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The wedding cars arrived and the organist played “Here comes the Bride” Pauline 

looking radiant in her beautiful wedding gown, made of white satin, with trailing 

lace veil and train, carrying a bouquet of twenty four red roses, mixed with her 

favourite flower, Lily of the Valley, as she walked down the aisle on her dad’s arm, 

followed by her bridesmaids, sister Pearl and friends, June Grays and Daphne 

Brown, all dressed in long turquoise gowns and carrying bouquets of pink roses. All 

the dresses were expertly made by Auntie Nell. The church was filled to capacity 

and Rev Butcher conducted a memorable wedding service. I must admit, that my 

knees felt a little weak as I stood with Horace in front of all those people. We then 

made our way to the reception, which was held at Winton Hall hotel, overlooking 

the sea-front at Westcliffe. Not having addressed so many people in my life, I 

nervously said a few words and Horace had some difficulty too, anyway, we did 

our best and it was a lovely reception, with a big two tier cake and a three course 

meal, followed by music and dancing. Horace created a few laughs at the end, 

when he said “We will have to push ‘orf’ to catch our train”. Pauline and I were 

driven off, with the usual clatter of attachment to the rear of the car and showers 

of confetti. Our honeymoon was booked at Bournemouth, where we met, six years 

earlier and we caught the 7.30pm train from Waterloo, arriving at Boscombe 

station quite late, but only a short walk to our hotel. 

I had already rented a little cottage at No 1 Chapel Square, Deddington, which was 

one of a pair, built of stone, reputed to be some 500 years old, the old stones a 

dull red, the cottages having been burned to the ground in the distant past. The 

roof was tiled with wooden shingles, replacing the old style straw thatching.  There 

was one very small living room, with an open fireplace, a bay window, overlooking  

Chapel Square and stairs to one large bedroom, the  floor of which resembled a 

shallow dish, only the dividing wall downstairs preventing it from collapsing.  A 

brick placed under each of the bottom legs of the divan bed, gave it some form of 

level and a rope around the mattress, firmly tied to the bedhead, prevented it 

from sliding off. I must admit the bed often slipped off the bricks! The bedroom 

window also overlooked Chapel Square.  The kitchen was placed in a wide 

passageway, which led from the front door to back garden. I bought an Electric 

cooker, which I plugged into a point on the wall, there was an almighty bang and 

the contents of the power point were no more. Mr Middleton (Prof), a friend of 

ours, a qualified electrician, repaired the damage, installing the proper power 

point, telling me how lucky I had been, not to have been badly burned and charged 

me nine pounds, eleven shillings and four pence. There was a large shed near the 
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back door, which substituted as a bathroom, come laundry, with washstand, tin 

bath and a Burco boiler to heat the water. The toilet was the most modern part of 

the whole property, only having recently been added, prior to this, it would have 

been a trip up to the top a of the small garden, which was shared with the cottage 

next door, where two brick toilets stood side by side and had been utilised as two 

small garden sheds. The West wall of No 1 was the adjoining wall of the Methodist 

Chapel, the East wall abutted No 2. The top boundary of the garden was the chapel 

hall. An old lady named Mrs Nash, lived in No 2 and was quite happy to let me 

have the whole of the back garden, where I grew some very nice flowers and 

vegetables. I made a nice chicken run against the chapel hall wall, keeping up a 

nice supply of fresh eggs, along with the eggs previously mentioned from the 

railway embankment. Inside this ancient little cottage, I wallpapered, painted and 

tidied it up before Pauline was able to see it for the first time, certainly not what 

she had been used to, but she just loved it and soon made many friends. There 

was no room for much furniture, just a table and four chairs, two fireside chairs 

and a sideboard, with a radiogram sitting in the bay window, the mantle shelf held 

our chiming clock and a few odds and ends. Our plan was to build a little later on, 

we had already decided on what we wanted, but yet to decide where and when. 

Our little home was ideally placed, everything was available, the doctor’s surgery 

was opposite, the grocer and the butchers were side by side two doors down, the 

market square, with many shops, the post office and several public houses, was 

twenty yards further on. The Oxford city bus and the Midland red bus stops were 

both in the market place. At least we had running water and electricity, how very 

modern!! The front garden was just two feet wide and fenced. Our landlord was a 

Mr Cooper, an Oxford College dean, who lived at a little village called Eynsham, 

just a few miles away, he was quite impressed to see the transformation of his old 

acquisition, although I did upset him, quite unintentionally, when I knocked out 

the dividing wall of the two old toilets, to make one decent sized shed.  I had also 

acquired a half chain of allotment, just off the Clifton road, which was more than 

adequate to provide our vegetables, often sending a sack of potatoes to Pauline’s 

parents at Southend. As I was still working on the railway, Pauline too was now 

able to travel at reduced fare and we visited her parents and relatives at Southend 

on a regular basis. Pauline always loved animals and on one trip to Southend, we 

purchased a Chow-Chow (pedigree) from a Mrs Gawthorpe who lived at Rochford, 

near Southend. Pauline named the dog Duke and we brought him home on the 

train, much to the delight of many passenger en-route. Of course Duke soon grew 

into a large dog and needed a strong collar and lead, he soon got used to the noise 
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of my auto-cycle as I came home from work and would bark long before Pauline 

could hear me. On one occasion, he jumped up to the window, putting his foot 

through the front of the radio-gram, I never did get it repaired, but it was useable 

anyway. I had made a small trolley, which I was able to tow behind my bicycle, 

handy for carrying my tools to the allotment, but it wasn’t long before Duke 

decided that it was handy for him to ride in too, getting a few looks as we rode to 

my allotment. It all changed when the children came along and he became very 

jealous, as you will see as I write more. We had yet to get television, that came 

much later, so we went to the picture theatres on a regular basis, also live theatre, 

especially at Christmas for Pantomine, often with Aubrey and Agnes, we also 

cycled a lot and later when we bought our motor scooters, previously mentioned, 

we were able to go further afield. In the warm summer days, we often spend time 

swimming in the river at Clifton. I remember one day in particular, it was 

extremely hot, Pauline was pregnant with our first child (Trevor), looking to the 

west, over Clifton, the sky was black, Aubrey said”we had better make a move, we 

are going to cop it”, we walked as quickly as possible, helping Pauline along and 

just as we got to Aubrey’s cottage, the lightning and thunder was very close and 

soon directly overhead, it was a vicious storm and lasted for hours. The rain was 

like a tropical storm and the whole area was several inches deep in water in 

minutes. 

I was still with Lou Perry and the gang and worked most Sundays, except of course, 

when Pauline and I visited Southend. But I saw an opportunity to move on and 

applied for the job as signalman at Aynho station, but Aubrey having been at the 

station for a few years also applied and got the job, he had spent many hours in 

the signal box and already knew the job quite well, but the job at Kings Sutton box 

came up soon after and I started my six weeks training there on 15
th

 November 

1954, much to the disappointment of Mr Hammond, the Engineer, as he had 

hoped that I would have taken the job at Wolverhampton.  

Pauline’s sister Pearl and boyfriend, Derrick, came up by train from Southend to 

stay for the weekend in June, not many younger people had motor cars and were 

quite used to using public transport, but one exception, was Pauline’s brides maid, 

June, who’s boyfriend Ken, did have a small car and came up from Essex to visit us, 

enabling us to show them around the district. Pauline’s father and brother John, 

cycled the one hundred miles from Southend to Deddington on a couple of 

occasions, a creditable feat for non-professional cyclists. 



146 

On 14
th

 August 1954, I had to leave to start my final two weeks Army Emergency 

Reserve training at Liss in Hampshire, Pauline’s parents, Ivor and John, had arrived 

the previous day to stay with her for a few days, whilst I was away, I think Mrs 

Nash, next door was able to provide her spare bedroom, so all very close and easy. 

My two weeks away, seemed to take forever and I was glad to get home again, 

Pauline having had a week alone as her family had gone home, but Aubrey and 

Agnes and my sister Winnie had been able to visit her, plus other friends that she 

had made in the short time that we had lived at No 1. Looking back, it must have 

been quite a wrench for Pauline, to leave her comfortable home in Southend, her 

work, her friends and the ease of the city life, with buses passing the end of her 

road, every few minutes and several picture theatres within walking distance. We 

did consider taking up residence in her grandmother’s little bungalow, with six 

acres of land in Maylands, near Latchford in Essex, with the possibility of getting a 

job with the nearby railway, but my inner self told me to stay put, probably a little 

inconsiderate on my part, we shall never know. The first Christmas came and 

among all the things that I had in my presents, was a smoking pipe. We visited Doll 

and her husband Bert on Christmas Eve, Bert was a pipe smoker and filled up my 

pipe with his favourite tobacco. Never having smoked a pipe, I took down a few 

lungs full of this awful stuff and it was not long before I became violently sick and 

bilious, Pauline and I made for home and even when I laid in our bed, I could not 

escape this awful feeling, needless to say that the pipe met an unceremonious end 

and I vowed never to smoke again, although I did try a few cigarettes from time to 

time, but I quickly gave up the habit and I know that it was the right decision. 

Pauline too, smoked for a little longer than me, but eventually gave it away, but 

she suffers badly with a smokers cough, caused by passive smoking, breathing in 

other people’s smoke during her 22 years working in an enclosed environment, in 

Australia.  1954 seems to have passed very quickly and we are now moving into 

1955. Pauline has discovered that she is pregnant, expecting to give birth 

sometime in August, so that was a pleasant start to the New Year.  During my 

spare time, I had been looking after our doctor’s (Dr Woolaston) rather large 

garden, only a short walk from No 1.  The doctor having all the necessary tools and 

a good quality lawn mower, I found the garden so easy to manage and the extra 

cash very acceptable. The last two weeks in February were bitterly cold, with 

heavy snow and severe frost, making it quite treacherous to get to and from work. 

I can tell you, it was not very nice, climbing the signal posts to change the lamps 

either, the warmth of the signal box fire could not have been more welcome. It 

was now my turn to call the perway men to clear the snow from my points and 
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crossings and for fog duty, when required. Dr Woolaston moved during this very 

cold snap, to a very nice country residence at Bloxham, about four miles from 

Deddington, I was unable to do any gardening for him whilst the cold snap 

continued, but the spring was not that far away and I did help with the garden for 

a while, I am not sure when I stopped. Mrs Woolaston had a little black poodle, 

which didn’t take to me at all, nipping my ankles when I got too near. I note that 

5cwt of coal was twenty seven shillings and eight pence and petrol about four 

shillings a gallon (hand pumped.) I also note that we visited Auntie Alice at Clifton, 

to watch her new TV!!!, ours was still yet to come. On April 16
th

, Aubrey and Agnes 

married and I was able to get a day special leave to be Aubrey’s Best Man. After 

the reception, Aubrey and Agnes left for their honeymoon at Brighton. In May, my 

old Rudge getting very tired, I bought a Douglas Vespa scooter from a Dr. 

Newbourne for seventy pounds. The scooter was in very nice condition, but I have 

to admit, that I didn’t look after it as well as I should have and I paid the price for 

repairs. For the first time, I was able to take dad for an occasional ride, which he 

thoroughly enjoyed, although he tended to lean the wrong way on corners, but he 

soon got used to it. Our American friends, John and Jane, who lived on the other 

side of the chapel, left for America, John  being in the air-force and had served his 

time in UK. They had a very young child and being unable to take all the baby 

goods with them, they kindly gave them to Pauline, nearly all new and unused and 

of good quality, saved us a pretty penny. Sad to see them go, they had become 

very good friends. Also in May, Aubrey bought his Lambretta scooter, so now the 

four of us could go out and about together, the pedal cycles taking a long earned 

rest, but not retired! So many happenings, I only wish that I had kept my diaries 

filled with more information. 
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Chapter 29 - The Stork has been alerted 

Pauline’s pregnancy was progressing rapidly and we were now fitting in a few visits 

to the Horton General Hospital at Banbury for Xrays and other procedures, as well 

as regular visits to the doctor’s surgery, just across the road. From midnight 28
th

May till Tuesday the 14
th

 June 1955, the Locomotive drivers and firemen went on 

strike; the rails of the track soon turned a rusty brown, with the lack of trains. 

There was little to do in the signal box, except trim the signal lamps as usual and 

spend most of the time at home, keeping the radio on, in case of a sudden end to 

the strike. June 12
th

, Eileen celebrated her 21
st

 Birthday. In July Pauline’s family 

joined us for a few days and her dad cycled to the signal box with a cooked lunch 

for me. On 23
rd

 July, Horace and Maureen were married at the C of E church at 

Deddington, followed by a reception in Priory hall and then leaving for Paignton 

for their honeymoon. 

On Saturday the 13
th

 August, I would normally have been at home, but as things 

always have a twist, I was asked to open the Kings Sutton box at 11pm as the 

perway gang would be working on the track through the night and single line 

working would be necessary. As a precaution, Pauline being very near to having 

our first child, I arranged for her to stay with Mrs Garrett (Edith) overnight. When I 

got home at 9 am on Sunday morning, a note on the front door, from Edith, to tell 

me that Pauline had gone into labour and was taken to the Neithrop Maternity 

Hospital at 6 am. I rang the hospital immediately, being told that she was still in 

labour and I would be able to visit her between 7 & 8 pm in the evening, (very 

strict rules then). I got in touch with George Probert and he agreed to change 

shifts with me, so that I would be able to be at home for visiting times. There was 

no change in Pauline during my first visit and I left for home, ringing the hospital 

again at 10.30 pm, still no change, poor girl was suffering and I was getting 

worried, ringing several more times. I visited her again the next evening (15
th

), still 

in labour, how much longer can they keep her in this state? In those days, it was 

not customary for the husband to stay during birth, so I had to leave at the end of 

visiting. I rang the hospital at 5 am, just prior to leaving for work, to be told that 

Pauline had given birth to a girl at 9.10pm. I told Edith and my sister Winnie, on my 

way to work and phoned Pauline’s Mum when I got home. All my phone calls had 

to be made from the local phone box, which, luckily was just across the road. What 

a surprise was awaiting me, when I visited Pauline in the evening of the 16
th

. 

Taking her a nice bouquet of flowers and congratulating her on the birth of our 



149 

daughter, she said, “What do you mean a daughter? We have a son, 8lbs 14ozs”. 

“You are joking,” I replied, I rang last night and the sister told me quite clearly that 

you had had a six pound baby girl”. The duty nurse took me to the nursery where 

our baby son was sleeping in a crib, a band on his little arm, clearly said, ‘Baby 

Harris, Male.’  Apparently there was a little girl born at the same time and the 

relieving sister that I had spoken to assumed that I was the father of that child.  All 

sorted, I now had to relate to everyone that I had told, of the mistake and that we 

had decided to call our little boy, Trevor George. It had been a long painful time for 

Pauline, some 36 hours in labour, I wonder if they considered a caesarean 

operation? Pauline and baby Trevor were released from the Neithrop on Sunday 

28
th

 August 1955 at 2.30 pm and we taxied back to No 1. In the evening, Aubrey & 

Agnes, along with our friends Pat and Dick called in to help us ’wet the baby’s 

head’. Sister Winnie and Albert, my dad, Edith were among the many visitors over 

the next few days and our small room could barely cope with the flowers and gifts. 

It was not until after all the aforesaid had happened that I learned that there was a 

bit of a comedy prior to Pauline getting to hospital. Pauline had had her case 

packed for the happy event for a number of days, but when she went to stay 

overnight with Edith, the case was still at No 1 and I had locked the door, leaving 

Pauline with no key (silly me!). I don’t know where from, but Edith managed to get 

a ladder and climbed up to our bedroom window, fortunately not locked, got into 

the bedroom, grabbed the case and handed it to the taxi driver (Fred Davis), who 

then sped off with Pauline to the Neithrop. Edith’s husband Ken was on night shift 

too, at Aynho Jct signal box, so she could not accompany Pauline as she too had 

two small boys, who thankfully slept on while the drama unfolded.  

On 2
nd

 September, I took Pauline and Trevor to London on an early train, where we 

met with family, who in turn took them on to Southend, for the life of me I cannot 

remember who met us, the only reference in my diary is that after seeing Pauline 

and Trevor off, I caught the Cambrian Coast express back to Banbury, as I had to 

be back in time to go to work at 2 pm, a very tight schedule.  

It could not have been busier at work, just when I really needed to be with Pauline 

and Trevor, but I knew that they were in good hands and getting all the love and 

attention from Pauline’s family and friends. The pressure stayed on at work for the 

next two weeks, as the perway works continued, making it necessary for the Kings 

Sutton box to be open 24 hours daily until completion. However, I was able to 

change shifts on Friday 16
th

 September, working till 2 pm. With haste I was able to 
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get home quickly, get changed, pack my bag and get to Banbury in time to catch 

the 4 pm express (The Zulu)* to Paddington, then on to Southend. It was great to 

see Pauline and little Trevor, it had been two whole weeks without them, but I had 

phoned Pauline every day, I shall never forget the number – Southend 45081. 

There were not that many private phones, but being as Pauline’s mum was a 

nurse, she was considered under the essential services and was connected. This 

turned out to be an extremely busy week-end. On Saturday the 17th September 

1955, Pauline’s sister Pearl and brother-in-law to be, Derrick, were married and on 

Sunday, the next day, Trevor was dedicated at Earls Hall, Baptist church. Some of 

the congregation believing Pauline and Pearl  as the same person, being a little 

surprised, that the wedding took place on the Saturday and the dedication the 

following day. An acceptable mistake, one would say, as the family were the same 

and Pearl and Derrick had gone on their honey-moon. After the dedication service, 

Pauline and I and baby Trevor caught the 6.10 pm train from Paddington for home. 

Whilst Pauline had been staying in Southend she and her Mum went out to 

Liddiards, a big store, selling prams and a host of other baby requirements.  

Nicely packed and labelled, the railway goods department, picked up the pram and 

it was despatched to their distribution depot at St Pancras in London, eight days 

later, the pram was delivered to No 1, somewhat a little lop-sided, obviously 

having been under a heavy load along the line. On the 22
nd

 Aubrey passed his

driving test on his Lambretta and the next day, Pauline had her first ride on my 

Vespa.  We still made regular visits to see Pauline’s family and on one occasion we 

took along our friends Pat and Dick to see the Southend Illuminations, along the 

sea-front. Thousands of people flocked to Southend in those days, as the lights 

were quite spectacular, competing on a smaller scale with the world famous 

Blackpool Illuminations.  

We travelled down to Southend for Christmas 1956, Trevor too young to 

remember this one. We took with us a big plump rooster for Christmas day and Sid 

had bought a turkey for Boxing Day, when the whole family was able to be at 

Peacehaven. It  ended all too quickly and we caught the early train from Southend 

on Tuesday the 27
th

, as I had to be at work at midday, catching the 9.10 am 

express from Paddington to Banbury and then a taxi to Deddington, little Trevor 

was certainly getting some early travel into his life. 

