  He said he hoped I would be able to find a solution to my problems which would also enable me to return to the Burlington.  He said he did not want me to terminate my appointment there and then, but to wait until I reached home, when I would be better able to assess the situation.  He went on to say they could carry on temporarily without me and that he would take no action until he knew my decision.  He patted my shoulder kindly - he could see,I was upset - and told me not to worry. Things were not always as bad as they seemed at a distance.

It was, in fact, a carbon copy of the interview I had had with Madam in London.  But this time I could not visualise any way in which I might return.  I thanked the manager for his consideration and promised to write as soon as possible.  I then sent a telegram to my mother:  Letter received.  Will be home tomorrow. Donny.

That evening, I hastily packed my suitcase, went to bed early, but couldn't sleep, and in the morning set off on my long journey north.

Christian, the head waiter, kindly brought me a packed lunch of sandwiches 'and fruit, cake and chocolate, and shook my hand in farewell, saying he was sorry I was leaving them.  The head porter had ordered the hotel bus to take me to the Central Station.  The news had spread among the staff that I was leaving, and I was quite affected when one of the waiters came to my room

to say goodbye on behalf of the dining-room staff. He said: 'We're all sorry you are going, Miss, and we hope you will be able to come back.  We shall miss you.'

When I appeared in the entrance hall the little page-boy hurried forward to take my case.  He was wearing his chocolate.-brown uniform:  short, tight-fitting jacket with high collar and double-breasted brass buttons, long trousers and pill-box hat, and looked little more than a child.  I had occasionally had to reprimand him for being cheeky, but now he wore a friendly smile and as he carried my case to the bus, he said:  'Goodbye, Miss. Come back soon.'  The office staff were all at the window to wave me farewell.

Although I was anxious and upset, I was deeply moved by so much evidence of warmth and friendliness, and I remember thinking to myself, somewhat ruefully, that if I had any talent at all, it must be the ability to make friends easily.  Everyone had shown me so much kindness and consideration.

I travelled by train to London, to Waterloo Station, crossed to Euston Station, and so on to Stirling, then by bus to Bridge of Allan.  It was late evening when I arrived home.

My mother was in a highly nervous and tense state of mind. She threw her arms around me and burst into tears.  She told me she had received a letter from Billy, but no money, just excuses. He had changed his address, and she suspected he was drinking heavily again.  There was no mention in his letter of coming home at the weekend, and she guessed it was because he was short of money.  My mother said the two boarders would be leaving her in a fortnight's time, and she saw no likelihood of replacing them. The situation was desperate.  She had given up all hope of reforming Billy and would have to find some form of employment to support herself.  She felt humiliated and ashamed.

We talked late into the night and resumed our discussions next day.  I was told there was still a batch of bills for alcohol waiting to be paid, but my mother could no longer settle them. She was now 51 years of age and had been married to Billy for seven years.  During that time, her precious small capital had slowly dwindled away and now there was practically nothing left, and consequently no interest was forthcoming.  Her one wish now, she said, was to get right away from Bridge of Allan and everyone who knew her.  She couldn't stand the nodding heads and wagging tongues. But where should she go?  And how could she support herself?  She had no qualifications and was not trained for any particular type of work.  She would have to accept some sort of domestic or housekeeping job, and her pride cried out against accepting such a position locally, where she was so well-known and been her own mistress for many years.  Perhaps it would be better, she said, if she went to Edinburgh or Glasgow.

It was then I suggested Bournemouth.  Why not?  If we were to be together, it would be easier there, where I already had a job waiting for me.  If I remained in Scotland there would be two jobs to be found.  In Bournemouth I thought there would be better opportunities and possibly a wider variety of jobs available.  We would be together, or at least near each other, and I might even be able in some way to help her find something suitable.

I asked my mother to consider it, to sleep on it, and give me her answer in the morning. For by then I would have to write to Mr Godel to say if I was returning to Bournemouth or not.

In the morning my mother's answer was 'Yes'.  I straightaway wrote saying I would be able to return to the Burlington and

take up my position again, a week from the day I had left.  It was a momentous decision, particularly for my mother.  I was assailed with nervous fears and apprehension, but could think of no better solution.

During the few remaining days that I stayed at home, my mother and I had many long discussions.  She decided she would try to sub-let the flat, furnished, and would then follow me down to Bournemouth in three or four weeks' time.

While I was at home, I didn't see or make contact with any of my friends, indeed I scarcely left the house.  I didn't even see Louie, whose plans were now complete for her journey to Karachi in October or November.  My mother had not, as yet, written to Gordon telling him of her latest misfortunes, and I had no wish to cast any shadows on Louie's happiness by speaking of our sorry plight.  It was a miserable week, and I returned to Bournemouth in an anxious state of mind.  I was much comforted, however, by the warm welcome I received from the manager and all the staff.

My most immediate problem was to find accommodation for my mother when she arrived.  It was July, and the height of the summer season.  It would have to be somewhere as inexpensive as possible, and the fact that I couldn't give a definite date for her arrival made it more difficult.

By chance I discovered that Christian, the head waiter, a Swede, and his wife, also from Sweden, ran a small boarding-house quite near the Burlington.  I spoke to him, explaining my problem, and he immediately said he would definitely keep a room for my mother.  It was a tremendous relief, and I was confident I could rely on him.

Two weeks later my mother wrote that she had been unable to sub-let the flat, that her boarders had now departed and there was no likelihood of a replacement in the near future.  Her bank balance was almost down to zero.  Billy had written with the usual excuses and promises to send some money, but up to the time of writing, none had arrived, and she didn't expect that any would. She said there was no alternative now.  She would have to give up the flat, sell all her possessions and come down to me, where she would just have to take her chance and hope for the best.

After reading my mother's letter, I became even more worried and apprehensive as to the future.

My mother had no close friends, and in times of emergency or crises there was only one person always ready and willing to help her, and that was her younger sister, Violet (Auntie VI), and it was to her she now turned in her distress.  My mother had several brothers and sisters, but most of them were scattered abroad, and were unknown to me.  Only two of her sisters impinged on my life:  Aunt Bella, from Kelso, ten years older than my mother, from whose home in Kelso my mother had been married in 1897.  Aunt Bella was a strong character, dominant, with an iron will she liked to enforce on others.  My mother also had a strong will, but was more flexible and yielding.  The two sisters were often in conflict, and although always remaining good friends, they were never very close to each other.  Aunt Violet, the younger sister by several years, was a totally different character.  Extrovert, with a gentle, affectionate nature, optimistic, always looking for the best in everything and everybody.  She and my mother were the greatest of friends, and shared all their joys and sorrows.

Aunt Violet was married to Alexander Mains (Uncle Alec). He was a cabinet-maker, a skilled craftsman whcrcwork was much

admired and sought after.  A quiet man, short of stature, he was usually to be found, when not working, comfortably seated in a chair with his pipe and a book.  He was an avid reader:  historical books and all books relating to period furniture and antiques were his favourites.  They had a son and three daughters, all younger than Gordon and myself.  Subsequently, the two older daughters, Marjorie and Violet, married and settled in America, but the son, James, and the youngest daughter, Eleanor, married and remained in Scotland.

Later in my life, many years later, James and his wife, Minnie, were still my staunch and loyal friends, welcoming me to their home.  But it was Eleanor and her husband. Woods Ferguson, who were to prove beyond doubt, the old saying 'A friend in need is a friend indeed1.  Just as Eleanor's mother now came to the aid of my mother, so in turn did Eleanor come to my aid in a time of crisis.

In my mother's letter, she said she had already written to Aunt Violet, whose home was in Paisley, and she had replied saying she would be arriving in Bridge of Allan the following day. I was much relieved when I knew my mother would not be alone, and would have Auntie Vi to help her.  But my heart sank at the news that the home was to be broken up, and everything sold or otherwise disposed of.  I didn't dare to think what would happen next. Anxiously, I awaited further news.

A week passed before I received another letter.  This told me that Auntie Vi was with her, and that the sale was proceeding. Much of the furniture and household goods had been sold privately; the remainder would go to the sale rooms or be disposed of in some other way.  All my mother wanted to save, if possible, were the gifts from India which Gordon had sent to us both.  Auntie Vi had said she would take care of them until such time when something different could be arranged.

I was deeply sorry I could not be at home at this time, for I guessed that all or most of my cherished possessions would be lost for ever:  ray books, many of them prizes from school-days; my favourite teddy-bear, which I had loved from early childhood; pictures and photographs and snapshots - all reminders of the happy, carefree days I had once enjoyed.

One problem remained to be solved, and the saddest of all, I think, for my mother:  what to do about Jackie? Jackie was a small, smooth-haired fox terrier.  He was the family pet and had been with us since he was a few weeks old.  He was a most affectionate, intelligent little dog, not a thoroughbred by any means, but we all loved him and played with him when we were at home.  After I had gone, he became my mother's constant companion and was seldom far from her side.  My mother loved him, spoke to him like a child, and he seemed to understand every word she said.

In the circumstances, it would be impossible to bring him down to Bournemouth, but where else? Again, dear Auntie Vi came to the rescue and said she would take him with her back to her home in Paisley.  Jackie knew her well and her family, and they would all try to make him happy until a better solution could be found.  My mother was desperately unhappy at the thought of leaving him, but there seemed to be no other way.  She knew that Auntie Vi would take good care of him and so, sadly, she agreed.

I was glad I was not at home when the final parting took place:  I became qui'te emotional even thinking about it.  I learned afterwards that when the time came, my mother quietly slipped out of the house when Jackie wasn't looking, leaving

Auntie Vi to lock up and leave later in the day with Jackie.  My mother had been in tears, and Auntie Vi was also.

A long journey lay ahead for my mother:  by train from Stirling to Euston; across London to Waterloo; and another train journey to Bournemouth.  She had not been in England since she had left Torquay nearly twenty years ago.  She had never liked and was not accustomed to travelling alone.  She felt her life was in ruins, that she had lost everything she cared for.  I felt very, very sad for her.

It was late evening when the train arrived at the Central Station in Bournemouth, where I was waiting to greet my mother.

