Memories of early years with my Mum and Dad.

My earlierst memories go back to living in Battersea when Mum and Dad were sub-tenants in a tenement building in Rollo Street – next door to a ‘bomb site’!  There was no indoor loo and to reach the outside ‘closet’ in the yard she had to go through the downstairs tenants scullery.

Definitely no bathroom and either her or Dad took my sister and me down to the public baths.  We had to share the bath and yell ‘more hot, or more cold’ as only the person in charge could regulate the heat of the water from outside the cubicle.

No luxuries and fitted kitchens, 3 storey’s in the old building and she had a sink on one landing and gas cooker on an upper one.  One bedroom that my sister and I shared and a room up top which trebled as dining/sitting/parents bedroom with a pull down bed for night time.

Life was so different back in the late 40’s/earlier 50’s and Mum had to get up at 5am to travel into the city to clean offices etc., and leave her children to sort themselves out to go to school – everything was left for their breakfast etc., and this was quite normal for that era.

How she managed to keep two young children quiet when accessing the building must have been very difficult.  The actual tenant worked nights and one of the rules was that he could not be woken by any noise as his wife would have ‘pawned’ his only suit during the day until she could earn enough money to reclaim it for him to wear the following evening.

Mum’s joy at being offered a ‘Council House’ complete with garden and bathroom in Borehamwood was great but Dad was very unsure.  She organised Dad to take Carol and myself down to view the property and I don’t think Dad had a chance to turn it down as Carol and I just sat in the dry bath and refused to move until he promised we could have it.

After all this hardship she found (very late in the day) that she was expecting another Babe – yep our brother Rich.  He was her very special unexpected addition and both her and Dad doted on him.  Sure both Carol and I were a bit put out at the time!!

Our parents never had a lot of money and Mum continued to work cleaning and cooking for a couple who owned a shop in Borehamwood which enabled her to be around to get us all off to school and be at home when we got back.

Widowed at age 57 with her two daughters now married,  our young bro Rich had had to become the ‘man’ of the house and lived and helped support her for many years until meeting Lin and getting married.  All 3 of us have had very close contact with her since and she used to stay with my Cis and me every third weekend until Rich and Lin made her a home with them for the 6 years before her health and mobility made it impossible and she after several stays in hospital moved into Hill House Care Home.

One of her delights in older years was being with Jack and Lewis and when possible her other grandchildren.

Nade…..