* ’The Zulu’ I believe this express was so named because it’s inaugural run was at the same time as 

the fight with the Zulus was raging in South Africa  
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So now another year begins, 1956. As New Year’s-day, not being a public holiday in 

England, so it was a normal day at work. Tragically two well-known ladies in 

Deddington, Mrs Walker and her daughter were killed in a road accident, a sad 

start to the New Year. I applied to fill a vacancy at Astrop signal box and took up 

the position on 6
th

 February, but still taking a turn at Kings Sutton box, every third 

week. I managed to sell my old Auto-cycle for fifteen pounds and put the money in 

the Post Office savings bank, keeping in mind that we were looking for a plot of 

land on which to build. Mrs Nash, our next door neighbour, died on 28
th

 February, 

she had been hospitalised for some time and did not return home, the house now 

vacant. I asked Mr Cooper if it would be possible for us to transfer from No 1, he 

asked me if I would like to buy it, I told him that we planned to build a new home, 

to which he replied, “this would be better than anything you could build” and it 

was some time before he agreed to let us move into No 2. I spent a lot of time and 

money, getting it decorated and furnished. Now we have a home with two large 

bedrooms, a large living room, with thick carpet and kitchen, moving in on 14
th

October. It was an easy move, just a matter of carrying from one building to the 

next. No 1 remained empty. Going back to March, we visited the Ideal Home 

Exhibition at London Olympia, also taking in Regents Park zoo. In April Horace and 

Maureen were blessed with a daughter and in July Aubrey and Agnes were blessed 

with a daughter too. 
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Chapter 30 - A holiday 

Because I was working such long hours, I made up my mind that I would take 

Pauline on a nice holiday when my annual leave came up in July. I wrote off to an 

address in the Channel Islands, 4 Elizabeth Place, St Hellier, Jersey, getting an 

almost immediate reply. I sent a deposit and applied for a free travel pass from 

work, also booking a berth on the ship for 19
th

 July. My annual leave commenced 

on 15
th

 July and I made arrangements with my sister Winnie to feed the chickens 

and collect the eggs. The next day we travelled to Southend and with a few days to 

spare before our trip to Jersey, we took in a swim at Leigh swimming pool and a 

family day trip to Clacton on sea, where I remember the cold wind coming from 

across the North sea, on an other-wise , bright sunny day. Pauline’s mum took 

some leave and was only too pleased to care for Trevor whilst we were away. I am 

not sure where we kennelled the dog, probably with Mrs Gawthorp. 

We caught the 9 pm boat train from Waterloo (London) to Southampton and 

boarded the boat at 11-45pm.  Although dark, we sat on deck for quite a time, 

eventually turning in to our berth in the early hours. We had breakfast in the 

cafeteria as we neared the Islands, our first port of call being St Peter Port, 

Guernsey, where passengers and freight were off-loaded and there would have 

been passengers joining, no doubt, for Jersey, a further thirty five kilometres, the 

southern-most of the islands, where we arrived at 9.20 am. A taxi dropped us off 

outside 4 Elizabeth Pl., only a short walk from the harbour really, but nice to be 

pampered. Our room was on the third floor of the guest house and overlooked the 

lovely gardens of Elizabeth Square. St Hellier stands on the East corner of the 

beautiful St Aubin’s Bay, the beach of golden sand, is some one kilometre wide at 

low tide, but one must beware of the incoming tide, as being so flat, the water 

comes in at quite a fast pace. On the first afternoon we walked to the Windmill 

and to the town hall, where I acquired a Jersey driving licence (I still have it|, as 

the next morning I hired Vespa motor scooter, this came with a small lock-up 

garage and the total fee was just twenty five shillings for four days. We toured the 

island, taking in as much as possible, including the German hospital that had been 

built by slave labour, during the occupation of world war two. We met a couple on 

the beach at St Aubin, I forget their nationality, but the man knew all  

About the hospital, I think he was somehow involved, telling us of the cruelty to 

the prisoners working there and how many of them ended up in the concrete as 
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they became too weak to work and were quickly replaced by an unlimited  supply 

of these unfortunate souls. The hospital was never finished and never used .We 

went to see Dianna Dors in “Yield to the night” at the Odeon Cinema and we saw 

3D for the first time at the Little Theatre,  being supplied with pinz-nez (cardboard 

spectacles), with one red lense and one green one, with which to watch, there 

were screams from the audience as a rat on a string, appeared to be heading into 

them, low flying planes seemingly, flying into the theatre, yet it has taken so long  

to have been adopted. We also saw the French ‘Follies Begere’  and had our first 

taste of ‘rock-n-roll’ with a young man singing Blue Suede Shoes, accompanied by 

a drummer, who we now know as ‘Ugly Dave Grey’, the little theatre suddenly 

becoming alive, with young people dancing in the aisles and between the seats. 

After returning the Vespa, we shopped and spent a lot of time on the beach as the 

weather was very hot and the sea water was warm as the tide came across the hot 

sands. We had a really good time, with just one day of rain, tanned and refreshed, 

we boarded our boat at 8 am and made for home, passing through customs, with 

nothing to declare, just carrying the specified amounts of cigarettes and perfume, 

arriving in Southend at 9 pm.  We gave the cigarettes to Pauline’s dad and the 

perfume to her mum, with little gifts for Trevor, who was now a little over eleven 

months old and when Pauline’s mum let go of him, he took his first steps towards 

us. It was still very warm and we were able to go for a swim at Westcliffe pool and 

a paddle on the beach before returning home to Deddington on Sunday 29
th

 July. A 

horror week to follow for me,  with dental treatment, 3 teeth filled on Monday, 

unable to go to work on Wednesday and Thursday due to an upset stomach, 3

more teeth filled on Friday, back to work 10 pm Saturday and yet another tooth 

removed the following Wednesday. Trevor was one year old on the 15
th

 August, 

but we did not celebrate until the week-end, when Pauline’s parents and brothers 

came to stay and although we had not yet moved into No 2, we were able to 

utilise the bedrooms, which made things much easier, but as written earlier, we 

did move into No 2 on Oct 14
th.. 

Unfortunately, Trevor received a nasty bite on his 

arm, when he tried to take a bone from Duke and Dr Wollaston came over and 

treated the wound, which soon healed.  Duke seemed to be getting jealous of 

Trevor and perhaps, on reflection it was time to have found the poor dog another 

home, which we had to eventually, as this story will tell. 

 

 



154 

Chapter 31 - It’s all happening 

Christmas 1956 has been and gone and we move into the New Year, still working 

long shifts, including week-ends and managing to get a little bit of wall-papering 

done for Winnie and Albert at No 2 The Paddocks. Being in mid-winter, there was 

not much to do in the garden, other than wood sawing with Aubrey, when we 

could fit it in. Dad had been ill just before Christmas, but seemed to be back to 

health again and he visited often as it was only a ten minute walk from The 

Paddocks and of course, now that we had the extra bedroom, he was able to stay 

over if he wished to do so. I took him out on my Vespa from time to time and I also 

cut his hair when needed. I note that we attended the Pantomime at the New 

Theatre, Oxford, starring the great comedian, Charlie Chester on 2
nd

 February. We 

had attended many shows at Oxford and Coventry over the years, especially the 

Christmas pantomimes, plus a few at the Odeon and Palace theatres at Southend. I 

had more than my share of trouble with the Vespa, mainly because of my 

inattention and got to work by various means, depending on which box I was 

operating at the time, including the early morning ‘paper train’, the driver kindly 

dropping me off at the Astrop signal box and also the workman’s bus that 

conveyed the workers for the Northern Aluminium factory, which picked up 

passengers at King’s Sutton, just a short walk to the box, but I managed to get to 

work on time.  George  Probert, who you will recall was my trainer, when I first 

started in the signal box, was found unconscious on the side of the road, his 

motor-cycle nearby, I visited him in the Horton General hospital at Banbury, he 

could not remember anything of his accident and made a full recovery, as there 

were no witnesses, the mystery remains.  

We were now ready to begin our plans to build a home of our own and 

remembering what Jack Rymill, the perway ganger had said about Mr Herman, the 

builder  having a few blocks of land on the Banbury Lane at King’s Sutton, we made 

a phone call to him and made an appointment to visit him at his yard.  Taking 

along a copy of the plans of a house that Pauline’s sister and her husband had built 

at Rochford, we met Mr Herman (Jack), who said he did have the said blocks and 

they were seventy five pounds each, providing that he would build the houses 

thereon. He looked at the plans and said that he would be able build it                                                                                                                                          

very economically, in local stone, rather than bricks, because he had a large 

quantity of stone available. He came up with an estimate of seventeen hundred 

and seventy pounds, a price too good to refuse and we accepted on the proviso 
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that we could get finance and we would get on to that without delay. We now 

returned to Deddington and called into the offices of Stockton Sons & Fortescue, 

where we saw Mr Phillips (who now in fact ran the business). He advised us to buy 

the land, as we had savings to more than cover the asking price, this would then 

become the deposit on any loan. The Cheltenam & Gloucester Building Society was 

suggested by Mr Phillips as a reputable financial institution and he filled out the 

application forms for us and sent them off, within a week we had got approval and 

the wheels were now set in motion for Mr Herman to go ahead and build our very 

own detached bungalow. At this time there was only one other residence on this 

side of the road and this was a lovely two story building, belonging to Roy and 

Yvonne Hines, Roy being a metallurgist with the Northern Aluminium Company at 

Banbury.  A couple of blocks further down, was the bus depot and workshop, 

belonging to Canning’s Coaches, with a vacant block alongside, where Mr and Mrs 

Canning (Terry & Winnie) proposed to build their new home. On the opposite side 

of the road were two cottages and a small paddock with farm buildings. A little 

further on, there was another small farm, belonging to a Mr Plank, who also 

operated a petrol bowser. It was an ideal spot, with the railway station and signal 

box just five minutes around the corner and Astrop signal box just a short cycle 

ride in the opposite direction. The post office, butchers, bakery, grocers and school 

were only minutes away, with the Midland Red bus service passing the front gate, 

not that we used this service often, with the railway station so near and the ability 

to take the pram free of charge and fare concession for Pauline and myself. 

Life seemed to be going at a crazy pace, so much to and from, all going well with 

the building plans, just the final approval from Brackley Rural Council 

(Northamptonshire), which came on 20
th

 June 1957, so now all can be finalised for 

Mr Herman to get started, I have no record of the exact date, but we made many 

visits during the construction period and sometimes thought the progress a little 

slow, but as Mr Herman said, when I voiced my concerns, “ you may not always 

see any work being done on site, but I can assure you that plenty is going on at the 

yard, the windows and doors are all being made, along with the cupboards and 

tops for the kitchen”. Not having any building experience, it would not have 

occurred to me about these things, the builder did the lot in those days, sadly 

these genuine craftsmen have given way cheaper massed produced stuff.  

Meanwhile other things were happening, some good, some bad. Mickey 

Monaghan, my cousin’s son, had fatally stabbed his mate, George Harper, whilst at 
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play, a dreadful shock to the community. Aubrey’s sister Jean and Norman Jenner 

were married.  Aubrey’s Gran broke her hip. Sadly, in February of 1958,Aubrey’s 

brother, Peter, sustained an injury to his fore head, when working on the farm and 

this resulted in his death from tetanus, too much time had passed until it was 

discovered and Peter passed into a coma and died, a fine, strong, family man, who 

might well have survived with today’s medical advances. 

 Trevor was now finding his feet, making his way up to the strawberry patch, 

where Pauline found him, happily eating the strawberries, red and green. On 

another occasion, he had managed to get into the henhouse, having fun, cracking 

the eggs with his little wooden hammer, the rooster wasn’t too happy, but stayed 

clear of the hammer. One morning, quite early we could hear the alarm clock 

ringing rather strangely from under the bed, we noticed too that Trevor had 

climbed out his cot and was asleep next to our bed, the clock having been, cleverly 

placed in the chamber pot, hence the change of tone, but at least I wasn’t late for 

work! In fact I was in ‘pissing’ good time! I made Trevor a little wheelbarrow, 

providing a sandpit, but it wasn’t too long before my veggie patch became a little 

un-veggie. We took him to a Pantomime at Coventry Theatre, his concentration 

soon turned, he found more interest in climbing over the back of the seats, he did 

this on the bus too, he was a strong little lad, so difficult to hold, a couple of things 

that I may mention, although not happening until he was a little older;  Aubrey and 

I took him to the Farnborough Air Show, a crowd of one hundred thousand, during 

the show, when our attention was so easily distracted with the flying and static 

displays, Aubrey said ”where’s Trevor?”, I said “My god, where on earth will we 

find him in this crowd?” With no success we walked back to the car, parked among 

a thousand others, next to the car, with a broad smile on his face, TREVOR!!, how 

on earth had one so young found his way? We were mightily relieved and praised 

him for his common-sense.  Pauline & I, with baby Rosalyn were on the London 

Underground, on our way to Southend. We were on the Circle line, the train being 

quite crowded, as the doors opened at one on the stations en-route, Trevor got off 

with the crowd and before I could get to the doors, they closed and we were on 

our way again. We got off at the next stop, made our way over the footbridge to 

the opposite side, hopped on the next train, which luckily our only minutes apart, 

and made it back to the previous station, over the footbridge, panicking like you 

know what, Trevor standing with the station master, not even shedding a tear, 

hardly aware of the serious situation that could have unfolded. 
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I told Mr Cooper, that we were planning to build and he said “why not buy No 2, 

much better than anything you could build?” I thanked him for the offer, knowing 

in my mind that the old building was well past its use by date. He then asked if we 

would like to move back into No 1 for the short time until our move to Kings 

Sutton, hoping that he would be able to sell No 2, so with little effort we moved 

and all the extra things that we had accumulated since the original move, we 

stacked in the shed. But No 2 stayed empty and at some time after we left, Mr 

Franklin the builder, bought both No 1 and 2, totally gutting them and turning 

them into a single, modern home, a huge improvement, I don’t think Mr Cooper 

would have gained too much of a profit on the sale. Pauline having visited the 

doctor, discovered that she is pregnant, our next little arrival should be early April 

next year (58), the stork having to be alerted once again. So it seems that we have 

made the right decision to go ahead with our planned new home. I had been 

buying some good tools in readiness for my future needs, also prefabricating the 

trellis fence and gate which will divide the back garden from the front. I acquired 

some good second hand railway sleepers from work and got them cut into posts 

for the dividing fence between us and the adjoining block. Dry stone walls made 

up the front and rear boundaries. I had plans for a small shed and sent off to a Mail 

Order company for sheets of corrugated iron for the roof, which duly arrived and I 

already had a second-hand window. I made a small bench and bought a vice from 

Mr Beardsley, I had never had the luxury of a shed before, let alone a bench and 

vice, wow!! So that was something to look forward to when moving to Kings 

Sutton next year. 

In September we attended the Farnborough Air Show, with Aubrey and Agnes, a 

fine day with excellent flying weather. I took my annual leave in October, keeping 

up the visits to Mr Phillips and Mr Herman, the excitement mounting. Pauline 

attended the Neithrop Hospital for her first check-up. We took in a few picture 

shows and visited our Oxford relatives  and finally Christmas at Southend. All go!! 
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Chapter 32 - Two busy years! 

Another year has been and gone and we are about to embark on a very busy 

schedule in 1958. Pauline was now preparing for the birth of our second child, with 

more check-ups and visits to the doctor. Mr Herman was making good progress 

with our new home and I detoured via the site most days, on my way to or from 

work. Pauline and I were now looking and selecting furniture and other effects to 

have ready for our move to Kings Sutton. We had decided to call our new home ‘St 

Aubin’, a name that we fell in love with when on holiday in the Channel Islands.  

The connection of gas and electricity supply had to be arranged and I ordered 

wrought iron gates, one small entrance gate and two large gates for the entrance 

to the garage, which will come later. I am not sure how it came about, but Mr 

Curtis at the local shop had a very large back garden, with fruit trees and an old pig 

sty, which was very overgrown, the garden extended right down to the south 

corner of our block and I decided to take it on, as Mr Curtis had more than enough 

to do with his busy shop and the flower gardens. The garden had obviously been 

very productive for previous owners, the soil rich and dark. It would be too far for 

me to keep up my Deddington plot, so this came at the very right time. Aubrey and 

I spent a few visits to the garden, clearing the weeds and pruning as necessary and 

giving the whole plot a good deep digging, then getting all kinds of seeds and 

potatoes planted in readiness for our move to Kings Sutton in just a few weeks. 

Pauline entered the Neithrop hospital at 8-40pm on the 25
th

 March and the next 

day her mother, father and brother Ivor motored down for an overnight stay, 

leaving for home the next day, taking Trevor, who was now two years and seven 

months old, with them, which made things easier for me, with work and visits to 

Pauline in the evenings. At 4-30pm on the 5
th

 April 1958, we were blessed with a 

little girl of 8lbs & 1/2oz, Rosalyn Pearl. My work mates obliged, allowing me to 

change shifts to suit my needs. Rosalyn was born on the last day of the tax year, so 

a visit to the tax office to change my tax assessment number, which  was 

backdated for the whole year, so my pay on the 15
th

 April was a bumper seven 

hundred and fifty pounds, fifteen shillings, tax forty five pounds and thirteen 

shillings. Under the Pay-as-you-earn system in UK at that time, if one earned over

the amount allowed by your assessment number, you paid higher tax, the next 

week you may earn less, so you would get a refund, so at the end of the tax year, 

all paid up, no silly tax forms to fill in.  This also applied when one married, we 

married on 3
rd

 April, so another big refund for the backdated number. 
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Pauline and baby Rosalyn left hospital on the 16
th

 April and we travelled down to 

Southend for the week-end, Trevor thrilled to see us and his new baby sister, lots 

of visitors and gifts from the family. I note that we went to Shoeburyness by car, I 

am not sure who’s car it was, anyway we ended up at the beach there, so the 

weather must have been good. On returning home, Mr Herman informed us that 

we could move into our new home on Monday 28
th

 April and would we like to 

meet with him there, along with Mr Phillips, to receive the key and finalise the 

paper work. At last, the move was on and I got in touch with Mr Deely, the local 

haulier at Deddington, to arrange the transport of our effects. On Saturday, Mr 

Deely made one trip with the garden tools, bench, wheelbarrow etc, and on the 

official hand-over day, he did two more trips with the furniture and pram, Pauline 

riding passenger with baby Rosalyn and I with the last load and Trevor who was 

now approaching three years of age. I sold the chickens to Aubrey for three 

pounds, with the intention of buying more when we were established at St Aubin, 

but I never got around to it and didn’t keep chickens again until 1973. I had 

arranged to take the day off for the move, as my annual leave was still a couple of 

weeks away and I also had the following day off, just enough time to get things 

reasonably well sorted. I had bought a carpet for the lounge and this was 

delivered, along with the three piece suite, enabling me to get that room in order 

very quickly. Our bedroom, with a nice bay window looking out to a small farm 

paddock and Kings Sutton village beyond, did not take too long either, as there 

was only the double bed to assemble and the cot for Rosalyn, we had ordered and 

paid for a bedroom suite, but as some damage had occurred whilst it was in 

storage, we had to wait until the 9
th

 of May for delivery, only a minor hiccup. 

Pauline’s parents had bought two single beds, which had arrived some time earlier 

and I painted them blue, standing them side by side in the second bedroom, 

Trevor opting for the one nearest the window. We now had the luxury of a 

bathroom, with toilet, the floor being of Marley tiles, black with a white fleck. The 

entrance hall was wide and long, with Marley tiles of ocean blue with white fleck, 

later used by Pauline and Yvonne next door for a small hairdressing salon.  

The kitchen/diner had a glass partition to separate the kitchen from the dining 

area. A small Rayburn stove in the corner, heated the water very efficiently, with 

the storage tank housed in the airing cupboard alongside. The dinette and lounge 

windows overlooked the back garden, with the Baptist church grounds and 

allotments beyond. The kitchen door opened to the Southern end of the house 
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and looked directly up to the magnificent church spire and houses standing above

us on rising ground. Our front door, made in Mr Herman’s workshops, was in six 

inch bubble-glassed squares, full length, with a small side window to match.