I had previously called at the boarding-house where she was to stay.  It was in Windsor Road, a short crescent-shaped street leading off Sea Road, only a few minutes' walk from the Burlington. The terraced houses were two storeys high, most of them offering accommodation for summer visitors.  My mother was to pay £2 los per week, inclusive of all meals.  Christian and his wife could accommodate up to eight or ten visitors, and the house, as I expected, was spotlessly clean and comfortably furnished.  They were a splendid Swedish couple.  He was a tall, broad-shouldered man in his forties, kindly and with courteous manners that charmed the visitors staying at the Burlington.  His wife, Maria, was also tall:  a buxom woman with blonde hair and very blue eyes.  She' was warm-hearted and motherly and about the same age as her husband.  Both spoke good English.  I was satisfied my mother would be safe and well-cared-for while staying with them.

I had arranged for a bowl of fresh flowers to be in her room, and placed two small photographs of Gordon and myself on her dressing-table to give it a more familiar and homely look. But I had purposely refrained from including a photo of Jackie.

When she arrived at the station, I thought she looked very tired, weary and sad.  But after I had taken her by taxi to Windsor Road, where Maria greeted her kindly, we had a light meal together and she brightened up.  We chatted together while I helped her to unpack, then I left her, hoping she would have a good night's sleep and wake, refreshed, in the morning.

The next two weeks were difficult.  We searched the Bournemouth Echo every day for anything suitable in the way of employment, and my mother called at two agencies in the town that had been recommended to us.  But nothing materialised.  She became very depressed.

Although now aged 51, my mother was still an attractive and pretty woman, and one adverse factor seemed to be that she looked too smart and well-dressed to be looking for a job.  She gave the impression that she had come to the agency to look for an employee, rather than to be an employee herself.  My mother had always taken a pride in her appearance, and I simply could not bring myself to suggest she should wear a shabby coat and hat, and adopt a more subservient attitude.  That, I knew, would have destroyed her morale completely.

Our spirits were at a low ebb when one day we read in the Echo that a matron-housekeeper was required for a private nursing-home near Corfe Castle.  This sounded more promising, so my mother replied to the advertisement, and a few days later received a letter asking her to call for an interview.

Fortunately I was free that afternoon and was able to go with my mother, by train, to the tiny little country station at

Corfe, from where we had a long walk to the address given in the

letter. I waited outside the grounds of the house, walking up and

down the quiet road.  When my mother returned, she told me that

the interview had been brief - she had been offered the job and      !

had accepted, although not without considerable misgivings.  When    •

I was told the nature and responsibilities of the work involved,

I admit I had misgivings too.

Corfe Castle is recognised as one of the most picturesque

villages in the south of England.  It is situated about the
=

centre of the Purbeck Hills in Dorset, and the castle - or rather    i the ruins of the castle - stands high on an isolated hill overlooking the village.  The castle, and most of the attractive old houses, were built of Purbeck stone quarried in the vicinity of Swanage, a small seaside town about four miles away.  Corfe Castle has had a turbulent and bloody history.  King Edward was murdered    i on the orders of his step-mother, Elfrida, in 978 when he was nineteen.  Later, he became known as Edward the Martyr.  The castle withstood many long sieges and finally was taken by treachery in 1646.

It was September when my mother left Bournemouth to take up    | her new job near Corfe.  She was met at the station - it was         • situated about 200 or 300 yards from the centre of the village -and taken by car to her new home.  The large grey stone house stood isolated in spacious grounds, nearly two miles from the village.  The owners of the house, a charming elderly man and his    i wife, ran the house as a nursing-home - exclusively for male         i patients who were slightly mentally unbalanced.  My mother later told me she believed the patients were members of wealthy families who wished to keep their unfortunate relatives hidden away from public view in order to avoid embarrassment.  There was no name at   . the entrance gate to indicate that the house was a private nursing-  i home.

My mother was to act as matron, and be responsible for the

smooth running of the home.  I was uneasy and not at all sure how

it would work out.  I felt that if these patients were unbalanced,

however slightly, it was questionable if my mother, who was her-     ]

self in a highly nervous condition, would be able to undertake

this task without it affecting her own health.  But she was willing

and anxious to try.  She liked Mr and Mrs Boston, the owners, and

she hoped she would be able to make a success of it.  It also

worried me that Corfe was so far from Bournemouth, which would make  \

it difficult for us to meet often.
'>

On my first half-day off duty after my mother's arrival, I

went out to see her.  I was introduced to Mr and Mrs Boston, who

told me I would be welcome to visit my mother at any time:  she

always had the afternoons free.
=

It was a somewhat painful meeting for both my mother and my-   j self.  Although I was pleased to see her comfortably settled in pleasant surroundings and employed by cultured people, I was most unhappy that circumstances had forced her into a position where she was no longer her own mistress.  She had been given a pleasant bed-sitting-room overlooking the garden, and there we sat and        ] talked.

Her duties were not onerous.  There was a domestic staff and two male nurses, but she was responsible for the catering and general supervision.  She spoke cheerfully, but her face looked tired and strained, and I knew she was unhappy.  As I had anticipated,: she was nervous with the patients, and uncertain how to talk to them,• although she assured me she would soon feel more confident.  I

promised to come out again the following week and each successive week on my free day, until we could arrange something different.

As well as the infrequent service and slow train journey between Bournemouth and Corfe, which necessitated changing trains at Wareham and often a long wait, there was the distance of nearly two miles from Corfe station to the house to be covered.  There was no bus service, so this distance had to be walked.  My mother had one free day a week, but she could not undertake  a double walk of three or four miles in addition to the long and tiring train journey.  It was better that I made the journey to her, and this I did for over a year.

It was comparatively easy in September when it was still warm.  But as winter set in, it became more difficult.  The outward journey, in daylight, was pleasant, and I enjoyed the walk along the narrow country road with just the sight of a few sheep and cattle and the sound of birds for company.  The trees, with the sun shining on their autumn tints, were also a delight.  But on the return journey it was different.

I always stayed with my mother as long as possible, leaving in time to catch the last train back to Bournemouth.  By then it was quite dark, and the walk to the station seemed longer and very lonely.  I carried a large torch, but had no fear of being attacked or assaulted in any way.  Fortunately, such happenings were a rarity at that time.

When, the moon was high and I approached the castle, I used to gaze up at it and allow my imagination to wander.  The ruins of the castle looked magnificent, standing high on a hill above me and brightly lit by the moonlight.  Below and around me were fields and the moat surrounding the ruins.  It was so still and quiet it used to give me an eerie feeling.  I looked up and tried to picture the defenders of the castle holding out bravely against the enemy when in a state of siege so long ago.  Then I hurried on to the little station to await my train.

I never dared be late, for it was the last train I could catch that evening.  At Wareham  I changed and had to wait half an hour for the connection to Bournemouth.  Often, as winter drew on, it was bitterly cold and frosty or pouring with rain, and on arriving at the Central Station, I had a long walk to the Burlington because the tram-cars had stopped running for the night.  It was always between 11.30 and midnight before I reached the hotel.

Occasionally Mr and Mrs Boston, who owned a car, would come into Bournemouth and bring my mother with them.  If I was on duty, she would come to the Burlington and wait in my room until I was free to join her.  At other times, when they went to Swanage or Weymouth, they brought her to the station at Corfe and met her on her return.  These outings were a welcome change for my mother, who otherwise was a virtual stranger to the outside world.

It was on one of these occasions my mother brought a letter she had received from Auntie Vi.  In it, she apologised for the delay in writing, and confessed it was because she had been afraid to write.  But everything was now all right, and her story had a happy ending.

Jackie, it seems, had run away and disappeared.  He had been closely guarded and only allowed out of the house when he was taken, usually by Eleanor, on a lead.  Eleanor was Auntie Vi's youngest daughter, a pretty young girl of fourteen, with, thick fair hair and very blue eyes.  She had a happy and lively disposition and enjoyed playing with Jackie and taking him for walks.  For the first few

days after his arrival in Paisley, Jackie had appeared moderately content, but restless, always running to the door when he heard footsteps.  My aunt had placed a chair by the window which overlooked the road, and here he sat, for hours at a time, watching.     ] Whenever a figure appeared in the distance he would stand up, trembling visibly, only to subside when he realised it was not the beloved figure he was looking for.

Then came the day he disappeared.  Somehow he managed to slip out of the house unnoticed.  My aunt was frantic, knowing how  : distressed my mother would be.  Searches were made in all directions with some of the neighbours joining in.  The police were notified,  ■ and an advertisement inserted in the Glasgow Herald.  Nothing was heard for six days and hope almost abandoned.  Then a letter arrived from an old lady living in the country about twenty miles   ; away, saying she had just read, by complete chance, the advertisement in the Herald, and thought it sounded like a description of a little dog she had found.  He had been lying on her doorstep late one afternoon when she returned to her cottage after doing some shopping.  He was bedraggled, weak, exhausted, thin and half-starved.  She had carried him in and nursed him back to health and strength.  She said she lived alone and had already grown to love him; she would dearly like to keep him, if that was possible.       :

My aunt was overjoyed when she received this letter, and she and Eleanor immediately made arrangements to travel by coach the twenty miles that Jackie had run in his efforts to be reunited     \ with his mistress.  When they arrived at the cottage, and Jackie heard their voices, he rushed to greet them with joyous barks of   ; welcome and much tail-wagging.  The kindly old lady who had rescued him sighed and was sad to part with him, but pleased to see the little dog happy again.

Little Jackie probably realised now that my aunt and Eleanor  \ were the closest he could get to my mother, and never attempted to ■ run away again.  He attached himself to Eleanor, sitting on his chair by the window, and whenever she appeared in sight would rush to the door, barking his pleasure at her return.  At night, he slept in a basket at the foot of her bed.  He would never allow    : himself to be taken out of the house for a walk unless my aunt or Eleanor came with him, and he never let them out of his sight for  ; a moment.  My mother and I were deeply moved by this story of a little dog's love and devotion.

When my mother left Bridge of Allan she had made up her mind ; that her life with Billy was finished - she would not see him again and she would not give him her address.  She had tried her utmost for seven years to help -him, without success; now he must go his own way.

Billy knew my address and wrote to me, enclosing a letter which he asked me to forward to my mother.  In his letter he       ' begged me to use my influence and try to persuade her to write to him and tell him where she was.  Billy didn't know she was in Bournemouth, but guessed she would be somewhere near me.  His letter was written from Glasgow, but he said nothing of why he was in Glasgow or what he was doing there.  I replied to his letter ■< saying I had re-addressed his to my mother, but that I was not at liberty to divulge her address to him.  I expressed my sadness that ; such an unhappy state of affairs should have been allowed to develop between them, and urged him to try, even at this late hour, to give up drinking'completely and make another supreme effort to  . overcome this weakness that was ruining both their lives.

When my mother received Billy's letter she tore it up and

refused to answer it.  After that., he continued to write to her through me, long and pleading letters, all of which remained unanswered.  Sometimes Billy wrote to me, begging for news.  I always replied to his letters, but there was little I could say except to tell him my mother was well, and encourage him to persevere in his determination to overcome  his trouble, and prove to himself and to my mother that he had triumphed and was his own master again.

All through that unhappy winter the letters continued to arrive.  I sent them on, and they remained unanswered.

My mother stayed on at Corfe and I visited her every week. The weather was wintry, and it was not easy for her to come into Bournemouth.  On my birthday, 6 October, Mr Boston said he would bring her into town so that we might have a little celebration together.

The day turned out to be cold and windy, with heavy gusts of rain.  We met at three o'clock in the Arcade.  I could see my mother was depressed, although she tried to brighten up when she saw me.  She said she wanted to buy me a little gift for my birthday.  Her salary was £8 a month, and I didn't want her to spend money on me, but she was insistent, so I chose a small powder compact for my handbag and expressed great pleasure with my gift. Then we went up to the restaurant at Brights.

It was still only 3.3O and there were few customers about.

We found a window table overlooking the gardens and the sea, and

ordered tea and hot buttered toast.  Outside the rain was pouring

down, presenting a dismal picture. I tried to raise my mother's

spirits when I saw her looking so unhappy, and asked her if there

was anything special that was worrying her.  It was my 2 7th

birthday and I remember so well that she looked at me sadly and

said:  'Oh, Donny, you should be having a happier birthday than

this!  I wish you could meet some nice young man and get married.'

I smiled, and told her not to worry about me.  'I'm happier here

than I was in London, and I've no desire to get married at

present.  I haven't met or even seen anyone I would in the least

like to marry down here - so please, Mamma, put that idea right

out of your mind.'
'     ■

After tea, after listening to some light music provided by the small orchestra, we went downstairs and outside to have a look round some of the other stores nearby.  It had stopped raining but was still cold and very windy.  Mr Boston had arranged to meet my mother at 5.30 and the time passed quickly.  I saw her safely away in the car, waved farewell, then wandered off on my own.

I didn't feel like returning to the Burlington just then so I walked up Commercial Road and went into the Electric Cinema, where I sat for two hours watching, but not enjoying, a very mediocre film.  Then I went back to the Burlington.  I didn't feel like chatting to any of the girls, so I collected a glass of milk and a few biscuits and retired to my room.  I thought of my unhappy mother, of her future and my own.  My heart was heavy and anxious and I was afraid of what might lie ahead.

I remember my 27th birthday as being the unhappiest day of my life.

The following month, November, Louie sailed from Liverpool to India, and she and Gordon were married in Karachi on %0 December 1927.  They were both 29 years of age.  Twenty-nine was not considered old for a girl to be married in those post-war

years.  It must be remembered there was a missing generation of men who had been killed in the war, and inevitably many thousands of young women remained single for the rest of their lives.

After my mother came to Bournemouth, Louie and she had exchanged a few letters, but Louie was naturally all excitement at the prospect of her approaching marriage and could not give much thought to any problems my mother might have had.  She in turn did not want to spoil Louie's happiness by dwelling too much on her own misfortunes.

But my mother had written to Gordon telling him of her decision to leave Bridge of Allan and Billy, and come down to be with me in Bournemouth.  She outlined her position and the circumstances in which she was now placed, but for one reason or another her letter did not make much impact on Gordon.  He replied saying how sorry he was to hear of the latest developments, and that he thought she had made the best decision in deciding to join me in Bournemouth.  His letter was brief and, my mother considered, unsympathetic.  She was very hurt and upset by it.

It was shortly before Christmas when Gordon's next letter arrived, telling my mother all about the wedding - what a splendid occasion it had been, what gifts they had received, what wonderful parties they had attended, and what a lavish party he and Louie intended to give all their friends.

When my mother read this letter, with its tales of affluence, it seemed to accentuate her own state of unhappiness and impoverished condition.  And when I arrived to see her a few days before Christmas I found her in an extremely depressed state of mind.  She felt that Gordon, in his own happiness, no longer cared what happened to her.  It wasn't true, of course, but I could understand how it seemed to her, and when she cried, I cried with her.  It was a miserable afternoon for both of us.

I was making a pot of tea in my mother's room when Mrs Boston knocked at the door.  She said she hoped I would be able to stop and have a little chat with her before I left.  I liked Mr and Mrs Boston and we had become good friends.  He was a tall, stately and courteous man in his mid-fifties, and she was a handsome woman about the same age.  Both were Victorian in their manner, dress and outlook.

When my mother and I had finished tea, I left her to tidy up while I went downstairs to have a few words with Mrs Boston. After a few minutes' conversation, she said that she and her husband were deeply concerned about my mother.  They were afraid she Was on the verge of a nervous breakdown, and they, she reminded me, were fully qualified to recognise the symptoms.  I was urged to come out to see my mother as often as I could, even for lunch.  Mrs Boston went on to say that she and her husband had a warm and high regard for my mother, and were most anxious to help her in any way they could.  But, she continued, they both regarded me as my mother's life-line.  If that was snapped or broken in any way, they would have grave fears for her future.

This information shocked and terrified me.  I felt heavily weighed down with the thought of so much responsibility resting on my shoulders.

When I returned to my mother, I tried to conceal my anxiety as best I could.  It was not going to be possible for me to be with her on Christmas Day and this was an added disappointment. I left her that evening looking tearful and unhappy.

It was raining and cold outside, and as I made the long walk back to the station, my spirits too were at a very low ebb.

The Burlington was filled to capacity for Christmas, and we were all required to work overtime.  The hotel was gaily decorated and adorned with flowers, and everyone seemed to be enjoying themselves.  But I was miserable, worrying about my mother's state of health and wondering how she was feeling on this Christmas Day, away from her beloved Scotland and little Jackie, who I knew she was missing so much, and indeed all that she held dear.

I was fortunate in having New Year's Day (1928) free, and hastened out to Corfe.  Thankfully, I found her more composed and less tearful.  She had spent a more pleasant Christmas than she had expected.  She had assisted in decorating the home and the large Christmas tree, wrapping gifts for the patients and generally becoming so absorbed in her work, wijhi'-ng . to make the day a happy one for the patients, that she had not had time, she said, to think of herself and her own misfortunes.  She regarded them as children and was touched by their childish eagerness to help her with the decorations and to tie gifts on the Christmas tree.

I too had one piece of cheerful news to give my mother-, the second receptionist had become engaged to be married and would be leaving shortly.  The manager had asked me if I would like to take her place and I had gladly accepted.  My salary would be increased from 25 shillings a week to £2 and I would be given £5 with which to buy the required black dress, silk stockings and shoes.

This new move seemed to me to be a wonderful and most welcome start to the new year.  Above all, I was delighted to be transferred to reception.  I had never enjoyed being shut away in the manager's office,  poring over accounts all day long.  My work would now be much more varied, and I would come in contact with the visitors and general public as they passed to and fro. All this I explained to my mother, who rejoiced with me in my position.

That evening, I walked to the station on the return journey in a much happier frame of mind.  It was a clear and frosty night with twinkling stars and a brilliant moon.  I stopped to gaze up at the ruins of the castle and hoped the ghosts up there were smiling down on me.  I smiled happily back at them. My step was light and springy.

Surely I had reason to be optimistic.  My mother was brighter and seemed to be in improved health, physically and mentally:  she had been pleased to hear my good news, and she had told me that she had written to Billy for Christmas.  His letters, she said, had been so unhappy, pleading for a reply, that she had yielded to the softer side of her nature, and written to him.  Just a short letter, she emphasised, because it was Christmas.  But I felt it was a good sign:  the ice around her heart was beginning to melt. It was the beginning of a new year, 1928.  I would greet it with hope and optimism.

The winter months passed, and with the approach of spring I felt settled and relaxed in my new position.  The hours I now worked were longer than before and varied from day to day, but I didn't object to that.  The salary was much improved, and I enjoyed the environment and the sense of freedom to move around. This was something I hadn't known in the manager's office, where I sat at a table all day, working in silence, or near silence. There was seldom any light relief or interruption to break the monotony of the work.

In London, conversation with visitors, apart from business,

had been discouraged.  But here I found that a friendly smile and a little chat was approved of and indeed expected.  It was part of the receptionist's job to welcome visitors, escort them to their rooms, or suites, make certain that everything was in order for their comfort - a quick look round to check that towels, soap, glasses and a jug of fresh drinking-water were all in readiness, and a vase of flowers, newly cut from the garden, to greet them. If it was afternoon we would suggest to the new arrivals that tea be sent to their room to refresh them after their journey.

When I visit hotels today, I note and regret that the receptionists do not undertake any of these tasks, and merely hand you your key after you register and leave the rest to the porters.

Life in reception was never dull.  There was plenty of work to be done, but always there was something of interest going on around us to cause a pleasant minor distraction.  With the £5 I had been given, I bought a black silk dress with long sleeves for 4 guineas.  It had a round neck, was slightly shaped into the waist and just below knee-length; it fitted me well.  I also bought two sets of peter pan collars, one in pale blue and the other in pale pink - I already had a white set.  So I was able to change them frequently.  With the money that was left I bought two pairs of fine silk black stockings, and with my high-heeled black court shoes I felt quite pleased with my appearance.  I had not liked the idea of wearing black but when I saw the over-all effect I was not displeased.

My one extravagance was to keep my hair permanently waved and well cut. I still wore it in a bob with a side parting and was careful to keep it well brushed and combed. I used a light make-up: face-powder, a slight touch of rouge to give a little colour to my naturally fair and pale skin, and a light-coloured lipstick.

As second receptionist my principal work was typing.  The head receptionist first read all the correspondence, which was considerable; where reservations were asked for she would allocate the rooms to be reserved.  She then passed the letters to me for acknowledgement.  Other queries or information required in the letters I dealt with on my own initiative.  I had also to prepare and send out the weekly accounts, enter the various extras, such as wines, spirits and cigarettes into the day-book, and check and balance the petty cash every day.