Pauline had made the curtains for each room and I had the job to hang them, but I 

can’t recall how, probably stretch wires? Each time we went to Banbury, we were 

buying all sorts of little things that we needed for the home and the children. My 

annual leave gave me some much needed time to get on with building the shed, 

erecting the trellis and gate, also the side fence. As Mr Curtis’s garden was on a 

higher elevation than our block, I made some sturdy steps of railway sleepers, with 

a small gate at the bottom, now I had easy access from our garden to his. I made 

an opening in the front wall for the entrance gate and a larger opening on the 

lower side for the double gates. I planned the front garden, with a straight path 

from the front gate to the gate at the entrance to the rear garden and a curved 

path leading off to the front door, with a garden bed on either side. A small 

retaining wall was necessary along the south side of the straight path, because of 

sharp rise in the ground. The soil was easy to dig and I found quite a few wire-

worms present, so a treatment of Aldrin (now a banned chemical) soon got rid of 

them. I planted potatoes and carrots, strange you may think for a front garden, but 

the potatoes cleaned the ground and the carrots attracted any last wire-worms 

that had not taken the Aldrin. Another good digging, after clearing the crops, 

allowing the winter to do its work, leaving a nice tilth for spring sowing of the grass 

seed and planting rose bushes in the borders.  For the record, Bolton beat

Manchester United in the FA Cup at Wembley two goals to nil, on May 3rd, long 

before Sir Alex Ferguson took over as manager. Aubrey and I were still sharing the 

heavy digging on the main veggie plots,  so much easier with two. 

My 27
th

 birthday was on Derby day, and the race was won by Hard Ridden, ridden 

by C Smirk. On the 11
th

 June, Trevor had his polio injection. On Saturday the 14
th

June, I observed from the signal box window at Astrop, a figure walking very fast 

on the down track towards the signal box. It was Mr Curtis, hurrying up the steps, 

out of breath, “Mr Harris, I have just taken Pauline and Trevor to the hospital at 

Banbury, Duke has bitten Trevor in the face, necessitating stitches and I thought it 

only right to come and tell you”, I thanked him for his concern and gave him a glass 
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of water, he then said “Pauline, Trevor and baby Rosalyn are sitting in the car by 

the bridge, so I must get back to them”. Thanking him once again, he made off. 

There were no direct telephone lines to or from the public from the signal boxes, 

which made communication somewhat difficult, other than from the station 

masters office, so more often easier to go to the signal box direct.  When I arrived 

home after my shift, Pauline related to me what had happened to Trevor, who was 

now sleeping, apparently she had been for a walk with Trevor and Rosalyn and 

when returning home, Trevor had opened the back door, stepping on Duke, 

receiving a nasty laceration on the face. This was one bite too many and time to 

get rid of the dog. I did get in touch with Mrs Gawthorpe, the lady who sold us 

Duke, hoping she may take him back, but to no avail and we then got in touch with 

the RSPCA, who came and took Duke from us. On 15
th

 June, I took Trevor back to 

the hospital to have his stitches removed, I remember well, that brave little boy, 

sitting on a table whilst the nurse removed the stitches. The next day Pauline’s 

parents and brother came to stay for a few days, a great comfort to Pauline, after 

the nasty shock. So life went on, my dad stayed with us on several occasions, 

giving Winnie a break. Dad enjoyed helping in the garden and being with his 

grandchildren. We made many trips to Southend and Pauline’s parents and 

relatives came along to visit us often. Aubrey and I continued to work together, 

with the gardening, etc, we also took rose growing more seriously and bought the 

best varieties from the more well-known nurseries. We also grew strawberries and 

raspberries in addition to the normal vegetable range, more than adequate for our 

needs. I was able to concrete the paths that I had laid out in the front garden and 

around the house, lay the lawns and set out the borders. These were exciting 

years, so peaceful, the country having recovered from the war, with everyone 

enjoying full employment, holidays and leisure hours. Married women were able 

to stay home and look after the children, meet with other mothers, husbands 

bringing home enough money to look after the family. 

Not so exciting though, when Trevor almost caused a tragedy, my fault really for 

putting the temptation there. To draw up the fire in the lounge, I had a large piece 

of stiff cardboard to place over the opening, which created an instant draught, to 

get the fire going, which it did very successfully. I then placed the cardboard 

behind the cabinet in the recess by the chimney breast. Pauline had placed 

Rosalyn’s cot near the front of the fire, Trevor walked into the kitchen with a 

worried look on his face, indicating that something was wrong, my god! it  was 

lucky that he did. He had seen me put the cardboard in front of the fire before and 
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he had done exactly that and of course the draught held it there until the flames 

burnt through, dropping onto the hearth and carpet and catching the frill surround 

of Rosalyn’s cot. Had I not been home on that day, Pauline may have been hanging 

out the washing or some other distraction, the consequences could have been 

disastrous, fortunately no ill effects for baby Rosalyn, who I quickly removed to the 

bedroom, slight repair necessary to her cot surround and the carpet was left with a 

couple of burn marks as a constant reminder of the tragedy that so nearly 

happened. One day Pauline told me that the toilet was blocked and I lifted the 

inspection cover in the garden, there was nothing there, so it was obviously in the 

toilet pan and our neighbour across the Road Vic Lutman, came over and put his 

hand down the toilet (yuck!!) pulling out a broken jar, which a certain little boy 

named Trevor, had kindly dropped in, Vic could easily have cut his hand, but 

thankfully he didn’t and the toilet was up and running again. 

 I am not quite sure exactly when, but I too so nearly caused a major blaze. It was 

usual for me to fill the kettle and plug it in to the power point ready for the 

morning, when on day shift. On the older style electric kettles, the plug would pop 

out when the water boiled, BUT! Inadvertently, I had left the kettle tight against 

the wall of the airing cupboard and switched it on, when the kettle boiled the plug 

stayed put and the kettle boiled dry and became red hot and started to burn the 

wall. It was usual to leave the dog in the kitchen, and he was our saviour, I got out 

of bed to find out why he was whining, the kitchen was filling with smoke, the 

kettle was bright red, the cable burning and the wall of the airing cupboard 

smouldering, I switched off the kettle, soaked the tea-cloth and doused the airing 

cupboard wall, opened up the back door and the dining window, all this without 

awakening the household, I shall never know why I switched the kettle on, just one 

of those things. The damage was: one new kettle and a bit of paint. 

Wallpaper was still very much in vogue and I soon had all the rooms papered, 

quite an easy job on the new and even walls, no ladders required, just a kitchen

chair and the dining table to measure, cut and paste. Fred Turner at work had a 

spare TV in his attic, which he said I could have if I collected it, which I did. George 

Sunderland, signalman at the Bletchington box, had a spare aerial, which he let me 

have for three pounds and sent it down on the train to Kings Sutton. I can’t 

remember putting the aerial on the roof, I rather think that I placed it in the space 

above the ceilings. The picture was very poor and a violet colour, no doubt it could 

have been fixed up, but we tolerated it for quite a while until we bought a brand 
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new one, (Nov 59) a GE (General Electric) with chrome legs and sliding doors to 

cover the screen, when not in use, a huge improvement, with the aerial now 

attached to the chimney on the roof. Record players were very much the order of 

the day, most homes having large collections of records. The radio shows, such as 

The Archers, Mrs Dales Diary, Lost in Space, The Billy Cotton Band Show, In Town 

Tonight, Much Binding in the Marsh, ITMA, Desert Island Discs. Family Favourites, 

Workers Playtime, The Navy Lark and many others, enabling one to get on with 

other things whilst listening. Not so with TV. Premium Bonds had been introduces 

in UK and I bought a few for ourselves and Trevor, they are perpetual and go into 

every draw throughout the year, but after fifty seven years, only one prize of fifty 

pounds, has come our way and that was for Trevor in 2010, so, although we still 

have the bonds and always the possibility of a windfall, one wonders how much 

those pounds would have made in a long term deposit account instead? 

So we move toward Christmas once again and now we have two little ones to take 

along to Southend on the train, Trevor absorbing everything en route, keeping him 

on reins, for safety, so busy, especially on the London Underground, or as it is 

commonly known ‘The Tube’. As I mentioned earlier, we did have an incident with 

Trevor on the underground, but he was much older then. Christmas Day was on a 

Thursday, so taking in the week-end and an extra day special leave, we were able 

to have a nice break, returning home on the 29
th

.  New Year’s day (1959) came in 

with a vengeance, according to my diary, we had gale force winds, rain, hail, snow 

and severe frost at night. On the 3
rd

, the Russians landed their rocket on the moon, 

upsetting the Americans, who wanted to be first. On the 19
th

 Aubrey collided with 

our District Nurse’s car at Co-op corner, Kings Sutton, incurring cuts and bruises, 

damage to his Lambretta and the nurse’s car, I think Nurse Dawson treated Aubrey 

on the spot and then brought him back to St Aubin, where after a rest, we 

collected his Lambretta, straightened it up so that he was able to ride it home, 

getting it properly repaired later. We had booked a holiday at Torquay by 

telephone that day for 29
th

 August, so probably Aubrey had that on his mind and 

lost his concentration. 

May the 25
th

 dad entered the Horton General Hospital, to have a gangrenous toe 

removed, he was hospitalised for one week, so being on night shift I was able to 

visit him each afternoon. Unfortunately for dad, the gangrene continued to travel 

up his leg, necessitating an amputation on 24
th

 June and a longer stay in hospital. 

On returning home, Winnie and Albert set up dad’s bed in their sitting room, it was 
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so sad to see him, so white, with tears in his eyes, those rotten trenches of the 

First World War had played their part in dad’s demise and sadly he passed away on 

24
th

 August, aged 75 years and seven months. Being on annual leave, I was able to 

be with him when he died and in the evening I made my way to Oxford to tell his 

sisters (Ada and Mary) of the sad event. The next day I went to Banbury to register 

dad’s death and call in on sister Eva to tell her the bad news too and in turn she 

got in touch with sister Eileen. Winnie made the funeral arrangements. In the 

evening, Pauline and I, with Trevor and Rosalyn caught the late train to Southend, 

as we had arranged with Pauline’s mother to care for Rosalyn whilst we were on 

holiday at Torquay. Travelling back for dad’s funeral on Thursday the 28
th

. Dad 

being buried in the East end of the Deddington cemetery alongside mother’s 

grave, with brother Jim’s grave not far away, later of course, Winnie, Albert and 

Doll were laid to rest there too, all graves unmarked. 

On Saturday 29
th

, Pauline, Trevor and I, caught the 10-50am train from Banbury to 

Torquay, arriving there at 3-40pm, walking the short distance from the station to 

our hotel. I note that we went to the pictures in the evening at the Regal cinema, 

to watch ‘Carry On Teacher’ (Ted Ray) and ‘White Trap’. On Sunday we went 

swimming at Torre Sands and took a mystery tour in the evening. On Monday we 

did a little shopping and later we met Aubrey, Agnes and Linda off the train at 3-

15pm. On Wednesday we spent time at Paignton Zoo and Goodrington Sands. 

Another visit to the cinema, to see ‘Pork Chop Hill’ and ‘Crash Dive’, after which we 

made a short visit to the local aquarium. We spent more time on the beach at 

Babbacombe, where Trevor made friends with another small boy, taking over his 

small inflatable canoe, not wanting to leave when it was time to head back to the 

hotel for dinner. Friday was another all-day beach. We did lots of swimming, tea 

trays and ice creams, with other assorted drinks and confectionery all available at 

the beach shop. But on Saturday it all came to an end when we caught the 9-10am 

Kingswear train (running one hour late) home, suntanned, a little beach sand in 

our luggage and a little lad called Trevor who wanted to go to the beach, but he 

soon settled on the train with Linda and they both had a sleep on the way. 

A mate called Les Williams, had completed six weeks training in the Kings Sutton 

and Astrop boxes and should have reported to Head Office in Birmingham to be 

taken on the rules and regulations. Les came to the box about two weeks later and 

said that he did not go to Birmingham, but instead went to the British Motor 

Corporation (Morris’s) works at Cowley and got a job on the Mini Minor line, 



165 

saying what a great job it was and the money was more for a forty hour week than 

what we were earning for all the hours operating the signal box. “Why don’t you 

get a job there too” Les said.  I being a little cautious, said “ I will think about it” 

although in the back of my mind, I thought about the extra money for less hours. 

So I caught the train to Cowley and made my way to see Mr Gurden, the 

employment officer at Morris’s and said I would like a job on the Mine line. “what 

is your job at the moment” he asked, “I am a signalman on the GWR I replied”.to 

this he said “I can’t keep taking men from the railway, I will soon be having to 

answer to them, sorry”. So I then mad my way across the road to the Pressed Steel 

Company and observed the fork lift trucks, buzzing around like a swarm of bees, 

loading and unloading a constant flow of trucks, I could also hear the noise of the 

presses, as they stamped out hundreds of panels and parts for the assembly of car 

bodies of all descriptions, the noise was horrendous, I could also see the sparks 

and flashes of the dozens of welders and the haze of smoke that emitted from the 

buildings, sorry not for me, no way! a far cry from the comfort of the signal box. A  

few days later, Les called by and asked how I fared at Cowley and I told him what 

Mr Gurden had said and about my observance at the gates of the Pressed Steel 

Company. “Go back again” said Les “and this time say to Mr Gurden, that he told 

you to come back in a couple of weeks, he won’t remember you, as he would see 

hundreds over the course of a few weeks”. So I did go back and said to Mr Gurden 

“ you told me to come back in a couple of weeks and you would have a job for 

me”. He didn’t ask any questions, other than my name, gave me a form to fill in 

and then to report to the medical room, which I did. 
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Chapter 33 - A Decade of Cars 

Had I done the right or wrong thing? I would lose my free travel, have to swap my 

uniform for blue overalls and travel twenty eight miles (by road, shorter by train) 

each day to the factory? Pauline didn’t seem to mind, so I reluctantly gave the 

mandatory one week’s notice to Arthur Gardener, the station master, who was 

visibly upset, losing another member of his staff, times were changing rapidly.  

So, on Monday the 21
st

 September 1959, I made my way to the station at Kings 

Sutton, bought a return ticket and caught the 5-55am Banbury to Cowley, 

(workman’s special), picking up more workers at each station en-route, the train 

being very full on arrival at Cowley, the passengers hurriedly disembarked and 

made a bee-line for Bob’s café, within the confines of the factory, for a mug of tea 

and food of varying kinds, then dispersing to Morris’s and Pressed Steel to their 

respective workplaces. I might add at this point, that Morris’s were churning out 

six thousand cars a week,(all models), Morris, Austin, MG, Riley, Wolseley, of many 

marks and variations, including CKD (complete knock-down),  complete cars which 

were packed unassembled, unpainted and exported to many parts of the world, 

thereby the company not incurring any import tax, the cars being assembled by 

the countries concerned.  

Having passed my medical, Mr Gurden told me to report to a Mr Charlie Willett, 

the foreman of the assembly section of the Mini Minor, in the brand new, purpose 

built, E Block.  A brief meeting with Mr Willett, who then referred me to Ron Cann, 

supervisor of the final section of the Mini assembly line and the hospital line.  Bob 

Hollis was the senior supervisor, and he covered the whole of the assembly line 

(several sections, each section having its own supervisor). Bob was immediately 

responsible to Mr. Willett. The car inspection staff was a separate body and their 

line of command was similar, with on-line and off-line inspectors. The Stores too 

had its own foreman and storemen, a very busy section, supplying the whole of E 

Block, the fork-lift operators were very skilled at stacking the pallets, probably 

twenty or more high. (there was the odd mishap). The Paint shop was an enclosed 

area, behind large glassed walls, for obvious reasons, large exhaust fans keeping 

the fumes down to a minimum. It was one of the first in UK to be fitted with 

automatic sprayers (a German idea, I believe),  
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So I meet Ron, a nicer chap would be hard to find, “come with me George, the first 

job is to the clothing store, for overalls and then to the tool store for a tool kit, all 

tools are supplied and are clearly marked ‘NO’ (Nuffield Organisation), so look 

after them, they will be your responsibility, files, drills and certain other 

expendables will be replaced when worn and presented for exchange. You may 

need other tools to perform certain jobs if you are moved to another section, 

which will be supplied on request.  All parts relevant to your job are placed in your 

work section, any damaged parts must be labelled, with defect stated and taken to 

the stores for a replacement. All equipment on the assembly line is air operated, 

for safety reasons. You will observe that there are many empty spaces on the 

assembly line, but when in full operation, these spaces will be filled and the 

production will gradually increase to a maximum of twenty five Minis per hour, 

day shift and later night shift too.” With all that said Ron introduced me to my 

opposite number on the nearside of the line, who was sitting, awaiting the next 

mini to present itself. “Robin”, said Ron, “perhaps you would like to show George 

the ropes, he will be your opposite number on the door trimmings, front and rear 

name badges, radiator surround and grill, etc, plenty of time, you won’t have 

another car along for some time by the look of it, still plenty of teething problems, 

both here and Longbridge (Birmingham), where the bodies are made.” I got on 

well with Robin from the word go, he was friendly and very helpful and he too was 

relatively new to the job. He explained about piece-work and ‘time and motion’ 

saying that when the ‘time setter’ comes along, to take your time and try for that 

extra farthing a job or more, later you may be able to take on a few extra jobs to 

boost your rate. For each operation, there was a marked space, and this was the 

space in which to complete your car and moving back to your next one, you could 

not encroach on the next space, otherwise you would be in that persons way, 

bearing in mind that the assembly line is moving all the time, unless stopped for a 

breakdown. But at this point in time the cars are only coming along the line 

spasmodically and the more experienced workers would move well back and get 

their job done and then go off to the rest room, as they could more or less judge

the time of their next car by looking at the overhead line, where cars from the 

paint shop would drop onto the beginning of the assembly line. The line was barely 

moving, so Robin had plenty of time to show me what was required. On the 

windscreen was an order form (every car already sold), the form would have the 

buyers name, De-luxe or Standard, Morris, Austin, Riley, MG or Wolseley. The 

Riley, MG and Wolseley cars were not trimmed on the assembly line, they were 

complete in every other way and then sent over to a special bay in C Block, where 
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men with higher skills fitted them out with more luxurious trim, seats,  dashes, 

radios, heater/cooler etc, making them very much more expensive than the Austin 

and Morris types, which were very basic by comparison. I had not worked with air 

operated tools before and I soon managed to break the first drill bit. A large single 

piece of trimmed Masonite formed the inside of the door, with a small insert to 

cover the ends (which were constantly falling out), a long painted cardboard strip, 

lined the door pocket, with one screw in the middle (basic), a chrome strip finished 

off the edge of the door pocket, with a small screw at each end. There was a 

template for both bonnet and boot lid, to drill holes for the affixation of the name 

badges, two large holes for the Morris badge and three small holes for the Austin 

badge on the bonnet, these were held on with speed clips and the boot badges 

were pressed into small nylon inserts, on the odd occasion, a car would leave the 

assembly line with Austin on the back and Morris on the front, much to the 

annoyance of the foreman, because this meant that the holes would have to be 

welded up and the whole bonnet or boot lid repainted, extra work for the hospital 

lines. Badges on the other models were fitted in the special bay in C Block. A long 

piece of formed aluminium was used for the   kicking strip, held by four small 

screws. So basically that was my job and I quickly hated it when the line was full 

and gradually speeded up, thinking to myself, “please god, have I got to do this 

until I’m 65?” On one occasion, towards the end of the day, Robin and I fitted a car 

with De-luxe trim instead of Standard, we only knew about this the next day, when 

we had to front up to Mr Willett for a reprimand and a stern ‘ticking off’! BUT! 

there were many mistakes on the assembly line, and these were rectified on a 

small line, called ‘the hospital line’ and Ron used to come around every day asking 

if anyone would like to work overtime on that line to help get the backlog moved. I 

never missed the opportunity to make extra money and invariably volunteered 

and because of this, Ron took me off the main line eventually and I ended up on 

the hospital line permanently. Just getting back to the main line, there were a few 

pranks and deliberate hold ups. The section where I worked was raised, to allow 

work beneath the car. This is where the hydro-lastic suspension was filled with 

fluid and pumped up to the correct level. A chap called Martin Conway operated 

this part, he too ending up on the hospital line. However, getting back to the 

pranks, it was not unusual for your tool box to disappear off the moving line, being 

placed further ahead to end up in a mess at the end of the line, or a squirt of fluid 

in the screw section of your box, only discovered when reaching down for screws. 