The head receptionist, Miss Ritchie, was concerned with the more complicated work of book-keeping and in striking the correct balance before the books were closed for the day.  She was also responsible for the overall smooth running and efficiency of the office.  Miss Ritchie was extremely competent.  I liked her and we worked well together.  She was 29, admitted she would like to get married, but couldn't find anyone suitable.

Although our office was always busy, we had to be prepared for frequent interruptions - such as when visitors came to the desk for information or even just to have a little chat.  We must never appear to be harassed or impatient or to let them see that we would rather they went away and allow us to get on with our work.

The girl who arrived to replace me in the manager's office was introduced to us as Miss Scrimshaw.  She was 19 years of age, of medium height and.had a slender figure.  She had bright red hair and green eyes.  She told us it was her first appointment and we wondered how she had managed to obtain it, for she appeared to be completely irresponsible and without any business acumen

whatsoever.  We soon discovered she had been at school in France, spoke French fluently and also spoke Spanish.  As we often had visitors from France and other foreign countries, the manager thought this knowledge would be useful. Also, the head chef was French, spoke little English and wrote only in French - so this new girl would be able to translate for him.

Miss Scrimshaw had trained to be a children's governess, but she thought, or rather her mother thought, it would be to her advantage if she had a certain amount of business training as well. It soon became apparent, however, that a business training was the last thing that Miss Scrimshaw was interested in.  Miss Cribb, the manager's secretary, who had been so patient with me, despaired of ever teaching her how to add, subtract or multiply correctly.  She was boisterous, irrepressible, never took anything seriously and was always good-tempered - no matter how many times she was reprimanded for her noisy behaviour.  Whenever she came into reception to relieve us at meal-times or when we were extra busy, the even tenour of our office would be disrupted in some way.  She was so full of witticisms and good-natured fun that we ail liked her and suffered her defects as best we could.

I remember one day I was in charge of reception, with Miss Scrimshaw assisting me, when I decided to teach her a lesson. The cash drawer in the office, which always contained a considerable sum of money, was never left unlocked.  If it was ever necessary to leave the .office unattended even for a few minutes, the drawer was locked and the keys were taken away by us.  Miss Scrimshaw had been warned of this, repeatedly, but it never seemed to register with her.  On this particular day I was called away for some unremembered reason, leaving her in charge.  When I returned, I found that she had vanished.  Visitors had arrived and she had gone off to take them to their rooms, leaving the office empty, the door wide open, and the cash drawer unlocked with the keys dangling outside it.  I counted the money.  There was something between £50 and E60 in the drawer - a lot of money in those days. I thought it was time, before any serious harm was done, to teach Miss Scrimshaw a salutary lesson, so I removed all the cash and waited for her return.

When she appeared, bubbling over in her eagerness to tell me of the new arrivals, I was sitting at my desk preparing the cheques for banking, and casually asked her to give me the money from the drawer to add to the bank-slip.  I watched closely as she opened the drawer.  Her face was a study as she gazed down at its emptiness.  Shades of shock, horror, fear and panic flitted across her face.  She turned to me, pale and trembling, and murmured in an awed whisper:  'There's nothing here.  It's all gone.  Oh, my God, what shall I do?'

I tried to look shocked, but her agitation and misery were so real, I couldn't pretend for long.  I told her what had happened and my reason for acting as I did.  She understood, and the lesson was well learnt.  She never made the same mistake again.

After that incident. Miss Scrimshaw and I became good friends.  Her Christian name was Norah, and I tried to help her out of the many scrapes and difficulties she got into in the course of her work.  Her mother was musical - she was in fact an LRAM - and her home was in Moordown, at that time a pleasant suburb of Bournemouth about four miles from the centre of the town.

I was invited to go out for tea to meet her mother and to take my music.  This was a great pleasure for me.  I had often felt that my singing days were over for ever.  Mrs Scrimshaw,

a tiny little white-haired lady, barely five feet in height, greeted me warmly, making me feel most welcome in her home.  I was introduced to her as Miss Honeycombe, but she quickly said she would call me Honey and I must call her daughter Norah.

Many happy afternoons for me were spent at Moordown, singing my favourite songs, with Mrs Scrimshaw accompanying me at the piano.  Norah, who was completely unmusical, not knowing one note from another, was always bored.  Whenever the piano was opened, she would laughingly say it was time for her to go out to the greenhouse and attend to the tomatoes and plants.

By the summer I was feeling happier.  My mother's health had improved and she was much more cheerful.  Doris was still at the Crag Hall Hotel and we frequently met.  I was enjoying my work in reception, and being in direct contact with the visitors I had been invited out on several occasions for a car-drive or a visit to the theatre.  These invitations came mostly from young men on holiday in the hotel.

I became wary of accepting these invitations when one evening Miss Ritchie and I went out with two young men in- their expensive open sports car.  I didn't enjoy it one little bit. They drove us to Sandbanks, near Poole, where we stopped and had drinks in the Sandbanks Hotel, a large and fashionable hotel by the water's edge and the ferry, which plied backwards and forwards to Shell Bay, crossing the approaches to Poole Harbour. Miss Ritchie and I were content to have a glass of sherry.  But our companions, who were drinking spirits, were not satisfied with one drink and insisted on many, by which time I was not looking forward to the return journey.  The owner of the car, a cheerful, jovial young man in his twenties, was proud of his new possession, which he told us was the very latest model and the fastest he had ever driven.  He said he had been travelling at 80 miles an hour most of the way down from London - a high speed for cars in 1928.

Eventually we set off for home, racing along the narrow winding roads, braking heavily on the corners, with tyres squealing, accelerating and off again at top speed. The two young men were laughing and thoroughly enjoying themselves, but Miss Ritchie and myself were huddled together, speechless with fright.  We were thankful to reach the Burlington still alive.

On other occasions, however, I enjoyed most pleasant outings to the New Forest, to Lyndhurst, Brockenhurst and Beaulieu - all delightful drives with long stretches of open road, where the wild ponies could be seen roaming at will with their foals. Sometimes wild deer were also visible.  Occasionally, I was invited to a theatre or to a symphony concert at the Winter Gardens.

It was during this summer that Jose Collins, the Maid of the Mountains, came with her husband, Lord Robert Innes-Kerr, to spend a short holiday at the Burlington.

I was anxious to meet Jose Collins, whom I admired so much, but was also sadly reminded of the day David and I had seen her on stage at the theatre in Glasgow.  We had loved The Maid of the Mountains and had thought her performance magnificent.  We had both been so happy that day.

Lord Robert was the youngest brother of the Duke of Roxburghe, whose ancestral home, Floors Castle, was near Kelso. Aunt Bella lived at -Kelso and when I was a young girl I once spent a summer holiday there.  I used to stand on the lovely old bridge, built by Rennie in 1803, that spanned the River Tweed.

From there, a splendid view of the magnificent castle could be seen.  During the war, I again visited Kelso and my aunt took me up to Floors Castle where she was working as a Red Cross nurse.  The Duchess of Roxburghe was President of the local Red Cross and a wing of the castle had been turned into a hospital for the wounded.

This link with Scotland formed a basis for conversation, and Lord Robert frequently chatted to me about Kelso and the surrounding country.  He had a handsome black spaniel dog with him which I much admired and was permitted to take out now and then for a run along the sands.  Jose Collins stopped to have a word with me occasionally, but although she was always charming, I didn't find her so attractive off-stage.

One evening I was invited to go to a supper-dance at the King's Hall in the Royal Bath Hotel and bring another girl with me. So I asked Norah, who was delighted to come along with us.  The young man, Robert, who invited me, and his friend, John, were staying at the Burlington while taking part in a golf competition. They had both played well in their matches and were eager to celebrate with an evening's relaxation at the King's Hall.

I had not danced there since that memorable day, now more than a year ago, when I had made the big decision to leave London and come to Bournemouth.  Robert, a quiet and serious young man, proved to be an excellent dancer, and I found it exhilarating and most enjoyable to be dancing again.  A note of sadness or nostalgia - or was it my imagination? - seemed to have crept into the music.  In London, everybody had been singing and dancing to I want to be happy and Spread a little happiness.  Now it was Sometimes I'm happy, sometimes I'm blue, and Bye-bye blackbird. Norah's partner was an extrovert.  Talkative, full of energy and good-natured fun, he was the ideal companion for her.  I was well content with the quieter Robert and altogether spent a most enjoyable evening.

Norah was an enthusiastic swimmer, and used to persuade me to join her in an early morning swim each day.  It had to be at seven o'clock, as the office opened at eight.  But it took only a few minutes to run down to the beach, where Norah had ample time for a good swim while I splashed around, trying to improve on the few strokes that were all I could manage.

It was at this time that the Carl Rosa Opera Company came to Bournemouth with a production of-Die Fledermaus, presented at the Pavilion Theatre.  Their principal baritone, Kingsley Lark, stayed at the Burlington.  He was a tall, handsome, broad-shouldered man in his forties. . Witty and amusing, he had a rich speaking voice and was splendid company.  He always stopped to have a few words with me when he passed the office.  He was a keen swimmer, and when he discovered that Norah and I went down every morning to have an early dip, he asked if he might join us. After that, he made a rendezvous with us at the beach, encouraged and helped me to improve my swimming, teased Norah, and having given us a twenty or thirty yards start, would race us along the sands.

Kingsley, knowing I was interested in the theatre, invited me one evening to the Pavilion to see Die Fledermaus, and after the performance I went back-stage to meet other members of the company.  This was something special, and very close to my heart. Just to be in the dressing-rooms, with the smell of grease-paint and make-up, brought back so many memories of my operatic days, amateur though they were.  I made up my mind then that I would

make enquiries about local amateur theatrical and drama societies.

Before he left Bournemouth, Norah and I decided it would be fun to give Kingsley a little souvenir to take with him.  After a lot of chatter and some deep thinking, we bought a minute pair of bathing-trunks, suitable for a child.  We wrapped it up in a large box with quantities of tissue paper and presented it to him on the morning of his departure.  Kingsley Lark was a heavily-built man, quite 6'2" in height, and when he opened the box - pulling out the tiny garment and holding it up against himself - he rocked with laughter.  He said he would keep it as a happy reminder of his enjoyable week at the Burlington.  Norah and I were sorry to say goodbye.

I only accepted invitations for my free afternoons or evenings.  My weekly half-days were reserved for my mother.

Although life had taken on a rosier hue for me, my enjoyment was always overshadowed by the fear and thought of what I would do - or could do - if my mother's health failed and she was no longer able to support herself.  There was no National Health Service or Social security then.  During that summer of 1928, however, she was looking and feeling much better.  Her nerves had quietened down, and her sense of humour was returning.  It warmed my heart to hear her laugh again.

She liked to come to Bournemouth when transport could be arranged, but if not, I went out to Corfe.  She enjoyed looking at the shops in Bournemouth and having tea in one of the large stores.  Occasionally we went to a cinema, but generally we preferred a restaurant, where we could sit and exchange news, while she enjoyed a cigarette.

She would relate some of her experiences in the nursing home.  At first, she had been nervous of the patients, but gradually her confidence grew and she became quite attached to them.  I remember she told me how startled she had been one day in the garden when a patient suddenly jumped out from behind a bush and wanted her to play hide-and-seek with him.  Another patient would never go happily to bed at night until she had read him a short, simple story.  Others would bring her posies of wild flowers.  There were, as far as I can remember only about seven or eight patients.  They were all well cared for and enjoyed every possible comfort.  But sometimes, when my mother was telling me of some sad or unhappy little incident that had occurred, she would be near to tears at the pathos of their lives.

One day, at the end of August, I received a letter from my mother saying that Mr and Mrs Boston were going into Swanage that week, and could I meet her there?  Swanage., a small seaside resort four miles from Corfe, was particularly favoured by families with young children.  The bay was sheltered by the Purbeck Hills, the sands were clean and the bathing safe.  It was a busy, thriving little town of approximately 7,000 inhabitants, with good shopping facilities and an abundance of tea-shops and restaurants.

I liked Swanage, and was pleased I was going to meet my mother there instead of in Bournemouth.  It would make a welcome change.  I replied to my mother's letter, fixing a time and place for our meeting, and looked forward to my visit.

It was a glorious day, I remember, with a brilliant blue, cloudless sky and warm sunshine.  We met as arranged and walked for a while around the town looking at the shops and engaging in idle talk.  Then we went into a restaurant to have tea and exchange our news.  The tea-room was upstairs, and we sat at a table overlooking the bay and the Old Harry Rocks.

When the tea, scones and cakes had been brought to our table and the waitress departed, my mother said she had news from Billy which she wanted to discuss with me.  I knew Billy still wrote to her, because his letters continued to come to me first for forwarding.  I also knew that his letters were being answered, although rarely.  She still refused to reveal her address.  I had never questioned my mother too closely about these letters; consequently I knew very little about Billy - where he was, or what he was doing.  Now I heard some of the unhappy story.

Billy had gone down and down and down until, I think, he had plumbed the depths of misery and despair.  He had lost everything - home, job, money and self-respect.  His latest letter told my mother that he had met an old friend who was in the bakery business, and was about to open a shop and restaurant at Troon in Ayrshire.  He had offered Billy the opportunity to assist him to manage it and get it established.  Billy, in happier days, had always been recognised as an expert in all branches of the bakery business.  He enclosed some correspondence in his letter to my mother to prove his story was not another fabrication.  His letter ended by saying he would accept the appointment if my mother would return to him.  Without her help, he couldn't do it. He vowed he would never give her cause for so much unhappiness again.  This would be his last plea to her.  If she refused, he would not write again, and it would be the last she would ever hear from. him.

It was a heart-rending letter, a last desperate cry for help, and by the time my mother had finished reading, I had dissolved into tears.  This affected her, and soon she was also crying.

I gazed out of the window.  The sun was shining brilliantly in a clear blue sky, the sea was sparkling and the sands crowded with happy holiday-makers.  I could hear the voices and laughter of children.  Everybody seemed to be enjoying themselves.  Why, I thought, does there have to be so much unhappiness for us?

I looked at my mother.  What could I say?  I was fond of Billy and wanted to help him, but my mother had suffered almost beyond endurance.  She had now been at Corfe for a year and had, I felt, survived the worst period.  She had regained some of her normal gay spirits and happy disposition.  Would it be wise for her to return?  Could Billy be relied on to keep his promise -promises that had been made and broken so many times before? If he was successful and enjoying a home life once again, would the old craving for alcohol return?  Or had his degradation been so complete that he could find -strength to master his weakness for ever?

These were questions, and many more, that could not be easily answered.  But a decision one way or the other had to be made quickly.  Billy had been given a deadline, when he must say if he would accept this appointment or not.

After tea, my mother and I walked along the promenade, and sat in two deck-chairs on the sands, where we could continue to agonise over the decision that had to be taken.

Having received Billy's letter the previous day, she had had time to consider the matter very carefully before seeing me. She now said she thought it would be for the best if she went back to Billy and tried to salvage something from the wreck of the past years.  She said she realised she was no longer young -she was now 52 - and therefore less able to fend for herself. She felt it was not fair to me to have to shoulder so much

responsibility - one aspect of the situation I told her to forget.  Gordon was far away in India and his occasional letters, so full of his own happy life and social activities - tennis matches, golf competitions, swimming and picnic parties - brought her little comfort.  It was difficult for her to appreciate that Gordon, at such a distance, could not be expected to assess the situation, as I could at closer quarters.  My mother went on to say she could see no future in her present position, and although seldom alone, she was often very lonely.  She pined for her native land.

We sat for a long time in those deck-chairs on the sands, while small children with buckets and spades scurried past us with their parents in hot pursuit.  Our eyes were filled with tears, and for a while we remained silent, allowing fears, doubts, and hope to wash across our minds.  Finally, it was settled.  She would go back to Billy and give him one last chance.

I went back to Corfe with my mother in Mr and Mrs Boston's car.  They were told of her decision, and I do not think they were altogether surprised.  They were sympathetic and understanding, saying they would be very sorry to see her go, but hoped she would find happiness in the future.

The memory of that unhappy day in Swanage remains a vivid one to this day.

I journeyed to Corfe one more time - to help my mother pack and to bid her farewell.  Mr Boston had arranged to drive her into Wareham, where she would join the London train.  She did not want me to be at the station in Bournemouth; there the train stopped for ten minutes.  She felt it would be too traumatic for both of us.

It was an emotional moment when the time came to say goodbye.  As I walked back to Corfe station that night, my mind was torn with apprehension and anxiety for her future.  I silently prayed for the success of her mission.

And so, in the early days of September 192 8, my mother returned to Scotland.

After my mother's departure I waited nervously for her first letter.  Billy had arranged to meet her train at the Central Station in Glasgow, but she had no idea what the position would be when they reached Troon.

When I received her letter, telling me of her journey and safe arrival, she said that Billy had secured rented furnished accommodation in a large house .on the seafront in Troon.  They could, however, only stay there for the winter months as the flat was reserved for holiday-makers in the summer, when higher prices were obtainable.  They were quite comfortable, my mother wrote, and would have ample time to look around for somewhere else before the season started.

She said she had been shocked at Billy's appearance when they met and had scarcely recognised him.  He looked haggard and drawn, and the shabby suit he was wearing was, he told my mother, all that he possessed.  Everything had gone, and she didn't ask where.  But he was pathetically happy to see her again, and promised, with her help, that he would never again succumb to the temptation that had brought him down so low.  He told my mother that he had already started work, supervising the bakery and opening up a new shop and restaurant.  My mother hoped this new venture, away from Bridge of Allan, would be an added incentive

in his desire to start afresh and make good.

I was greatly relieved and felt much happier after reading this letter.

As soon as my mother and Billy settled into their new apartments, their first and immediate thoughts were for Jackie. My mother wrote to Aunt Violet and arranged to travel to Paisley. She wondered if Jackie would remember her, and if he would want to leave my aunt and Eleanor.  She decided that if Jackie was contented and happy in Paisley she would have to leave him there, much as she would miss him.  She also knew that Eleanor in particular would be very sorry if he was taken away from her.

On the afternoon of my mother's arrival, Auntie Vi told Jackie to sit on his chair and watch for Eleanor.  He jumped up obediently and sat looking out of the window as usual.  When my mother came within sight, he stood up, but remained quite still. As she came nearer he began to tremble.  Then she whistled - her usual call.

Jackie leapt off the chair and rushed to the door, his barking sounding more like an hysterical scream. Auntie Vi opened it and he raced down the road to meet my mother.  He was almost mad with excitement.

It was a wonderful moment for both of them.  When they were both inside the house it took quite some time to calm him down. My mother took him on her knee and held him closely.  She talked quietly to him and he seemed to understand.  She was deeply moved and overjoyed to see him again.

When the time came for my mother to leave, she told my aunt she would not call Jackie, but wait to see what he would do. There was never any doubt.  The moment she rose from her chair he was up and standing at the door, and when it was opened he was outside in a flash, waiting for her to come out.  My aunt and Eleanor sighed, but it was as they had expected.  They did not wish to keep him against his will and would miss him very much. But they were happy to see him reunited with his mistress.

My mother and Jackie were never parted again until he died some seven or eight years later.

One day, towards the end of September, I was in reception when I heard a footstep.  I looked up and there, almost unbelievably, stood Ella and Bill Harris.

It was a complete surprise, and I was absolutely delighted

.to see them
They_were .on their.-honeymoon, the first part .of


which had been spent in Cornwall.  While they were there they decided, as I had been unable to attend their wedding, that they would make a detour on their return journey by car and come to Bournemouth.

I was able to arrange accommodation for them.  I could not quote them less expensive terms, but I was able to reserve a large room with private bathroom and a balcony facing the sea. This was one of our most expensive rooms and I was able to charge the lowest rate possible.

That evening, when I came off-duty, we sat on the balcony in the warm sunshine, admiring the splendid view of the setting sun over the Purbeck Hills, drinking champagne and talking. There was so much to talk about.  I wanted to hear all about the wedding, the dresses, the bridesmaids, the wedding presents, who was there - and a host of other questions.