Martin had a few different colours of paint, with which to mark certain parts under 

the car, these colours often ending up on the heels of ones shoes, he could easily 
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reach, and a paint brush doesn’t really make any noticeable noise. Each car had 

four slave brackets attached to the underside of the body, which were used to 

hold the car bodies in the hoist when they left the paint shop, having to be 

removed before leaving the assembly line and returned to the paint shop to be 

used over and over again, this job was performed beneath the car and it was not 

unusual, especially on Friday afternoon for one of these to be ‘accidently’ left on 

the line, getting jammed in the mechanism as it passed under   the line, this would 

cause a major hold up, the plant maintenance crew having to be called., the line 

workers clocking off and away for an early start to the week-end. There were 

about two more sections on the assembly line after ours, the seats were the last 

things fitted and the cars would then be started and driven off the end of the line 

by a specialist test crew, onto rollers, where the cars could be tested as if being 

driven on the road at high speed, then onto a further small test pit, where the 

underside was inspected, the head lights adjusted and then onto the hospital line, 

where the inspection cards would be read by this line crew (me being one of these 

later) the defects fixed and the cars then despatched to, perhaps the welding bay, 

the tuning and electrical bay or the little hospital paint line. Eventually when all 

was finished the cars would go to the water leaks section, where the cars would be 

driven through a flooded trough at a reasonable speed and then through a car 

wash, the leaks, if any, would be recorded and fixed. When the cars were 

satisfactorily passed by inspection, they would be driven to C Block for final view, 

coated in wax and then sent to the transport yard for delivery to the respective 

customers. Large overseas orders would be loaded on special trains for delivery to 

the sea ports. One such delivery, of 400 cars, to Hans Osterman in Belgium was 

refused on arrival as they were considered far from good quality (water leaks, ill-

fitting doors, etc) and returned to Cowley. These cars all being left hand drive, 

were put through C Block, thoroughly cleaned, defects rectified and exported to 

Canada. To be perfectly honest, although the Mini was a smashing little car to 

drive, the trim and interior finish was far from perfect, except those that were 

trimmed in the special bay in C Block.  I had now moved down to the hospital line 

and the boredom of repetition on the main line was soon forgotten as I was now 

involved in all aspects of the assembly of the little Mini.(Windscreens, back 

screens, door windows and mechanisms, seats, bumpers and many other jobs) The 

electrical, Mechanical (tuning), welding and paint jobs were all separate and one 

could easily have caused strike action by attempting to encroach on anyone else’s 

job,  who pulls the string? so to speak. On the hospital line, we still worked in pairs, 

with one man at the end of the line, (Les Hemmings) pressing the stop/start 
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button and also directing the drivers where to take each car (Tuning, paint,  etc or 

direct to C Block if no further work was necessary).  We had a touch-up painter 

from the paint shop, (Botley, Derrick or Albert Kettle), two ‘tinnies’ (panel beaters) 

John Farmer (ex-Rolls Royce) & Henri Prusis (Latvian) and an auto electrician 

(Mick). There were three pairs of body builders, Martin Conway & Dick Jerome, 

Chris Symonds & Ken Smith(Stirling), Amy O’Neil & Myself. Amy was a well-

educated Irishman, but a womaniser and drinker, never-the-less a good worker. 

Pat Woods, another body builder, worked off the line in a small area opposite, to 

deal with cars with too many defects, which would hold up the flow of the line. 

The hospital line worked over-time four evenings per week and all day Saturdays 

and in the early days of production some Sunday work was necessary, especially 

when we got returns, as in the case of Hans Osterman (big job). Of course when 

the second shift was introduced, all these jobs had to be duplicated and on 

Saturdays the two teams would work together.  

There were pranks and accidents and Amy and I were nearly sacked for 

overstaying our time in the rest room, we got carried away doing the Daily 

Telegraph crossword puzzle and our car reached the end of the hospital line with 

no defects attended to, so it was returned to the beginning of the line, but this 

time around it was out of sequence and fell to another crew, who ignored it and 

moved to the next car, so the car got to the end of the line once again without the 

defects being fixed. Supervisor Ron was livid and gave us a right ticking off, saying 

“if I send you down to see Mr Willett, you won’t have a job when you leave his 

office, I will stand the car over in Pat’s bay and you can work on it between your 

other cars until it is finished” Had it been any other supervisor, I feel our time at 

Morris’s would have been short lived. Luckily some cars would probably have only 

one or two quickly fixed defects, so we soon absorbed the demon car. Ron’s wife’s 

name was Edna and Chris Symonds, always the joker, aptly called her “Ed-in-a 

can”, much to the amusement of all present. We used contact glue, which came in 

four litre tins, a hole punched it the top to insert the brush, over a period of time 

the glue would build up on the top of the tin, as the brush was used, when there 

was a good build up, we would peel of the thick layer of glue and roll it into a 

sizable ball, throwing it at unsuspecting mates, on one occasion Martin let rip with 

one such ball, intending to hit Stirling on the backside as he bent over the bonnet, 

but at that moment, Mick the auto electrician, popped up from the pit below and 

copped it smack in the eye, knocking him back, he was fuming and had to go to the 

medical room for attention, returning with a patch over his injured eye, I don’t 
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know what he told the medical staff, but there was nothing more said. Another 

silly prank, we used a substance called Prestick, similar to plasticine, but a little 

heavier. Rolling it into marble sized balls and using a short piece of rubber hose, 

we would hide in the pit and aim it at anyone above. One day I caught Derrick the 

touch-up painter on the side of the face, he went beserk, pulling out his pocket 

knife and saying “who-ever threw that, is going to get the knife”, I kept my head 

down, he hadn’t a clue from where it came and when he was further up the line, I 

quietly climbed out of the far end of the pit and melted back into the car I was 

working on. Some-time later, when we were on the night shift, Amy came into 

work quite inebriated and having done a job inside the car, he stumbled as he 

stepped out, lurching forward, holding his screwdriver and his arm smashed 

through the glass panel of the dividing wall, I grabbed him, his arm was deeply 

gashed down to the muscle, white at first, then gushing with blood. “Amy” I said, 

“grab your arm with your other hand and close the gash as tight as you can”, then 

he was quickly taken to the Medical room and ultimately to the hospital, where he 

received a huge amount of stitches and sent home. I had now lost my opposite 

number for several weeks and had to work in with the other pairs until he 

returned. These days Amy would have been breath tested and have lost his job, 

with no compensation, I shall never know how he got away with it, probably 

charmed the nurse, knowing Amy. He spent a lot of time at the USAF base at 

Upper Heyford, where he acquired large quantities of duty free alcohol, supplying 

a few willing buyers. A lot of parts used to be stolen from work, and many got 

caught and paid the penalty. An organised group were caught taking a large 

number of tyres, using the works delivery truck to get them out of the premises, 

whilst another very well organised group were diverting complete minis from CKD 

to various outlets, but were caught when an informant was put in. Some of these 

men were well paid supervisors, who must have been well aware of the risks. 

There was large scale theft of minor parts, but even these brought a few dismissals 

and the loss of well-paid employment, some of the offenders didn’t have the 

intelligence to realise that the parts would be eventually missed and an 

investigation would be implemented, with observers planted.                                                                                                    

The Red Cross blood donor service had a room at the works and Amy and I decided 

to give it a go, a break from the line, a free beer or tea/coffee and an hour rest, I 

felt a little faint after the first go, but decided to carry on four times a year, 

thinking nothing of it from then on, continuing in Australia years later to tot up a 
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hundred pints, only giving up after being administered a medication for 

polymyalgia, which apparently was not compatible with blood donations. 

I only used the train to travel to and from for a short while, as several lads were 

now driving their vehicles and glad to take passengers at one pound per week, 

easily paying for the running of the vehicle, especially when using a twelve seater. 

When I got my first car in 1962, I took up the idea too, carrying four passengers 

and, although twenty eight miles each way, much more convenient than the train, 

especially on Saturdays or the occasional  Sunday, when the workman’s special did 

not run, also I was able to park at the local deli, near E Block entrance, only two 

minutes from hooter to shop, enabling a quick get-away, before the masses of 

locals on their pedal cycles, filled the road from kerb to kerb. One morning, as we 

came off the night shift, just a short distance from the works, down Cowley road, 

we ran into a pea-souper fog, the fog was sitting on the bonnet. Alongside the 

passenger side of the road was a deep trench, where pipe-laying was taking place, 

suddenly there were shouts and swearing as several cyclists plunged headlong into 

it. I slowly followed the car in front, couldn’t see a darned thing, the car ahead 

turned and stopped, I heard his door slam and could make out the outlines of 

buildings, the driver came to my door and I wound down the window, “you won’t 

get far mate, you are in my driveway”, with a few curses, some delay and the fog 

lifting, I was able to get on track again I did have one mishap, involving running off 

the road and into the hedge, small damage and no injuries. I was about to pass a 

Rowntree’s Chocolate delivery van on a nice piece of straight road, no oncoming 

traffic, I was about half way along this van, when the driver pulled out without 

warning and I was forced to take avoiding action and pulled over onto the grass 

verge (probably sixty miles per hour), the grass was wet and I slid into the hedge. A 

small sports car pulled up to see if all was well and sped off, a short time later he 

returned to say that he had caught up with the offender and taken his details, 

reporting this to the police, who in turn stopped the van at Brackley, Northants. 

This ‘Good Samaritan’ turned out to be a Dr P.E. Potter (my wife’s maiden name) 

and because of his good deed, I was able to claim against his insurance. Another 

stroke of luck, my passengers hopped on the works bus to Kings Sutton, which 

stopped when the driver realised who we were. I picked up the car the next 

evening and back to normal again. For a short time before I bought my car, I 

travelled with a chap called Derek Marchington, he had a Meschersmit three 

wheeler, two-seat, one behind the other, it could really get a speed up, but it was 

strange sitting so low, when pulling up alongside a bus or truck, one’ s head was 
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about level with the top of that vehicle’s tyres. One morning we were almost 

home, a little cutting just a short distance from Kings Sutton, Derek nodded off, 

the little car ran up the embankment of the cutting, turning just short of the hedge 

at the top and returning to the road, Derek calmly gets a grip of the steering and 

continues without a word, I tell you, I was very close to having to change my 

under-pants, a bigger vehicle would have overturned, I am pretty sure!  Les 

Williams, who got me to Morris’s in the first place and his mate Les Holland, both 

worked in the paint shop and were always having a laugh about something or 

somebody. Les would say “when I fill in my tax form, what shall I put down as my 

occupation?” “Scratcher” said the other Les, I shall put Tag-ragger on mine” Of 

course these were paint-shop terms for their particular jobs on the paint line. 

There was a poor old chap in the village, his name escapes me, he had a very runny 

eye, exuding a yellowish secretion, Les Williams would say, “I wonder if he would 

let me dip my bread in his eye?”, “no” said the other Les, “I’ve already asked him”. 

So it went on.   

 Because the water test crew were somewhat isolated, they took turns in having 

an occasional day off, clocking for each other. One day Phil O’Leary was down at 

Oxford station, to catch the train, when, who should appear on the platform, was 

none other than Mr Willett himself, there to despatch a parcel, with a bit of the 

Irish, Phil dodged behind a loaded platform barrow and got away with it.  One of 

Phil’s mates on the water test gang, was a young man called Eric, he was a strong 

giant of a lad, and worked on Saturdays at the local abattoir near Bicester, telling 

us that he always drunk a glass of the warm blood as they slaughtered the cattle, 

no-one doubted what he said. I stayed on the Minis for eight years and during this 

time the one millionth of these small cars had been built. To commemorate this 

milestone, a limited edition of 500 cars were built, mauve in colour, with white 

interior trim, enough vehicles for each distributor to be supplied with one car, the 

1-000-000  badge being displayed on the boot lid. During the eight years, there 

had been many modifications, the little car had proved a winner and on the race 

track as the Mini Cooper S.   Being discontinued at Oxford and moved to 

Longbridge, the Mini line was ripped up and a new line laid down for the 

production of the Austin America (exclusively for the American market). The Mini 

line crew were distributed to other parts of factory and I ended in the ‘labour 

pool’, being assigned to a variety of tasks. I had now been teamed up with a Les 

Parsons, a single man from Chipping Norton who had spent most of his working 

life on a country estate as a game-keeper/general handy-man, but had joined the 
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car industry at Cowley, where his brother was already a supervisor in C Block, 

ending up in the pool. At this point in time, sales of BMC cars had slumped badly 

and many hundreds were driven out to Oakley airstrip (alongside Leatherslade 

Farm, where the great train-robbers holed up) for storage. Les and I, with several 

others, spent a time ferrying cars of all descriptions out to Oakley, being 

transported back to the factory by a twelve seater van. For a time we were 

stationed out at Oakley, a portable building supplied for our office and mess room, 

from where we patrolled the masses of parked cars, to observe flat tyres or 

damage. These cars were all waxed, but after months of being stationary, mice had 

managed to get into the head-linings, creating major re-work as well as  chewing 

through wiring looms, creating major problems. Two years passed before this 

backlog of cars was shifted.A 3 litre Austin was built at Cowley, not extremely 

popular, but a large powerful car, never-the-less, too powerful for the tyres and 

rims, the rim spinning in the tyre when taking off too fast. Les and I spent a couple 

of weeks, removing the wheels and replacing them with tighter fitting tyres.  The 

Morris Minor was nearing the end of its run and had been moved to a short 

assembly line in the CKD building, Les and I spent a while on this little line and then 

transferred to C Block on the Final View line, (under a top boss, Roy Wiggins) (next 

step Supervisor from this line), where we made the final adjustments to whatever 

type of car came along, clean, collar and tie job, staying here for a whole year, until 

we had the opportunity to work four nights per week in a specialist section, 

supervised by Roy Barnes (mouth and trousers). Roy was a tall man, strutted 

around giving out his orders, wearing wide bottomed trousers, hence the nick-

name, but once you got to know his way of working, he turned out to be a top 

boss.  Our main task here, was mainly modifications to already completed and 

ready-to-go cars, different plug leads, tyres etc. We modified a whole set of black 

diesel powered Morris Oxfords, which were built as Hong Kong taxis, filling the 

building with diesel smoke, when the hot-point ignition failed. The very last 

Wolseley 4/110, (the largest of the Wolseley fleet), that had been stored out at 

Oakley, came in to be completely stripped down, checked for signs of rust, mice 

damage, etc and Les and I ending up with this job. When finished, the car was sold 

to a man in Manchester as a two year old new car.  

Ken Smith (Stirling) was the son of a gipsy family and, although now married, with 

a small family, he told us that he never had a bed as a boy, always sleeping under 

the gipsy caravan, on a bed of straw, with the dogs. Only of small stature, Stirling 

was as hard and strong as nails, fearing no-one, but a most like-able chap. Some 
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lunch times, rather than use the canteen, he would take three or four of us down 

Cowley road in his car to the Municipal restaurant, where one could buy a really 

good meal. In the summer on warmer days, a quick dip in the river, just a few 

minutes from the factory by car and sometimes to the local car wreckers, where 

Ken was in his element, buying bits and pieces for his old car, telling us that when 

at home, the kitchen table was his work bench (the gipsy up-bringing!). Pat Woods 

and Stirling lived near Reading and travelled to work together, Ken getting the 

‘Stirling’ nickname from his speedy driving. 

Martin Conway and Dick Jerome were also good friends, Martin living in a flat at 

Summertown and Dick at Abingdon. Dick was a strong man and when I collected 

some roofing sheets from his home, he managed to bend my roof rack, when tying 

the sheets down (whoops!) Martin was pulled over by the cops for speeding and 

when the policeman asked Martin “where’s the fire mate”, he replied Sorry I can’t 

tell you, I didn’t know there was one”. With a caution Martin got a let-off. 

Everyone was so helpful back then, I was building a shed at our next address and 

was looking for some windows, Stan, one of the mini-line inspectors, said “come 

around to my place, I have just dismantled a shed, to make room for an extension, 

it was not very old, so I kept the windows, you are quite welcome to have them, if 

they are suitable to your needs”. Just what I was looking for and when I picked 

them up from Stan’s place, I was very impressed with his new extension, especially 

the brickwork, which Stan had done all by himself. You live and learn and seeing 

Stan’s handy-work, I changed my plans for my shed and incorporated brick walls 

instead of the iron sheets. A neighbour had hundreds of new bricks and gave then 

to me for free (more of that later). 

There would be a story to tell for each and every-one of my mates. Robin, my 

opposite number on the main line, it was he who told me of the great beaches and 

caravan sites in Devon and Cornwall and we joined him  at Polzeath, near Padstow, 

Cornwall, on the first one of our many trips. Robin and his brother had a boat and 

were fishing in the mouth of the river Camel, supplying us with some very nice 

mackerel, which we soused in vinegar and enjoyed immensely. Sadly I never met 

up with Robin again, after leaving the main assembly line. 

A group of enterprising lads from the assembly line, formed a consortium to build 

each other new houses, working at week-ends, holidays and lay-off times. All had 

to agree to see the project through until the last house was complete, each having 
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specified skills (bricklaying, carpentry, electrical, etc). A draw would be made as 

each house was completed, to see which member moved in. Most of these men 

would have been involved in the building industry prior to working at Morris’s no 

doubt. I am not aware of how many houses were built.  

Old Fred from the paint shop, made trips up to London most week-ends, where he 

had contacts for cheap merchandise, bringing back, razor blades, hair-cream, 

condoms, Nivea cream, all at a fraction of the retail price. Fred was no fool, he 

raffled his wages every week, having no trouble selling the tickets and making a 

nice little profit.  

During my years at Cowley, there were many union disputes and walk-outs, 

including a boycott of the four-hour Friday evening shift, the union asking for four 

straight ten hour night shifts, this went on for over a year, but eventually the 

company gave way to four ten hours. Having been fortunate enough to have been 

selected to work on the hospital line, there was usually plenty of work, even when 

the main production line was sent home through lack of bodies or parts, but union 

disputes usually involved everyone, so too did the weather, which created many 

delays and disruptions. I terminated my employment at Cowley early in  1969 to 

emigrate to Australia, but after two years returned to UK, only to find that the 

factory, now British Leyland, was on the slippery slope, with hundreds of the 

employees in the dole queues, with no hope of me getting my job back, as I had 

left of my own free will and as Roy said ”George, I would be glad to take you back, 

but that would be after all those that have been laid-off have been given the 

opportunity to return, could be six weeks, could be months”. I now know that 

most of them never did get their jobs back. E Block, C Block and CKD, all gone and 

the whole area now a site for small industry. 
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Chapter 34 - Back to Kings Sutton 

In the previous chapter I covered the whole of my ten years in the car-industry, so 

I can now go back to other things that happened during that time. We were now 

getting many visits from our friends and relations as we were probably the first 

young couple to have gone ahead and built a new home of our own in the locality, 

so they were all coming to have a look, which was very pleasing for Pauline 

especially, as she had yet to make new friends in Kings Sutton. But once she 

ventured out with the children, she soon had a nice circle of new friends in the 

village, June Jakeman, who lived just a short distance along our road was one of 

the first, Kathleen Cadd, the wife of a railway fireman, who often came to my 

signal box, was another and gradually there were many others, including Joan 

Brain, a little Welsh girl, who lived higher up in the village, opposite the school. 

Joan and her husband Ron had two children, a boy and a girl, Ron was the area rep 

for one of the oil companies, a well-paid job. Ron and I became good friends and 

we often visited the Inn-within at Banbury for a few drinks. Joan loved the James 

Bond movies and when they were showing at the cinema in Banbury, she and 

Pauline would go together, although Pauline was not really a Bond lover, Ron and I 

would take turns in taking and picking them up, each taking our turn at baby-

sitting. Aubrey and Agnes of course still remained our good friends and along with 

daughter Linda made many visits and we visited them as often as possible, more 

often when we bought motor cars. 