Although it was the middle of September, 'the weather was still quite hot, and we spent as much time as possible on the sands and in the sea.  None of us could swim very well, but we

had tremendous fun just splashing around and teasing each other. One evening we went to the Pavilion Ballroom.  Bill was an exceptionally good dancer, a natural, and also well-trained by Ella.  When they danced together on any ballroom floor they were an outstanding couple and much admired.  But on this evening, Ella was curious to dance with one of the pros, just to see how he compared with Bill.  I too had one or two dances with a pro, but it was more to relieve the pressure on Bill.  It was a very happy evening, just like the old days.  I greatly appreciated the fact that Ella and Bill had gone out of their way to visit me on their honeymoon.

Ella and Bill stayed in Bournemouth for three or four days, and I was sad when the time came to bid them farewell.  I had been feeling slightly forlorn after my mother's departure, and this was just the stimulus I needed.  Often, in the years that followed, Ella, Bill and myself would talk of those happy days, which they declared were the highlight of their honeymoon.

In November, a change in the management of the Burlington took place.  The manager, Mr Godel, was replaced by a manageress. Miss Ritchie, the head receptionist, did not want to work under a woman and resigned.  So did Christian, the head waiter; the head porter and the head housekeeper, Miss Day, also tendered, their resignations.

I was asked if I would like to take Miss Ritchie's place as head receptionist and I accepted.  Replacements of staff were brought in from London, and a few days later the new manageress. Miss Graham, arrived. It only took Norah a week to decide she didn't like the new manageress, and she also resigned.  She said she realised her talents were better suited to teaching small children.  I was sorry to see Norah go, but she promised not to lose touch with me, and has kept her word.  We remain firm friends to this day.  Only Miss Cribb, the secretary, and myself remained of the office staff, and Mrs Bamber in the linen-room. A few farewell parties were held, and we all regretted the parting of the ways.

For a week or two there was some confusion as we tried to adjust to the changes that were being made, but gradually we settled down.  I was pleased and gratified to have been offered the position of head receptionist.  During the time I worked with Miss Ritchie, I had watched her and closely studied the more complex system of book-keeping and balance sheets.  Now I felt quite capable of undertaking my new duties and responsibilities. I also appreciated the increase in salary - which had risen from £2 a week to £3 10s.  This was -considered a high salary at that time.

My assistant, the second receptionist, came from London. She was a quiet, reserved girl, aged twenty-three, with a pleasant manner.  Her name was Miss Snell.  She was a good typist, quick and willing to learn, and I was satisfied we would work well together.  Miss Cribb's new assistant was a young girl of nineteen, Miss Fisher.  She too came from London and this was her first job away from home.  She was nervous but capable, and I was sure she would soon settle down and progress under the eagle eye of Miss Cribb.

Miss Graham, the new manageress, was a woman in her mid-fifties.  Short of stature and rather plump, with greying hair and dark brown eyes, she was efficient and business-like in all her dealings.  She made many changes and alterations.  Some of these changes were not altogether welcomed by one or two members

of the staff, but I enjoyed a good relationship with her from the beginning.  Her brusque manner, quick decisions, and habit of speaking sharply, did not bother me at all.  Perhaps my apprenticeship in London with Madam was responsible for this.

Soon it was December, and Christmas.  The hotel was full to over-flowing.  The Christmas decorations had been put up on an even grander scale than the previous year:  a huge Christmas tree, with fairy lights and sparkling with tinsel, stood in the entrance hall, surrounded at its base by packages, large and small, all tied up with gaily coloured ribbons.  Holly, with a plentiful supply of bright red berries this year, mistletoe, exquisite fresh flower arrangements and gaily coloured balloons all added up to present an eye-catching spectacle.  Everybody was in a festive mood, and so was I.  My mother's letters continued to be cheerful and hopeful, and she had not, so far, regretted her decision to return to Billy.

I myself was by now completely relaxed and confident of my ability to carry out the new duties and responsibilities required of me.  I enjoyed meeting, if only officially, the many interesting people who came to spend Christmas at the Burlington.  All the office staff were on duty on Christmas Day, but the minimum of work was done, and we were able to some extent to participate in the merriment and jollity all around us.  I remembered the previous Christmas, when I had been so unhappy and worried about my mother's distressing situation.

On New Year's Eve, a Fancy Dress Dance was scheduled to take place as part of the hotel's Christmas programme.  Among the visitors at the Burlington was a family from Glasgow:  Mr and Mrs McGregor, their married daughter, Betty, her husband, Bob, and their bachelor son, Alan.  They had all chatted to me a lot over the Christmas period and now, knowing I was a fellow Scot, invited me to join them at their table for dinner on Hogmanay, and bring in the New Year with them.  I thanked them warmly for their kind invitation, but said I did not think I would be allowed to accept.  Nothing daunted, they spoke to the manageress, without my knowledge, explaining their reasons for the invitation, and Miss Graham, smiling, said that in the circumstances, she      j would raise no objection.  I was delighted when I heard this good news.

I didn't have a fancy dress costume, but I spoke to Mrs Bamber, our linen-keeper, and she said she would help to rig me out in something suitable.  She found some bright yellow sateen    j and made me a skirt.  I bought yards and yards of coloured ribbons i from Woolworths and some black velvet to make a bolero.  I already had a white blouse with full short sleeves, and with the help of a borrowed tambourine, bangles and strings of beads, plus a gaily  , coloured headscarf, I emerged as Elsie Maynard.  My gypsy earrings j were two brass curtain rings secured to my ears by a thin elastic  j band.  Alan McGregor appeared in a black and white Pierrot suit, and his sister and her husband were dressed as Flora McDonald and Bonnie Prince Charlie.

The evening was a memorable one.  Dining and dancing in      : elegant surroundings with delightful companions, it was, I think,  j the most enjoyable I had spent since leaving Bridge of Allan more than three years ago.  At midnight, as we all gathered together to sing Auld Lang Syne, I thought of my mother and Billy, reunited in Scotland, of Gordpn and Louie, happy in India and excitedly     : awaiting the birth of their first child, and of Ella and Bill,     i celebrating their first New Year as husband and wife.  Surely      ■ this must augur well for 192 9.

As we toasted the New Year with punch and mince-pies, I drank tc the future with more confidence than I had known for a long time.

Since my mother's return to Scotland, I had seen more of Doris.  She was still happily working at Crag Hall, where she and Margaret, the daughter of the owners of the hotel, had formed a close friendship.  By this time I too had made friends with Margaret, and we often met together in town for tea and a little gossip.  Roller-skating had become the popular and latest craze, and whereas Doris was not enthusiastic, Margaret and I were. We spent several pleasant afternoons during that winter at the rink in the Winter Gardens, trying to perfect our skating without, I regret to say, much success.

The hot weather came early in 1929, and in May we were able to swim and sunbathe on the warm sands.  Margaret's parents had a beach hut on the promenade near Durley Chine, and Doris, Margaret and myself spent many lazy afternoons in the sea and On the sands.  We made tea in the hut and I often  returned with Doris and Margaret to have dinner with her parents.

One afternoon, Doris and I went for a steamer trip to the Tsle of Wight on the paddle-boat the Bournemouth Queen.  We came ashore at Yarmouth and spent two or three hours exploring the district, climbing up a steep hill from where we could have a splendid view of the Needles.  On the return journey it was interesting to observe the coastline and Bournemouth from the sea. Two paddle-steamers operated throughout the summer months, the Bournemouth Queen visiting the Isle of Wight and the Monarch sailing backwards and forwards to Swanage.  They were usually thronged with holiday-makers.

When holiday dates were being arranged, I asked to have mine in June.  It would then be nine months since my mother had left Bournemouth, and I wanted to see for myself how she and Billy were progressing.  She had written regularly, and all seemed to be going well.  Billy, she wrote, was kept very busy and worked long hours.  But he never complained and was interested in his work. In spite of these reassuring letters, however, I thought I sometimes detected a note of depression when she spoke of 'unexpected financial problems', and I wanted to know more.

It was the middle of June when I arrived in Troon for my two weeks' holiday.  I had not been there before, and found it an attractive small seaside town, internationally well-known for its championship golf course.  It faced the waters of the Firth of Clyde with a distant view of the island of Arran.  The sands and bathing facilities were good, and it was a popular resort for holiday-makers.

I found my mother and Billy in good health, and as comfortable as possible in their furnished apartments.  Jackie was there too, and gave me a great welcome.  I had not seen Billy for nearly three years, and saw a marked change in his appearance.  Apart from looking much older, he had put on a lot of weight:  he could indeed have almost been described as stout.  When I remarked on this to my mother, she said it was because he was eating so many sweets and rich foods.  Since he had given up drinking altogether, he had found consolation in this way.  She knew, it was not good for his health, but in the circumstances, she felt it was perhaps the lesser of two evils.

When I questioned my mother about these 'financial problems'

she told me that the news of Billy's arrival in Troon had been quickly spread around, and that unpaid bills were now arriving from all directions, with threats of legal action if payments were not made immediately.  She said that as soon as they were able to save any money at all, another bill would arrive and have to be paid forthwith.  This was most discouraging, and having a depressing effect on Billy, who was doing his utmost to make good.

But my mother was a strong character and a fighter.  She encouraged and supported Billy in every way possible.  She was thrifty, and made every El do the work of £2.  She expressed her determination to win through in spite of all set-backs and, given time, was hopeful that she and Billy would be able to have a little home of their own one day.  Billy himself told me that without her help he could not have survived.

While I was in Troon, a friend of Billy's, Mr Morrison, took my mother, Billy and myself for several beautiful drives in his large car, along the coast.  One day, we motored south to Prestwick, Girvan and Stranraer.  Another day, we motored up to Largs, Wemyss Bay and Gourock, following the coast for much of the way.  The views overlooking the Firth of Clyde were splendid, and all along this stretch of the Ayrshire coast were several magnificent golf courses.

On another occasion, I was taken for a visit to Arran.  We crossed the Firth of Clyde by steamer, sailing from Ardrossan to Brodick.  Arran is an island much favoured by the Scots for holidays.  It is twenty miles long and ten miles wide, mountainous and with some splendid scenery.  Goat Fell is the highest mountain, and from its summit one of the most extensive views in Scotland can be seen.

No visit to Ayrshire is complete without a look at the Royal Borough town of Ayr, famous for its association with Robert Burns. So I had to see the old thatched Tarn 6'Shanter Inn and the Auld Brig.  Burns was born on 25 January 1759.  The cottage has been well preserved, and adjoining it is the museum containing many personal relics.