 As previously stated, when at Morris’s there were disputes and lay-offs, but I 

could not be idle and I asked Terry Canning at the bus garage, two blocks down, if 

he had any work, telling him that I had been a clerk in the army, with typing skills 

“Just the person I am looking for” said Terry, “my wife manages to do the wages, 

but not much good at the bookwork, I can’t really take on a full time office worker 

at this point in time he continued. So I had a part-time job (cash in hand), only two 

doors down. At this stage Terry and his brother Ralph, were struggling a little, to 

maintain three or four older buses, Terry’s dad, sweeping and keeping the place 

tidy, a couple of locals doing part-time driving on school-runs and week-end trips 

to the coast. There was a small office next to the main garage, where the buses 

were maintained, a small desk, a filing cabinet, a couple of chairs and a phone. The 

typewriter was an Olympic, one of several types that I had used in the army, paper 

and carbon, but no duplicator. The job was mainly typing up accounts for coach 

hire and school buses, also a few reminders for unpaid accounts. One man in 
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particular, would organise a bus trip to the seaside, collect the fares and pocket 

the money, paying in dribs and drabs after constant reminders and threats of court 

action. There were numerous invoices to be processed for parts and fuels, cleaning 

material &c, but these only needed a ‘with compliments’ note and a cheque and 

entered in the accounts ledger. But things did get better for Terry and soon he was 

looking at expansion, his bungalow had been built alongside the garage and he 

moved in with wife Winnie and their two children Gillian (Jill) and Dawn. Adding a 

couple of more up-to-date coaches and taking on a full time mechanic, Horace 

Mann. Terry told me to get my provisional driving licence and he would take me 

out in his Ford Consul for a couple of lessons, so that is what I did and I quickly got 

the feel for driving and booked lessons with Smiths Driving School at Banbury, 

driving a Wolseley 444, a Miss Taylor being my instructor, I don’t know why I failed 

my driving test the first time, but I eventually passed on 12
th

 January 1961. Terry 

had now up-dated his car to a new Vauxhall Cresta and it was not long before I was 

driving it to take and collect workers from the USAF base at Croughton and 

workers from the factory at Chipping Warden, among many other little errands. Of 

course seat belts had not been fitted to cars as yet, one day I had Trevor sitting 

alongside me (now six years of age), as I was driving the Cresta to pick up a 

passenger at Twyford Mill and as we were about to pass over the railway bridge, a 

car in the opposite direction came hurtling along in the middle of the road, I 

braked hard and little Trevor disappeared under the dash, a nasty accident 

avoided, Trevor happily sitting back on the seat. I loved driving the Cresta and I 

sometimes detoured to visit Aubrey, on my way back from a job. Terry asked me 

to have a go at driving the buses, which I did, but I was not happy with the old 

crash gear boxes and nervous of the extra width and length, so I didn’t continue, 

not knowing then that I would have many years driving buses and recovery 

vehicles in Australia. Now that the coach business was going well, Terry was able 

to employ a full time office worker. I continued to help with his taxi work and 

often got a knock at the door, whilst sleeping after night work, Mrs Canning asking 

if I could do a run, which I did willingly, despite losing some of my much needed 

sleep. We enjoyed our association with the Canning family, spending time at their 

Christmas and staff parties, the help that Jill and Dawn afforded us with our 

children, Terry taking me to the Wrestling  at the Winter Gardens in Banbury and 

soccer matches at Birmingham, West Bromwich, Aston Villa, Leicester, Oxford and 

other venues. Later when I had acquired my own car, I was able to get free service 

at Terrys and on one occasion, as I was leaving Kings Sutton to go to work, a 

passing car threw up a stone and smashed my screen, returning home and telling 
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Terry, he said “Take the Landrover George, we will worry about the screen later”, 

that’s the kind of man he was. Some years later Winnie passed away, Terry sold 

the now lucrative business to Heyford Coach Service and moved into a very nice 

split level home in a new development at Kings Sutton, overlooking the spread of 

meadows in the Cherwell Valley, looking toward my birthplace of Clifton in the 

distance. Sadly, Dawn, got herself pregnant at 15 years of age, much to the horror 

of Terry and Winnie and when the child was born, they insisted that it be adopted 

out of the family and it was. Later Dawn married an American serviceman, Wally, 

and eventually settled in America, but when we visited Terry in 2008, he said that 

Dawn and Wally had divorced and she was on her way home to Kings Sutton, soon 

after our visit, we learned that Terry had died, so we assume Dawn would have 

probably settled in Terry’s house. Gillian married a local lad (Norman) and lives 

with him and their family at Twyford, some three miles from Kins Sutton. 

Trevor had now reached four years of age and Pauline tells me that he started 

school soon after his birthday, sorry to say that I did not record the date in my 

poorly kept diaries, Trevor being a very strong, active child, making life somewhat 

difficult for his mum. I am not sure how soon after he started school, that I got a 

telephone call from Freda, the porter at Kings Sutton station, “George! Is your son 

supposed to at school?” “Yes” I replied, “well then you had better come down to 

the station, as he is playing down here on the platform and I have him with me in 

the ticket office”. I quickly cycled down to the station and retrieved him, telling 

him how naughty it was to wag school and proceeded to return him to Mr Rippon, 

the headmaster. When we got opposite our road, he wanted to go home first, but 

no! despite his protests, I took him straight back to school, on reflection, perhaps I 

should have given him a little break first.  Trevor was not a lover of school, he 

wanted to be outside, making his own amusement, as his teacher said “Trevor is 

like a wasp in a jam-jar, desperately wanting to get out”, how very true as time 

was to prove, he loved the outside world and got in to a few scrapes, but brought 

little trouble home. One day there was a loud rap on the front door, farmer 

Prosser was standing there with Trevor, “if you don’t give this son of yours a 

hiding, I will” he said very sternly, “my hay bales are all over the place”! I said 

“calm down Mr Prosser, no-one is going to hit any-one, the lad is six years old, bet 

he and his mates were having the time of their lives, what harm have they done? If 

you want me to go to your field and tidy up, I will, but please don’t come here  

with threats, kids will be kids”, with that he left and I don’t think I ever confronted 

him again. Trevor had and still has a good sense of direction and a good memory, 
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as you will recall in my previous mention of his little episodes on the London 

Underground and at Farnborough Air-show. He loved going to the river and the 

canal, a country boy for sure. Trevor never showed any interest in gardening or 

sports of any kind, I tried to get him to play soccer and bought him the boots, but

they soon got cast aside. He loved tools and tinkering with bicycles and at a very 

early age, motor-cycles, which became his passion for many years.  One day he 

came home with a car-wash brush, saying that he found it on the side of the road, 

which he did, but he didn’t tell me till a long time afterwards that it was on the 

wall of Moon’s garage, where it had been left to dry. I used this brush for years, in 

fact it may have travelled to Australia too. I made a little sledge and in the winter 

snow, Trevor would have great fun with it and his little mates as they careered 

down the slope of the rising ground along Station Road, Rosalyn too may have 

joined in the fun, as she would have turned six years old by the time we left Kings 

Sutton. Trevor also enjoyed riding with me on my bicycle, I had attached a little 

saddle on the cross-bar, with stirrups and when cycling to Aubrey’s, and getting to 

Aynho village, turning onto the Clifton road, there were two steep downward hills, 

heads down, we could free-wheel at some speed, all the way to Aynho station, 

much to Trevor’s delight. In the mean-time, Rosalyn was becoming more 

venturesome and one day Pauline found her on top of the trellis fence, this is 

before she could properly walk. When a little older she was playing with the 

Lutman children, across the road and when walking on the top of their garden 

wall, tripped and landed in the stinging nettles and brambles on the farmers side 

of the wall, incurring a nasty gash on her leg as well as some nettle stings for good 

measure, the scars remain. Many more un-recorded incidents, no doubt.  

My new garage had arrived from Manchester and erected all in the price, it had a 

steel frame, corrugated iron roof, double doors and cladded with cement fibrous 

sheets, in the space behind the garage, I had tied a car tyre between two poles, for 

the children to use as a swing.  The Worrell children, whose dad worked at 

Morris’s and travelled with me, often played with Rosalyn and soon after my nice 

new garage had taken it’s spot in the garden, the children managed to swing the 

tyre hard enough to smash the panels of the garage. The Worrell children quickly 

left for home, obviously terrified as to what I would say, but I told Eddie, their dad, 

that it was an accident and it was my fault for putting the tyre so close to the 

garage anyway and is was soon forgotten.. Later I repaired the damage and moved 

the offending tyre farther away. I got home from work one day and noticed that 

the glass of the bottom panel of the door, which led from the kitchen to the hall, 
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was missing, Pauline told me that the children had accidentally kicked a ball and 

broken it, but I have since learned that Trevor and Rosalyn were sitting with their 

backs to the glass, bumping backwards and forwards, resulting in a cracked pane, 

which I fixed by placing a piece of hardboard in place of the glass, leaving it like 

that until just before we sold and then changing back to glass. Trevor came in with 

nasty gash in his hand, apparently another boy had snatched a rusty blade from his 

hand, Pauline called Mrs Canning and as it happened her sister answered the call 

and being a nurse, she quickly bathed the wound, plastered it with Germolene and 

bandaged it up, hey presto! All healed well. 

I had been on night shift, being in a deep sleep, I thought I was dreaming that a 

war was raging, with the crackle of gunfire, but as I awoke, the crackle was still 

there, loud and clear, I got out of bed and opened the curtains, the barn opposite 

was well alight and the heat was popping the asbestos roofing, just like rifle fire, 

apparently workers had been welding and the sparks had set the loose straw 

alight, quickly spreading to the hay bales, stacked in the barn, luckily the wind was 

blowing away from the other farm buildings and the farmhouse. 

Pauline and I were in bed, asleep, when there was a rap on the front door in the 

early hours of the morning, opening the door I confronted a man with a torch, 

“have you got a rope” he said “I have got to catch a horse, which is running loose, 

just along the road”, “Sorry!” I said “ I really haven’t” and he made off on his 

bicycle. The next thing I could hear the horse on the road outside, I popped out 

and clapped my hands and the poor animal bolted up the road, sparks flying off it 

shoes, I can’t imagine where it ended up, but a little later, the kind  gentleman that 

had awoken us, passed by with a rope, going in the wrong direction!!. Unusual 

things happen, especially when living in the country, Pauline, whilst busy in the 

kitchen heard a little patter of feet in the hall and a lamb wandered in and settled 

under the dining table, she doesn’t remember how she removed it. 

Soon Mr Herman was building another bungalow next door to us, this one for Bob 

and Rene Ayriss, a few years older than us, with no children, but when they moved 

in, we quickly became good neighbours. Bob worked in Banbury, not quite sure 

where, Renee worked at the Fifty Shilling tailors, where I bought a new suit for 

Gillian Canning’s wedding, which she kindly got made for me and brought it home. 

As we stood up in the church for the ceremony, Yvonne Hine, who was in the pew 

behind us, tapped me on the shoulder and whispered “George! You had better sit 

down, I can see your bottom, your trousers are split all up one leg”  (giggles). “Call 
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in before you go to the reception, and I will quickly hem it up for you”. Apparently, 

because of the hurried order for the suit, the tailors had left the hemming stitches 

in and in their haste, forgot to machine that leg. Bob made lots of wine and had all 

the equipment in his garage, pipes, bottles and gadgets. I can’t remember if he had 

a car, he probably did. We now had another dog, called Sweep, a black cross-breed 

Labrador/ Collie, a lovely dog, but he would roam the fields and came home 

covered in sheep ticks, taking him to the vet, I wrongly opted to have him put 

down, it took Pauline and Rene a long time to forgive me. Soon a third bungalow 

was built and this one was for Horace and Mollie Mann. Horace worked for Mr 

Canning and Mollie was the local postwoman, they had one daughter, whose 

name escapes me.  Terry and Winnie had moved into their new bungalow, so now 

we had an un-interrupted row of five houses on our side of the road, leaving just 

two vacant blocks, which stayed so for quite a few years. 

A Mr Fred Dale, his wife and two sons lived at the top of our road and was the 

local haulier, running ex-military vehicles, thousands of which were available so 

soon after the war. In addition to helping Terry, Fred would often come along to 

see if I was able to give him a few hours, perhaps to move some-one or deliver a 

load of wood &c.  I was burning the candle at both ends, getting home on Friday 

morning from night shift, working all day, taking my turn picking up Pauline and 

Joan, falling into bed about mid-night, usually staying up all day Monday and going 

to work, half asleep on night shift again. There was a saying at the works, “Don’t 

buy a car made on Monday or Friday” Monday cars were usually made by men 

with little sleep and Friday cars by men with their minds on what they were going 

to do at the week-end. Spot on, I would say. Fred was another ‘Terry’, always 

willing to help. When I was ready to dig out the drive way to my new garage, Fred 

stood one of his trucks on the front garden and with the assistance of a chap from 

work, a Welshman named Bert Davis, we loaded it with soil, spilling lots under the 

truck. I was about to go and ask Fred to come and move the truck, Bert said “I’ll 

move it”, I had no idea that he had not driven a truck before and assumed it would 

be ok, but with the build-up of soil under the wheels, Bert was revving away to no 

avail and getting nowhere. What Bert had done, was to sheer the half shafts (I only 

learned this later when Fred came on the scene). “Shall I unload the soil Fred”,  I 

asked him, “No, leave it, I will get my son down with the heavier truck and tow you 

out, just clear the build-up under the wheels”. So the heavier truck arrived and 

Fred and his son towed us down to Plank’s field, where we emptied the soil.  I felt 

awful, Bert said nothing, “I am sorry Fred, you will have to charge me when you 
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have costed the repairs” Fred drove out to Kingham, a fair distance, to the yard 

where the old military trucks were stored, where he was able to get a ready supply 

of half-shafts. I didn’t know all this at the time of course, only what I learned later. 

However, Fred never mentioned any costs and I continued to help him when 

required, using him to move our effects when we left Kings Sutton to move to 

Kidlington. So putting that drama behind us, I ordered a load of nice gravel to 

cover the newly dug driveway and built a small retaining wall on the boundary, to 

prevent the gravel spreading into Roy and Yvonne’s garden bed. 

I was always able to get plenty of manure for the garden from Mr Plank, just a 

short walk with the wheelbarrow, no other fertilisers necessary, just a sprinkling of 

lime when digging the vegie patch and an occasional spray for aphids. Things really 

grew well, I have a picture of Rosalyn standing in my broad beans, a little girl in a 

little forest.  

For a couple of years, before our next two children arrived, Pauline and Yvonne 

Hine, started hairdressing and Roy and I converted our hall into a small salon for 

them, putting suppressors into their driers, fixing mirrors &c., a successful venture, 

whilst it lasted, free haircuts for Roy and I, Pauline and Yvonne taking turns in 

doing their hair dos too. But at about Christmas time 1961, Pauline was now

heavily pregnant with child number three and the lucrative little business came to 

an end. Trevor was now over six years old and Rosalyn three years and eight 

months. Trevor being so active and very much self-willed, Pauline had her work cut 

out, no doubt out of her wits at times, I don’t think she told me all that went on, 

me now working so far away and taking in all the overtime that presented itself, 

luckily she had such good friends close at hand to call on. 
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Chapter 35 - Two Plus Two 

I am not able to find a diary for 1962, I am sure I would have had one, perhaps it 

will turn up when this story is finished, so now I have to wear my thinking cap 

continuously, with the help of Pauline, Trevor and Rosalyn. Christmas 1961 was 

exceptionally cold and heavy snow began to fall during the last few days of 

December and into the New Year, making travel very difficult, causing many delays 

and making one late for work and returning home. Pauline was having a bad time 

and had to stay in bed, I was off over the Christmas period and a few extra days 

until Pauline’s mother came down to look after her, poor girl spent her 29th

birthday in bed, but now my records stop. On Monday 15th January 1962, Pauline 

entered the Cottage Hospital at Brackley, Northamptonshire, about five miles from 

Kings Sutton and at 1-40am the following morning, Tuesday 16th January, she gave 

birth to a baby boy, 9lbs 4ozs, who we named Adrian Graham. I was able to use 

Terry’s car to visit, which made things so much easier. However, Pauline only had a 

very brief stay in hospital as there was a bed shortage and was brought home by 

ambulance the following day, with the district nurse in attendance and the help of 

good neighbours. I had purchased my first car, a Vauxhall Victor NRD 967, Empress 

Blue in colour and I was able to collect it on the first Saturday after Pauline left 

hospital. I drove into the new driveway and tooted the horn, Pauline was able to 

leave her bed and look out of the window, the weather still bitterly cold, so now 

we had our very own transport, no more buses or trains. Another man in the 

village, Geoff Smith, had an identical car, so it was not unusual for people to 

mistakenly say “saw you in such and such a place” when in fact it would have been 

Geoff. One day we were in Northampton shopping, getting late, we saw Geoff with 

his bonnet up, “What’s up Geoff?’ I enquired, “no lights mate” said Geoff. “No 

good staying there mate, keep up tight behind me and let’s get back to Kings 

Sutton” I replied. So he did.  

Oh for that missing diary!  There were many things that may have happened in 

1962, but my memory is vague. But I remember our first holiday at Polzeath in 

Cornwall, going by car to a hired caravan there. Not having experienced holiday 

traffic before, we left home early on the Saturday morning, Trevor, Rosalyn and 

baby Adrian seated in the back, with Pauline alongside me, holding the road map, 

the boot filled to capacity,  with the suitcases and push-chair firmly strapped to the 

roof-rack. Pauline had made scotch eggs and sandwiches, I made a flask of tea, soft 

drinks and a bottle or two for Adrian. Setting off, we made for a stop somewhere 
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along the way, probably about half-way, selected a nice quiet stop off the beaten 

track and using the base of a large tree, that had been felled  many years earlier, 

laid out the food and drinks, enjoying a picnic in the lovely fresh country air. After 

a freshen-up and a nappy change for baby Adrian, we set off again, BUT!! Our 

relaxed start, soon became a slow stop/start, as we got deeper into Devon and 

Cornwall, no motorway back then, traffic was coming from all directions, choking 

every major junction as the holiday-makers from the industrial North merged with 

us Southerners. At some points, i.e. Exeter, Truro, Taunton, half hour standstills or 

more, making, a long miserable last half of our journey. However, we got to the 

caravan eventually, pleasantly surprised at the size and comfort of it, unloading as 

quickly as possible and making a light meal, showering and getting into the holiday 

mood, made for the beach, where it didn’t take long for Trevor and Rosalyn to 

make friends. I hired a couple of deck chairs and with Adrian in the push-chair, 

Pauline and I were able to relax with an ice-cream and later a tray of tea and 

biscuits, Trevor and Rosalyn back and forth with various requests. As we left the 

beach, we bought real Cornish pasties, taking them back for tea. It had been a 

tiring day and it wasn’t too long before we were all ready to try the beds. A holiday 

to the seaside with the children was just that, spending most of our time on the 

beach and relaxing. The surf at Polzeath was likened to Sydney’s Bondi and this is 

where I first saw the surf-board riders. I hired a small flat wooden board for ten 

shillings, and spent a few hours riding the waves, but not standing, just lying flat on 

the board and catching the incoming waves, great fun. Trevor carried the board 

over the dunes and left it by the car, for use day after day and eventually it ended 

up in the boot when we left and it even travelled to Australia with us in 1969 and 

back to UK in 1971, eventually getting confiscated on our return to Australia in 

1972. We did have a couple of wet days and a chilly evening or so, I even lit the 

little wood stove on one occasion, noting that other caravans  had done likewise. 

As written earlier, Robin and his brother had some good days fishing in their boat, 

just off the mouth of the river Camel, catching some lovely fresh mackerel, which 

we enjoyed immensely. It was a lovely holiday, the first of more visits to Devon 

and Cornwall, but from the first experience we made 4am starts in the future, 

avoiding those nasty hold-ups. 

Aubrey too, had now bought a car, a light blue, Ford Prefect, so now both our 

families were mobile, but as Aubrey’s annual leave was not always the same as 

mine, we did spent some holidays separately, but we still shared many home visits 

and week-end trips together, they were very good times. Aubrey and Agnes, now
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having bought a nice cottage at Aynho station, moving in with Linda and 

Grandmother, a nice size garden with a huge vegetable garden just through the 

wall alongside the Oxford/Coventry canal, where we put in many hours of digging 

that lovely black, fertile soil, resulting in some excellent vegetable production. 

Aubrey built a good sized shed in the far corner of the house garden, erected a 

greenhouse and a concrete garage, quite a transformation. 

I now have a diary for 1963 and I note that on News Years day I had written “Worst 

blizzard for eighty two years, over Sunday and Monday”, continuing to be very 

severe, with roads impassable, making me late for work because of diversions and 

a few more late starts to follow and of course late home too. I note too that on 

Saturday 12th January, it was the worst conditions for the English football (soccer) 

league, since it started, with only five matches being played, the football Pools 

cancelled. On the 16th, Adrian had his first birthday, I made and iced a cake for 

him, but because of the severe weather, we were unable to invite anyone to 

celebrate with us. The severe conditions continued and on the 22nd our coach 

broke down at Kidlington, on the way to night shift, taking shelter in the King’s 

Arms, public house until a relief coach got us to work by 11.15pm. The following 

morning our bus was late and we didn’t get home till mid-morning and on 

Thursday the 24th Jan, the bus failed to get through at all, so we hitched the 28 

miles home, four different lifts, trudging through the snow for the last mile and a 

half along the Kings Sutton road, walking on the tops of cars which were buried in 

snowdrifts. Just for good measure, on Friday a relief driver took a wrong turn and 

we ended up at Bicester, adding many extra miles to our already treacherous 

journey, getting home at 10am. The road into Kings Sutton from the Aynho end 

remained closed for some days, so a long detour was necessary via the Banbury 

Lane road, to Twyford to get back onto the main A40 road, passing the blocked 

road. To add to all this, our ‘kind’ boss, Mr Willett, said “I must do something 

about you chaps from the country, all these late starts, disrupting production”. OK 

for him, he only lived a five minutes-walk from the factory. (Twit!).   

In the country is was usual to listen out for the first cuckoo and I note that I heard 

one on 24th April and again on the 28th, I had a better chance of hearing one 

earlier, when I was in the signal box at Astrop, the box sitting alongside the river 

Cherwell, well away from built up areas, most of the ‘cuckoos’ these days are not 

of the feathered kind, I might add! 
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The car was making our life so much easier, we were getting out and about much 

more, with regular trips to Southend to visit Pauline’s family and friends. In March, 

I booked a caravan for a holiday, at Woolacoombe, Devon, starting on 14th July for 

two weeks. On this occasion, Pauline’s dad accompanied us, making a little less 

room in the car, but we managed very well, with Pauline in the back seat with 

Adrian and Rosalyn, and her dad in the front, with Trevor sitting in the middle of 

the bench seat. With a distance of 200 miles to cover, we made several stops and 

arrived at 1-30pm, yet again, a very nice roomy caravan, not too far from the 

beach. Unfortunately Pauline’s dad, not having exposed himself to too much 

sunlight, rolled up his trouser legs when we visited the beach, falling asleep and 

getting badly burned legs. Trevor was now eight years of age and Rosalyn five and 

a half, so they were now mixing with other children and having great fun together. 

An Irishman arrived at the park and was driving a hired car, complaining that it 

didn’t have good brakes and asked if I might be able to have a look, as he had no 

idea. I tried the brakes, wondering how he had driven so far without hitting 

something, apparently relying on the hand brake. With no effort I jacked up the 

car and with an adjuster, which I had in my tool kit, adjusted the brakes and gave 

them a quick test. Later Trevor came into the van with a pocketful of sixpenny 

pieces, saying that the Irishman had had a win on a machine in the Park Centre and 

had given the win to Trevor, because dad had kindly fixed his car. So one good 

turn! During our stay I visited the Ilfracombe railway station, where I found Ray 

Baddick working in the booking office, Ray and I served part of our National 

Service together in Hong Kong and Austria, so it was good to catch up again. Later 

Ray married a local girl and they opened a small guest house in Ilfracombe. We 

visited the cinema there too and saw “The Longest Day”, also taking Pauline’s dad 

to see it too when he had rested up for a few days with his sore legs. Although the 

beach was the main attraction, we did visit Clovelly, the Ilfracombe zoo and other 

attractions. I remember there being a few tears from Rosalyn at Clovelly, because 

Adrian got a ride on the donkey and she didn’t. I can see Pauline’s dad, sitting on 

the rocks after negotiating the steps to the beach.  

On the way home we encountered the 1 in 4 Porlock Hill, stalling halfway up, 

causing Pauline to be alarmed, fearing we would run backwards, however, all was 

well as I got started again and pulled slowly away in first gear. I can’t say that I too 

didn’t panic a little, hell of a steep hill. 
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So back home safely, Pauline visited Dr Hulse, who confirmed that she was 

pregnant and would expect to give birth in March next year, hence the ‘Two plus

Two’ heading for this chapter, I note a number of visits for Pauline to both the 

hospital and Dr Hulse, with additional visits by the district nurse.  So busy now, it is 

difficult to recall so much. In August I taxied Winnie, Albert and the children to 

Southsea for a holiday, picking them up the following week. I suffered a nasty boil 

next to my ear and Dr Hulse gave me Penicillin injections. I commenced donating 

blood. There were numerous air disasters. England lost the fourth test to the West 

Indies by 300 runs. Trevor had his eight birthday. Three railmen were killed at 

Knowle and Dorridge station, when an express rammed a goods train, G wiz! On 

2nd September Doll married her second husband, Griff Pritchard. On 28th I joined 

with a group of chaps from work for a trip to London to see Tottenham Hotspur 

beat West Ham three nil at soccer, followed by visits to a few pubs at Leicester 

Square, Trafalgar and Haymarket. Quite funny, as we were in Leicester Square, it 

was getting dusk and thousands of starlings were settling into the trees, to roost 

for the night, a local woman and her husband were observing this and in her 

cockney accent, the woman said  “Cor look at all them pidgins” to which her 

husband replied “They are not bluddy pidgins, how long have bluddy pidgins bin 

blick?” (black). A sing-song on the way home, arriving back at 3am. Just a one off! 

Sharing the gardening with Aubrey was paying off very well, ample vegetables and 

fruit, enabling me to make lots of jam, raspberry, strawberry and blackcurrant, we 

even had a go at green tomato chutney, pickled onions and beetroot. I sold many 

scores of (a score being twenty) of cabbage, brussel, cauliflower, broccoli and

savoy plants to mates at work, as well as onion sets and seed potatoes, which in 

turn paid for new seed. 

As much as we loved our little bungalow at Kings Sutton, Pauline and I had now 

decided to start looking to move nearer to Oxford, cutting down on the mileage to 

and from work and at the same time, finding a bigger home and garden, making 

many visits to properties within a few miles radius of the city, but the move was 

not imminent and there was plenty to do before it was, painting and making 

repairs where necessary, before putting our home on the market. I told Mr Curtiss 

that I would no longer be using his garden, thanking him for the time that I had 

and moved the steps and repaired the wall. President Kennedy was assassinated 

on the22nd. Dawn’s baby was born. We spent this Christmas day at home, a fifty 

five shilling turkey and all the trimmings for lunch, with Ron and Joan to tea, we 
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going to them for Boxing day, wood sawing with Aubrey on the 30th  and New 

Year’s Eve drinks to finish up a very busy year. 

So now we have visited many homes, but a temporary stop came to this when Dr 

Hulse ordered Pauline to bed on 28th February ’64, where she stayed for several 

days, as it would happen I was at home because of an industrial dispute at work, 

which ended on 5th March. On 13th, Pauline entered the Cottage Hospital at 

Brackley, once again and this time I was present at the birth of Kevin James, born 

on Saturday 14th Mar ’64 at 3-17pm, 8lbs 5ozs. On Sunday I took Rosalyn to 

London, where we met Pearl and Derrick, who took her to stay for a few days, until 

I got Pauline home again, her mum having arrived earlier, which was very helpful 

as Adrian was only two years old, Trevor now able to help too, running little 

errands to the shop after school. All the usual things followed, birth certificate, tax 

number, family allowance &c. On Good Friday I took Pauline’s mum to London, 

where we met Pearl and Derrick, who took her home and at the same time they 

brought Rosalyn along for me to collect. On 3rd April ’64 we celebrated our tenth 

wedding anniversary, going to the pictures at Banbury to see “The L Shaped 

Room” starring Leslie Caron and Tom Bell, Yvonne Hine, next door, happy to baby 

sit for us. On the following day it was the coldest April day for over ninety years, 

39d F., followed by Rosalyn’s sixth birthday party on the 5th 

On the 16th we viewed 200 Oxford Road Kidlington, which surprised the man living 

next door, who said “I can’t believe that the house is on the market so soon, the 

last occupant was only buried yesterday”. Driving back to Kings Sutton, we 

checked with the agent, who said “I clearly told you 160”, so off we go again to the 

correct address!, looks good and Sunday we met with the agent, who showed us 

through the house, at just $4,500 pounds, just the home we were looking for, two 

large double bedrooms and a small box room, ideal for Rosalyn. The front 

bedroom had a large bay window, looking directly out to the main Oxford/ 

Banbury road, as did the little box room, the second large bedroom over-looking

the long back garden and the school grounds beyond. A large bathroom and toilet 

were at the top of the stairs, with an airing cupboard, which contained the hot 

water storage tank, alongside. Whilst down stairs, a large entrance hall, a small 

kitchen, a nice sized front lounge, with a slightly smaller dining room at the rear, a 

coal bunker and outside toilet were attached to the back wall of the kitchen, with  

a brick garage at the end of the drive, the house standing well back from the main 

road, with a service road, a good sized front garden, with drive to the garage, a 
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long back garden, bordering onto the primary school grounds and being just three 

miles from my work, just what we were looking for. The house was owned by a Mr 

Penny, he had only occupied one room downstairs, so the rest of the rooms were 

empty, but in good condition. Alerting Mr Phillips of our discovery, he did the 

paper work for the purchase of No. 160, subject to the sale of St Aubin. So our 

little gem goes on the market at $3,500 pounds  and it was not too long before 

several people had come along to have a look, Mr & Mrs Mobley (Yvonne’s 

parents) thinking that it would be nice to live next door to their daughter, son-in-

law and grand-daughter, Sally, decided to buy it on  6th May 64  and the wheels 

were in motion, but at this time, Yvonne, Roy and Sally were in Canada, as Roy was 

on an exchange contract with his firm for twelve months, Mr and Mrs Mobley 

having booked a trip to visit them, left the sale in the hands of their agent and off 

to Canada they went. Now this made things rather difficult when it was time to 

exchange contracts, necessitating to and fro relays of paper-work to and from 

Canada, also adding the extra cost of a bridging loan to secure No. 160 until 

settlement, on reflection, I think Mr Mobley should have paid that, after all, it was 

he that caused the delay, but that didn’t occur to me then and settlement came on 

22nd August 64. Also my annual leave, which I was hoping would have coincided 

with our move, came and went, but not totally wasted, as I was able to get many 

ends tied up, Pauline and I wasting no time in purchasing things ready for the 

move;  easy chairs for the dining room, a new sink unit, a bedroom suite and new 

double bed, I ordered a 25ft extension ladder and a new electric drill.  I made lots 

more jam and things carried on much the same, the summer weather was good, so 

a few more swims at Clifton, with Aubrey and Agnes.  Trevor hooked a fish at the 

deep-hole at Clifton Mill, Rosalyn and Linda looking on. I had told Mr Canning of 

the move and although disappointed to see us go, wished us well and promised to 

visit when we were settled in as did many of our friends and relations. It was a 

wrench to move, we had made so many friends and Trevor and Rosalyn settled in 

school, Adrian and Kevin of course, too young to be affected. 
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Chapter 36 - Kidlington 

So after the traumatic experience of selling St Aubin, Mr Dale and I moved all the 

garden tools and the contents of the shed to 160 Oxford Road on Thursday 27th 

August 64. The following day, after night shift, we moved the household furniture 

and on completion, I paid Fred and then collected Pauline and the children for the 

move to our new home, a few tears I am sure as we left Kings Sutton behind, but 

there were many visits there later. 

At one time, it may be still, Kidlington was the largest village in the UK, it did not 

have town status, it was really in two parts, old and new, a lovely old church in the 

older part, with a cinema, a super-market and lots of other shops in the newer 

part. Opposite 160 was the Bicester road corner with Bucklands garage having 

petrol bowsers on either side. Eric the butcher was to the left side and Burtons 

super-market on the right. Looking a little to the right, stood the police station 

(later it was enlarged and became the headquarters of the Thames Valley Police), 

then the Doctors surgery and the High School. On our side of the road, a few doors 

down, was a news-agent and opposite was Truby’s Café. Travelling a little farther 

along Oxford road, was the newest area, called Garden City, with numerous shops 

and the Zoo Garage, so called because it was built on the site of the old Oxford 

Zoo. There were a few pubs, one being called The Kings Arms, sited on the Bicester 

road and another, The Dog, just a few doors along from us. The primary school, as 

mentioned was adjacent to the bottom of our garden, but accessed from our 

service road by a small road near the Dog. The Great Western Railway station was 

almost out of the village, being at the extreme northern end, with the 

Oxford/Coventry canal running close by, with the Kidlington airstrip (now Oxford 

airport) a little farther north. With the Pressed Steel factory, BMC’s Morris factory 

and the City of Oxford just a little distance away, the Oxford/Banbury road was 

very busy at all times, with buses and cars interspersed with heavy vehicles 

carrying supplies and finished products to and from the factories, our service road, 

with a wide grass section, was a very useful asset, sometimes being used as a relief 

road in the case of a serious accident on the main road. As much as we loved St 

Aubin, 160 became our favourite, a challenge to work on.  
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Chapter 37 - Settling in at 160 

Fortunately we had not brought a large amount of furniture from our little 

bungalow and the new things that were ordered did not arrive till the next day and 

days following, so we quickly set up the beds and dining room. It was not until I 

was about to plug in the cooker, that I noticed that there was no cooker point, only 

the old original 5amp plugs, Mr Penny had used gas, so now we were stuck 

without hot plates or oven and unable plug in the kettle, we had no gas appliances 

either, but were able to boil water in a small saucepan on one of the kerosene 

stoves. So, fish and chips it was. I found the electrical shop and explained our 

predicament to the proprietor, Mr Woodward, who came up to 160 within the 

hour and had a look, saying “I will be here first thing in the morning” and he was, 

putting in a cooker point, which included a point for the kettle,  in no time  at the 

same time looking at the out-dated 5amp system, advising us to up-date, with a 

13amp ring main, which he could do for us at a very reasonable price, so without 

any hesitation we agreed and he and another  electrician came along about a week 

later and installed a brand new system, with fused  13amp power plugs and the 

wiring neatly secured beneath the flooring, all for thirty one pounds and ten 

shillings. So now our sparkling new cooker was operational, Pauline tells me that it 

was a Tricity Viscount and I note that I paid fourteen pounds and ten shillings to 

the Electricity Board, so, although I can’t recall, I imagine that was a deposit and 

probably we paid the rest on the quarterly bills? The telephone was installed on 

the 15th Oct 64 and our number was Kidlington 3547 (a shared line at first) As I said 

earlier, the house was in good condition, but the paint-work was brown 

everywhere and I quickly got on with changing it to brilliant white, the walls just 

needed a wash and it didn’t take long to wallpaper them. I now had the benefit of 

being nearer to work, thus saving many hours of travelling time. There was a very 

old cement sink in the kitchen, which I removed and installed a nice stainless one 

with drainer and cupboards beneath, with a smart little end unit near the door 

where Pauline kept a few handy things. The next job was to make a serving hatch 

through the kitchen/dining wall, certainly saved a lot of trips to the dining room via 

the hall.  The kitchen window and door were on the driveway side, immediately 

opposite our new neighbours, Fred and Gwen Gibbons, Fred a retired man drove a 

Morris Minor car and did odd jobs in the area, whilst Gwen, his second wife, was a 

much younger lady, with one daughter Jean, excellent neighbours. Our driveways 

were divided by a smart brick wall between the houses, with a neatly trimmed 

privet hedge to the roadway. Our neighbours on the other side were Mr & Mrs 
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Scroggs, with two sons, Steven and David.  Mr Scroggs owned a newsagency in one 

of the city suburbs, but sadly had a heart attack and died soon after we moved in, 

the boys then taking over the business, but David turned to drugs and quickly 

became heavily addicted, and looked like a man of seventy as he walked past, 

dying a young man. I think the business was sold and Steven continued his trade in 

the manufacture of lead light windows, mainly of the stained glass church type. A 

large Prunus tree (Ornamental Plum) stood in the South corner of our front 

garden, a lawn and flower borders, with a small leaved Cotoneaster growing 

against the wall under the bay window, with a larger leaved American Cotoneaster 

scaling the side wall to the kitchen door. A large fish pond was the main feature of 

the back garden, near to the house, a large apple tree near the back of the garage 

with a variety of shrubs, dotted around the lengthy garden. 

Trevor wasted no time in finding a friend, just three doors down lived John and 

Jenny Hunt, with their two children, Timothy and Tracy. Trevor met Tim outside his 

house on the day we arrived and told Tim’s mum, Jenny, that he was hungry, 

because his mum didn’t give in any food, we didn’t know this at the time, only 

when Jenny came down to collect Tim and made herself known to Pauline and I,  

telling us the little ‘white lie’ story of the ‘hungry’ boy. But this was the start of a 

great friendship with Jenny and John, which lasted until we left in 1969. Jenny 

wore a long plait in her hair and was about the same height as Pauline, 

unfortunately a smoker, but a lovely, happy person, never-the-less. John worked at 

the Pressed Steel factory at Cowley and drove a Hillman Minx car. Anyway, Jenny 

gave Trevor and Tim a bag of walnuts to share and they sat on the grass at the 

front of our garden to devour them, some months later when I was trimming the 

hedge, I spotted a walnut with a green shoot growing from the cracked shell, 

carefully digging it up, I placed it in the back garden, where it developed into a fine 

young tree. Rosalyn, in the meantime, had met two little girls, Anita and Debbie 

and it was only when this young mother came to look for them, that we met 

Valerie Bossom, a friendship that has lasted from then to this day (2013) Valerie’s 

husband Ken we met later. Pauline was now overwhelmed with new friends, really 

enjoying the new life. Jenny had introduced her to many of her friends, Jean 

(moon-face) and Brenda being the closest. Jen, as husband John, always called her,  

spent a lot of time at our house, putting on the kettle when a cuppa was needed 

and helping Pauline with the children, almost one of the family, sharing each-

others problems and pleasures.  With so many shops close at hand, Oxford City, 

just three miles away, and the big Cowley shopping centre a similar distance, 
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Pauline was much happier, not that she had abandoned her friends and memories 

of Kings Sutton, after all they were only a few miles away and made many visits. 

We exchanged regular visits with Aubrey and Agnes, still enjoying are gardening 

together and many drives to various places of interest and the Pantomimes at 

Christmastime. I think the wood-sawing had ended. With no hills to climb, 

Kidlington being built on a flat plain, Pauline, Jen and friends were able to take the 

children for long walks with their prams and pushers. Pauline had kept her bicycle 

and Jen had one too, so with a couple of new tyres and the addition of a baby 

carrier over the rear wheel, she and Jen, who’s bike was already adapted, were 

able to cycle along to Garden City to the shops and also visit Jean, who lived 

nearby. Eventually her bike, as well mine, which we had had for so many years, 

became part of Trevor’s mechanical ‘learning’, in other words it wasn’t too long 

before they were in many pieces.We purchased the appropriate school clothing for 

Trevor and Rosalyn and when school resumed after the summer break, we took 

them to the Primary school and they were allocated their respective class. The 

school was not very old, with modern facilities, large sports field and a swimming 

pool. Rosalyn hated the pool, because she said it was always freezing cold, I can’t 

recall Trevor complaining, but he may have, school was not really his forte, he was 

an outside boy and was happy to be out there, but he did much better later, when 

he crossed over to the High School. One day there was a knock on the door, a 

policeman standing there, “Does Trevor Harris live here?” he asked, as though he 

didn’t already know, “yes, what’s he been up to?” I replied, “he handed in some 

tools a while ago, and as they have not been claimed, they now belong to Trevor”. 