I enjoyed my holiday in Troon and was fortunate in that the weather remained warm and sunny for the whole of my visit.  I was pleased to find my mother and Billy in harmony again, striving to save sufficient money to establish another home.  The task, to me, seemed formidable, and although my mother said I was not to worry about them, I could not help doing so.  They were both doing their utmost and deserved success, but I could see it would be an uphill- struggle.  They would have to start from scratch, as they had no possessions other than the few gifts from India which Auntie Vi had housed for them.  I wished so much I could have helped them materially, but sadly I was not in a position to do so. I could only hope that their new-found strength and determination would not wane in the face of constant set-backs and in the process of waiting.  I felt slightly depressed at the thought.

Back in Bournemouth after my holiday, my thoughts now turned to the possibility of joining an amateur dramatic or operatic society.  But first I had to be sure I would be able to attend evening rehearsals.

This had always been one of my problems in London.  Now, however, with four of us on the office staff, it was easier.  I spoke to my colleagues and all three of them generously said they would willingly change duties with me whenever necessary, so that

I would be free to attend all rehearsals.  That obstacle overcome, I wrote to the Parkstone Players, an operatic society, and asked for an audition.

A reply was duly received, asking me to call at the home of their musical director, Mr Rabbetts, and to bring two songs with me.  I had thought of taking One fine day, but as I was so out of training, thought it would be wiser to take something less ambitious.  I chose instead Little grey home in the west and Carnival, adding for good measure When you come home, dear.

The audition went well and my singing was evidently up to the required standard, for I was invited to attend their next rehearsal and to meet the committee.  This I did, and was then offered a principal part in the society's next production, which was to be The Rose of Araby.  The committee had been told of the various operas in which I had taken part in Scotland.

I was pleased to be in rehearsal again, and had been quite prepared to join the chorus as I was a newcomer.  But no resentment was shown at my appearance and the part I had been given to play, and soon I had made friends with the other members of the cast.  Fortunately, the rehearsal evenings were not too difficult for me to arrange, and I looked forward with eagerness to every rehearsal.  The part I was to play was not the principal role, but it was a good part, with scope for some dramatic acting and one solo and a duet.

Meanwhile, towards the end of July, I was working in reception one evening when I looked up and saw Mr Barry at the desk.  Mr Barry lived locally and was a frequent visitor to the Burlington, where he met and often dined with business acquaint-ences.  He was managing director of a larcre motor companv in the town - a distinguished-looking man in his forties, about 5'10" in height.  He was of medium build, with blue eyes, a fresh complexion, and fair hair greying at the temples.  His manner was reserved, almost aloof at times, and he was quietly spoken. He always stopped to have a few words with me when coming in or going out of the hotel, and I, along with the other girls in the office, had always admired him in an abstract sort of way.

This particular evening he was in yachting kit and told me he had just bought a speed-boat which he had been trying out in Poole Harbour.  I expressed interest in this because speed-boats had just come into vogue, and a large one was running, for hire, between Bournemouth and Boscombe piers.  I had been watching it that afternoon and wondering what it would feel like to be racing through the water at such speed.

Mr Barry asked me if I had ever been out in a speed-boat, to which I replied:  'No.  It's much too expensive.  They charge 2/6 for a run from one pier to the other and back, and it only lasts five minutes!1  Mr Barry smiled and seemed amused at this. Then he said:  'Would you like to come out with me one afternoon in my little boat?  I should be pleased to take you.'

I can clearly remember feeling slightly surprised and thinking to myself:  How kind of him to think of such a thing.  I said:  'Thank you, Mr Barry, I'd like to come very much.'

I little thought that those few words were going to alter the whole course of my life.

An afternoon was agreed, and I looked forward with some excitement to my outing in Jo-Jo, the name of the speed-boat.  I hoped the day would be warm and the sea not too'rough.  I wondered what I should wear.  I hadn't much choice, but guessing it would be chilly on the water I decided to wear my cream-coloured

coat over a navy and white dress, and I bought a cream-coloured beret and navy blue and white silk scarf.

It turned out to be a glorious afternoon, with little or no wind, and a calm sea.  I had asked Mr Barry to wait for me in the road outside the hotel's main entrance.  This would be less conspicuous and attract fewer inquisitive eyes which, I knew well, VK.rt so often the basis for gossip and rumours completely without foundation.  I knew that Mr Barry had been married, divorced, and had a grown-up family.  But I was not curious or sufficiently interested to ask any personal questions.

We drove along the lovely winding West Cliff road to Poole, where the boat was anchored.

I found Mr Barry an agreeable companion.  He didn't talk much, but pointed out places of interest, and I felt quite at ease with him.  At Poole Harbour we were rowed out to where Jo-Jo lay at anchor, and soon we were under way.  I enjoyed the novel and exhilarating experience of travelling at speed across the water, but found it a bit bumpy and noisy and was pleased when we slowed down and drifted peacefully and quietly around the reaches of the harbour.   I had never been to Poole before and was interested to ask many questions about its history.  I was told that Brownsea Island, which we were passing, was where Sir Robert Baden-Powell set up camp and raised the first troop of Boy Scouts. It was also explained to me that the water in Poole Harbour was shallow and dangerous and not navigable for large ships, that it had a foreshore of something approaching 100 miles, and for this reason was said to be one of the largest harbours in the world.

All too soon it was time for me to return to the Burlington. I was invited to stay out for tea, but I explained I must be back in the office at six o'clock.

When we arrived back at the hotel I thanked Mr Barry warmly for his kindness in taking me out.  'It's been a most interesting and enjoyable afternoon,' I said.  He murmured something in reply, and then we parted.  I never expected I would be taken out again.

A few days later, I was walking along the top of the cliff when a car pulled up alongside me.  It was Mr Barry.

He said he was on his way to Brockenhurst to make a business call.  'Would you care to come along?' he asked.  'It's a pleasant drive through the New Forest.'  Again I thought - what a surprise. I am in luck on this beautiful afternoon.  I explained that I would have to be back before six o'clock when I was on duty.  I was assured that this would be no problem, so in I jumped and off we went.

It was a lovely drive, arid this time I found Mr Barry not only an interesting companion but also an amusing one as well. Conversation flowed naturally and easily.  There were no awkward pauses or wondering what to say next.  We stopped for tea at the Balmer Lawn Hotel, beautifully situated on the fringe of Brockenhurst, and afterwards went for a short walk, admiring the wild ponies with their young, wandering around in search of some shade from the hot sun.

This time, on our return, when I thanked Mr Barry for another enjoyable afternoon, he asked if he might take me out again.

As I walked into the hotel it suddenly occurred to me that Mr Barry hadn't made the business call at Brockenhurst he had spoken of, and I began to wonder if our meeting that afternoon had been such a coincidence after all.

During the remainder of that summer it became almost a habit that we should meet on my half-days.  If the weather was warm and

the sea calm, we would go out in Jo-Jo.  We kept within the confines of the harbour, occasionally racing along at speed, but mostly gently cruising around the little islands and sometimes going up as far as Wareham.  If the day was dull or windy, we would go off somewhere in the car.

Gradually, the friendship strengthened.  We found we liked being together, and thought alike on many subjects.  He asked me to call him by his Christian name, Harold, and he called me Donny. Confidences were exchanged.  I told him of my early life in Scotland, and how I came to be in Bournemouth, and he told me something of his own life and story.

He had married when he was 2 3 years of age, and it had not been a happy marriage, almost from the beginning.  He had a son and a daughter.  During the war he had served with the RFC and RAF, and when he returned from France at the end of the hostilities, he found his wife had left home and was living with someone else. She asked to be divorced, and this was agreed.  Later she remarried.  Harold was left with the two children, as she intended to live abroad.  It was not a happy life, either for Harold or the children.  They had to spend most of their time at school, and in the holidays were moved around, staying partly with their father but mostly with various members of the Barry family.  Not surprisingly, they grew up with little understanding between them, and they drifted steadily apart.  When I came into Harold's life, the son was twenty and the daughter eighteen.

By December, my friendship with Harold was firmly rooted. But I was now involved in rehearsals for The Rose of Araby, which was to be performed in June.  At first, there had been only one rehearsal a week, but in the New Year there were two, and soon even more of my time would be required.

Harold was not enthusiastic about so many of my evenings being taken up in this way - but I was thoroughly enjoying myself rehearsing and singing again.  I had discovered that the Annexe adjoining the Burlington, where a number of the staff lived, had a common room with a piano.  This room was seldom used, and I could go over there and practise my singing undisturbed.

Some time before Christmas Harold told me he would be going up to London to spend it with his father and stepmother, who lived in Hampstead.  This arrangement suited me nicely, for I knew I should be kept busy in the hotel and possibly have to try and fix in an extra rehearsal or two if possible.  It would have been difficult to find any more time to spend with Harold, and already I was beginning to find out that he did not take kindly to having his own wishes thwarted by anything as trivial, in his eyes, as an amateur operatic show.

I was not able to see Harold on Hogmanay except for a brief hour in the afternoon.  But he took me out to dinner on New Year's Day, 1930.

Again, we went to the Balmer Lawn Hotel at Brockenhurst, where we had enjoyed our first cup of tea together in July.  After dinner, having found a quiet corner of the lounge where we could talk without being overheard, he told me how much he had missed me while he was away, and for the first time spoke of marriage.  I hastily evaded the subject and tried to change the conversation. I was content' and wanted to remain as we were, as good friends. I did not know myself exactly how deep my affection for Harold was, and I needed more time to find out.

In January, 1930, I heard from my mother that Billy had been offered, and had accepted, a better appointment with a bakery

firm in Kilmarnock.  All outstanding bills, she wrote, had now been settled, and they had saved sufficient money to rent a small unfurnished house, which they intended to furnish bit by bit.  My mother said they would purchase the essential furniture, carpets and kitchen ware, on hire purchase, and gradually build up from there.  She continued by saying that Billy had worked extremely hard, and she believed the very thought of having his own home again was proving an added incentive and stimulus.  She concluded her letter by saying that they were both well, and Jackie too.