Sometime later we had another couple of visits from the law, firstly to bring Trevor 

a silver Churchill Commemoration Crown (five shillings) which he had handed in. 

(we still have it) and on the next visit to enquire if Trevor owned an old canoe, 

which they had found along the river, saying that they had destroyed it, 

considering it to be too old and unsafe, fearing a tragedy might result from its 

further use. Trevor said that he and his friend Tyfull had found it at the dump and 

had had great fun with it. One day I heard the sound of an auto-cycle passing the 

kitchen door, Trevor was now twelve years of age, I looked out just in time to see 

the rear wheel of a green machine passing into the outside toilet. “Trevor where 

did you get that from and how did you get it here?” I said sternly. “I swapped  

something for it with a boy up the road and I rode it home” he said, “for god’s sake 

Trevor, you are only twelve years old, you will be in all sorts of trouble, if you get 

caught riding it, take it back at once and push it” I am not sure what happened to 

it, but I must say, Trevor never brought any trouble home that I can recall and he 



195 

made many friends, sadly a couple of them died very young from motor-cycle 

accidents. Trevor and friends made many visits to the Yarnton refuse dump, 

bringing home a variety of things, since having heard that some things were not 

from the dump. He and Rosalyn, along with other mates, were making regular 

visits to a house near the Catholic-School, the owners were overseas on a very 

long stay, so their house became a meeting place for the youngsters, who gained 

entry from the rear. Rosalyn seems to remember the house being called “Two 

Candles”, but Trevor insists that it was indeed “Two Acres”, not really that 

important.  The fact is that the children seemed to have a free run of the place, 

without being disturbed, leaving it a bit of a mess, I understand and lots of the so 

called “dump items”  probably came from here too. It is uncanny, that as a boy, I, 

along with Aubrey and other boys and girls, were doing exactly the same in Lord 

Denbigh’s house, as written earlier in the story. 

Rosalyn too made lots of friends, Carolyn Tuppeny, the Bossom girls, Anita and 

Debbie and the Eastmans, who had returned from Australia, but born in South 

Africa, to mention a few. Rosalyn and Caroline, ventured out at Christmas time to 

go carol singing and made a few pennies, not a safe venture these days, I might 

add. After sometime had passed, Rosalyn told us that she, along with Adrian and 

little Kevin would walk to the canal, which was a short walk across a field past the 

school and on one occasion, Kevin fell in the canal and she managed to grab him, 

had it been the river, it would have been a different story, being deeper and 

flowing. In the swampy land, opposite the primary school, there were some quite 

large pools of water, one such pool had a huge pile of rubble and soil in the 

middle, like a little island, taking a wooden drawer from my tool cabinet, using it as 

a boat, Rosalyn, with Adrian and Kevin, attempted to get to this ‘island’, whether 

they succeeded or not, only they can say. Going back to Kings Sutton, I have since 

learned, that Rosalyn was chasing little Adrian around the oil stove in the hall and 

managed to knock it over, incurring a nasty burn on her arm, only quick thinking by 

Pauline, who averted another disaster, by quickly extinguishing the flame.  They 

were merely doing what children do, ‘bless their little cotton socks’, as the locals 

would say. 

I recall one morning, as I was about to go to bed after night shift, there was a 

sound of a collision on the main road, dashing out, two cars had collided opposite 

our front garden. A truck was just pulling away, it would seem that the young 

woman in one car had pulled out from behind the truck and collided almost head 
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on with Caroline’s dad, Mr Tuppeny, he was not hurt, but the girl in the other car 

was in a stupor and did not respond to my questions, so I stayed with her till the 

police and ambulance arrived, telling the policeman that I had not witnessed the 

collision, only that I lived opposite and heard the crash, leaving Mr Tuppeny to fill 

in the details and left the scene and went to bed. 

One morning Fred next door came into the drive with Adrian, saying that he had 

seen him wandering on the main road outside, running to his rescue, but for Fred 

another tragedy may have occurred, Adrian, now three years of age, had climbed 

over the side gate, we shall never know what he had seen to attract his attention, I 

was at work and Pauline probably attending Kevin, thank god Fred had seen him, 

after which I added more height to the gate. 

The downstairs interior decorating, along with visits to Southend and the usual 

every-day happenings, had taken us up to November and during this time Pauline’s 

brother Ivor and his fiancé, Chloe, were married at St Lukes church, Southend on 

26th September 64 and I was best man, so with Christmas fast approaching and 

the shorter, colder days upon us, the upstairs decorating took me well into the 

New Year. We carpeted the hall, stairs and landing in a rich cherry red, with a 

cheaper body covering for the bedrooms and dining room. The main lounge floor 

was left till later. All the furniture had now been delivered and the rooms were 

looking really nice. I had made Rosalyn a nice little dressing table with a kidney 

shaped top and mirror, Pauline had made a nice frilled curtain to cover the front, 

as well as curtains for the window and with a small wardrobe and comfy bed, 

Rosalyn had her own cosy little room.  Trevor and Adrian shared the back 

bedroom, later replacing Adrian’s bed with a double bunk to take in Kevin. 

Turning now to the outside, I had not neglected the garden, having planted the 

vegetable patch, to yield some very nice veggies. The rest of the garden, both back 

and front I was keeping tidy until such times, when I could put my plans into 

practice. The very first thing though, now that the weather was improving, was to 

get the outside painting underway. My new ladder now came into play and I 

cleaned the guttering and painted it dark green as I did the downpipes too, the 

windows in cream and the sills in the dark green. The front door was of glass 

panels, I painted the frames cream. The kitchen door was half glass squares and 

wood at the lower half, I think I painted that green and cream, with the coal-shed 

and outside toilet doors green (guessing). But other things were also taking place 

of course, funny if they were not.  A front wheel bearing gave way, as we were on 
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our way to Stoke-on-Trent, costing me seven pounds and ten shillings to get it 

fixed. We visited Trevor and Rosalyn’s school on ‘open day,’ where they were 

excited to show us their work and classrooms, talk to the teachers and enjoy 

refreshments with them. On Pauline’s thirty second birthday, Winnies daughter 

Sylvia married John Shepherd at the Weslyan Chapel in Deddington. Sir Winston 

Churchill died on the 24th January 65 and was buried at Bladon Churchyard on the 

30th, I took Pauline and children to the railway bridge just along the road, to see his 

special funeral train pass, hauled appropriately by steam engine number 34051 

“Winston Churchill”. For many, many weeks, people were flocking to the small 

village of Bladon to pay homage at Churchill’s graveside, creating huge traffic 

problems, people having to park a long way from the village. As we only lived a 

short distance away, we made several visits much later. On the 28th, we booked a 

caravan at Blue Anchor Bay, Minehead, for one week, 17th July to 24th. . Jen’s 

husband John, a keen supporter of Oxford United soccer club, asked me to go 

along to the fixtures, which I did on many occasions. Rosalyn had her seventh 

birthday on the 5th April 65 and I note that at her party, there were nine girls and 

three boys (wow!). We made sure that the children attended the dentist, at one 

appointment, I note that Rosalyn had four teeth removed. Pauline’s Grandmother 

(Mums Mum) died on 10th July 65 and I took the day off to look after the children, 

whilst Pauline travelled down to Southend for the funeral, on the 15th, her Uncle 

Will, picking her up on his way through from Dudley along with Auntie Ruby. 

Trevor went to stay with Chloe’s brother Gordon at Tadley, Nr Basingstoke, but he 

wasn’t happy with Gordon’s mum, so he rang me up to collect him, I remember it 

well, I drove down to Tadley in a raging thunderstorm, Trevor awaiting me at the 

telephone box, near Gordon’s home and we drove home in the pouring rain.  
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Chapter 38 - More Holidays 

It was now time to set off for our holiday at Blue Anchor Bay, Minehead. Not 

leaving until almost 7 am we paid the price, taking six hours to cover the 130 miles, 

but of course some of his time was taken up with meal breaks and toilet stops. 

Having located the camp site, we found the caravan, being pleasantly surprised at 

the size of it and the closeness of it to the beach. Minehead is situated on river 

Severn estuary which flows into the Bristol Channel, so at low tide, the beach can 

be a little contaminated with river debris. The weather wasn’t too kind, the 

children back and forth to the beach, between the showers, some days better than 

others. We spent a little time shopping in Minehead and visited Exmoor, returning 

via that steep hill at Porlock, but in this instance, driving down in low gear, not up. 

Whilst in Porlock, we visited Mr Canning,s brother at the weir, where the children 

had great fun playing in an upturned boat. Returning home on the following 

Saturday, it was necessary to make a detour, via Castle Carey, due to a huge traffic 

build up, adding extra miles to the journey, arriving safely home at 5.40pm to a 

welcome cuppa and unpacking, the children having gone to find their friends I will 

jump to 1966, Aubrey and Agnes, with Linda, were able to join us this year for a 

holiday at Woolacome for two weeks. We left separately as there was no point in 

Aubrey detouring to Kidlington. On arrival at the camp site, we noted that A & A 

had not yet arrived, so after settling in and having some refreshment, we made for 

the beach, which being about a  half-mile down the road, we took the car. On 

returning to the caravan, A & A had now arrived and as we pulled up, Aubrey said 

“Where have you been? We have been here ages and are having our tea” he was 

very surprised when I said “We have been on the beach all afternoon, we got here 

late morning”.  The weather on this particular holiday, was hot, plenty of sun tan 

lotion being necessary. We spent a lot of time in the water and basking in the sun 

on the sand dunes, behind the beach cabins. We lost Adrian for a while, worrying 

and searching, then we noticed him on the life-savers dune-buggy, he was 

enjoying the ride, not one bit upset. Woolacombe has a long, wide beach of golden 

sand and attracts thousands of holiday-makers each year, so not hard for a child to 

mingle with the crowd. Whilst there we met Michael Hawkins, a railway signal-

man, also a keen Country & Western fan, getting Aubrey and Agnes involved, as 

they still are to this day. A good holiday. 
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Chapter 39 - Double transformations 

With holiday to Minehead gone, it was back to some very hard work. The fish pond 

in the back garden was too close to the back of the house, not only that. It was set 

in the middle of the lawn with a concrete surrounding path, not a good place for 

children to play. The pond had been carefully designed and was of solid concrete, 

close to a ton in weight. I did not want to destroy it, but to relocate it in the far 

corner of the garden and in doing so, making space for a more child friendly lawn, 

but at the same time keeping the pond as a feature and fish for the children to 

look after. The surrounding path was easy to smash with the sledge hammer and 

the pieces placed to one side in readiness to make a rockery behind the pond, 

when relocated. Now for the big lift. Digging deeply around the entire 

circumference of the pond, I placed a car jack, under the rim, using a piece of 

timber for the jack to stand on, as I wound up the jack, the timber sank into the 

ground, the pond had not budged, so unwind and place more timber under the 

jack and as the pressure solidified the soil, there was a slight movement and after 

several such operations, I was able to get a heavy piece of timber under one end of 

the pond, turning now to the other end and applying the same procedure, until 

that end was sufficiently high to get timber under. Repeated jacking, enabled me 

now to get two half railway sleepers beneath and with further jacking and adding 

more half sleepers, the bottom of the pond was a little higher than the level of the 

lawn and that is where I left it for now. Taking measurements, I dug a large hole in 

the corner, heaping the soil close to the hole from where I had lifted the pond, in 

readiness to fill that hole in, once all the timber was removed. I placed two pieces 

of timber across the new hole in readiness for the pond to rest on, I had not 

worked out yet how I was going to get them from under the pond for it to settle in 

the hole. Now I placed several railway sleepers across the lawn, on which to slide 

the pond to its new location, I now needed some help and summoned Aubrey. 

With the aid of two hefty poles, with great effort, we gradually levered this mass 

of concrete steadily along the sleepers and onto the timbers which I had placed 

across the new hole, I didn’t have to work out how to move them, a sudden crack 

and both pieces were broken, the pond falling perfectly into the hole, not needing 

any adjustment, but I copped a hernia for my effort, which I will cover later. 

Stacking away the timber, filling the vacant hole, the hard part was over and done 

with, I could not have managed without Aubrey’s help. So the rockery was made 

behind the pond. I made a dividing trellis work between the lawn and the veggie 

garden, with climbing roses to be added later. A truck load of gravel arrived, for 
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the concrete paths, but the truck driver tipped it in the entrance to the drive, 

blocking me in, but with the help of John and Jen, we barrowed it in, placing it on 

the front lawn from where I was able to mix the concrete for the drive and the 

paths at the rear. Now that the pond was moved and the paths concreted, I was 

able to dig up the lawn, and plant new seed, covering the whole area with plastic 

sheeting and in days a magic new lawn was taking shape under that cover. Next 

door to Mrs Scroggs, lived the Bakers, sadly Mr Baker was terminally ill with cancer 

and I had been going in to visit him and give him a shave until he died. Mr Baker 

had bought a large quantity of bricks, with which to build something, but of course 

that didn’t happen and the bricks were piled up in the garden. Now I had the 

windows, as you will recall, earlier in the story, and having seen Stan’s brickwork, I 

asked Mrs Baker if I could buy the bricks, ”just take them, I can’t use them” she 

said. So with the wheelbarrow, I made many trips to bring the bricks home, ready 

to build my garden shed. I had never laid bricks before, so the finished product 

was nowhere near as professional looking as Stan’s, but Fred, next door, thought I 

had made a good job and I was happy. So the shed was completed and I put a 

connecting door from the rear of the garage into it. In October, now that gravel 

had gone from the front lawn, I decided to skim the turf and replant with new 

seed. As I was skimming, I noticed a wire rolling along behind me, taking a closer 

look, I realised that it was telephone cable, sure enough on checking, our phone 

was dead (bugger!)  so I cleaned up the ends and carefully joined the wires 

together, colour to colour, taping each joint firmly and then the whole lot with a 

good measure of tape  I trenched a little deeper, the phone back on line again. 

When the phone was installed, it is fairly obvious, that some lazy installer had 

made a slit in the lawn and pressed the cable in. My repair lasted for a couple of 

years and the phone went dead once again. I guessed what had happened and got 

in touch with telephone company, who sent out a repair man, putting on his test 

gadget, he said “ you have a fault in the line” I said nothing.  He quickly put in a 

new line, not even digging up the old one, just made a new trench and cut off the 

old cable at the base of the house wall and at the pole outside.(no charge). More 

visits to the dentist, Pauline with Joan to see “Mary Poppins. 1965 seemed to be 

racing away, a large bonfire for Guy Fawkes on 5th November. Mrs Buckland’s so

the road had an unfortunate accident with their fireworks, having placed a rocket 

in the neck of  a bottle and igniting it, the bottle fell over and Abe attempted to 

upright it, in doing so the rocket fired, taking out his eye, then dropping into the 

nearby box of fireworks, setting them all off in a spectacular display, poor Abe 

writhing in agony and eventually being rushed off to hospital, but it was not 
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possible to save the eye, such a young man with a patch and later a glass eye 

replacement.  We managed to get one more trip to Southend to visit the family, 

taking and receiving Christmas presents, getting home in time to spend Christmas 

at home. Trevor, now over ten years old and Rosalyn 7 years and eight months, got 

bicycles and Adrian and Kevin, still very young, so presents suitable to their age. I 

note that Ivor had called in on 19th December, with his presents and the next day, 

took Trevor along with him to Werrington (Stoke-on-Trent), to take presents to his 

mother, who was living there at that time, returning the next day. 

So we burst into 1966 and the second of the two transformations takes place: John 

and Jenny had removed the wall between their lounge and dining room, this was a 

great improvement and Ken and Valerie took up the idea and did theirs too. When 

Ken had finished his, I decided to do likewise and Ken let me have the acrows 

(adjustable ceiling props) which he had ‘acquired’ from work. Firstly I had to get an 

RSJ (rolled steel joist) to support the ceiling after the removal of the wall, which I 

purchased from the local scrapyard for one pound. Ken and John came along and 

between us we put supporting timbers and the acrows under the ceiling, then 

knocking a hole through the wall, Ken said “Pauline, come and look through, to see 

if you like it before we knock down any  more!” which she did, anyway it was 

unlikely that we were going to repair the hole, even if she had said ”no”. So we 

continued to remove the brickwork and inserted the RSJ across the gap, using oak 

wedges to make sure that it was firmly against the wall above. As the lounge was 

about eighteen inches wider than the dining room, this left a good solid piece of 

wall with which to support the RSJ, the light switches for both rooms were also 

affixed to it, another saving,  letting the other end into the opposite wall, 

cementing both ends and leaving to set. The rubble I placed outside the French 

door, in readiness to make a base for a conservatory at a later date.  There was 

now a gap in the floor, which had to be covered, luckily there was no difference in 

the floor levels of the two rooms. Allowing a few days for the RSJ cementing to set 

firmly, I set about boxing it in. The broken ends of the wall had to rendered, not a 

big job. Now I was able to decorate the lounge, lay the carpet and get the new 

three piece suite delivered, which we had ordered and paid for in readiness. 

Pauline had made nice green curtains and cushion covers to finish off the job. The 

transformation was complete and we were now able to observe what was 

happening at both the front and the rear of the house from one room. 
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 We didn’t really like the bannisters to the stairs, so I boxed them in and at the 

same time, made a small gate at the bottom of the stairs, to prevent Kevin from 

climbing them. The area under the roof, above the bedrooms was all one and 

previous owners had laid boards across the rafters to use the space for storage, 

many items having been left there and forgotten. It was in my mind to make this 

area into a playroom at some time in the future, but the idea faded and was never 

carried out. Trevor had a habit of jumping the last couple of steps as he came 

down the stairs, but this ended when he landed and the floor collapsed beneath 

him, I was not too happy. When I lifted the broken flooring, I was horrified to find 

that the floor bearers were riddled with dry-rot, I think that this had resulted from 

some past flooding. I quickly cut some treated timber, replaced the boards and 

carpet and that was how it was when we sold. Ken and Valerie, I believe had a 

similar problem and had to replace the whole of the downstairs flooring, which  I 

would have ending up doing had we stayed, no doubt. 