I was pleased to receive this letter, and thankful to know that everything was working out satisfactorily.  Again I wished I could have been in a position to help them more substantially.  I knew what a struggle it would be for them to pay off hire purchase instalments, and to build up another home.  Their age was also a handicap - they were no longer young.

The months passed and my spare time mainly alternated between rehearsals for The Rose of Araby and Harold.  In both cases matters were coming to a head.  Early in May Harold again asked me to marry him, and I realised I must make a decision one way or the other.

There were many factors I had to consider:  Harold was eighteen years older than me; he had been married before and had > a son and daughter, the son being only eight years younger than myself.  He was, by his own admission, a difficult man to live with, and had become to some extent embittered by his earlier life and unhappy marriage.  How could I be sure it would be right for me to marry him - or for him to marry me?

Suddenly I thought of my mother, and remembered that she had been in a similar situation when she married ray father.  He had been sixteen years her senior, divorced, with a young son. She also told me she had been very much in love with someone before she met my father, but he was already married and they had had to part.  I remembered David, and although he had now been pushed well into the back of my mind, I had never forgotten him.

I knew that I must speak with my mother before giving my answer to Harold.

Summer holiday dates were being arranged, and I asked to have mine that month, at the end of May.  I also asked to be excused from some of the final rehearsals for The Rose of Araby. I would be away for two weeks, and during that time I asked Harold to think carefully about the future, and I would do the same.

My mother and Billy were by now established in their new homej and so it was to Kilmarnock that I journeyed, to find them living in a small terraced house on the outskirts of the town. It was sparsely furnished, but comfortable and with all the essential equipment.  My mother was busy with her needle, making curtains and cushion-covers, and already the house was taking on the warm and friendly air of a home.

After my arrival, an exchange of greetings, an inspection of the house and an excellent meal, I retired to bed. It was by "then nearly midnight and I was tired.

I had already mentioned Harold once or twice in my letters to my mother, and in the morning, when we were alone, I told her what was in my mind.

She listened intently to all I had to say.  She was sympathetic, understanding, practical, and deeply concerned for my happiness.  She cautioned me, in the light of her own experience, of the possible problems I might have to face.  She said I should not allow myself to be governed by any considerations other than

the depth of my feelings for Harold.  She went on to say she did not want to advise or influence me, only to point out the pitfalls I might encounter.  These pitfalls, she said, could be overcome if there was sufficient mutual trust and understanding.  She thought it had been a wise move to have this temporary separation, even for two weeks.  It might prove to be a deciding factor.  But in the final analysis, she said, I must make my own decision.

I could not fail to be aware that a marriage with Harold would benefit me both socially and financially, and my mother was aware of this too.  She must also have known that such a marriage would indirectly benefit her, as I would then be in a better position to help her and Billy - even if only to provide a few extra comforts or small luxuries for their new home.

But my mother was insistent that no such thoughts be allowed to colour my decision.  She emphasised the need to be completely honest - in fairness to Harold as much as to myself.  She told me she was confident that she and Billy had weathered the storm, and there was no longer any need for me to feel anxiety on their behalf.

I felt a great deal happier after this conversation with my mother, and as the days went by I could see for myself that Billy was indeed a reformed character.  He had given up drinking altogether, apart from the odd glass of beer, and my mother never again had cause for anxiety in this respect.  Later, she used to tell me it was little short of a miracle how, without any medical aid, he had been able to cure himself.  Billy told me that it was my mother, and only she, who had saved him.  In spite of the fact that my mother was thirteen years older than Billy, he idolised her.  She was everything to him - the centre-pin round which his whole world revolved.  My mother too had at last found peace and contentment.

Theirs had been a sad story, but it had a happy ending.

During the two weeks I was in Scotland, my mother and I went by train one day to visit Auntie Vi in Paisley, taking Jackie with us.  It was a happy reunion, and Jackie gave my aunt and Eleanor an affectionate and boisterous greeting.  Nonetheless, although delighted to see them again, at the first sign of movement by my mother, he was instantly on his feet, alert and ready to go.

On another day, my mother and I went up to Glasgow, and spent a few enjoyable hours wandering around the shops in Buchanan Street and Sauchiehall Street.  We bought a few purchases, bargains for the new home, and I bought myself a cashmere twin-set in cherry-red to take back .to Bournemouth.

I wanted to visit Stirling again before I returned south, so I went through by train one day on my own.  I called first to see Ella and Bill, happily married and settled in their own home. They were now the proud parents of a son, a lovable little baby boy called Jack.  It was a happy meeting, and we had much to talk about.  I had lunch with them, and wished I could have stayed longer.  But I was only in Stirling for the day, and had promised Jean I would also visit her.

I had considered talking to Ella about Harold, but remembering my mother's advice not to allow myself to be influenced by anyone or anything, decided not to mention his name.  I must, and would, make up my own mind.

Jean was living in a semi-detached house in a fashionable residential area of town.  She looked well, attractive and obviously

happy in her new home.  I was sorry not to meet her husband, but he was in Glasgow on business that day.

We talked a little of the old days and the happy times we had spent together.  Kenneth, she told me, was married with two small children, and David and Elizabeth were still living in the district.  They had no family, she said, and were seldom seen together.  I found I did not want to pursue this subject, and asked Jean to tell me more about herself and her present way of life. She said she was no longer interested in the sports' club dances that we used to be so keen on, and she did not know anybody now in the Operatic Society.  She had taken up golf and bridge, and together with her husband, had found many new interests.  She wanted to know what my life in England was like, but somehow I found it difficult to explain.  She was disappointed that I could not wait to meet her husband, but time was pressing and I had to go.  I promised I would come and see her and her husband on my next visit to Scotland.

It wasn't possible for me to see Jessie, my championship tennis-player friend.  She was now married to a pedigree sheep-farmer, and living somewhere high up in the Touch Hills.  I couldn't even phone her, for she had told me they had no telephone or electricity.  They used oil-lamps, and coal and log fires.  The farm was situated in an isolated part of the hills, but the house, she said, was strongly built of stone and was warm and comfortable.  I could tell that Jessie, always a lover of the outdoor life, enjoyed being a farmer's wife.

In the train on my way back to Kilmarnock, I felt pleased that I had been back to Stirling and seen some of my friends. But somehow, something was different.  I had a vague feeling of having drifted away from them in some way.  They were the same people - and yet they were not.  They were all now happily married, in homes of their own, and embarking on a new way of life with fresh interests.  I felt I no longer fitted into this new picture.  Time had moved on.   We had all changed in one way or another with the passing years.

When I left Kilmarnock at the end of two weeks, I was still a little uncertain of myself and my state of mind.  But as the train sped southwards I began to find myself looking forward to my return to Bournemouth.  For the first time I was actually happy to be on my way back to England, to a way of life in which I fitted more easily than I could in Scotland now.

I had been delighted to find my mother and Billy happy again', with their future looking secure.  My own future also seemed more secure.  For whatever happened, I felt I had at last achieved a certain measure of success.  Not the success or the career I had dreamed of when I first came to London.  But nevertheless some independence, and the knowledge that I now possessed sufficient qualifications to ensure that I would always be  able and competent to earn my own living.  The constant fear of finding myself without a job, unable to support myself, no longer haunted me.  I sat back in my seat and slowly relaxed.

Gazing out of the window as the train crossed the Border, I watched the hills receding in the distance.  A feeling of well-being and contentment came over me.  A great weight had been lifted from my shoulders.

When I arrived at the Central Station, Bournemouth, I saw Harold waiting for me on the platform. I suddenly realised how much I had missed him, and how very pleased I was to see him again.

All my doubts seemed to vanish as he hurried forward to greet me. A feeling of warmth and affection surged through me, and I knew then that I really did care deeply for him, and wanted to try to bring some happiness back into his life.

He put his arms around my shoulders in a warm embrace and kissed me.  As I looked up into his clear, intense blue eyes, I felt I would be content to leave the future and my own happiness in his hands.

The Rose of Araby was performed by the Parkstone Players at the St Peter's School, Parkstone, between 11 and 14 June.  The costumes were hired and the Arabian style dresses of flimsy and flowing material were colourful and most attractive.  They were also a little revealing - something that had originally caused me a few qualms.  They caused Harold several more.  He came to the first night, on Wednesday, 11 June, and afterwards, amid all the excitement and acclamation backstage he seemed rather out of place.  My own pleasure in the show's success was slightly diminished as a result.  But I had much enjoyed being on the stage again before an audience - the orchestra, I remember, played very well and did not, as so often happens, drown the singers.

Then on the morning of Friday, 13 June, Harold telephoned the hotel and asked me to meet him out on the Overcliff.  I managed to slip away from my work and we walked up and down.  When he asked me for the third time to marry him I was not superstitious, despite the date I was happy to say 'Yes.1  He said: 'That's settled then.1

He wanted me to leave the Burlington more or less at once. But I could not be so inconsiderate; and it was a few days later that I tendered my resignation to Miss Graham.  She expressed no surprise, saying she had seen it coming for a long time.  She thanked me for the help I had given her, particularly when she first came to the hotel.  She then wished me every happiness in the future and said I would be much missed at the Burlington.

On the last night of The Rose of Araby, Harold brought two of his closest friends to see the show, Captain and Mrs Williams,  Bill and Molly, who were soon to become my good friends.  Harold declared once again that he had enjoyed the show and in particular my own performance.  But I had the impression that he was most pleased by the fact that all the rehearsals, and The Rose of Araby itself, had come to an end.  I felt a little sad:  the show was over, and after the show Harold's disinterest in the cast's celebrations and their excited chat added to the inevitable feeling of anti-climax.  I also felt unable to tell anyone in the company about my "engagement — there was no engagement ring to show them.  So I said nothing.  Strangely, I never saw anyone in that company again after I said goodbye.

The following week I moved into a small hotel and Harold presented me with a beautiful engagement ring of five large diamonds set in platinium.  We celebrated with a champagne dinner at the Royal Bath Hotel.

He wanted to be married straight away.  But it was not possible, because of his divorce, for us to be married in a church - something I had always dreamt about.  Instead, the marriage took place in the Bournemouth Register Office on 16 July 1930, with Bill and Molly Williams as our witnesses and the only guests.  None of his family was there, nor mine, and none of my friends.

After a few drinks at a local hotel, we left in Harold's Chrysler for our honeymoon, a motoring holiday which began at
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