Some-time after we moved into 160, the National Coal Board, was offering the 

new slimline radiator central heating, with a Redfire, smokeless fuel burner, a 

smart looking appliance, with glass door and back boiler to heat the water. At two 

hundred pounds, the offer was too good to refuse and we arranged with Jean’s 

husband John, who was a licensed plumber to do the job. John and his mate came 

along and made templates for the curved radiators to fit under the bay windows, 

upstairs and down and counting the number of other flat ones to be installed as 

well as a heated towel rail for the bathroom and sent off the order. Whilst 

awaiting the arrival of these, John removed the old style chain pull toilet system 

and fitted a new low level suite, after which I boxed in the bath, making things look 

very modern. The complete CH system arrived and John quickly got on with the 

job, when finished, the smart white radiators really looked nice and the heat from 

the Redfire, certainly made us sit back a little and was so efficient, being an 

enclosed unit. Now that we had the central heating, I removed the fireplaces from 

the lounge and the double bedrooms, bricking them up. 
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Chapter 40 - Hernia Harris No. 1 

I was admitted to the Churchill Hospital, 10th August 1966, having returned from 

Woolacombe, the previous week-end, sun-tanned and rested. At 11am the next

day I was wheeled to the theatre, the anaesthetist asking if I had just returned 

from the French Riviera, “no, we have just got back from very sunny holiday at 

Woolacome” I replied, “well count to ten” he said and I woke up as sick as a dog, in 

the recovery ward, wondering where the hell I was. I shall never forget that 

horrible dry sickly taste and the yellow bile, which is a thing of the past now-a-

days. Back in the ward of 26 beds, another chap, also named Harris had had a

similar op and he was dubbed Hernia Harris No.2 much to the amusements of the 

other patients, who had all sorts of other ops and were from a very diverse cross 

section of the community. Matron was a very smart lady, with her starched collar 

and immaculately pressed uniform. There were several nurses and the ward was 

run entirely by these lovely people. In the next bed to my left was a Mr Wright, an 

older man with a dry sense of humour, he had had a gall stone op and proudly 

displayed the stones in a little jar on his bedside table, his little jokes kept us 

laughing and anyone who has had a serious op, will be aware of the inability to 

control laughing. A man came in for an op to enlarge the urinal pipe in his penis, 

he really created laughter, when relating the after effects of the op, saying that 

when he tried to pee “it was like pissing red hot fish hooks”, Mr Wright burst out 

laughing and all of us who had heard his comment, joined in. A younger man 

opposite, went into hysterics, rolled out of bed and crawled along the floor, out of 

the doors, onto the lawn outside, having to be retrieved by matron and nurses, still 

laughing uncontrollably. I don’t know what they did to overcome the problem. 

After a few days, I was able sit at the table for meals and converse with others 

there.  In the evening I was able to take a turn with the drinks trolley to serve up 

the night-caps. It had been a painful first visit to a hospital, but the op was a great 

success and still holds to this day. If I remember correctly, Jean collected me from 

hospital. Worse to come, the weather continued to be fine and warm and I spent 

most days on the back lawn, only to go down with a dreadful flu, keeping me off 

work for a further three weeks. With tax refund, the payments from two Sick 

Clubs, that I had wisely joined, I was slightly better off in bed, but I certainly 

wouldn’t have recommended a hernia op to anyone back then.  
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Chapter 41 - The odd job man 

Having moved to Kidlington, I was no longer able to work for Mr Canning, the 

disputes and stoppages at the factory continued to happen, so I looked for part 

time jobs to supplement my earnings. Fred next door had plenty of contacts and I 

was soon finding more odd jobs than I could handle, painting, gardening, repairs, 

you name it. Mr Rowe, who lived midway between us and Garden City, was an ex 

tea-planter and in his retirement had taken on housing for students from the 

Oxford University. There was no shortage of repairs and other odd jobs in these 

old houses and flats. I also did a large amount of decorating in Mr Rowe’s own 

home and when he moved to Jack Straws Lane, near Oxford, to an even bigger 

property, I spent many hours changing the décor for him and his American wife. I 

also put in a few hours for a Miss Wake, a direct descendant of Hereward-the-

Wake, very amusing really, Fred had put me on to the job. I found the address and 

parked outside. There was a long stone wall, with yellow forsythia hanging over it, 

in full bloom. I entered the heavy wrought iron gate an proceeded along the wide 

gravelled path, It was like going to “Downton Abbey”. When I arrived and rang the 

bell at the large front door, a maid, appropriately dressed, came to the door and 

asked to who I might be. Saying that I had come to do some gardening as arranged 

by Fred, she said “please step inside and I will inform Miss Wake that you are 

here”, disappearing through a door at the other side of the room. Re-appearing 

some minutes later, “Miss Wake will see you now” she said and opened the door 

and said “Mr Harris, ma’am”. I stepped inside, confronting a very old lady, propped 

up in a large four-poster bed “Now young man” she said “ I want you to dig the 

front garden thoroughly, taking out all the Sternbergia (Aconites), which have 

taken over. You can leave your bicycle in the tool shed and later the maid will 

make some refreshments”. I didn’t have the heart to say that I had a car outside, 

which was well hidden from view by the stone wall anyway. So I dug away the 

entangled mess of Aconites, trying hard to get every root from the deep black soil. 

After refreshments, I continued into the afternoon, being surprised to see the old 

lady, slowly approaching on two sticks, “how is the job going?” she enquired. “I 

have done my best, there may-be the odd root or two left.” I said. “But that is not 

what I want, I want it all out” she said, with a little bit of authority in her voice. “I 

will fork it over again” I said and with that she ambled off. Returning the next day, I 

was pleasantly surprised, when Miss Wake thanked me for doing a good job and 

before handing out any more work, she asked me to take a seat near her bedside, 

where-upon she enquired as to where I was born and where I presently lived, 
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telling her that I was born in the Parish of Deddington, “Oh! Deddington” she said 

“I am sure I have a book on Deddington, I shall seek it out of my library and you 

may like to borrow it”. “Indeed, I would ma’am, thank you” and sure enough, at 

my next visit she had it wrapped and ready for me. I left Fred to carry on with the 

garden, as the factory was running fairly smoothly now and I never did any more 

work for Miss Wake. Another job that Fred asked me to share with him, was to lop 

the top of a tree for a retired navy captain, his name escapes me. But I didn’t tell 

Fred which day I was available, so went off to do the job by myself. I can’t recall 

the species of the tree, but it had been lopped before and the new growth of long 

poles had attained a height of, probably fifteen feet. Getting the ladder and taking 

a saw, I climbed to the base of the long poles and proceeded to cut them off, 

letting them fall to the ground, not too far from the captain’s residence. So, the 

last one was standing proud and right opposite the lounge window of the house.  

Eying the distance, I figured that there was plenty of room for the last pole to fall, 

which there was, BUT! When this defiant pole fell to the ground, it stood on end 

and, you’ve guessed it, instead of falling backwards, as the others had, it teetered 

momentarily and fell forward, the strong saw cut end, plunging through one of the 

small fancy lead-light panels, above the large window. God! What can I say? I 

knocked on the door, and the only one at home was the young daughter, who had 

not heard the breaking glass, being in another part of the large house. I helped her 

clear the broken glass from the carpet and said I would ring later when her father 

was home, still wondering what the outcome would be. I told Fred, “well, I told 

you that we would do it together, don’t come to me for help” How-ever when I 

spoke with the captain later, he couldn’t have been nicer, saying that he was 

taking all the coloured glass out and replacing with plain glass. It could have been 

worse, had the pole smashed the large window. John and I did a lot of decorating 

together, with thoughts of setting up in business, but Jen was always ringing to tell 

John to get home for his meals or other things, so in the end we abandoned the 

idea. I carried on, fitting odd jobs in with my own, but the family benefitted so 

much from my efforts, a lovely modernised home, good clothes, always well 

dressed and good holidays. Above all I loved doing it for them. 
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Chapter 42 - From Memory 

My Diary entries dried up somewhat during 1966 till early 1969, when we 

departed for Australia, I suppose I was trying to fit in too much, so most of what I 

write now will be from memory. My hernia fixed, the flu gone, I was now 

restricted, somewhat, as to what work I could do at home, having been lectured 

on this by my doctor. At the factory, I was able to avoid any task that might be too 

strenuous, filling in with easier jobs that Ron could find for me. The rest of the year 

raced away, spending Christmas at Southend.  1967, the New Year dawned and

now I was feeling well and carried on with my normal activities. Trevor’s school 

had announced that a number of children would be able to join a cruise on the 

School Cruises ship, the SS Nevassa, to Morocco and he was keen to go, so without 

any hesitation, we paid a deposit and the cruise took place at Easter, possibly for 

two weeks, I am not sure. However, Trevor had a great time and has a postcard of 

the Nevassa, signed by all his mates, who cruised with him. I wrongly thought that 

Rosalyn went to Italy with her school, but she tells me that we cancelled the trip, 

as we had decided to emigrate to Australia. Pauline reminds me that we bought 

Kevin a red pedal car for his 2nd birthday and Adrian had a police pedal car 

sometime prior, remiss of me to forget. Early one Sunday morning, after a late 

night having a few drinks at home with Aubrey and Agnes, we heard laughter from 

downstairs, on investigation, we found little Kevin, sitting behind the settee in the 

lounge, with an empty sherry bottle, a broken glass, giggling away, drunk. Pauline 

rang the doctor, explaining what had happened and he said that as long as it was 

only sherry and not a large amount, let him sleep it off. He slept well into the 

morning, lucky is wasn’t something stronger and lucky too that he didn’t cut 

himself on the glass. Lesson learned! 

1st June 1967, I sold my old faithful, NRD 967, to Ken for twenty pounds and the 

next day bought a black Austin Cambridge, 188 GWL, with red leather seats, for 

two hundred and thirty pounds, from Hartford Motors. Working at BMC where the 

Cambridge was made, I was able get any parts required from the reject store, for a 

fraction of the retail price. When polished, it did resemble a police car, as they 

were using the Wolseley model at that time, from the same range of cars. I was 

driving towards Oxford one morning, I spotted Martin in his little mini-van, slowly 

pulling alongside him, hailing him to pull over, which he did  and when I stepped 

out, he said “bloody hell mate, I nearly shit myself, I wondered what I had done 

wrong”, this created a few laughs at work. The Cambridge was roomier than the 
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Vauxhall, with a split bench seat at the front, a large boot and a strong roof rack. In 

a short while I had turned it into a practically new car, not as nippy as NRD 967, 

but nice to drive.  

With the alterations and decorations to 160 complete, I was able to spend more 

time doing other things, Pauline and I taking the children to many places of 

interest, Stratford-upon-Avon, Blenheim Palace, Windsor Castle, the sights of 

London, to name a few, not always by ourselves, Aubrey and Agnes, with Linda 

were still our regular escorts. Of course we made many trips to other parts of the 

country, when we were at Southend, Pearl and Derrick, with Corinne and Sally, 

took us along to Constable Country, Flatford Mill, a favourite, as well as many old 

country homes and historical places.    

John and I continued to follow Oxford United when playing at home, or away if not 

too far, such as Swindon or Reading. On one occasion, I can’t recall the date, but it 

must have been late ’68, I took Adrian along to watch Manchester United play 

Oxford United in an FA Cup match. Thousands of extra temporary seats had been 

erected at the ground to accommodate as many supporters as possible, to watch a 

top division side. Ron Atkinson (Tank), who was Oxfords star player, eventually 

became manager of Manchester United. Anyway, on this day, Steven Scroggs, 

offered us a lift and we noted where he had parked for the return trip. The match 

ended, we made our way to Steve’s parking spot, gone!! The traffic was 

horrendous, so I said ”not that far, Adrian, let’s walk” So cutting off a fair slice, by 

using a short cut to the City by-pass, we set off. The by-pass was chocker block, the 

traffic stop/start. Mr Canning’s bus was amongst all this, but the driver could not 

pick up passengers with a charter bus. As we walked we would catch the bus up 

and then it would move on a little way and we would pass it again as we walked on 

the footpath, in those days it was only a two way road, so it didn’t take a lot of 

traffic to cause a jam. Well eventually we had walked the length of the by-pass to 

Summertown round-about and turning onto the Kidlington road, a city bus came 

along, we gladly hopped on for that last mile home. We never did find out from 

Steve, why he had left us stranded (mean sod!), but we probably got more benefit 

from the walk than he did from the stop/start traffic! 

John and I also enjoyed a game of darts and a couple of beers at The Dog at the 

week-ends. Jen would baby-sit for us, when Aubrey and Agnes visited to go out for 

an evening meal, perhaps to the Sturdeys Castle restaurant or the Evenlode on the 

Witney road and on return visits to A & A, we would dine at the Red Lion at 
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Bloxham or in Banbury or Brackley and in turn, Pauline would sit for John and Jen, 

so it was all very friendly and enjoyable. I recall one very cold Winters evening, 

when Aubrey and Agnes came for one of our get-togethers, as they were ready to 

leave for home, I said  jokingly “might be snowing”, upon opening the front door 

to see them off, there was about three inches of snow covering their car and the 

ground. Aubrey told us later, that they had a slippery ride home, only just able to 

negotiate the steep hill into Deddington 

1968 and I cannot recall any significant happenings, no doubt there were a few 

things that would be worth a mention, but these will come when my account has 

ended. Life continued much the same, I do remember a Fete being held at Trevor’s 

High School, where teams of four adults had to smash up a piano and poke all the 

pieces through a 12 inch square hole cut into a large plywood board, there must 

have been at least ten pianos lined up and on the signal the destruction began, 

each team being monitored, to make sure all the pieces got through the hole, the 

hardest part was the iron frame, which held the wires, I couldn’t grasp the fact 

that all these, once treasured pianos, were being smashed, I seem to recall that 

the winning team was from the local bank.  Pauline had found a little part time job 

for a couple of hours, twice a week, more a friendly help to a friend, than a job. I 

kept up my odd jobbing, if time allowed. 

 Whilst I was doing some decorating for Ken and Val, they mentioned that they had 

decided to migrate to Australia, under the ‘Ten Pound Pom’ scheme, many 

thousands, country-wide, were making the break, and said that we might be 

interested to go along to the films and lectures that were being held in Oxford, 

telling Pauline of the suggestion, we decided to go along to look and listen. Like a 

holiday brochure, the films were colourful and showed all the best features of that 

land ‘down-under’, the sunshine, the golden sands, the outdoor life, but not all so 

rosy once you are there, everywhere has its problems and hardships, some settle, 

some don’t, it’s what you make it. 
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Chapter 43 - Goodbye 160 

So the decision was made, taken in by the films and lectures we decided to 

migrate to sunny Australia. We could have made things so much easier, had we 

been less hasty and planned better, but we could say this about lots of things that 

happen in one’s lifetime. The decision made and the wheels were now in motion. 

With some sadness, 160 was put up for sale at 5,200-00 pounds, despite Mr Rowe 

advising us not to sell, as he said, he would have no trouble renting it out, with a 

home for us to come back to, if we didn.t settle in Australia. On reflection, that is 

what we should have done, the prices for such a home rocketed over the next few 

years, even little St Aubin had been sold for 13,000-00 pounds and when we 

visited in the nineties, the new owner said he had paid 104,000-00 pounds for it. 

Lots of forms had to be filled in, as well as medicals, vaccinations and X-rays, all of 

these things being necessary to meet the requirements of the Australian Migration 

Department. Then the sale of 160, which we put into the hands of our faithful Mr 

Phillips and it was not long before a Miss Chance and her Australian partner had 

signed on the dotted line, delighted to find what they were seeking. Because of 

the quick sale, we now had the opportunity to travel to Australia on the flagship of 

the P&O shipping company, the SS Canberra, 42,000 tons of luxury. 

There were different categories that one could migrate to Australia under. One 

could go direct to a migrant hostel and stay until settled by the authorities, or with 

$A5000-00 or more, travel under a sponsored arrangement with a Reality group, 

who would anticipate that you would buy a home from them, staying in 

accommodation that they would provide, but only for four weeks if you failed to 

sign a contract with them and then out into the big wide world to make your own 

arrangements, which is what happened to many, including us. Your bum was 

barely on the chair, on arrival at your provided accommodation, when the agent 

was knocking at the door with a contract in his hand, desperate to get a sale and 

his commission. 

So we were about to leave our now very comfortable, modernised home, barely 

having had time to benefit from the hard work in making it so. We were able to 

take one ton of luggage for a family of six and Brambles, the assigned packaging 

company, came to 160 to pack the crates, that I had managed to get, free of 

charge, from an office in Oxford, with the things that we had chosen to take, 
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making several trips to collect them. On the last trip I was unfortunate enough to 

get some damage to the back of the Cambridge, when a little tray top truck, laden  

with heavy drums, was unable to stop on the wet road, pushing and squashing a 

Ford Cortina between it and mw. The poor little Cortina was a ‘write-off’, smashed 

at front and rear. My damage was minimal, thanks to the robust rear bumper and 

chassis. I was able to get replacement over-riders for the rear bumper from the 

reject store at work. Leaving the accident, I drove to the police station at 

Kidlington to report the incident and returned to the scene with a motor cycle 

policeman, explaining what had happened and telling that I would be able to 

repair my small amount of damage and would be leaving for Australia soon. He 

wrote down a few details and said “off you go then, good luck in Australia, I will 

now sort out the bloke that caused it and check the poor bugger in the Cortina. I 

dread to think how long I would have been held up at the scene these days. I heard 

nothing more of the affair. I got the crates stencilled with the required details and 

left Brambles to do the rest. Personal items for the voyage, we packed ourselves 

and I note that I had to pay twelve pounds and eleven shillings excess baggage, 

when arriving at Durban, South Africa, so alphabetically I suppose Z got their bill 

when arriving at Melbourne! I had been advised to take my car, which I did and it 

travelled on another P & O vessel, the SS Himalaya, which was neck and neck with 

us all the way to Adelaide. The car had to be delivered to a special depot in 

London, where it was steam cleaned and waxed for the journey. I packed the boot 

with garden and other tools, also placing other things between the front and rear 

seats. I locked the boot, which had a separate key and removed it from the key 

ring, just leaving the ignition key. When I eventually got the car released from 

customs, a note on the steering wheel said “Unable to unlock boot”, imagine that 

these days!! So all that I had packed in th car got through ok. I now had to decide 

how to dispose of our furniture and other things that we were not taking. Our 

lovely, almost new lounge suite sold to a young couple about to marry, along with 

the dining suite and other bits and pieces for less than the true value. My niece 

Sylvia gladly accepted the bedroom furniture and my almost new extension ladder 

I gave to Fred next door. How wrong we were to get rid of our home so readily and 

cheaply!and Roy (mouth and trousers) called in to say ‘bon voyage’ and collect my 

nearly new shovel, which I told him he could have, if he collected it. So eventually 

all our unwanted effects had been disposed of, just hanging on to the beds until 

the day before we left, sleeping on the carpet on the final night, Jen providing 

blankets We were now without a car, but still had the telephone, so we were able 

to contact our friends to tell them of our departure date, in turn many made final 
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visits and calls. So on the Wednesday 21st May 1969, Mr Phillips called in to finalise 

any business and promised to settle any accounts that may present themselves 

after our departure and keep us posted. Jen, John, Tim and Tracy, joined us for a 

final photograph under the Prunus tree on the front lawn and with lots of tears, 

we left by taxi for Oxford railway station. We caught the 7-07pm train to 

Southampton, where we made our way to 48 Atherley Road, Shirley, the home of 

Pauline’s brother John and wife Dorothy. After some welcome refreshment, John 

took us the short distance to the docks, where the Canberra was moored, a truly 

magnificent looking vessel.The next day, having said our farewells to the family, 

who had travelled down to see us off, we boarded the Canberra, being carefully 

checked in by the on-board Migration officers and were allocated cabins 254 and 

256 on D deck, our portholes about water level. Stowing our luggage and speaking 

with our Goan cabin steward, we returned to the upper deck, high above the 

wharf below, where in a large group, stood Pauline’s Mum, Sister Pearl and 

husband Derrick, brothers Ivor and wife Chloe, John and wife Dot, Auntie’s Nellie 

and Dears. At 5pm “anchors aweigh’ and Canberra slipped away, Australia bound. 

We waved and blew kisses to the family, who we would not see again for two 

years, amid the noise of the ships hooting siren and the the shouts and yells of 

hundreds of other passenger and seeing-off families, with bunting and streamers 

trailing. This was not new to me, as I had already been half-way across the world 

during my Army days. Pauline had a small taste on our trip to the Channel Islands 

and Trevor on his school trip to Morocco, so half of us were prior seafarers, whilst 

for Rosalyn, Adrian and Kevin, a new experience, which they thoroughly enjoyed. 

But this would not be their last voyage, as we circumnavigated the world in 

1971/72 on a most memorable cruise. But that is another story. I can safely leave 

the children to record our life in Australia. 

I will conclude this account of “As I Remember”, You will find the odd grammatical 

error and spelling mistake. Thank-you to my dear wife for her patience, during the 

many hours she spent alone during this bum numbing account.  George 2013. 
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